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A Spring In My Step

I’m bopping along with a spring in my step.
I’m skipping and leaping and loaded with pep.
I’m bounding around like I don’t have a care.
I feel like I'm practically walking on air.

I’m bouncing along like a red rubber ball.

My head’s in the clouds like I’'m twenty feet tall.

It’s not that I got some extremely good news,

or ate lots of candy, or bought some new shoes.

But after each winter I get the same thing---
a spring in my step as we step into spring.

(Z3FE | ~3888 3 ©OKenn Nesbitt)
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Astro Cow

Hello, my name is AstroCow.

I’m deep in outer space right now.

I’m off to visit distant stars.

I've seen the moon. I’ve been to Mars.

I’ve done the most amazing things.

I soared through Saturn’s massive rings.

I checked out Neptune. Pluto too.
Then out among the stars I flew.

I built this awesome rocket ship
to take an interstellar trip,

and travel through the galaxy
to find a home for cows like me.

You see, I used to live on Earth.

It was my home, my place of birth.

But now I search for somewhere new;
somewhere they don’t serve barbecue.
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My Dog Does My Homework

My dog does my homework
at home every night.

He answers each question
and gets them all right.

There’s only one problem
with homework by Rover.
I can’t turn in work

that’s been slobbered all over.
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My Cat Knows Karate

My cat knows karate.
My frog knows kung-fu.
My poodle knows judo.
My turtle does too.

They all became black belts
by watching TV;

some Chuck Norris movies,
and films with Bruce Lee.

They liked learning lessons
from Jean-Claude Van Damme,
and acting like action-film star
Jackie Chan.

They practiced their punches,
their blocks, and their kicks
until they were masters

of martial arts tricks.

You’d think they’d be good now
at guarding our house,

but, yesterday morning,

they ran from my mouse.

My mouse is a crack-up.

I laughed at his prank.

Do you think it’s weird that
my mouse drives a tank?

(ZREE | ~32885 ©Kenn Nesbitt)
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The Perfect Cake

Today’s my mother’s birthday.
She’s a connoisseur of cakes.
I tried to bake a masterpiece
but made a few mistakes.

I couldn’t find the flour,

so I stirred in mashed potatoes,
then turned it red as roses

by including stewed tfomatoes.

I knew that eggs were needed,
but is seventeen too many?
We had no milk or butter,

so I couldn’t put in any.

The sugar was the weirdest part;

it tasted just like salt!

Her “cake” came out like meatloaf, which was
clearly all my fault.

Mom said, “This cake is perfect
and you’ve totally succeeded!
You made it with a lot of love,
and that is all I needed.”
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Our Math Teacher’s Missing.

Our math teacher’s missing.
He cannot be found.

We’ve looked high and low but
he’s nowhere around.

We peeked in the classrooms.
We peered through the doors.
We looked in the lockers

and dug through the drawers.

We dropped by the office.

We searched in the halls.

We ran through the bathrooms
inspecting the stalls.

He’s not on the playground
or out on the lawn.

It’s hard to believe, but
our math teacher’s gone.

We can’t say for sure, but
we’re starting to think

it could be because we
have sort of a stink.

And, probably, nothing

has happened to him.

He just knows our math class
is right after gym.
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Cooking Class

I signed up for a cooking class.
I thought it would be fun.

But everything I made came out
completely overdone.

I burned a bowl of noodles.
I set fire to a steak.

I blackened twenty tacos,
seven pizzas, and a cake.

I furned some eggs to ashes and
I torched a piece of toast.

And you don’t even want to know
what happened to the roast.

I don’t know why but everything
I made went up in smoke.

I even scorched some sushi,
several salads, and a Coke.

My lessons didn’t teach me much.
There’s just one thing I’m learning:

I'm terrible at cooking,
but I’m excellent at burning.
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Spaghetti, Dear Spaghetti

Spaghetti, dear spaghetti
you’re the only thing I eat.

I love you, dear spaghetti.

Yes, you make my life complete.

I love you with spaghetti sauce.

With garlic you’re delicious.

I'll have you, please, with creamy cheese
or little clams and fishes.

With butter you're incredible.
With herbs my taste buds quiver.
I'd even eat you happily

with Brussels sprouts and liver.

Spaghetti, you’'re the greatest food
that ever was invented.

I used to eat some other foods

but now I have repented.

There’s nothing that I'd rather have,
than noodles under meat sauce.

But, whoops! I’ ve changed my mind. Goodbye.

I’m now in love with pizzas.
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(3)Advanced/International #F9

Make a creative short story! Choose one of the prompts below to start your story.
Please make fun imaginary stories rather than speeches telling facts or opinions.
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R |. I opened my lunch box at school and suddenly I saw...
FRTCEALREMIIB5GE, RARRALLDIE--

% 2. One morning, I woke up and discovered that my pet was using my smartphone...
HEAREIDLYL, XYM HDRAT— b2 EFES>TNT -

% 3. I accidentally joined a club for superheroes, and my first mission was to...
I ZA—/—E—a—=TFTITA->TLEN, ZBMD Iy a~ld--

ZRAH 4. The vending machine near my school is haunted, and one day it suddenly...
FROIFLDABRTHIIIMESI VT, HSE LR

#R# 5. I bought a strange pencil that can write every letter except Q...
Fal, QLT EECTUN TERVARRRGCHBELEVELZ ZL T



