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Homework Stew
by Kenn Nesbitt
I cooked my math book in a broth
and stirred it to a steaming froth.
I threw in papers—pencils, too—
to make a pot of homework stew.
I turned the flame up nice and hot
and tossed my binder in the pot.
I sprinkled in my book report
with colored markers by the quart.
Despite its putrid, noxious gas,
I proudly took my stew to class.
And though the smell was so grotesque,
I set it on my teacher’s desk.
My teacher said, “You're quite a chef.
But, still, you're going to get an F.
I didn’t ask for ‘homework stew,’
I said, “Tomorrow, homework’s due."”

RREX 2
Zoom Gloom
by Kenn Nesbitt

Distance learning. What a bore.

Our school’s been closed a month or more.

I'm stuck at home. I'm in my room,
and meeting with my class on Zoom.
There’s no more lunchroom. No PE.
Just studying and tests for me.
There’s no more recess. No more ball.
Just staring at my bedroom wall.
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The playground’s closed—the swings, the slide— KRR LEAVTRWY 7T ab 30 HE

and everybody’s stuck inside.

We can’t go out and play with friends.
I hope that, pretty soon, this ends.

I know it’s only for a while,

but here’s a thought that makes me smile:

Although it might not sound so cool,
I just can’t wait to go to school.
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Squirrel

by Mary Ann Hoberman

Grey squirrel

Small beast

Storing up a winter's feast,
Hides a hundred nuts at least.

Nook and cranny stocked with seed
Tucked away for winter's need.
Acorns stuck in hole and crack.
Will he ever get them back?

When the snow is piled up high
And the year is at December,

Can he really still remember
Where he hid them in September?

I have watched him from my window
And he always seems to know
Where the food he hid is waiting
Buried deep beneath the snow.

And I wonder (Do you wonder?)
How he knows where he must go.

Deep Sea Dance
by Kenn Nesbitt
Down on the ocean floor,
Deep in the sea,
Everybody’s dancing.
Ready? ONE, TWO, THREE

Barracuda boogies

With the octopus and eel.

Sea horse does a square dance
With the salmon and the seal.

Everybody’s dancing in the
deep, deep dark.

But run away! Run away!
Here comes the shark!

Jellyfish then joins in.

So do octopus and eel.

Snake returns to shimmy

With the sea horse and the seal.

Everybody’s dancing

From the salmon to the snail.
But run away! Run away!
Here comes killer whale!
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A Virtual Puppy vy —FxtR
by Kenn Nesbitt

I purchased a virtual puppy. Vr—FxNVfREHSTZAT
He lives in an app on my phone. A=KROT FYDOHFTEETND
He digs in a virtual garden V7 —F v LDRERIES T
to bury a virtual bone. V7 —=F X NDEEIDD
I feed him with virtual dog food. Ur—FXNVD Ry T T —RKedbiFT
I'm teaching him virtual tricks, U7y —F ¥ NDEEHZTND
like giving me virtual handshakes Uy —F ¥ LOBFL N
and fetching his virtual sticks. Uy —F ¥ L OBEEIRYITTETZY
He naps on a virtual sofa. Tr—F¥NDY T 7 —TET
He likes to chase virtual cats. Wy —F LD F A E BT DO IFE
Whenever he’s good I reward him BT LXFIWnwoTh, JIFHV0EHITD
with virtual dog treats and pats. U7 —FxLDITNEH)WT RTTHITH
He'll bring me the virtual paper. T —F XY VOFE AR TETIND
He'll chew on a virtual shoe. U7 —F v DL D% e L HTRDHIESD
There’s only one virtual problem. U7 —F ¥ LV ORER — DT
His baths are virtual, too. BSEAL Ty —F v
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I had the craziest dream...

I want to make the world a better place...

I have this amazing friend...

This is probably the most valuable gift I ever got...

It was a moonless night and I heard whispers under my bed...
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