Good Morning, Dear Students

BY KENN NESBITT
“Good morning, dear students,” the principal said.

“Please put down your pencils and go back to bed.

Today we will spend the day playing outside,

then take the whole school on a carnival ride.

“We’ll learn to eat candy while watching TV,

then listen to records and swing from a tree.

We’ll also be learning to draw on the walls,

to scream in the classrooms and run in the halls.

“So bring in your skateboard, your scooter, your bike.

It’s time to be different and do what you like.

The teachers are going to give you a rest.

You don’t have to study. There won’t be a test.

“And if you’d prefer, for a bit of a change,

feel free to go wild and act really strange.

Go put on a clown suit and dye your hair green,

and copy your face on the Xerox machine.

“Tomorrow it’s back to the regular grind.

Today, just go crazy. We really don’t mind.

So tear up your homework. We’ll give you an A.

Oh wait. I’m just kidding. It’s April Fools’ Day.”
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Saw My Teacher On a Saturday

by Dave Crawley
Saw my teacher on a Saturday!
I can’t believe it’s true!
I saw her buying groceries,
like normal people do!

She reached for bread and turned around,
and then she caught my eye.
She gave a smile and said, “Hello.”
I thought that I would die!

“Oh, hi…hello, Miss Appleton,”
I mumbled like a fool.
I guess I thought that teacher types
spend all their time at school.

To make the situation worse,
my mom was at my side.
So many rows of jars and cans.
So little room to hide.

Oh please, I thought, don’t tell my mom
what I did yesterday!
I closed my eyes and held my breath
and hoped she’d go away.

Some people think it’s fine to let
our teachers walk about.
But when it comes to Saturdays,
they shouldn’t let them out!
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Only once a year, on his birthday, did Charlie Bucket ever get to taste a bit of chocolate. The whole family saved up their money for that special occasion, and when the great day arrived, Charlie was always presented with one small chocolate bar to eat all by himself. And each time he received it, on those marvelous birthday mornings, he would place it carefully in a small wooden box that he owned, and treasure it as though it were a bar of solid gold; and for the next few days, he would allow himself only to look at it, but never to touch it. Then at last, when he could stand it no longer, he would peel back a tiny bit of the paper wrapping at one corner to expose a tiny bit of chocolate, and then he would take a tiny nibble – just enough to allow the lovely sweet taste to spread out slowly over his tongue. The next day, he would take another tiny nibble, and so on, and so on. And in this way, Charlie would make his sixpenny bar of birthday chocolate last him for more than a month.

But I haven’t yet told you about the one awful thing that tortured little Charlie, the lover of chocolate, more than anything else. This thing, for him, was far, far worse than seeing slabs of chocolate in the shop windows or watching other children munching bars of creamy chocolate right in front of him. It was the most terrible torturing thing you could imagine, and it was this:

In the town itself, actually within sight of the house in which Charlie lived, there was an ENORMOUS CHOCOLATE FACTORY!

Just imagine that!
Charlie and the Chocolate Factory
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