
I Broke My Mother’s iPhone

I broke my mother’s iPhone.  
I didn’t mean to do it.

I played a game that made me mad,
and that was why I threw it.

I tried to fix it quickly. 
I used a lot of tape

plus glue and gum and rubber bands
to put it back in shape. 

I thought I got it working,
but when I turned it on, 

the videos refused to play,
and all the games were gone.
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It couldn’t send an email.
It couldn’t send a text.

The apps were mostly missing
which left me quite perplexed.

There wasn’t much of anything
her phone could do at all.

The only thing that worked was when 
she tried to make a call. 

I thought she’d need a brand new phone, 
which I would have to get her.

But she just smiled and said, “Hey, thanks!
I think I like this better.”



Melinda Made a Snowman
Melinda made a snowman,

which she gave a carrot nose.
She placed some rubber boots 

on what she figured were his toes.
Melinda gave him charcoal eyes,

and after one last pat,
upon her snowman’s frozen head

she placed her father’s hat.
She thought him nearly finished

and then as a final note,
she took her father’s favorite tie
and draped it ‘round his throat.
Melinda was so proud of him;
she rushed upstairs with glee.

She hollered to her mom and dad
to, “Hurry, come and see!”

But by the time they came downstairs,
Melinda cried and cried.

“Melinda,” Mom and Dad said,
“snowmen must be made outside.” 
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The Principal is Missing

The Principal is missing.
He’s nowhere to be found.

The teachers tried to page him,
and they’ve hunted all around.

He isn’t in the staff room.
He isn’t in the gym,

and all the kids are wondering 
just what’s become of him.

We’ve looked in every classroom.
We’ve peeked in every hall.

We even checked the bathrooms
and inspected every stall.
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He isn’t in his closet.
He’s not behind his door.

He isn’t underneath his desk
or hiding in a drawer.

If you should see the Principal,
please send him back to school,

and tell him we apologize.
We know that we were cruel.

Please tell him that we miss him.
We’re sorry we were mean.

But tell him next St. Patrick’s day
he needs to wear some green.
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Lunchbox Love Note
Inside my lunch
to my surprise

a perfect heart-shaped
love note lies.

The outside says,
“Will you be mine?”

and “Will you be
my valentine?”

I take it out
and wonder who

would want to tell me
“I love you.”

Perhaps a girl 
who’s much too shy

to hand it to me
eye to eye.

Or maybe it 
was sweetly penned

in private by
a secret friend

who found my lunchbox
sitting by

and slid the note in
on the sly.
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Oh, I’d be thrilled 
if it were Jo,

the cute one in
the second row.

Or could it be
from Jennifer?

Has she found out
I’m sweet on her?
My mind’s abuzz,

my shoulders tense.
I need no more

of this suspense.
My stomach lurching

in my throat,
I open up

my little note.
Then wham! as if
it were a bomb,
inside it reads,

“I love you —Mom.” 


