I was Driving Down the Street One Day

by Caleb M. Swafford

I was driving down the street one day and saw a stegosaurus.

I asked the dinosaur his name.  He said his name was Morris.

He said he had to get a ride to hear his favorite band.

I decided that I might as well lend him a helping hand.

Now stegosaurus + small car = a tight squeeze.

And when he finally got in, he let out a long wheeze.

“Now will you take me to Pine Park, just down Needle Street?

And on our way buy me a Coke.  Boy I sure am beat!”

When we made it to the park, he opened up the door.

He grabbed his soda and my lunch ‘fore I could count to four!

Then he struggled out again and looked at me and laughed.

And through his fits of laughter I heard only “you” and “daft.”

And now, my friends, I beg of you to hear this good advice.

Never help a dinosaur because they are not nice.

So if you’re driving down the street and see a stegosaurus,

Do not stop to help him, friend, especially if he’s Morris.

