Couldn’t Care Less Jess
One early spring morning it was, just as the first rays of the morning sun were slowly rising and were beginning to touch Jess’s bedroom window. Outside the birds were singing their early morning chorus, a squirrel jumped from tree to tree as if in a hurry to get somewhere. The grass was lush green and moist with the morning dew. Inside Jess was asleep not knowing, not caring about the world beyond his bedroom. He was nice, warm and snug with the blanket pulled up to his nose in the middle of a marvellous dream. Suddenly the alarm clock woke him up saying ”Get up Jess, it’s time to get up for school”. Intead of getting up, he turned over sulkily, grunting ”I won’t bother about it yet, I have plenty of time”, so he continued sleeping.
It often happened, that he was late for school, but he wasn’t bothered about that either, he just didn’t care. When it came to most things, Jess just didn’t care, so it was no accident, when he got the nickname couldn’t care less Jess.

Whenever Jess would walk through the park, he wold break the young trees in two, he just didn’t care. ”Oh, my trunk!” cried the trees ”It hurts!” He would pull the flowers up and throw them away. ”Oh, help us, please! We are so thirsty!” they would call but Jess couldn’t care less. When Jess walked by the bubbling brook, he wasn’t impressed by its beauty. He would just laugh, as he threw rubbish into the brook. ”Oh, the pain!” said the brook, when a tin hit the bottom. Jess couldn’t see and couldn’t hear, because he couldn’t care less. The wind could only look in surprise, when Jess forgot to use his handkerchief when sneezing.  Then he left a fire burning, which he had lit with a stolen box of matches. ”Oh, my nose!” shouted the wind ”I don’t care.” was all Jess could say. So now his name’s changed to Couldn’t Care Less Jess.

Eventually when he woke up, he got dressed in a hurry and rushed to school, ignoring his mother’s warnings for not having beakfast and being late for school. He had a pet dog, Sam was his name. Sam would always accompany Jess, but only at a distance. He felt ashamed of his master, especially if any of his fellow dogs happened to be around. ”I just wish my master didn’t have such a bad attitude” he would say to himself. Sam still had a deep affection for his master, in spite of everything that had happened.
Later that day you could hear the church bell chiming 10 o’clock. It was all quiet and peaceful at school. Suddenly a noise came from the foyer something had happened. It was Coludn’t Care Less Jess, he had fainted and fallen down the steps, banging his head on the way down. Jess came to, to the sound of the siren of the ambulance he was in. He looked out of the window, they where just passing the trees of the park, when he felt a shooting pain in his waist. ”Oh, my waist!” he cried. Passing the colourful flowers, he could hardly moan: ”Oh, how thirsty I am!” They where driving near the river when Jess realised a huge lump on his head. ”Oh, my head!” as he was saying it, couldn’t help sneezing. ”Oh my nose!” he wanted to make a grab at his nose, but his mother was squeezing his hand. At that moment Couldn’t Care Less Jess realised, what had happened to him and felt ashamed. He decided not to be so care less in future. He became a true and honest friend. He could owe his quick recovery to his change of character, so from there on he lived happily ever after. I should add, if you want to meet him just ask for Jess.
