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%ﬂ you get sneezed on you feel like a foel

It's horrid and nasty and net at all ceel

Il always remember being covered in snet
Ill never ferget it. | really could net



© Donald Woodburn

&
ﬁ’eﬂ: semething was wreng when he bent his knees
As he gasped in air and got ready te sneeze

| heard his lungs rasping as he snorted through his sneut
| saw his chest swelling, it filled me with deubt
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&= F
éf started of f slowly, but then it came fast
His infested breath burst sut with a blast

What a neise, what a nese full, what a grim gloemy sight
A week's werth of build-up: snot missiles in flight
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Mneez&d on me, all ever me

Soe much se that | ceuld net see

Inside that sneeze it was slimy and green
Mashed up begey ~ you knew what | mean?

It was freaky and streaky like ave and lime
It was lumpy and goeey like bumpy retten slime

&
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% | tried te remeve it, it stuck te my skin

It was definitely thick. It was not at all thin

| pulled it and tugged it using beth hands
It just sleeshed between my fingers and stretched inte strands

The goop dreocped and dripped, it twanged as it swung
| screamed as it landed on the end of my tengue



ooooooooooooooo




© Donald Woodburn

&
Ziinusked dewn a strand with my feet in my shee
Even that get smethered and stuck in the gee

New it stretched all the way frem my feet te my face
And get twisted and tangled all ever the place
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<
,ﬁz | sheok ond | spun and i jumped all areund
| bumped and | thumped, | fell flat en the greund

Leaves stuck te the muck right where | wriggled
And the grass on the ground itched and tickled

| felt itchy and seratchy, filthy and feul
| felt gress and grizzly. | let sut a yowl

| needed te clean, | needed a bath
| spotted the pend at the end of the path

Se | flipped and flepped te the pend in a flap
With a plip and a plep and a huge big thwap
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7 (2 ‘
)t the pond was mere like a beg full of mess
That coated me over with each flip and tess

| slipped and slepped in the slosh and the geesh
| strugaled in the mush and swallewed seme meesh

| got mud en my lips and algoe up my neose
| felt thick threbbing leeches sucking en my tees

O

14
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