



The man next to me,


Eats with great gusto,


Dribbling on his knee,


At the resteraunte Lee.





“Oh my god!” “He’s passing wind!”


His nappies his nappies have long been binned


He’s now an adult, and rather fat,


 But I wasn’t afraid of that.





His food wobbles crazily on his spoon,


Screaming not to be eaten,


But alas, travels to the mouth,


And is beaten.





The waiter comes through the door, 


The eater rushes forward,


And the plate falls to the floor!





Down, down, down the eater goes,


Till spaghetti almost touches his nose,


Then maniacally gobbles egg that is fried,


“It’s 3p.m.!” the waiter cried,


And just like that, everyone died.   


























