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verse: lines of poetry (page 7, various other pages)

infected: made a disease or an illness spread to a person, an
animal or a plant (page 11, 29, 41)

cope: manage to do something that’s difficult (page 30)

. centuries: hundreds of years (page 38)
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When Jasmine woke up on Tuesday morning,

she felt weird.

“I feel weird,” she told her sister, Anika.
Anika snorted. “You are weird”
Jasmine suddenly said, “You've got a beard!”




Anika threw a pillow at Jasmine.
“You look like a bat!”

Jasmine threw it back and

said, “You smell like a rat.”



Dad came upstairs. “You have
school today,” he pointed out. “Jasmine,

why are you still in bed?”

YD “There’s something funny

Ky

3 in my head,” Jasmine said.



Dad touched her forehead.
“Are you feeling hot?”

Jasmine sighed and went cross-eyed.

“No, I'm really not.”’ N




Dad raised one eyebrow.

“Are you talking in verse?”

Jasmine said, “It’s actually worse.

Today, I can only talk in rhyme.
Working it out takes up so much time.
There’s a poem machine inside my brain!

[ can’t switch it off. It’s a bit of a pain.”



Dad said, “Jasmine, you're being very silly.”

Jasmine shrugged. “Maybe it’s the same
for Millie.”




“Oh, I see! It's some game you’re playing
with your friend,” said Dad. “Well, you can
talk in rhyme with Millie — but not at home.
Its getting annoying. And its time

to get dressed.”

Jasmine smiled sadly. “Am I being a pest?”
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“I'm going downstairs,” said Dad. “I've
got to clean your jumper. You got some
gooey green stuft on it at school yesterday.
What do you do at that place? Get out of
bed and downstairs in ten minutes. Don’t
make me shout!”

“All right!” said Jasmine. “I'm getting

",

out




Downstairs, Jasmine found Anika and Dad
prodding the green goo on her jumper.
“What 1s this stuft? Your jumper’s a mess!”

Jasmine cried, “That’s I'T! Yes! Yes!

I didn’t realise 1t at the time,

but I've been infected by Rhyme Slime!”
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“What do you mean by
Rhyme Slime?” said Dad.

Jasmine explained.

“We all went down to the park yesterday,
looking for tadpoles with Miss McCray.
Mrs Sprout, the park keeper lady, came by.

She stopped by the pond and let out a cry.

‘Oooh, don’t touch that slimy stuft. Don’t poke
that goo! Haven’t you heard? You’ll catch rhyme if

you do!
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Although Miss McCray tried to move her on,

she told us all this, just before she was gone:
‘If you dig 1n that pond, 1t’'ll be for the worse.

For you’ll only be able to say things in verse!”
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