“Bump” by A S
Well I’m all strapped in and ready,
Excited with much anticipation,
All my valuables tucked away,
Carefully stored for the duration.

Off we go, we have started,
As I’m thrown one side to the other,
Then up and down, with swerving,
Hiding my eyes for cover.

What a bump, shakes all around
With everything going askew.
There’s lots of expletives in the air
And definitely a crunch or two.

Good grief another bump,
Ouch I’ve banged my knee,
Screeching, shrieking, what a noise,
Oh wait, that’s actually coming from me.

One more swerve, nearly there
As at last things seem much firmer.
Once more, we have found it 
Through the delightful potholes of Sturmer

