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​Words of Wisdom
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​Hi, my name is Billy Boston and I’m twelve years old. When I was in fourth grade, my mom used to tell me the same thing, over and over, “Billy Boston! Stop picking your nose!”

Sometimes she told me more than ten times a day; and she wasn’t the only one. My stepdad Tony Riley would say it  too. My real dad said it whenever I was with him. My big sister Jamie said it, and then she would pull my finger out of my nose so hard it would hurt. I liked it when I had a gift for her. She would run away screaming for mom or Tony.
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Both of my Grammies and Pappies said it when we visited at Christmas. Well, to be honest, everyone that knew me said it. I think my mom told them to. When I went to the grocery store, the cashier said it. When I was at school my teachers, the principal, and the lunch ladies all said it. Melvin, the janitor, is my stepdad’s best friend, and he said it when he saw me picking my nose.

Before school and after school, the bus driver said it. So did many of the older kids on the bus. When I got a haircut the barber would say it and poke my ear with the scissors. I heard it at church, at the library, at football practice, at restaurants, and everywhere else I went.

My dad used to say that the Boogie Man was going to come and make me stop picking my nose because I was stealing all his treasure. I didn’t believe it because if it were true then I would be rich.
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Mom was always so embarrassed, but if I didn’t pick them out, they would fly out when I sneezed. I sneezed a lot back then because my nose itched so much. At school I liked to flick the ‘you know whats’ at the metal trash can in class because I could hear them hit it.
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Mom said that my finger would get stuck in my nose one of these days. She called it boogie glue. I didn’t believe that either because real glue dries fast.

I should have listened to her about that.

People had been telling me to stop picking my nose for as long as I could remember. My first memory ever was of my mom pulling my finger out of my nose. I remember she said something, but I couldn’t talk back then so I didn’t know what she said.

I bet it was, “Billy Boston! Stop picking your nose!”
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​A Boogie Halloween
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I’m talking about my past today because this is a story about the Halloween that I swore that I would never, never pick my nose again.

The other day at school in English we wrote a theme about the most memorable Halloween we ever had. This story I am telling you is the same story I wrote about. It grossed out my teacher and all the girls in class after I stood up to read it out loud. I also want to tell everyone how they can save themselves a lot of trouble. Believe me boogies can be dangerous. Really, they are. Boogies do make boogie glue.

I spent all summer thinking of my costume. Finally at the beginning of the school year my sister said, “I hope you turn into a big yellow boogie.” I told her I would turn into one for Halloween and give her a big hug. A month before Halloween I shared my idea with the family. My sister wasn't impressed.
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A couple of days before Halloween, Melvin the Janitor found a green trash bag at school. He gave it to me  when Tony and I went over to Melvin’s to watch a football game. 
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Tony said I could start making my costume the next day. It was my bedtime and too late to do anything with it. I slept bad that night, my mind racing about all sorts of boogie costume ideas. Even school was hard, as tired and distracted as I was.

After school, I stuffed it full of crushed newspaper and then cut arm and leg holes into it. My mom taped the holes tight to my arms and legs so that they would not tear open bigger to allow the paper to fall out.

It was a successful test of my boogie costume. I was almost ready for Halloween, but my costume seemed to be missing something. Something that would make it even better. I couldn’t think of anything, but I knew something had to be done.

The next day I found just the thing to make my costume the best boogie costume ever. I found some green goo I made from my scientist kit that summer. It was still slimy, and I tested it on a small grocery bag full of crushed newspapers. It was perfect. Mom took me to the party store where we found several science slime kits. I made a lot more that day.

My plan was to smear it all over the bag, my arms, my legs, and my face. I wasn’t going to put any on my feet. That way I wouldn’t slip every time I took a step.
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That year, Halloween was on a school day, and I didn’t get to wear my costume to school. Mom said no, but I did take a jar of my slimy green gooey stuff to class to show it around and tell everyone what my costume would be.

My teacher, Mrs. Hardeman, said I was being gross and not acting like a gentleman. When I tried to show her my goo, she told me to sit back down and do my work. You would think that a person working with kids everyday wouldn’t be grossed out by my slime.

When I showed the lunch ladies, they gave me double the Halloween green slime peas the other kids got- YUCK! The principal, Mr. Belcher, took my goo away until the end of the day.

Janitor Melvin wore his costume he made to wear with Tony and me. It was a giant box of Kleenex. Awesome! He chose it because Tony told him the details of my costume.
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Finally the time came. School was out and it was getting dark as I got home.  Tony, my sister, Melvin in his Kleenex box, and a big walking boogie went out to trick-or-treat. We got lots of laughs from everybody we met, and bad looks from little old ladies. I chased a few girls that lived near us and tried to give my sister a hug. I got a big bruise on my shoulder from her, but she still got slime all over her fist.

My hands were so slimy that I couldn’t get the candy for myself so Tony or Melvin would get it for me. They got me a big hand-full each time, so I got lots of candy.

That night I ate so much candy while trick-or-treating that I got sick and went to bed early. I don’t know if the candy caused it, or if eating some of the slime from my hands made me sick, but I had the worst nightmare of my life that night. At least I think it was a nightmare.
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​Bedtime
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During the night, I woke up with a big crusty boogie dripping down to my top lip. I don’t eat my boogies; that’s gross, but I could taste it even if I didn’t want to. It was salty like a potato chip.
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I did what I always do, I picked it. The dry part on my lip broke off but the part in my nose was slimy like my costume’s goo. It stuck to my nose as I pulled it.

After picking for a minute my pointer finger was stuck. Really, I couldn’t pull it out. I called mom, but she didn’t come. I called Tony and he didn’t come either. I sure wasn’t going to call Jamie; she always pulled my finger out and with it stuck like it was... Ouch, it would hurt so bad I’d die.

I kept pulling softly and calling, to mom and Tony. Finally my finger came free, but it had the boogie stuck to it and the boogie was also stuck to my nose.

The boogie stretched every time my arm moved. I used my other pointer finger to pick it and it got stuck to the boogie too. I pulled and the boogie stretched, like when I chew gum and play with it.

[image: ]

Now I had two fingers stuck to two strings of boogie coming from one nose hole. I got a hard grip on one with both hands and began to pull it like a rope. The boogie kept stretching out of my nose and every time I brought my hands up they got tangled in even more boogie.

I got tired after a while from pulling and calling for mom and Tony again. Still, nobody came to help me. I was in a real jam. I took a break and sat on my bed to rest my arms and think. I didn’t know what to do.

Finally, by the time my arms felt rested, I got an idea. I went to my desk to open the drawer to get my scissors. That was a bad move. I left a boogie string stuck to the drawer handle. I got the scissors out and tried to cut the boogie strings but the scissors got stuck in another string so bad that I couldn’t use 
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Think of the time when you went to the zoo and fed a spider monkey a piece of gum. Remember how it got stretched all over its fur, face, and hands. That’s what I looked like. My hands had several strings of boogies stretched between them and my face. I also had a string stretched to my desk and another with scissors hanging on it. That was when I panicked.

Everything I touched got boogie strings stuck: my bed, my desk again, the walls, the floor, the ceiling (I don’t know how that happened,) my door, the shelves, and my toy box. Eventually I was
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