My Asthma Story
At seven I lay in my bed every night.
Oh why were my lungs becoming so tight?

My mum could hear me cough and wheeze.
“Oh Janet, I think it’s the doctor we need.”
Round at the doctors, we knocked on his door.

“Come in” he said “I’ve seen this before.”

With an icy stethoscope I wheezed in and out,
I needed some treatment without a doubt.

“This should do it” the doctor said.”
“Two in the morning and two before bed.
The blue one should be in your pocket with care
and when you start wheezing it’ll always be there.”
At 14 I said “I’m not taking that!!
I’m a drug addict and it’s making me fat.”

The wheezing became incredibly worse,

I was dragged to the doctor with a moan and a curse.

“Oh Janet” he said “don’t be so silly.
You can’t take your treatment so willy-nilly.”

“Asthma’s important” he said with a sigh,
“You know each day it causes someone to die!”

For the next few years I muddled along.
My nurse training began, I worked long and hard.

After 3 long years I earned my title,
carrying my blue one was still very vital.

After a midwifery course at The Princess Anne,
my practise nursing role began.
I learned so much more about my lungs,
this was when control began.

A steroid every day and night, 

but oh no, my lungs could still be tight.

A long acting Beta 2 could be the need,
back to the Doc and he agreed.
Now my lungs are not a bother,
I can run and leap like any other.
It took so long to get it right,
I’m so glad I took up the fight.
Now, all you wheezers reading this,
wouldn’t it be nice to sleep in bliss?
Go and knock on the nurse’s door,

she’ll sort you out and that’s for sure!

Janet Joyce

Overall Winner

Once, she almost died.

She slams the door, stands in the rain,
resentment fierce, she’s misunderstood.

Why can’t she get wet then go out again?
Lee’s mother and father said she could.

Overprotective? She means me!

How can I make her understand, that

once we almost lost her, you see.

She revels in rain, careless of chill,
laughs at my fussing, knows everything.

“Why are you worried - I’m not ill.
It’s asthma, not flu. I’ve got Ventolin.”

I had told the nurse so guilty

It was just a cold at first and then

she couldn’t breathe you see.

Labouring cough, too exhausted to cry,

flushed of face, just three years old.

The tiny girl of years gone by

is now sixteen, asthma controlled.

She doesn’t remember the casualty ward,

The anxious young doctor telling me

“Your daughter almost died, you see.”
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