EXTRACT TWO
From Chapter Eight: Snozzcumbers

The BFG was still holding the awesome snozzcumber in his right hand., and now he put
one end into his mouth and bit off a huge hunk of it. He started crunching it up and the
noise he made was like the crunching of lumps of ice.

‘It’s filthing!” he spluttered. speaking with his mouth full and spraying large pieces of
snozzcumber like bullets in Sophie’s direction. Sophie hopped around on the table-top,
ducking out of the way.

‘It’s disgusterous!’ the BFG gurgled. *It's sickable! It's rotsome! It's maggotwise! Try
it yourself, this foulsome snozzcumber!”

‘Mo, thank vou,” Sophie smd, backing away.

It’s all vou're gomg to be guzzling around here from now on so you might as well get
used to it saud the BFG. *Go on, you smpsy little winkle, have a go!”

Sophie took a small nibble. *Uggggegech!” she spluttered. *Oh no! Oh gosh! Oh help!”
She spat it out quickly. "It tasies of frogskins!” she gasped. "And rotten fish!”

“Worse than that!” cried the BFG, roaring with laughter. “To me it 15 tasting of
clockcoaches and slime-wanglers!”

‘Do we really have to eat it Sophie said.

“You do unless you 15 wanting o become so thin you will be disappeanng mto a thick ear.”

‘Into thin air,” Sophie smd. *A thick ear 15 something quite different.”

Omnce again that sad winsome look came into the BFG's eves. "Words,” he said, “is oh
such a twitch-tickling problem to me all my life. S0 vou must simply try to be patient
and stop squibbling. As I am telling you before, I know exactly what words I am
wanting to say, but somehow or other they 15 always getting squiff-squiddled around.”

“That happens to evervone,” Sophie said.

‘Not like it happens to me,” the BFG said. °1 1s speaking the most
terrible wigglish.’

‘I think you speak beautifully,” Sophie said.

“You do’ cned the BFG, suddenly brightening. * You really do™

‘Sumply beautifully,” Sophie repeated.

“Well, that 1s the micest present anybody 1s ever giving
me in my whole life!” cried the BFG. *Are vou sure
voll 18 not twiddling my leg?

‘Of course not,” Sophie said. ' just love the way
vou talk.”

‘How wondercrump!” cried the BFG, sull beaming.

‘How whoopsev-splunkers! How absolutely
squiffling! 1 15 all of a stutter.”




