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something and attach it to your eyes somehow. And ey,

someone stares at you, you would squirt them in the face
“With some green slime or something,” | answeted,
“No, no: with slug juice mixed with dog pee.”

“Yeah!” I said, completely agreeing. :
“Guys,” said Mr. Roche from across the room.

still reading.” g "j
We nodded and looked down at our bo ' ks. 5
whispered: “Are you always going to look ¢
mean, can't you get plastic surgery or somethin; 7
[ smiled and pointed to my face. “Hello? This i
surgery!” >
Jack clapped his hand over his forehend
hysterically. ¢
“Dude, you should sue your doctor!” h
giggles.
This time the two of us were laughmg SO mu
stop, even after Mr. Roche came over an¢ 3 ;
chairs with the kids next to us.




