


«Mom!" I said, pulling my backpack away from her. | walked
in front of her through the crowd.
“See you tomorrow, August!” It was Summer. She was
walking in the opposite direction.
~ “Bye, Summer,” I said, waving at her.

As soon as we crossed the street and were away from the
cmwd. Momsmd. “Who was that, Auggie?”




«We sat together at lunch,” I said.
I had started kicking a rock between my feet ik ;, el
soccer ball, chasing it back and forth across the sidewal, ¢

red. “We're kind of like Beauty ang
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