* CHAPTER ONE *

Ty Randall most die.
at’s what T vowed as T sat | ca rla.
atchi M fake over onch tab schoo
and the only qir[ T ever liked. ALter an excrociating
hoor, T'd had about all T could take.
d T'd started (onc riod | ood.

a ood. ad (st Linished drawing m
comic. book, and covldn't wait to show it to
Emma, Morgan, Solob\ic-:. and Kendra. As T looked
aroond {or Jasper, T patted my backpack to
Make sore it was still there.
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Dr‘awing is what T “\r@ -@or\, pr\eﬁg moch.
There'’s nothing like getting the stink lines on a
smelly sock yost right, and hearing the qir next

to me in pre-alg say, “Wow — did you copy that

out of a book, or some'f!/\ing.?”

VYo, Dar\r\g\.” My best Lriend, Jasp@m shouvted
across the cafeteria. we'd eaten lvnch

together almost every day since we started
Gerald Ford Middle School. T like how he does

his own thing, no matter how onpopu(ar it s —

having a 'fog band, c_l«\ess—boxin@, or co“ec_'fing

weir\c( aniMa{s.






