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* CHAPTER ONE *

My heart sank when T saw the dr\g—er\a_se

board:

Wres+ling

Tovrnament

T’d been dreading it all week, ever since

Coach Kilshaw had warned uvs there'd be an

in—-class competition in qym. T torned to my

best Lriend, Jasper, who wasn't any happier
[ 174 1

than T was.




“MNow quys can beat us vp Lor school credit,”

T said.

“Won't ﬂ«eg Match vs with someone ovr own

size?” asked Jasper.

T My case, that meant “short” T scanned

'H/\E ‘DOSSibi“'ﬁCS in Mg 39M a(a.ss: Pinlcg Slz\r\aeder\

Ethan Fogerty. Jaspen. That new quy with wild

black hair. None of vs were in danger of being
chosen “Athlete of the Year” at Gerald ford
Middle School.

“T hope yov're right” T looked at the beefy
jocks across the room, kids [ike [Sruce “[Sruiser”

Pe[car*slcg, “Abs” Tanaka, and Kgle Larson. They

were bow\c_ing aroond like restless zoo animals.




Coach Kilshaw blew his whistle.

\\—I_O&ag T'm assigning Ma:fc_l'\ops Lor the

tovrnament,” he roared. “Now, gou/\re all heard

rumors about wrestling injories — don't believe ‘em.
Rick Lambretta did NOT have a roptored spleer\.”
who's Rick Lambretta?

“on spina( contusions” Coach shook his head.

\\Angwag. he's doing a [ot better”

Ja.sp@r and T exc_(«\anged looks. Now Coach

was r\eadir\g 0—@—@ the —@ir\s'f-r\ow\d Ma‘fc_kups: \\Kir\bg

Hammer\ o &Ui/’\/’\ KOMQI’\O‘C’G _[_’BO/\Q Far\rxeu —
Loke Strohmer. :Damqg Shine —*




T held my breath.
“Bwiser\ Pelcahslcg./’ he —Qr\islf\eé.

My stomach dropped to my knees. The quy

OUfweigf/\@d me bg at {easf '@l—@fg pour\ds — b(’,sides,

he was a Meanderthal who'd ‘pr\obablg be out

Lor blood! Jasp@r\ looked at me and 31’\0&/16& It

was the worst possible news.

For [Sruiser foo a.p‘par\er\'ﬂg. He Lrowned as

he looked me vp and down. “Oh, man”




when Coaclh was done r‘eadi/\q oL names,

Sroiser and T shot over to him. “Can we switch

opponenfs?” T asked Kilshaw. ~T mean, look at vs!”

Kilshaw dida’t look vp Lrom his clipboané. “Mo

V4
Ll«ar\ges.

“Coach,” T tried again. “we don't =

“There aren’t encvgh heavyweights, so some
oL you are onder-matched,” he said. “DEAL
wWITH TT”

Br‘uiser‘ corsed and pour\ded a bee«cg '@is'f

against his thigh. T bit My (ip. we walked away in

silence.

“Touvgh [ock,” [Srviser said. ~See Yo
TL\ur\sc(ag.”
“VYeah,” T choked out.

At My [ocker, Jasper\ and T held an emergency

meeting.

“roiser Freakin’ Pelcar\slcg,” T spat out.




Jasper didn't have to worry. He'd qotten
paired with Phil Petrokis, a skinny tech geck. Mot
exactly Clash of the Titans.

“How bad could it be?” Jasper asked.

“They can't let someone, like, totally whale

on yov. Can they?”

“I'M not doing it” T thovght about [Srviser’s
sweaty flesh. "NO wWAY"

“Yeah, but =" Jasper shook his head. “How're

you going to get out of it?”
STl think of something T have to do

Thorsday,” T said. “Doctor’s appointment. Religiovs

L\olidag. Organ donation”

* ToP THREE woRST EXCUSES Fok
GETTING oUT of 6YMm

|. Foosball Fir\ger\

2. A”Cr‘qic_ to sweatf




3. My brother really needs My /cidneg

As we passed a bolletin board, My

eyes scanned the -C(gehs. “Hold on” T said,

slowing down to look. Suddenly, a word jumped

out at me.

“Want to ron Lor stodent covncil pr\esiden'f?"

T read ouvt lovd. “Tnfo session THUKSDA\/,

FIFTH PERTOD”

Gum was £ilth period.

“That’s it!” T shouted, pounding the bolletin

board so hard a covple {lyers came vnpinned

and {lottered down. “That's My excusel”
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“Perfect, except £or one thing” Jasper said.

~ / . rr
\_/ou re not roaaing.

STt \i'()s'f an info session,” T said. > T could

say T'm thinking a.boo'f r\Urming,” Another iMagE oL

Broiser flashed throvgh my mind.

Ja.sper‘ sfuir\fed a.‘f ﬂ\e posf@r\ \\I‘f sa.gs

seriovs candidates on{g./ "

STt also says you can get ovt ol class” T

scribbled down the info on a Taco D03 Aa‘plcin,
“YESI]N”




T reached {or a high Live, bot Jasper* on(g

tapped me.

As T walked to onch on

T‘r\ur\sda.g. soMmeone C_a{((id,

\\Heg, Danng." T torned aroond

and gqroaned. It was Axl

ﬁgan, the school’s bigggs}f bu“g.

T heard [Sruiser’s qoing to waste you fodag.”

Axl’s tone was conversational. “Wish T could

Nl i'll,'.”
ST won't be there,” T shot back. ~Stodent

cooncil info meeting. Got a written excose”
\\ﬁea”g?” he a.slced. \\Tlf\a'f wor\lcs?”

T started to {£eel vneasy. “T've got to g0

“You da man!” Axl shovted as T horried away.

when the school’s 'oiggesf bo“g c,omplimen'fs

your deviovsness, it's ‘pr\oba'olg not a good sign.

The {ifth-period bell rang, and T walked




into the info session like it was no big deal As if

T were a studgnf—qovgr‘gmgnf Iiggg. not a comic

book geek who covldn't care [ess about the

seventh-qrade class gi-p'f. Finding a desk in

the back row, T domped my baalcpaalc.

Right now T could be pinned vader [Sruiser

Pekarsky. T remembered the look on Kilshaw's
Lace whena T went to tell him T'd be absent.
“What is it this time, Shine?” he'd said with

a sigh. \\Spr\a.ineo( egebr\ow.? Underwear’s too figlr\f?"

Tkinking about that conversation Mmade me

sgUINM, but it was worth it. T [ooked arovnd the

room to see who else was there.

* MUSS

Kepufa.'fior\: Political activist
Last crusade: School Mitten

Drive




* KEMDRA
MAXTONE-CoUSINVS

Last s ch: “wWhy the
School Day Should be FUTURE

Longer”

* TY RAMDALL

AKA: “mr. PerfLect”

Last seen: On slco.'feboo.r\d,

deliver\i/\g meals to

homebound seniors.

“Raina! Da'Misel Sit there” Tt was Chantal

Davis, the class diva, wa.”cir\g intfo the info session.

If she was ronning, that meant it was a cool

thing to do. She had a lof of power; kids liked




her sassy Qgr\szmaliig, @r\gai

singing \roic_e, an& wl«o—c_ar\es

attifode. Plos the ere. \us

plain scared not to like her.
T tried fo sink low into

My seat so Chantal wooldn't

see me. She'd 0/1((9 give_me gr\ie—p, [ike aJwags.

Once T wouldn't let her “borrow” My go0d

drawing pen, and she put my name on the Loser
List in the gir\ls/ bathroom.
“Danny Shine?!” she shriecked. T can't

believe it. You? ﬁUnning Lor president?”

Her Lriends 3i33l6&.

T don't know,” T muttered. \\Ma.gbe."

To My PG“&C, Mr. AMU/\&SO/\ wa”ced in. Oor

'fr\ging—'fo-be-aool vice phinaipal stood in Lront of

ﬂ«e C_lassr\oom, ‘Doir\'ﬁng his -Cif\ger\s a:f Os. \\As s‘fu

co adviser, I'M totally jazzed to see suoch a large

'fur\r\ou'f\.” he said. \\I coont -@i—@'feen soﬁ& c_i'fizer\s.”




Then he lavnched into the president’s

r‘@sponsibi(i'ﬁes: Lead Meefings. Spealc at assemblies.

Attend £ond-raisers. Oversee committees. Go to

more meetings.

Tt soonded d@a&(g.

Stodent covncil member Malibo Mossbaom

read a [ist of c_amlpaign roles:




“MNo neqa:five wor\&ing on Lampa.i;m Materials”




“Mo stickers.”

l OUR PRINCIPAL l

“The most important things to ask goomd—@

are .. " Amondson ‘anse&. “Do T have ou'fs'far\dir\@

fEaéer\sl/\ip slci“s? AM T a posifive r‘O‘G Modef? Do
T have what it fakes fo represent Gerald ford
Middle School?”

No, no, and no.

“Qouestions?” asked Amondson.
“VYou didn't say what the lper\lcs are,” said




Chantal. “Ex‘fna—big locker? Front-row basketball
s@a:fs.? Private IOaﬂ'\r\ooM s'fa”?”
“Hall passes? free £ood?” shovted the

crowd.

“Uh, no,” Amondson said. “[eing president is
a.bou'f what Yoo do -Cor\ other peop(e. I‘f/s -@i@l«'ﬁn@

{or things oo want, like bike racks, or a

vegefable qarden, or —

Su&der\lg, there was a commotion at the

door. T looked over and saw Mrs. Lacewell, the

school administrator, arquing with Axl ﬁgan.

Oh no. What was he doing here?

“T can g0 —it’s a free covntry!” snapped
Axl He torned to his best £riends, Boris and
Spike, nodding for them to Lollow. The three of

them —€0r‘M€d the glc()“s, the sd«ool/s or\lg qa.ng.

A

“Smells mce you \i'()s'f want ouvt 0—@ EA@“SL\ c.(ass

‘fodag " said Lacewell.




“No! T swear! T'm r‘ea“g interested in ="

“Ronning £or pr\esicienﬁ" Lacewell arched

her eyebrow.

Everyone snickered.

“Magbe” Axl sniffed.

“YCavse that's the only way yov can be
here,” she said. “IF. YOU. ARE. TRULY.
RUMNING

“He'’s not r\wming‘." Axl’s arm shot out.

Crod! He was lpoinfinﬁ at me.




N /

a s {Us r 0 ovt o

wr‘esﬂing 'foor‘namenf‘.” Axl shovted. \\'HC

said sol”

Holu crud. Lacewell glared at me.

“Mr. Shine, may T see you Lor a mMoment?”

she snapped. “out in the hall”

Oout in the hall was never a :wod 'H/\i/\@.

Lacewell let Axl g0 and vshered me out

O-C the room, P(a.r\'ﬁr\g Me. in —@POr\f 0—@ some.

(ockers.

\\:Da.rmg, what’s all this about you Missin@ a

wr\esﬂing toornament?”

~ U M _/r

“You are here becavse Yyou are ronning Lor

president, aren’t gw?”

Crod.

“T'm — T was 'Hv\inking about it, bt -

Lacewell’s eyes fixed on me like a laser beam.




ot what?”

Choose your words carefolly. ot after

hearing mMore abovt the job, T don't think I'm,

oh, cut ovt Lor it”

“NOT CUT oUT FoR IT?” Her eyes were

W\

azing. anny, YyoL r ron, or T'v
b b ve b

played {or a {Lool. Together we|l g0 to the

pr\ir\c_ipa.( and fell him what gou/\re been Lp to”

No, no, nol

Not Dr. Kolbarsh! He'd devoor me [ike a mini-

egq rolll He loved to make “examples” ovt of




kids; his briefcase was romored to be Lilled with

medieval torfore instroments.

he might even call My par‘enfs. Nol

“Don't g0 to Kolbarsh,” T borst ovt. >T/ll ron”

Z0





