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Bee was in the fort, waiting for us. She’s
the new kid we hang out with sometimes,
even though she’s basically a girl.
I plopped down to rest, and Bee handed me
the lunchbox we keep in the fort to store our
stuff. Inside was a pencil and the brand-new,
blank sketchbook my artsy grandma, Goosy,
had given me—the very one I’m now writing
in.
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It had been a couple of weeks since I’d
finished filling up the “A” sketchbook. Summer
vacation was almost half over, and both
Goosy and Mr. Mot had been asking me how
the second sketchbook was coming along.
“Oh, it’s fine,” I kept saying. I didn’t want to
admit that I hadn’t started it yet. I was only
on B, and already I had cartoonist’s block.*
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So I was sitting there trying to think
of something to write or draw. But instead
I kept thinking about whether to get a) a
taquito and a Slushie or b) a doughnut and
a Slushie when we went to the convenience
store later.
And then I noticed that Jack was kissing
the ring.

“What?! Are you actually smooching that
thing?” I asked.
“No, I’m breathing on it,” Jack said.
23

Bogus to Print.indb 23

5/5/10 11:34 AM

“OK…because rings enjoy...peanut butter
breath?” (You know how some kids bring
peanut butter sandwiches to school every
single day in their lunchboxes? That’s Jack.
Plain peanut butter sandwiches for lunch ad
nauseum, even during summer vacation.)
“No, because one way to tell if it’s a
diamond is to breathe on it. A diamond won’t
fog up.”
“Look! It’s not fogging up!” said Bee.
“Nope,” said Jack.
“Ah c’mon,” I said. “There’s no way that
thing is real. Besides, am I the only one who
can hear my stomach growling? Let’s go get
taquitos...or doughnuts...or taquitos...”

Which would you choose?
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Jack shrugged. “Well, I guess it is unlikely
we’d find a real diamond in the gutter. Plus, it
does look a lot like the toy ring I gave Sasha
when I was little.”
Sasha is the girly-girl
who lives next door to Jack.
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Fortunately she said no.
“Let’s just put the ring in the lunchbox for
now,” said Bee. “Time to race. Last one to
the convenience store is a dung beetle!”
Sigh.
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