














Our first dinner here: hamburgers,
which is something Mom usually
knows how to cook. But these
ones tasted like old cardboard.
Yuck! I hope dinners here won’t
always taste this bad.



I’ll admit it. There IS someone in
our class that I would love to go
to the party with, but can you
imagine? THAT could never happen.
Could it? Sharice would freak out.
So would everyone else, I’m pretty
sure. What would happen if I asked














