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k was out of breath when he reached us. For a 

ayer, he wasn’t in very good shape.

ey, meatball,” Frank began. “Are you bugging my 

hese are your friends?” Chuck replied.

I say they’re my friends, they’re my friends.” Then 

ached out with one hand and pointed his index finger 

Chuck. “You got that?”

Chuck looked like he’d swallowed his own tongue. “Uh, 

“So listen up, zit-face,” Frank went on. “I don’t want to 

bout you bugging my friends. No more money, no more 

lunches. You got it?”

Frank poked his finger into Chuck’s chest. Chuck 

ched, like it really hurt. Then he looked back and forth at 

ree of us. I think he was figuring the odds in his head. 

ybe he could take on Frank, but it would be one tough 

Then if I hit him with my backpack, Frank would be all 

him. It would be a massacre.


