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CHAPTER ONE

 


Eleven-year-old Robin was angry with her
mother again. Lately, all they seemed to do was argue and disagree.
It started when her mother handed her the note.

“What’s this?” she said,
scowling.

The note said, ‘Get on bus number two and
take it to the end of the line.’ At the bottom her mother had
written in black, flowing pen, ‘Robin Daniels has permission to
ride on bus number two.’

“The Smith family,” her
mother explained, “is on vacation and I told Mr. Smith you’d water
the flower gardens after school today.”

Mr. Smith was her mother’s boss and liked to
make demands even when she wasn’t at work.

Robin’s mother sat at the table, her
fine-boned hands wrapped around a hot cup of coffee. “After school,
walk over to University School and ride school bus number two,” she
said. “You’ll have about fifteen minutes before the bus pulls away,
so hurry. And you’ll be the last one off the bus since the Smiths
live at the very end of the route.”

The boss’s daughter, Jami, was the same age
as Robin, but she went to University School. You had to be very
rich to go there, which Robin was not. Her school, River West, was
only about a mile away from University School, but it could have
been on the other side of Jupiter, there were so many differences
between the kids and the schools.

“I don’t want to,” Robin
said.

Her mother set the cup down. “We need the
money,” she said sternly.

Robin sighed, and would have left it at
that, but then her mother started that stupid Potawatomi stuff
about good spirits, and powers, and living in harmony with the
world around you, and Robin, not thinking before she spoke, blurted
out, “I wish I was white. I’m sick of being what I am.”

Her mother gasped.

Robin picked up her blue baseball cap from
the kitchen table; the cap she wore to hide her hair, another
family curse. A white streak of hair ran down the middle of her
raven black hair and stood out like a white stripe on a skunk’s
back. She had taken enough teasing about her hair to last her a
lifetime.

But there sat her mother, showing the world
her long white streak with colored beads woven through, so it stood
out more than it had to. She was even wearing moccasins like she
had nothing to hide!

“I’m sick of hearing about
all that hocus pocus,” she said, angrily, stuffing the cap on her
head. “And if you’d stop talking about it all the time, maybe
people would forget that we’re different. Maybe I’d be more like
them. Maybe I’d fit in better.”

“I’m proud of my heritage,
and you should be, too.”

“Ha,” Robin snorted,
although nothing was funny. She crumpled the note in her pocket and
slammed out the door. Halfway down the block, she kicked an
overturned garbage can. It rolled in the gutter and chunks of
spoiled, rotting garbage oozed out of the top of it.

For the first time in her life, Robin
thought about running away from home.

She passed the grocery store, boarded up and
abandoned last year, and studied the new graffiti painted on the
fence between the sidewalk and the school grounds. She hopped over
the low fence, carefully avoiding a pile of empty soda cans and
paper litter, and she joined the other kids pushing through the
school doors.

She considered running away all day, but
after school, instead of running away, she ran almost a mile to
reach the private school, which let out ten minutes after her
school bell rang. She stood on the sidewalk next to a line of shiny
yellow buses.

A bell rang and kids carrying backpacks and
musical instruments in black cases began to pour out of the doors,
heading for the buses. Some of them shoved past her and climbed the
steps of the first bus in line. Robin backed out of the way, pulled
the crumpled piece of paper from her pocket, and reread the
directions.

She found bus number two and really
considered not getting on. A voice in Robin’s head said, ‘Don’t do
it. Don’t get on this bus.’

Her mother would have told her to listen to
her instincts. She would have said that instincts are the part of
you deep inside that can sense right from wrong, good from bad, and
they never lie. Instincts, she would have said, will save you from
harm. If you pay attention. But Robin didn’t believe in special
voices talking in her head even though she’d just heard one.

She waited until the bus driver reached out
to close the door then she adjusted her baseball cap on her head,
shrugged, and climbed on.

The bus driver sat in the driver’s seat with
a clipboard in his lap, writing something down. Robin held out the
permission slip, but when the driver didn’t pay any attention to
her, Robin crammed the note back in her pocket and walked down the
aisle to the very back.

She heard the swish of the bus door closing
behind her.

The voice in Robin’s head was trying to
speak to her over the noise of the bus engine and the kids shouting
back and forth, but Robin was distracted by other problems in her
life. The voice finally faded away.

Some of the kids on the bus stared at Robin
and whispered. The boys wrestled and pushed each other. A boy next
to her, wearing Nike basketball shoes and a pair of blue warm-up
pants, jabbed her in the ribs with an elbow. An apple core came
hurtling through the air and exploded on her chin. She wiped pieces
away with the back of her hand.

One by one the passengers on the bus were
let off. A girl with gleaming blond hair and designer clothes
bounced down the steps, waving and calling to her friends.

Robin looked out the window at the huge
brick houses and the large yards with circular driveways and
ornamental gates. Watching from the window, she wondered what life
would be like if she was rich. She imagined life would be awesome.
After all, what would there be to worry about? Looking around the
bus, she thought everyone looked super happy.

Robin suspected, after
thinking about it for a while, that she would still have some of
the old problems if she wished just
to be rich. She’d have to wish to be rich
and white, she decided.
Then life would be perfect.

She continued to watch the kids leave the
bus, until it was almost empty.

A small boy with a brown stuffed rabbit
walked to the front of the bus and waited for it to stop. Robin
blinked in surprise because the little boy was African American.
What was a he doing on the rich white kid bus? In Robin’s
imagination, only white people could be rich. The little kid must
be on the bus for another reason, too.

The boy had short hair and his shoes looked
new, which was, in Robin’s opinion, an important fact. New shoes
were a luxury at Robin’s house. Her shoes were usually passed down
to her from one of her mother’s co-workers who had kids Robin’s
age.

There was only one other person still left
on the bus besides Robin and the little kid. A tall white girl with
an angry scowl and thick glasses sat stiffly across the aisle from
Robin.

Robin heard the little boy call out to the
driver, “You just passed my house.”

The bus roared along without hesitating.

“Mine, too,” shouted the
girl with thick glasses. “My house is back there.”

The bus driver ignored them.

Robin called out, “you missed their stops.
You forgot to let them off.”

The driver didn’t even turn his head.

The kids looked at each other.

Robin realized they were leaving the
subdivision. She walked up to the front and tapped the driver on
the shoulder.

It was then she noticed something terribly
wrong.


CHAPTER TWO

 


The bus driver swung his head and stared
into Robin’s eyes. Robin felt a cold shiver run up and down her
spine. The hair on the back of her neck stood straight up like
porcupine needles.

The driver had only one good eye. The other
eye rolled wildly in its socket, not focusing on anything. A thick
purple scar ran down the man’s face from his rolling eye all the
way to his chin. When the bus driver grinned at Robin, only half of
his mouth turned up. The side with the scar didn’t move.

Robin wondered how the man ever got a job as
a bus driver looking so scary and not having two good eyes.

“Sit down and shut up,” the
bus driver said through a gap in his mouth where a tooth used to
be. He swung the bus to the side of the road and
stopped.

A tall scarecrow-thin man ran from behind a
tree and climbed quickly onto the bus. He pointed a gun right at
Robin’s chest.

“That isn’t a toy gun,” the
bus driver said. “Now, sit down and shut up like I told you.” He
glared at the little boy with the stuffed rabbit. “You sit down,
too.”

Slowly Robin sat down in the second row and
slid toward the window. The little boy sat down next to her. The
bus rumbled away. Robin glanced over her shoulder and noticed that
the girl hadn’t moved. Her face was turned toward the window.

The man with the gun lurched forward when
the bus started up. He almost fell to his knees.

“Get in a seat and watch
the kids,” the bus driver snarled at the tall, thin man, who slid
into the front seat.

Robin slumped back, pulling her baseball cap
lower over her eyes. She wished she had jumped off at a different
stop. She wished she’d never gotten on the bus. Running away from
home suddenly seemed like a much better idea.

The bus shook and rattled as it left the
main road. Pavement became gravel, and the sky darkened as a thick
forest of trees along the narrow road screened out the
daylight.

Robin couldn’t take her eyes off the man
pointing the gun at her. She swallowed hard. The little boy next to
her began to whimper. Robin put an arm around him and said, “It’s
going to be okay.” But Robin didn’t think anything was going to be
okay.

She knew she had to look
out the window if she wanted to know where they were going. Her
mind wanted to go numb with fear, but Robin fought against
it. Stay cool, she
said to herself.

She broke her gaze with the gun and turned
to peer out the window. The bus roared on for what seemed forever,
without passing a single house or town or street sign. Finally,
they broke through the long stretch of dark trees.

Robin looked up into the late afternoon sky
and saw a buzzard circling overhead. Then she saw another one. And
another.

To Robin’s ancestors all living things had
important meaning and some had great spiritual power. The trick was
to discover whether the spirit with the special power was good or
evil.

Robin’s mother loved to tell stories from
the past so Robin knew all the stories handed down through the
generations. She’d heard them over and over again since she was
very young.

According to her mother’s stories, at the
beginning of time when the world was covered with water, water
creatures like muskrats, beavers, and snapping turtles helped
Grandfather create the earth. Snakes, Robin remembered from the
stories, were never killed since they were sent by spirits to
protect the people. They were good spirits.

The buzzard must be a sign, but Robin didn’t
want to think about what it could be since buzzards had ugly, bald
heads and ate dead animals. They probably ate dead people too, but
Robin wasn’t sure about that.

The buzzards couldn’t possibly be a good
sign.

That is, they wouldn’t be a good sign, she
reminded herself, if her mother’s dumb stories were true, which
they weren’t.

The bus rocked over the rutted road as Robin
watched out the window and, in spite of herself, remembered the
stories.


CHAPTER THREE

 


The year was 1838.

Robin’s great-great-great grandmother,
Painting Woman, could feel the excitement in the air as she walked
quickly out of the forest.

The village was busy preparing a feast for
an important visitor. Walking Thunder, a Potawatomi from a tribe
located far away where the sun sets, was coming to hold council
with Painting Woman’s people. Other Potawatomi chiefs had arrived
from the surrounding villages and were waiting for Walking Thunder.
He had a long journey from Great-Flowing-River to their home, and
was expected at any time.

Painting Woman had spent the day gathering
wild onions, mushrooms, and watercress. Now she husked ripe corn
from the field and shelled hickory nuts. The other women had fished
in the early morning, returning with crappie and bass from the
fertile river. Painting Woman helped wrap the fish in moist leaves
to bake over the fire.

She knew this would be an important meeting.
It might even decide the future of all the villages scattered along
the river. She dressed in her finest skirt and shawl, decorated
with colored silk ribbons. She wore her beautiful beaded necklace
made with blue and white seed beads.

While she was at the fire tending the fish,
she heard a great commotion in the center of the village. Walking
Thunder had arrived. Painting Woman wanted to run with the children
to see the stranger, but she forced herself to remain at the
fire.

“You are no longer a
child,” she reminded herself.

Later, when she entered the council tent to
tell the great warriors that the feast was ready, she heard the
visitor speaking.

“Soldiers are fast behind
me,” Walking Thunder was saying to the group of chiefs. “I will not
sign their treaty giving them my people’s land. We must join
together and fight or they will destroy our families. They have
already killed many of our women and children.”

“You come here and disturb
our peace,” Tree Toad, the village chief, said. “We have no trouble
with the soldiers. They have never bothered us before. You will
bring disaster to us all.”

Tree Toad held his arms wide to encompass
everyone there.

The other chiefs nodded in agreement and
spoke softly among themselves.

Painting Woman edged closer.

“Your tribe will be next,”
Walking Thunder said to Tree Toad. “Your land will be next. They
will never stop until they have driven us away. The only way to win
is to fight together. I have ridden with Black Hawk from the Sauk
Nation and I have seen terrible things.”

Tree Toad spoke firmly. “We have signed
treaties with the United States Government. The peace treaties will
end the warring.”

The council lodge was silent for a moment.
The others waited.

“Then your land is no
longer yours.” Walking Thunder finally said, dropping his head to
his chest in defeat. “You are lost.”

“We have been promised
money for our land,” Tree Toad argued. “And we do not have to
leave. This is our home. We have promises from the
government.”

“You have lies,” Walking
Thunder said looking up sharply. He scanned the room, scowling at
the chiefs.

Painting Woman’s eyes met those of Walking
Thunder. Something in the black depth of his angry eyes held her
there, something magical. She stared into his eyes, unable to
move.

With a great effort, she broke his gaze.
When he looked away she peeked at him again. She saw how different
he was from her own tribe. The braves of her village wore long
braids with colored fabric wound into their hair.

Walking Thunder’s hair hung wild and free
around his shoulders and down his back. His hair was dark as the
moonless night. He was very tall, much taller than the braves of
her village, and he held himself proud and erect.

Painting Woman ran her hand down the center
of her hair, stroking the white streak of hair she had carefully
wound into her braid. The white streak set her apart from the rest
of her village. A sign of power, they told her.

Painting Woman was proud of her hair, proud
of the special power it would someday bring her.

She saw Walking Thunder glancing her way,
studying her hair and her face. Painting Woman felt something
stirring inside that was new and exciting.

She also felt fear – fear for her family and
her village. A voice inside told her it was the beginning of the
end.


CHAPTER FOUR

 


The bus driver used a remote control device
that looked like a garage door opener to activate the gate, and the
bus passed through, bouncing roughly over the gravel road. Robin
clutched the seat ahead of her to keep from being thrown to the
floor. She glanced back and saw the gate swing closed behind
them.

The bus turned a sharp rock-sheared corner
and came to a stop in front of a gray metal shack.

The first thing Robin noticed was that the
building didn’t have any windows.

“End of the line,” the
driver said, his one bad eye bouncing from the ceiling to the
floor, the other eye staring at Robin.

The skinny man with the gun waved it loosely
in Robin’s direction. “Get off,” he said.

The girl with thick glasses slumped past
Robin. Robin gently guided the little boy toward the door and slid
past the man and his gun.

The driver followed Robin down the steps of
the bus. The bus steps groaned under his weight.

The sun was so bright Robin had to cup her
hand over her baseball cap visor to gaze up at the top of the
enormous gravel cliffs. She noticed that the sun would soon
disappear behind a tall cliff. The day was beginning to cool off.
Robin shivered.

Wherever Robin looked she saw rock and
gravel and dust. The wind blew loose dirt in swirls at her feet.
Something small flew in her eyes, and she rubbed them hard with her
fists.

“You’re in the middle of
nowhere,” the driver said, grinning on one side of his mouth. “And
here’s what’s going to happen to you if you try to
escape.”

He pointed at the thin man stepping down
from the bus. “First off, Donny’s going to shoot you with his gun.
He loves his gun and will use any excuse to fire it. Isn’t that
right, Donny?”

“Oh, come on,” Donny
whined, “Don’t go telling them my name, Earl. You promised. I
thought we agreed to use cover names. I’m supposed to be Big Ed.
Remember?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Earl
said, digging a toothpick between his lower teeth. “They won’t tell
anybody.”

“Second off,” Earl the
driver continued, “if you manage to crawl away full of bullet
holes, the wolves will smell your blood and come running for some
lunch. There’s a whole pack of them living around here.”

Earl bent down and stuck his face close to
the little boy. “They like little kids the best.”

Robin put a protective arm around the
trembling boy.

“Yah,” Donny warned. “And
you can’t climb up the rocks unless you want to be buried in a
gravel avalanche, and even if you made it, first you have to get
past the fence, and it’s electric.”

“Zap,” Earl said, snapping
his fingers. “The end of you. Understand?”

Robin and the little boy nodded at the same
time to show they understood.

Earl’s eyes locked onto the other girl.
“Understand?”

She scowled and nodded.

Robin shivered again and felt panic rising
in her chest. Once they were inside the building, they would be
trapped. She breathed in the dusty air and felt a light breeze
brush her face.

She didn’t want to be locked inside the
building.

Robin’s left eye was watering from whatever
had blown in it. She didn’t want the men to think she was crying
even though she felt like it. She rubbed her eye and noticed Donny
looking at her feet.

Donny kicked Robin’s worn-out shoe with his
scuffed cowboy boot. Both of the big toe sides of Robin’s shoes had
large holes.

“This one doesn’t look like
a rich kid to me,” Donny said to Earl.

“How would you know what a
rich kid looks like since you’ve never been rich?”

“I don’t have to be rich to
know. She just looks different.”

“Shut up,” Earl said
impatiently, “and lock them inside.”


CHAPTER FIVE

 


Donny had a ring of keys hooked on his belt.
He flipped through them until he found the one he wanted. Donny was
wearing tight blue jeans that hung low on his hips and a faded blue
tee shirt. When he reached out to open the padlock on the door,
Robin could see a blue tattoo covering his entire right arm. The
tattoo was a snake coiled completely around his arm with two huge
fangs and a forked tongue. The snake’s tongue was red.

Donny rattled the key in the lock and the
snake seemed to slither along on his arm.

Earl walked up behind Robin. “I better ditch
this bus,” he said to Donny, “before a plane flies over and spots
it.”

“What are you going to do
with it?” Donny asked.

“Run it into the lake on
the deep end. I got the truck already parked over there so I won’t
be gone long. Here.” He handed the clipboard to Donny. “This is the
list of the kids on the bus. Don’t lose it. We need the phone
numbers.”

Earl walked toward the bus, hesitated, and
turned around. “I better help you get them locked up inside before
I go so nothing goes wrong.”

Robin’s throat was dry but her hands were
wet with sweat. ‘Don’t let them do this,’ a voice inside shouted.
Robin looked around frantically, but couldn’t see a way to
escape.

Donny shoved the tall girl and little boy
through the door. Robin held back, but Donny was strong. She felt
her body forced inside. Donny and Earl followed them in and slammed
the door.

They were in a small room without windows,
lit by one tall lamp without a lampshade. Robin’s stomach growled,
reminding her that she hadn’t had anything to eat for a very long
time. But looking around, she didn’t see any food.

“Just so you have this
straight. I’m the nice guy,” Donny said while one side of Earl’s
face grimaced. “Earl’s as mean as a hungry crocodile. In fact, he’s
meaner. Earl wrestled with a crocodile on a bet one time, and guess
who won?” Donny smiled. “The boots he’s wearing is all that’s left
of that poor crocodile.”

All eyes shifted to Earl’s crocodile boots
with the pointy toes.

“You don’t want anything
bad to happen to you. Do you?” Donny finished.

“No,” Robin said, shaking
her head. She began to relax a little bit. In the beginning, she
had thought Earl and Donny were going to pull the bus over on a
deserted road and kill them. Now, seeing the room, she felt some of
her fear washing away. But why was this happening? What did they
want?

“Hand over the backpacks,”
Donny said. “You can’t keep personal belongings.”

The last thing Robin wanted was to hand over
her backpack. Everything important to Robin was in there. Besides
her schoolbooks, it contained her beading projects, some beef
jerky, a picture of her father, and a stack of letters her father
had written to her mother before they were married. She carried
them with her so she wouldn’t lose them and now they were being
taken away.

The others dropped their backpacks in a
pile. Earl snatched the backpack from Robin’s arms and threw it.
Robin watched it land on top of the pile of other backpacks. Then
the two men searched their pockets. The other girl had a cell
phone. Earl took it away.

“You can’t keep the stuffed
animal either, kid,” Donny said to the little boy. The boy had a
determined look on his face and clutched the stuffed rabbit
tighter.

“You’re going to take a
stuffed animal away from a little kid?” Robin said in disbelief.
“What could he possibly do with it?”

Earl snickered. “The kid’s right, you know.
Sometimes you are pretty dumb, Donny.”

“Okay, okay,” Donny said.
“He can keep the thing.”

Another room behind the first one was lit
with a bare bulb hanging from the middle of the ceiling. Sleeping
bags and pillows were piled on the floor and a door in one corner
opened into a bathroom with a sink and toilet.

After waving them through with his gun,
Donny left, slamming the door. Robin could hear him fumbling with
the bolt and then she heard a click as the lock fell into place. No
windows and a locked door.

Robin unrolled one of the sleeping bags and
slipped down onto it. The tall girl with the glasses pulled one
from the pile and slouched in the corner, her hands under her
chin.

“What’s your name?” Robin
said to the little boy still standing in the middle of the room
clutching his stuffed animal.

“Carter,” he replied,
sitting down next to Robin. “And that’s Kayla. She lives next door
to me.”

So little Carter really was a rich kid, too.
Robin shook her head in wonder. This was her first experience with
wealth and until now she didn’t know it came in different
colors.

“I’m Robin.”

Carter, who appeared to be five or six years
old, leaned closer. “Are you Chinese?” he asked.

Robin thought about her straight dark hair
poking out beneath the baseball cap, her round flat face with high
cheekbones like her mother’s, and her skin color. She could see how
a little boy might mistake her for Chinese. Her eyes were even
slanted a little.

“No,” she said, attempting
a grin. “I’m an American Indian. A Potawatomi.”

“Oh, boy,” said Carter. He
popped up from the floor. “Maybe you can help us escape. Are you
going to rescue us?”

Kayla sneered from the corner. “Yah, sure,
she’s going to rescue us. That’s why she’s locked in here, too.”
She shook her head and rolled her eyes.

“We better sit tight and
wait to be rescued,” Robin said. “I’m sure your families will start
looking for you.” Robin’s mother, knowing she was angry with her,
would wait until dark before she’d begin to suspect something was
wrong. By then it might be too late, the trail would be
cold.

“When my father finds us,”
Kayla said from the corner, “he’s going to rip these guys in two.
My dad is richer than anybody else and everybody does what he tells
them to do. He’ll find us.”

“Then we should wait for
Kayla’s dad,” Robin said to Carter, hoping Kayla was
right.

Nothing like this had ever happened to Robin
before, but she learned a long time ago that it’s easier to just go
along. Not make waves in the sea of life. She’d learned it was
important not to stand up and be noticed, because then bad things
could happen.

Robin spent plenty of time trying to blend
into the background. And here she was in a room lit by a bare bulb.
Totally exposed. It made her nervous.

They sat in silence. Finally, Carter went
into the bathroom and shut the door. When he came out, he had a
deck of cards.

“Look what I found in the
cupboard,” he said, excited. “Let’s play cards.”

“Maybe in a little while.”
Robin unfolded the third sleeping bag for Carter and laid it next
to her. She plopped down. No one said anything for a long
time.

“Why do you think they
kidnapped us?” Robin finally asked, turning to Kayla.

Kayla snorted. “Because we’re rich, Stupid.
No sense kidnapping poor people. We’re being held for ransom.”
Kayla scowled at Robin. “Who are you anyway? I’ve never seen you on
the bus before.”

Robin opened her mouth to tell them she
wasn’t a rich kid. She started to say this was all a big mistake.
Of course it was a mistake. And if she explained it to Donny and
Earl they would let her go. They must have mistaken her for the kid
who lived in the house she was going to. She was just going to
water the flowers. They weren’t her flowers. But they didn’t know
that.

This was all a simple mistake. She was in
the wrong place at the wrong time and she needed to explain. Robin
felt a huge sense of relief.

She pounded on the door.

“That’s a bad idea,” Kayla
said. “What are you going to do? Ask politely to go
home?”

Robin banged again.

“I’m going home, too,”
Carter said, picking up his stuffed rabbit.

“Nobody’s going home,
dopey,” Kayla said.

When the door opened, Robin backed away.

Earl walked in. He had his hands on his hips
and an angry look on his face. His wild eye bounced around the
room, but his good eye glared at Robin. He was wearing a stained
grayish undershirt that was too tight. His arms bulged out of the
sleeves and his hairy stomach spilled out of the bottom.

“I don’t believe you did
that,” he said. “Banging on the door isn’t allowed. Right,
Donny?”

“Right,” Donny said from
the doorway.

“There’s been a big
mistake,” Robin began. “You see….” But Robin didn’t finish saying
what she wanted to say.

She suddenly realized that telling the truth
might not be a good idea. Her mother said she should always tell
the truth, but in this case she decided to make an exception,
because a scary, awful thought crossed Robin’s mind.

What if Earl and Donny didn’t let her
go?

She knew what they looked like and she even
knew their names. What if they decided Robin wasn’t any good to
them? Maybe Donny would shoot her with her gun.

She looked into Earl’s wild eye. She looked
at Donny’s snake twisting down his arm. Earl’s hands were opening
and closing in giant fists.

“Well,” Earl
said.

“We’re… hungry,” Robin
stammered. “We need something to eat.”

Earl didn’t say anything for what seemed
like a very long time and then he started laughing. He laughed and
laughed and nudged Donny until he laughed too. Then he wiped his
eyes with the bottom of his dirty undershirt and said, “Since
you’re new at this and all, I won’t do anything to you this time.
But don’t ever bang on the door again, or this might happen.”

And Earl punched his partner Donny right in
the stomach.

Donny’s eyes bulged and his mouth formed a
perfect O. As he bent forward from the punch he blew a big wad of
bubble gum in Earl’s face. The gum bounced onto the floor. Earl
wiped his face and glared at Donny.

Once Donny recovered enough to speak, they
started arguing.

“Don’t…” Donny gasped,
“…ever do that again.”

“Just teaching the kids
their manners,” Earl said. His big hairy stomach was poking out of
his shirt like a giant tarantula.
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