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“Happy is the person who finds wisdom. And happy is the person who gets understanding. Wisdom is worth more than silver. It brings more profit than gold. Wisdom is more precious than rubies. Nothing you want is equal to it.”

—Proverbs 3:13–15
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Chapter 1 
 Just for Starters

Don’t get me wrong, Camp Wahkah Wahkah wasn’t the worst experience I’ve ever had. I mean, when you’re the shortest kid in sixth grade, forced to wear Woody Allen glasses all your life, and basically serve as the all-school punching bag, you’ve got lots of bad experiences to choose from. But Camp Whacko (that’s what we called it for short) definitely rated right up there in the top ten.

I knew I was in trouble the moment I stepped onto the camp bus. Of course it was full of the usual screaming crazies. No surprise there. I mean, you take the politest kid in the world and put him on a camp bus, and he goes bonkers. Count on it. It’s like a law or something. What caught me off guard was the flying peanut butter and jelly sandwich . . . open faced, of course. I tried to duck, but I was too late.

K-THWACK! right in the old kisser.

Fortunately, the jelly was grape, my favorite. And by the gentle aroma of freshly baked peanuts, I knew the peanut butter had to be Skippy. Another lucky break. What was not lucky was that it completely covered my glasses. I couldn’t see a thing.

Before I knew it, the bus ground into gear and lurched forward. Everyone cheered. Well, almost everyone. I was busy stumbling down the aisle at record speed. Of course, there were the usual “Smooth move, Dork Breath” and “Way to go, McDoogle” as I tumbled past. (What a comfort to hear familiar voices in time of trouble.)

Then I got lucky. Through the peanut butter I caught a glimpse of an empty seat toward the back. It took a little doing and bouncing off a couple campers—“Oh, ick!” “Get away, Geek!” (more of my old school chums)—but I finally managed to crash into the empty seat.

Whew. Safe at last. Well, not exactly . . .

As I peeled the bread off my face and removed my glasses, I noticed that the whole bus had grown very quiet. I quickly scraped the peanut butter and jelly gunk off of my glasses and into my hands. Then I pushed my glasses back on.

I wished I hadn’t.

The first thing I noticed was that all eyes were on me.

The second thing I noticed was a thick crackly voice. A voice that sounded like it ate gravel for lunch and then washed it down with a box of thumbtacks.

But that was nothing compared to the third thing I noticed—the fierce-sounding, gravelly voice was directed at ME.

“You’re sitting in my seat.”

I turned to see who was talking.

Another mistake. Sometimes if you’re going to die, it’s best not to know the details. But by recognizing the kid’s face and noticing the size of his biceps, I not only knew the “who,” I knew the “how.”

It was Gary the Gorilla. He hated that name. In fact, he did bodily harm to anyone he heard using it. But it was all anyone knew him by. We’d never officially met, but I recognized his picture from the papers. Or maybe it was the post office. Or maybe both. It didn’t matter where. The point is, once you saw it you never forgot it. And you’d always go out of your way to avoid it.

That’s okay, I thought. Don’t panic. Turn on some of that world-famous McDoogle charm. Be his friend. Yeah, that’s it. The poor guy’s probably just misunderstood. Maybe if somebody reached out to him and tried— 

“Hi there,” I said, reaching to shake his hand. “My name is Wally McDoogle. I’m, uh . . .”

I don’t know whether I stopped because of the look on his face or the gasps from the crowd. But when I glanced down at our handshake, I saw the problem. I had just transferred all of the peanut butter and jelly gunk from my hand into his.

“Oh, sorry, Mr. Gorilla, . . . er, that is, I mean . . . ”

With one swift move he had me by the collar. Next, I was high above his head and pressed tightly to the ceiling of the bus.

Suddenly, my whole life passed before my eyes. Well, it wasn’t my whole life. Mostly just the part of how I got into this predicament. It all started with Dad less than eight weeks ago . . .

“Don’t worry,” he shouted, leaning over the lawn mower as I fought to empty the grass catcher. “Church camp will be great for you.”

“But Dad—”

“Especially that two-day canoe trip—get you out in the wild away from the luxuries of the big city—”

“But Dad—”

“New challenges, new adventures—”

“Dad.”

“And the most important thing of all . . .”

Uh-oh, I thought, here it comes.

“It will make you a real man.”

“A real man.” That seemed to be Dad’s whole purpose in my life lately. Maybe it had to do with him being All-State something or other back in his high school football days. Or maybe it was because Burt and Brock, my older twin brothers, win every sports trophy they can get their sweaty paws on. Or maybe it was because I made the mistake of telling everybody at dinner one night that I wanted to be a writer.

“A writer?” Dad winced.

“Yeah, but not just a writer—a screenwriter. You know, like movies and stuff.”

“Yeah, but . . . a writer?” The word stuck in his throat like Aunt Martha’s overcooked chicken.

“Sure, lots of people do that.”

“But . . . a writer?”

Less than four weeks later, the brochure from Camp Whacko mysteriously showed up on my dresser. It wasn’t long before the camp found its way into our daily conversations. It made no difference how I argued. Somehow, someway, just four weeks later, I found myself loading my bags into the car and heading for the church bus.

“You sure you need that computer thing?” Dad asked as he suspiciously eyed the laptop computer I was carrying to the car.

“Sure Dad.” I tried to sound matter of fact. “It will, uh, um, it will help me take notes on all the outdoorsy stuff I learn.”

“Hmmm . . .” was all he said.

I pulled the computer closer to my side. This could get messy.

He stood beside the car and slowly crossed his arms.

“Please, God,” I silently prayed, “not Ol’ Betsy, too.” (“Betsy,” that’s what I call my computer.)

Finally, Mom spoke up. “I think he should take it, Herb. It’s one thing to ship the boy off to camp against his will, but to take away his computer?”

“I didn’t say we should,” Dad hedged. “It’s just with all the new experiences he’ll be having, I wonder if it’s really necessary to—”

“I really think he should take it, Herb.”

Now, everyone in our family knows what it means when Mom says “really” like that. It means her mind is made up. Oh sure, Dad could still have his way—after all, he is the man of the house. But if he did, it meant he’d have to pay for it in the days to come. Little things like cold dinners, burnt toast, or finding starch in his underwear. You know, details like that.

“It was just a suggestion,” he offered as he threw the rest of my bags into the trunk.

“Thanks, Mom.” I grinned and climbed into the car.

“No sweat, Kiddo,” she said, sticking her head through the open window and giving me a goodbye kiss. “But you owe me.”

“Put it on my bill.”

Dad started the car, but before we pulled away, Mom went down her list of usual “Mom” things. You know, stuff like, “I expect you to wear your pajamas. Tops and bottoms.”

“Yes, Mom.”

“And don’t forget to change your underwear.”

“Yes, Mom.”

“And don’t forget to floss. Remember, healthy gums are happy gums.”

“Son . . .” Now it was Dad’s turn. But instead of a long lecture he reached over, put his powerful hand on my shoulder, and looked me straight in the eyes. I knew it was going to be something profound, something deeply moving, something I’d remember the rest of my life.

“Son,” he repeated to build the suspense. Then after a deep breath he continued. “Think . . . manly thoughts.”

I did my best to smile. He gave me a reassuring nod, put the car in gear, and off we headed for the bus.

That was just half an hour ago. And now, thirty short minutes later, I was pinned to the roof of the bus by Gary the Gorilla.

So this is what it feels like to die? I thought. Not so bad. Course, it would be better if he’d let go of my collar so I could breathe. Still, on the McDoogle pain scale of 1 to 10 this is only a— 

Suddenly, an idea came to mind. I reached down to his meaty hand (the one wrapped around my throat) and scraped the rest of the peanut butter and jelly from it. Next I began to eat the stuff. The idea was to get him to laugh, to show him that I was just a stupid geek and that this was all just a stupid geek accident.

Unfortunately, he didn’t laugh. But the rest of the bus did. And as they chuckled, Gary, being the insecure kind of bully he was, naturally thought they were laughing at him.

His grip around my neck tightened.

Now, I’ve got to admit, I don’t exactly remember praying. Sometimes when you’re busy dying you forget little details like that. But suddenly, out of the blue, I heard this voice:

“Put him down, Gary.”

At first I thought it was God, or at least one of those archangel guys we hear about in Sunday school. After all, this was a church bus going to a church camp. But when I turned I saw it was only a counselor. Still, beggars can’t be choosers. I’d take what I could get.

Gary gave the man a glare but the counselor stayed cool and calm.

“Put him down,” the man repeated.

I gave my glasses a nervous little push back onto my nose. Unfortunately, it was with the hand still dripping in peanut butter and jelly. I noticed an exceptionally large glob of the goo starting to fall. I tried to catch it but I was too late.

K-SPLAT!

From high above it nailed Gorilla Boy right in the ol’ face.

The bus broke into even louder laughter.

Gary never had people laugh at him—at least not to his face—at least no one who lived to tell about it. And to have it happen twice in a row was unthinkable. But instead of enjoying the experience as something to treasure and remember, Gary turned beet red. The muscles in his neck began to tighten and quiver. He turned to the rest of the bus and gave them his world-famous death glare.

The rest of the bus stopped laughing. Come to think of it, they may have stopped breathing.

Finally, the counselor’s voice broke the silence. “It’s the last time I’m telling you, Gary . . . put him down.”

Slowly, Gary turned his head and directed his death glare at me. I could almost feel the plastic rims of my glasses melting.

Then he dropped me. I hit the floor like a sack of potatoes. But at least a living sack of potatoes. For that I was grateful.

I was not grateful for Gary’s final words to me. “I’m not going to forget this, Weasel. No one makes a fool of me. No one.”



Chapter 2 
 New Friends / 
 Old Enemies

Three hours later we pulled into Camp Whacko. We hopped from the bus and hauled our junk off to our luxurious cabins—complete with rusting bunk beds, squeaky bed springs, and paper-thin mattresses. It didn’t look like sleep would be a high priority. But that’s okay. I planned to spend the nights counting all the different six-legged wildlife scurrying across the floor, anyway.

After settling in, we all met at the softball bleachers. I did my best to sit as far away from Gary and his two goon friends as possible. But by the way they kept whispering and glaring at me, I figured China would have been too close.

The counselor guy who saved my life—Dale was his name—did most of the talking. He went on about how much fun we were going to have at Camp Whacko. You know, the standard, run-of the-mill “I’m glad you’re all here” and “we’re all going to have a great time” sort of stuff.

Then he talked about the overnight canoe trip coming up in a few days. And finally he got around to the week’s theme. “For the next five days we’re going to learn all about wisdom. Isn’t that exciting?”

Guess again. More like five days of nonstop boredom. No offense, but I’d only heard them rattle on about wisdom a billion times in Sunday school. That didn’t stop ol’ Dale, though. He just went on rattling. “Wisdom is knowing right from wrong. It’s learning what God’s will is and then doing it. Now, can anybody here give me an example?”

A hundred hands shot up—mostly belonging to the younger crowd . . . mostly belonging to the girls who all had instant, heartbreaking crushes on the guy.

I tried my best to pay attention, but no sale. I’d heard it all before. So I reached down to Ol’ Betsy, my laptop computer. I quietly popped open her lid and snapped her on. Her screen started to glow, and I started to think.

There has to be some way of making this wisdom stuff more interesting. If I could just come up with the right story. Then before I knew it, my fingers started to fly across the keyboard. . . .

It has been a long afternoon for our superhero. Already, Mutant Man McDoogle has stopped a runaway train, saved the earth from a cloud of giant asteroids, and cleaned out the family’s cat box.

And now to the biggest challenge of all——complex fractions. (Being a sixth-grade superhero with homework does have its disadvantages.) Grabbing his pencil and math book, he snaps on the ol’ tube for a little Brady Bunch rerun inspiration. Suddenly, right in the middle of “Here’s a story, of a lovely lady...” the TV picture breaks up. Instead of Marsha and the gang giving their cute little smiles and their cute little waves from their cute little boxes we see...Dr. Ghastly the gorilla!

No one’s sure where the gorilla got his smarts or why he used them for such evil purposes. Some say it was after eating too many bananas with those little round stickers still on them. Others say it was after being exposed to seventy-two hours of nonstop rap music. Then there’s the theory of his mom never buying him brand-name clothes.

Whatever the reason, after breaking out of the Brooklyn Zoo (and taking a few night courses at Harvard), Dr. Ghastly set up his secret underground laboratory. Here he became the most feared (and hairiest) scientist of all time.

But, back to our story...

“Mutant Man,” the gorilla sneers as only the world’s slyest and most sinister scientist can sneer, “I know you’re out there.”

Our hero stares at the TV screen and gasps a manly gasp.

“I thought you might want to know... I’ve just created another one of my little inventions,” says Dr. Ghastly.

The TV picture grows wider. We see this baddest of all bad guys (or guyettes for that matter) standing beside a giant vacuum cleaner.

“It’s my Handy Dandy Wisdom Sucker Upper. All I do is flip this little switch.” He reaches over to snap it on. “And it begins to suck up all of the world’s wisdom.” Dr. Ghastly laughs his sinister jungle laugh, “Oo-oo-ah-ah-ee-ee,” and suddenly disappears from the screen.

A searing pain rips into our superhero’s manly jaw. “Augh! My wisdom teeth!” he cries. “They’re gone!”

But, alas, it’s not just his wisdom teeth. Every wisdom tooth in the world has been stolen. Fearing the worst, he spins around to the nativity scene left over from last Christmas. Just as he suspects. The Three Wise Men have also disappeared.

“Great Scott! Everything to do with wisdom is being sucked into the machine! This sounds like a job for...Ta-Da-Daaaa (that, of course is superhero music)... Mutant Man McDoogle!”

He presses the button on his secret Muton-Belt. Suddenly, his mighty powers are released. With one giant step his rubberized legs reach out the door, stretch down three flights of stairs and into the street. A neat trick. Unfortunately, it always means having his mom buy him a new pair of jeans.

Outside it’s worse than he suspects. Everywhere people are acting crazy. Cars honking and plowing into each other. Decent, law-abiding folks screaming and beating up other decent, law-abiding folks. I mean, it’s worse than Christmas shopping at the mall. Well, maybe not that bad, but close.

“People! People, you must stop this at once!” Mutant Man shouts.

But nobody listens. He grabs a passing mother who’s stuffing her mouth full of chocolate. “It’s Dr. Ghastly! Don’t you understand? He’s taking all your wisdom!”

But Mom won’t listen. She’s too busy shouting at her kid who’s also gobbling up candy. “Hurry and eat!” she screams at the child. “If we don’t finish off this case of Three Musketeers before dinner, we won’t spoil our appetites!”

“It’s no use, Mutant Mind!”

Our hero snaps his handsome head up to see the gruesome gorilla. He is circling in a helicopter high overhead. Behind him trails the Wisdom Sucker Upper... still sucking up.

The hairy ape continues his threats. “Soon all wisdom will be mine!” he shouts through the loudspeakers. “Soon the entire world will be in total chaos. Oo-oo-ah-ah-ee-ee...”

“Not if I can help it!” our hero shouts. Then with a mighty deep breath (the type that only superheros can breathe...so don’t try this at home, kids), Mutant Man begins a little sucking of his own.

His tremendous lungs pull in all of the surrounding air. And with that air comes the helicopter. Try as he might, Dr. Ghastly can’t pull away. Our hunk of a hero is sucking too hard. Closer and closer the chopper comes.

“Let me go!” Dr. Ghastly cries. “Let me go!”

But our hero doesn’t let go. He continues to inhale. And the helicopter continues to be sucked in.

But, alas and alack, it’s been a long day, and Mutant Man begins to grow weary——not to mention a little dizzy. He has no choice. Our incurably handsome hero must stop.

Still, all is not lost...

He makes one of his world-famous jumps toward the helicopter. Unfortunately, he only soars two or three hundred feet into the air. (Like I said, he’s a bit tuckered.) He nearly misses but not quite. After all, he is the hero of the story. In the final second, his arm stretches the last fifty feet, and he manages to grab the chopper’s landing skids.

Still, ol’ Ghastly has more than a hairy elbow up his sleeve. Suddenly, he throws the helicopter into reverse.

“Look out!” the crowd screams from below.

Mutant Man turns just in time to see the 203-story Bank of Africa building coming straight at him. “What luck!” our hero cries. “This must be where Dr. Ghastly banks! Maybe he’s stopping to take out a little money!” But in a second he realizes Dr. Ghastly is not making a withdrawal. It’s more like a deposit. And not a deposit of money but of Mutant Man... right against the side of the building.

They race toward the bank at lightning speed.

“Come on, Doctor!” our hero shouts nervously. “Stop monkeying around.”

But the gorilla has gone ape. He will not listen. He is set on smashing Mutant Man into the side of the building.

By now the bank is so close our hero can see the horrified expressions of the people inside.

Oh no! What will happen? What will the incredibly groomed and well-flossed Mutant Man do? How will he get out of this one?

Then suddenly—— 

“Hey, Wally, put that computer away and get ready for lunch!”

It was Dale.

Rats, I hate it when that happens. Every time I get to a good part in one of my stories, somebody has to interrupt me. But I figured this interruption was for a good cause. I mean, he did say “lunch,” right?

I pressed F10 and shut Ol’ Betsy down for a while. I figured I’d have plenty of time to get back to Mutant Man and Dr. Ghastly the gorilla . . . that is, if the real Gary Gorilla didn’t get me first. . . .




The three of us stumbled out of the cafeteria. The “cafeteria” is what the counselors called it. But by now we’d all given it another name . . . “The Toxic Waste Site.” The only thing decent to eat were the half-frozen burritos. Well, they weren’t supposed to be half-frozen, but the cook wasn’t crazy about slaving over a hot oven, so there they were, direct from the freezer and onto our plates. The trick was to think of them as cheese and bean popsicles instead of burritos. And with the extra hot sauce poured on top, they were actually pretty good—weird, but good. I was busy crunching away on my third one as we staggered out the doors.

“You call that a lunch?” Wall Street groaned, holding her stomach. She was a Latino girl about my age.

“What were those hard blue things?” I asked.

“Mashed potatoes!” Opera shouted. “Or butter balls!”

I threw a look over at the chubby kid beside us. Even though his Walkman was cranked up to ten, it’s like he could still hear. Either that or he was the world’s greatest lip reader. Amazing. Right then he had been listening to “Barber of Seville” by Fetuccine or Tortellini or one of those opera-type guys.

“How can you stand to listen to that junk?” Wall Street shouted. “You can’t even understand the words.”

“Can you understand today’s stuff ?” Opera shouted back.

Wall Street gave a shrug.

“So what’s the difference?”

He had her there.

The three of us had met at lunch. Opera and I were the first to spot each other. Immediately, we recognized the other guy for what he was . . . a fellow “Dorkoid.”

DORKOIDS. You know the type. While everyone else is wearing hot new fashions, we’re sporting frozen-oldie hand-me-downs. While everyone else has these terrific put-downs, we usually say something stupid or, worse yet, polite. And while everyone else’s chests begin looking like Sylvester Stalone (if you’re a guy) and Marilyn Monroe (if you’re a girl), we just keep on looking like Pee Wee Herman and, well, Pee Wee Herman.

Like I said, Opera and I were the first to meet. Wall Street didn’t join our little club until the meal was nearly over.

“You almost missed lunch,” I said as she sat beside us.

“I’ll try harder next time,” she joked, poking at the frozen burrito on her plate.

“I think they’re hot dogs,” Opera shouted over his Walkman.

“Or giant caterpillars. It’s hard to tell when they’re frozen like that.” I shrugged.

“Thanks for the warning.”

“How come you were so late?” I asked.

“I was looking for an electrical outlet—there aren’t any in the cabins.”

“Why do you need an electrical outlet?” Opera shouted.

“To recharge my cell phone,” she said.

I gave Opera a look. It sounded like the Dorkoids were about to increase membership by one. I was almost afraid to ask the question, but I knew somebody had to. “So . . . what do you need a cell phone for?”

“Why do you need a computer?” she countered.

“I’m going to be a screenwriter.”

“And I’m going to be a stockbroker.”

“Maybe we should start charging dues,” I muttered.

“Pardon me?”

“Never mind.” I grinned as I reached out to shake her hand. “Welcome aboard.” I wasn’t sure what type of stock a ten-year-old girl could buy and sell, but that didn’t make much difference. The point was, she definitely qualified for membership.

Fifteen minutes later, the three of us crossed the courtyard toward our cabins. We were friends forever . . . or at least until the end of the week, whichever came first.

And then it happened . . .

Suddenly, Gary and his two Goons showed up behind us. They didn’t say a word. Neither did we. In fact, everything got very, very quiet. Everything except Opera’s Walkman. At that moment some fat lady was screaming her lungs out like she was about to die.

How appropriate, I thought.

We continued to walk, and they continued to follow. Other kids also started following. Like vultures they all seemed to know when someone was about to meet their Maker.

Soon we (and most of the camp) arrived at our cabin. But I’d had enough. I mean, if I was going to die, I might as well do it now before I had to face another meal at the Toxic Waste Site.

Well, here goes, I figured. It’s now or never. Suddenly, I turned around. “Oh, hi, Gary.” I pretended to be surprised. “So how’s it going, man?” I raised my hand to give him a high five. But instead of slapping my hand, he just looked it over, probably checking for more peanut butter and jelly.

Everyone waited. There was only silence . . . except for the fat lady singing.

Finally, Goon One cleared his throat. “In the spirit of friendship, different groups are chipping in to help Gary out on his chores.” Maybe it was just my imagination, but suddenly the kid started to sound like one of those guys from the gangster movies.

“The Babes are doing Kitchen Duty on his day to do that. The Jocks are carrying his stuff on the canoe trip. And the Eggheads are going to pick up his outdoor garbage. So that just leaves you guys—the Dorkoids.”

“What’s left?” Wall Street asked hesitantly. “There’s nothing left, is there?”

“Latrine Duty,” Goon One said with a grin.

The rest of the camp gave a little chuckle.

“But there’s no Latrine Duty,” Opera shouted. The fat lady was singing even louder than before. “Every cabin has to clean their own bathroom.”

Gary just gave him a look.

“Well, that’s the truth,” Opera shouted. “Those are the rules. We can’t go against the rules.”

But Gary wasn’t much interested in rules. He suddenly ripped off Opera’s headphones, threw them to the dirt, and ground them under his foot.

The fat lady died sooner than we had hoped.

For a moment Opera just stared down at the remains. Then, when we were sure he was about to break into a good case of tears, he looked up at Gary, gave a loud sniff, and threw himself at him—all 187 pounds worth!

The crowd gasped at Opera’s stupidity. This was going to be better than they’d hoped.

Of course, Gary easily sidestepped Opera and had him in an armlock faster than you could say, “Oh well, nice try.” But the Gorilla wasn’t finished. In true bully fashion, he threw Opera to Goon Two, who tossed him to the ground and started yanking his arm back even further. Feeling a little left out, Goon One also joined in.

Opera screamed in pain and for good reason. I had no idea arms could bend so far back. Without stopping to think, I suddenly leaped at the Goons and tried to pry them off. I would have had them too—if I wasn’t holding the burrito in my hand and if I wasn’t outweighed by a few hundred pounds. Finally, one of them grabbed me by the shoulder and sent me spinning right back into my ol’ buddy Gary.

For a moment the expression in Gary’s eyes was shock. I didn’t understand—until I looked lower and saw my smashed burrito with extra hot sauce smeared all across his neck and chin.

By now the whole camp was there, and in a second everybody was laughing.

Not great news. Gary was still a little sensitive in the “Being Laughed At Department.”

Then someone began to clap. And then another. And then another. Before we knew it everyone in the camp was laughing and clapping.

Everyone but Gary . . . and me.

Ever so slowly Gary reached up and wiped the burrito goop off his neck. Then he smashed the goop right into the center of my chest—a little harder than I felt necessary to make his point. Next, he clenched his right fist. Uh-oh, I thought, here it comes: a little free dental work. But then, just before he let loose, I heard:

“That’s enough, Gary.”

It was Dale. All right, Dale! The guy was getting pretty good at this rescue business.

Gary slowly turned around. He was obviously taller than Dale—by a good three inches. And we’re not talking three inches of fat. We’re talking muscle—major muscle.

But Dale wouldn’t back down. “I said that’s enough.”

Gary eyeballed him for a long minute, trying his best to scare the guy. But Dale didn’t budge. Not an inch. Finally, with a heavy snort, Gary let go of my shirt. “That’s three, Weasel,” he snarled at me under his breath. “I owe you for three.”

(Actually, I figured it was only two. The bus and here. But hey, with his muscles, I guess the guy didn’t have to be a math whiz.)

Still, that wasn’t the worst. For as Gary and his Goon Patrol turned to leave, the rest of the crowd started to chant . . . “Wal-ly, Wal-ly, Wal-ly . . .”

I guess they thought it was pretty funny.

Not me. Because with each “Wal-ly,” I knew I’d be feeling even greater pain from the Gorilla. Sure, maybe not at that moment, but let’s face it, there’s no way Dale could keep showing up all the time.

Meanwhile, Opera rose to his feet and started comparing the lengths of his arms.

“Come on,” I mumbled, “let’s get out of here.”

All this as the crowd continued to chant: “Wal-ly, Wal-ly, Wal-ly . . .”




I changed T-shirts back at the cabin. For a long moment, I held the one with the burrito and hot sauce smeared all over the front. As I stood there, I couldn’t help but make the comparison. Somehow I figured that burrito goop symbolized my whole life at Camp Whacko. “A smashed burrito,” I mumbled half aloud. “Now doesn’t that just figure . . . a smashed burrito with extra hot sauce.”
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