* CHAPTER ONE *

My heart sank when T saw the dr\g—er\a_se

board:

Wres+ling

Tovrnament

T’d been dreading it all week, ever since

Coach Kilshaw had warned uvs there'd be an

in—-class competition in qym. T torned to my

best Lriend, Jasper, who wasn't any happier
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than T was.




“MNow quys can beat us vp Lor school credit,”

T said.

“Won't ﬂ«eg Match vs with someone ovr own

size?” asked Jasper.

T My case, that meant “short” T scanned
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Ethan Fogerty. Jaspen. That new quy with wild

black hair. None of vs were in danger of being
chosen “Athlete of the Year” at Gerald ford
Middle School.

“T hope yov're right” T looked at the beefy
jocks across the room, kids [ike [Sruce “[Sruiser”

Pe[car*slcg, “Abs” Tanaka, and Kgle Larson. They

were bow\c_ing aroond like restless zoo animals.




Coach Kilshaw blew his whistle.

\\—I_O&ag T'm assigning Ma:fc_l'\ops Lor the

tovrnament,” he roared. “Now, gou/\re all heard

rumors about wrestling injories — don't believe ‘em.
Rick Lambretta did NOT have a roptored spleer\.”
who's Rick Lambretta?

“on spina( contusions” Coach shook his head.

\\Angwag. he's doing a [ot better”

Ja.sp@r and T exc_(«\anged looks. Now Coach

was r\eadir\g 0—@—@ the —@ir\s'f-r\ow\d Ma‘fc_kups: \\Kir\bg

Hammer\ o &Ui/’\/’\ KOMQI’\O‘C’G _[_’BO/\Q Far\rxeu —
Loke Strohmer. :Damqg Shine —*




T held my breath.
“Bwiser\ Pelcahslcg./’ he —Qr\islf\eé.

My stomach dropped to my knees. The quy

OUfweigf/\@d me bg at {easf '@l—@fg pour\ds — b(’,sides,

he was a Meanderthal who'd ‘pr\obablg be out

Lor blood! Jasp@r\ looked at me and 31’\0&/16& It

was the worst possible news.

For [Sruiser foo a.p‘par\er\'ﬂg. He Lrowned as

he looked me vp and down. “Oh, man”






