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At lunch the next day, Summer askec m‘ W 1at 1 was going ¢, be & d‘gugh ;
for Halloween. Of course, 1I'd been thinking about it since g 1 o Shfuggdod
. ‘ 4
Halloween, so I knew right away. ‘ Sh Whﬂt
“Boba Fett.” E 3 “bolllﬂg
“You know you can wear a costume to school on Hallowee, § ww pot
ight?” -
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“No way, really? | B ﬂed aﬂdh
“So long as it’s politically correct.” 1 o8 o pr0
“What, like no guns and stuff!” § e "
It ” = OkQY’ ;
Exactly. 1 _

“What about blasters?”
“I think a blaster’s like a gun, Auggie.” :
“Ohman . . .," I said, shaking my head. Boba Fett hasa blaster,
“At least, we don’t have to come like a character in a book :
anymore. In the lower school that’s what you had to do. Last year §
[ was the Wicked Witch of the West from The Wizard of Oz
“But that’s a movie, not a book.” |
“Hello?” Summer answered. “It was a book first! One of my
favorite books in the world, actually. My dad used to read it to
me every night in the first grade.” il
When Summer talks, especially when she’s excited about
something, her eyes squint like she’s looking right at the sun.
I hardly ever see Summer during the day, since the only ¢
e h?"e }t?geﬂter is Enghsh But ever since that first lunch
| ;}?%L;Q ¥ satar themmmt table together every day, just!




