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probably be mad at me, and then if youre mad at
me, I'm going to know you read it. Then I'll be
mad at you because you promised you wouldn’,
but you read it anyway. So we'll both be mad at

each other and we won’t have even started the

book yet! No one wants that!

SO, GIRLS, JUST SKIP THE NEXT SECTION
AND T'LL BE BACK WITH YOU
IN A MOMENT, DEAL?
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BOYS!
YOU CAN COME BACK!

Right, we're all together again, so we can get
started.

Why are you boys looking at me like that?
Oh, you read the girls’ bit too, didnt you?

Well, this whole thing is a disaster, isn't it?

Look, the point I was trying to make is that
boys think girls are gross and girls think boys are
gross. I dont know why we think that. I don't
know where it comes from. Maybe they taught it
to us in kindergarten? I don’t remember. And each

year it gets a little worse. As we got older, us boys
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1 know, 1 know:

iob.
You ﬂnoug\n’f that was WY |

This is the super-weirdest way to start a book ever.

Here’s what we're going to do. If you're a
girl — yes, you, hello! — please just skip to page 15.

Oh, dontlook at melike that. I just need to say
some things privately to the boys thatll probably
make you mad, so 'm being ... thoughtful!

As I'said, it’s a very weird way to start a book,
but dont worry. You're not being left out. After
this, there’s a section just for girls that the boys
aren’t allowed to read either.

I can trust you to do this, can’t I? You're not
going to tell me that you'll skip the next bit but

then actually read it? Because if you read it, you’ll
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AND WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?
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go. But I didnt mean it! I don't think girls are
gross. I even love lip balm! Who wouldn’t want
their lips to taste like strawberry lollies? I mean,
you and I both know boys are way grosser than
girls. Boys pick their noses. Boys fart. Boys fart
and pick their noses at the same time. I should
know! I am one!

And were not really annoyed about the
gigaling. We just feel ... left out.

You're not going to forgive me, are you?

Okay.

Well, look, I'm sorry.

This was a terrible idea.

Let’s bring back the boys and get on with it.

And you can have candy too.

... Yes, and chocolate.

... And yes, sure. Sure. I can buy you movie
tickets as well. And flowers ...

NO! Not fowers!
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supposed to be standing over there. They don't
think they can talk to anyone about it, because
otherwise their friends might think they’re trying
to switch teams. But theyre not trying to switch
teams! They just want to hang out with someone

on the other team for a bit!

IS THAT SUCH A BAD THING?

WHY ARE YOU LOOKING
AT ME LIKE THAT?

I'M NOT TALKING
ABOUT ME.
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Anyway, my point is I dont know what
happens next. But something must happen,
because somehow, at some stage, boyfriends and
girlfriends happen.

Which is, of course, disgusting!

As we've established, someone made these
silly rules where girls are supposed to say that
boys are gross and boys are supposed to say that
girls are gross.

And I'm a boy, so all girls are definitely gross.
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WELL, IT'S NOT.
IT'S ALL ABOUT ME.

MY NAME IS MAX WALBURT,
BUT EVERYONE CALLS ME ...
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I can't believe you did that! What did I tell
you? I said I needed to talk to them privately!
Don't you even understand what privarely means?

So, now [ have to explain why [ said what
I said. Look, as you read this book, it could
turn into a love story, and if it does, that will
be embarrassing for me. Why? Because I'm an
eleven-year-old boy with a reputation to protect.
School can be a mean place sometimes, right?

I thought if I told the boys the whole ‘girls
are gross thing, then it might help me out,

because I have no idea what way this story will
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refused to invite the girls to our bircthday parties
and vice versa. Now that we’re in middle school,
we play in different parts of the playground, we
eat our lunch separately and we DO NOT sit
next to each other on the bus.

Who keeps making all these rules?

Boys on one side. Gitls on the other.

Then, at some point, something happens.
A kid from one side falls in love with a kid from
the other side.

ThisABSOLUTELY DOESNOT HAPPEN
to me, by the way.

But it happens to some people, or so I've
heard, and that’s when everyone begins to lose
their minds.

A boy might start to think hed like to hang
out with one of the girls. That’s a hard thing to
do, though, because someone decided that he

is supposed to be standing over here and she’s
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FOR GIRLS ONLY!

Okay. Hello, my sisters!

What? Why are you looking at me like that?
Is it because I made you skip the last section? Did
you feel left out? I know, I know, I'm sorry ...

No? That’s not the reason you're mad? It’s the
candy! I just told all the boys I'd buy them candy
and [ didn’t feed you anything. I am SO SORRY!
I can buy you candy too. Or chocolate. Do you
want chocolate instead? Don't say flowers. I don't
do flowers. I hate flowers.

Still mad?

Okay, this is a fun guessing game, isn’t it?

NOT.

You're not mad because you felt left out and
it’s not because of the candy. Hang on ...

You didn’ ... did you?
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GIRLS! YOU CAN COME BACK NOW!

All right, are we all back? Good. Thank you,

girls, for not reading that last section. It’s your
turn now.

Hey, boys. Do you mind just standing over
there for a minute? Yeah, yeah, I know I'm a boy
too, but I just need to talk to the girls for a second
(mostly to make sure they weren't listening to our
private conversation).

You had your turn, all right? Can we just be

cool about this? Thanks. I'll buy you all candy.
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EXCEPT MAYBE ONE.
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To my Sood buddies,
Max and Louella.

I hope this makes you laugh!
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into a ... oh, I can’t even say it. 'm a bit worried
that this book is going to be ... well ... a love
story.

I know! I'm SO SORRY! I¢’s disgusting.

[t’s not meant to be a love story, and maybe
it won't turn into one, but I have this horrible
feeling ... that it might. You know, like one of
those movies your mum likes that she makes
you watch while she says things like, ‘But it’s so
sweet! and ‘It’s just the most beautiful ilm.” And
all you want to say is, ‘I wanted the one with all
the lasers ... and monsters ... and monsters with
lasers ... who explode.’

So, I just wanted to start the book by saying
I'm really sorry and I hope it doesn’t turn out
awful or sweet or anything.

Okay, thanks, boys, and bye.
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But it’s not just the lip balm. Its the

gigeling. I mean, do you see us boys giggling
like that? They tilt their heads towards each
other as though their brains are talking, and
they look over at us and giggle. It’s not like
we've said anything particularly funny either.
We haven’t done some awesome trick or told
this great joke. It’s just because ... well, actually,
I have no idea why!

Anyway, I've gotten distracted. The reason
I wanted to talk to you privately for a minute

is because I have a feeling this book may turn
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FOR BOYS ONLY!

Okay, boys. First, have a quick look around and
check there aren’t any girls reading this. Did you
check? Youre sure? Not your sister? Not your
mum? Even if you have a pet cat, and that cat’s
a girl, then she shouldn’t be reading this section
either. Okay? Good.

We have to talk about something quickly,
before the girls come back.

Girls are gross. Like, really gross. For a start,
they smell funny, right? Like strawberry lollies or
something. Theyll say it’s their lip balm, which in
itself is disgusting. Have you ever tried that stuff?
It’s like getting grease out of a tube and smearing it
on your lips and then never wiping it off! They just
walk around with slimy lips like ABSOLUTELY
NOTHING IS WRONG WITH THAT!
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