
[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]

This edition first published in paperback in Great Britain by HarperCollins Children’s Books in 2017


Text and illustrations © Beck & Matt Stanton 2017


Cover design © HarperCollins Publishers 2017


SOURCE EDITION ISBN: 978-0-00-822016-7

EPub Edition © June 2017 ISBN: 978-0-00-822018-1

Version: 2017-06-07


HarperCollins Children’s Books is a division of HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.


All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment

of the required fees, you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access

and read the text of this ebook onscreen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted,

downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information

storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now

known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins ebooks.


Visit our website at: www.harpercollins.co.uk


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]


[image: image]

OPS/images/page003.jpg





OPS/images/page011.jpg
That's my teacher, Mr Armstrong. He’s
standing in the doorway, glaring down at the
little poop like he’s going to vaporise it with just
the power of his eyes.

Mr Armstrong doesnt look like a normal
teacher. He looks like a hairless gorilla who eats
puppies for breakfast. Most teachers look a little,
you know ... wimpy. Mr Armstrong looks like he
bends iron bars just to relax.

That might sound cool to you. It’s not.

Staring at the poop on the floor,
Mr Armstrong is turning the colour of a stressed
strawberry. Veins pulse in his neck like slugs trying
to get away from his face. Normally this means
he’s about to yell, “TWENTY LAPS!, which
means we all have to run around the classroom
while he puts ‘hurdles’ in front of us. Take it from
someone who's been there, it hurts to crash into a

printer and become a human paper jam.
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to imagine that if he squeezes a bit harder, his
head will explode off his shoulders like a popped
pimple.

‘Really. I didn’t do it, Mr Armstrong.” He
doesn’t seem convinced so I decide to give him
a bit more information. ‘I haven’t done a poop
since Monday.’

And suddenly, the whole class is looking at
me in disgust. Too much information?

“That’s gross, Max,” says the teacher, and he
hands me a box of tissues.

“What’s this for?’ I ask.

‘Go get rid of it
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I’m walking home from the bus stop with Hugo.
I’m Hugo’s best friend.

Hugo is a bit fat and a bit tall and a bit blind
and a bit dumb. I like having him around, and
I'm even happy to be Ais best friend, but I've
told him that 7y best friend position is currently
vacant. 'm just waiting for the right person to
apply. In the meantime, Hugo is free to fill the

role on a temporary basis. He seems
happy enough with this.
‘Hey, Max,” Hugo says.
I'm stll fuming about

today’s poop incident and trying
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For Beck, Bonnie + Boston.

No ohe cdah make me swile
the way you three can.
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IT WAS YOU.

WHAT WAS ME?

“You did the ... in there, the thing in the
storeroom. You did that.’

‘No, I didn’t,’ I say. I think it’s best to remain
calm. After all, I did not do the poop.

‘Yes, you did, Max.” He puts his hands on

his hips and seems to squeeze in his waist. I like
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__ stinks!
Someone has pooped in the storeroom.

Actually pooped. In the middle of the floor.
It’s lying there in the dark, like a lonely, sleeping

baby mole.
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written and illustrated
by Mait Stanton
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YOO-HOO!
COME OVER HERE!
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I didn’t do the poop.

Mr Armstrong turns and looks at each of us.
For someone with such a big head he has tiny
nostrils. They’re flaring in and out as he huffs
around the room like a gorilla with gas.

‘I know you don’t believe me, but I can tell
who is responsible for that ... atrocity ... just
by looking into each of your teeny little eyes,
Mr Armstrong says.

He looks at Emily and Layla, Josh and Ryan.
He doesn’t seem to think Kevin did it, although
I’m not so sure.

Kevin does eat a lot of chilli.

Mr Armstrong stops in front of me.

This is probably a good time to tell you that
Mr Armstrong doesn't like me very much. I think
it’s because I'm not very good at sport, and to
Mr Armstrong that means there’s not much point

to me being alive.
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(So much for remaining calm.)

‘Do it now, Max. Or THIRTY LAPS.

I can’t believe it. This is so disgusting.
I take the tissue box and drag myself over to the
storeroom door.

There’s the poop, sitting on the floor all
innocent-looking, just waiting for me. I look at
the poop. I look at the tissues. I look back at the
poop.

‘What am I supposed to put it in?’

Mr Armstrong smirks. ‘I guess youd better
go get your lunch box.’

He thinks he’s soooo funny.
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to think of ways to tie Mr Armstrong to a rocket
launcher and shoot him into outer space. Do I
know anyone with a rocket launcher I can borrow?
‘Max, we're being followed,” Hugo whispers.
Maybe Mr Armstrong could be the first

person to go to Mars ... against his will.

MAAXXX ...
YOUR DUCK IS FOLLOWING US!
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But this is a whole new level. I've never seen

a head turn red like that. Then again, I've never
seen a poop in the storeroom before either.

I’m Max, by the way.

I go to Redhill Middle School, and I'm in

Mr Armstrong’s class.
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Mr Armstrong looks like a volcano that’s

about to blow. I am seriously considering hiding
under my desk. He can explode at the littlest
things — someone forgets their homework (guilty)
or forgets their schoolbag (guilty) or forgets their

pants (don’t judge me!).
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AH, MUCH BETTER.

HI! I'M MAX WALBURT,
BUT IN THIS BOOK
(MY FIRST BOOK)
I'M GOING TO TURN
INTO THE ..
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