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Yesterday, [ learned that he = right.

| never redlly beleved my grandpa urnti | sow my friends
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m&lu)fhhne: Mrs. Martia said. “r‘mrigiﬂmuyﬁ'dm}f
friend Noomi wouldn't be able to cut. [ looked at Nacmi and
frowned. Soon, the line begon to moue faster, and I followed along
hoping that there would sfil be pizza.

Mashed Potatn P
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\When | reached the counter, [ looked at the choices. [ could
mhrmdw&en-nndmu*mdm macaronl and cheess, and
fish. [ coud Fmrl*l'ururnblina oFrn}rw‘ry&lquuﬁ‘l'edmh.
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“Pepperani piza,” | soid politely. Mrs. Martin handed me
the pizza. 1 took the poper plate so quickly that the pima sid off
‘H"I'Plﬂ"’i- Ihhdhmihbdﬁupinulurdudhﬂﬂnpanarm.
buttery mashed potatces.

[coddﬁdmychltrr&!ﬁredderuﬂmdda- AN could
hear was leughter fram the kids in line.

As | looked of the upside—down piza, [ heard Mrs. Meartin's
vorce, “Maria, would you like o side of mashed potatoes with your
Finn?"
“m'r.'edupundmNnnrri. She wos laughing too. With e
nervoas smie, | said, “OFf cowrse.”

WMirs. Martin smiled and scooped the mashed poltato pizza en
myplqil.lbohdmumdﬂ*myfrieﬂ:ﬁ.undwedlbwgbdnguh.
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