


Seriously, when I’m
trying to drive,

it’s so uncool to sing
directly into my

ear from the
back seat.

Especially when the
song is “Staying Alive.”

Way to hit those
high notes, Champ.

Just so you know,
if I get in a crash
because you were

distracting me,
I’ll tell the whole
school you still

sleep with
P.J. Fluffykins.





I thought you’d
find it manly in a

“misunderstood
bad boy” sort of way.

Apparently, I was under the
false impression that girls
are attracted to guys who
burn rubber in front of

the Bowl-a-Rama.

As soon as your father
calms down and puts
away his baseball bat,
I’d really like to make

it up to you.

P.S.
I’m assuming
prom is out of
the question.


