











can fog up the room when she showers. Davey doesn’t look in his nose, instead, he
quickly dresses. He hops down the stairs and takes a seat across from his father.

“Look what Bryce gave me,” Davey says to his family as he takes out a slingshot.
“He made it.” Davey grabs a tic tac from his pocket and places it on the slingshot. “He
said I could come over today to play.” The tic tac shoots from the slingshot and onto his
sister’s food.

“Mom! Davey’s shooting tic tacs with his slingshot,” Jen shouts.

“Davey is just having fun,” their father says.

“What fun?” Jen asks in disbelief.

“It’s better than having him flinging boogers at you,” their father says, his
newspaper on the table as he takes a bite of his bacon.

Davey snickers as one last tic tac hits his sister in the face.

“Davey,” his mother says.

Davey puts the slingshot away and begins talking about what he and Bryce will

do today.





