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BEST OF FRIENDS
BY MAC BARNETT

EI.TII:S[ was 2 nerd, but it was fourth grade: we were all
nerds. Even the best of us were chackled to some faral
Haw. James, who was the fastest kid in the class, was also
the last one to carry a lunch box. Jean-Pierre had already
starred curting the slecves off his gym shires, but he hadn’t
vet starced going by J.B: even little Tim Houston wasn’t
afraid to put on a French accent and say "[ean-Fierre, ond
oni” when they stood next o each other in line. And me?
[ was terrible ar sports, last picked for evervthing, At recess
I hung our on the sidelines of the basketball court and bet
J:':id_.s quﬂ.rﬂ:f& fhﬂ.l.' ﬂ't:}'_ Enuldn'r m.EI':: FI'I:I: d'.lm"u'r'li. {I l.lbl.'l.dll]r
cleared a few bucks 2 week ) It was there, on the sidelines,

that [ would somerimes ralk o Ernest.
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Ernest looked mare ninery than nine. He had chick-
lensed plasses thar were attached snugly o his face by a
cloth band that wrapped around his head. Our school lad
uniforms, and he was the only kid eo ape for the cardi-
gan instead of the sweacer, Twin deposits of dried spit lined
either side of his mouth; he always looked like he had Just
eaten locs of vanilla frosting,

Sometimes youd feel bad for Ernest, bur hed always do
something ta mess it up, Example: in kindergarcen 1d ler him
sit nexe o me in art, Cne day 1 was drawing a picture of a
vererinarian, and in the middle of our conversation, Ernest
leaned over and drew a lobg oval in beoween che guy's legs. 1
was durnbseroch,

And so T missed Ms. Maxwell coming up behind us.

“Lovely picture, Ernest," she said, He'd drawn Freddy
Krueper bartling Jason battling a Ninja Turdle underneath
a [leet of stealch bombers. All the guys in his drawing had
too many muscles—it looked like they had three biceps on
cach arm.

And then: “Dean, whar's char?”

Ms. Maxwell’s tone was strange, like her throar was dghe.

I eilted my head steaight back so 1 was looking right up
ar Ms. Maxwell's chin. She was looking down ar my paper.

"It's a veterinanan?” | said. “You know, 2 ver? Someone
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who 1akes care of animals?”

“1 know what a vererinarian is, Dean,” said Ms. Maxweell.
"“Whac's that?” She frawned and poinced to Ernests coneri-
butien to the picce.

“Oh,” 1 said. “He dropped a hot dog.”

“A hot dog?”

“Yeah, he was eating a hot dog and he dropped it. So
now it’s Falling to the ground.” | started to draw a hot dog
bun in the hand that wasn't holding a stethoscape.

O, said Ms. Maswell, “That’s very silly.” She belicved
me, bur | think only because she didn’t want w believe the
alternacive.

Ms, Maxwell moved on to another table, Ernest col-
lapsed onto Folded arms, giggling. As he shook with laugh-
ter, the end of the cloth band wriggled like a tadpole’s tail
on the back of his head.

Ernest.

Things hadn't changed much since then. That was the
thing with Ernest: a5 soon as you tried o be nice to him,
he made you regret it

Bur before T keep going about what Emest did, 1 have o
tell you a lictle bir abour the Grst-best relevision commercial
thar year. In case you're wondering, the third-best relevision

commercial was for some sort of G.1 Joe warercraft. The kids



TEN STORIES GUARANTEED TO DELIGHT,
AMUSE, AND POSSIBLY MAKE YOU SPIT YOUR
MILK IN YOUR FRIEND’S FACE, FROM THE
FOLLOWING ESTEEMED WRITERS:

MAC * EOIN
CHRISTOPHER PAUL
KATE & JON
PAUL -~ - JACK
JEFF * DAVID

ADAM - - DAVID
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