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The BreakBeat Poets

Deep in the Homeroom of Doom
after the “Give Yourself Goosebumps” serjes

by R. L. Stine

Page 1
You are in 9th grade at a private Catholic

college-prep high school. You are not
Catholic. You have never heard of Lacoste

Birkenstock, or the NorthFace. Detention
here is called Justice Under God. Khaki

is not your best color. You've got to find a way
to survive your freshman year! But first

you ll have to figure out how to be cool.

Turn to Page 2

Page 2

Kelsi Carroll is cool. Way cool. Blonde, blue-eyed
Kelsi's double polo collar is perfectly popped.

Her Birkenstocks curl like baby otters around her socks.
She invites you to a party at her house tomorrow night

jots her number down and signs her name with a tiny heart over the

Io ask your mom if you can go to Kelsis party, turn to Page 23
10 ignore the invitation, go home and watch Boy Meets World
reruns alone, turn to Page 48

Page 23
You call your mom at work to ask about the party.
She asks for Kelsi’s Mom’s number, wants to call

and make sure parents will be home, make sure

turn to Page 48
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I;;icncxt day in homeroom you ask Kelsi for her mom’s number.

She gasps and stares at you in shock as her Blackberry clatters

to the ground. The classroom falls silent and foyr rows of pale
stank faces turn to you like a plot of spotli

The chemistry teacher has to extin

Who said black girls can’t blush?

ghts. Your face catches fire!
guish your burning skull.

a of asking Kelsi to ask her mom to talk to your
M about the likelihood of dry humping Or ma
A the Party. So i h

h > YOUr train stops running, you wouldn't have a way
l.Ome. The words drool from your mouth and come out garbled
tke gTOWnup ' v
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The BreakBeat Poets

Epilogue

[n later years, you stalk Facebook pictures of Kelsi's friend
to imagine yourself there: at the beach picnics, the ugly
parties, the prom night dinners and trips to Michigan lake houses Yo
cheeks muscular from fake smiles at their lunch table. Their mothers’ a
tridges full of milk, your good manners and stomachaches. The arches

gl’OUp and try



