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Mashed Potato Pizza

My grandpc o|w:::}"5 tells me that peop|e who |au9h at their
own mistakes will Sel' everyone else to Iaugh clonﬂ with them.
Yesterday, I learned that he is righi‘.

":‘“Si'c:)f in line,” Mrs. Martin said. [ knew rigH— away that my
friend Naomi wouldn’t be able to cut. [ looked at Naomi and
frowned. Scon, the line begcn to move faster, and I followed c|on3
hopinﬁ that there would still be pizza.

When I reached the counter, I looked ot the choices. 1 could
only see chicken and mashed potatoes, macaroni and cheese, and
fish. I could hear the rumb|ir13 of my very disappqini‘ed stormach.

Then, out of the corner of my eye, [ saw one last piece of
Frepperoni pizza. I go‘i‘ so excited.

“Pepperoni pizza,” | said politely. Mrs. Martin handed me
the pizza. [ took the paper p|cﬂ'e so quickly that the pizza slid off
the P|c+e. [ tried to save it, but the pizza landed in the pan of hot,
bui‘l‘er}' mashed potatoes.

[ could feel my face turning redder and redder. All I could
hear was |qu5|‘|’rer from the kids in line.

As [ looked ot the uPside—down pizza, [ heard Mrs. Martin’s
voice. “Maria, would you like a side of mashed Foi'a‘i'oes with your
p'lzzc?”

[ locked up and saw Naomi. She was |-::|u5h|'ng too. With a
nervous smile, I said, “Of course.”

Mrs. Martin smiled and scooped the mashed potato pizza on
my plate. [ looked around at my friends, and we all |ou3hed again.
[ never really believed my grandpa until [ saw my friends
laughing with me. The laughing made me feel good instead of just

C|L.II"I"IS:{'.




