HALLOWEEN DISASTER



In the fifth grade classroom,
topless pumpkins sit on desks.
I stick my hands inside one, grasp slimy innards,
as the stench fills the air.
My stomach turns.

“Please, may I go to the bathroom?” I ask.
"I'm gonna throw up."

“No,” the teacher says.
My mouth opens.
Soon, the pumpkin, table, floor, teacher 
[bookmark: _GoBack]are covered with my own innards.

