1
HOW CAN THIS BE

This time we had to do an assignment related to some aspect
of Galerna, our city. Some aspect!!! When they tell you to “do an
assignment” and they don’t tell you what exactly, it’s enough to
drive you nuts. And it’s even worse when you have to walk home
with Lydia Lines.
Nooooooo!!!

I’m going to do my assignment on
the shops or the people or the
sports teams or... What about you,
what are you going to do it on?
I don’t know,
Lydia. I don’t
know yet.

Gus, relax! It’s just
a little homework
assignment...

Just a little homework assignment?!!! Not this again! How can it
be that every weekend and every time we have vacation, even
just three days off, we get homework?
Man, you are such a
pain in the neck.
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No. I didn’t know what I was going to do my assignment on because all I could think about was how bad I wanted to get home
so I could play with my friends.

When I got to my bedroom, I found all the monsters up at the
window, looking out. I immediately thought that Dr. Sprout and
Twerp had caused some kind of disaster. We could see the house
they lived in, right in the middle of the park, from our bedroom
window. So we were used to seeing all sorts of crazy stuff.

“Blah, blah,
blah... And
blah, blah
or
what?”
Sure, yeah,
of course.
So, then,
blah, blah, blah...
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SOME OF THE CRAZY STUFF
WE’D SEEN DR. SPROUT DO

One afternoon he sat down between a couple just to rain on
their parade.

One day he decided to hunt birds, and we had to step in.
Ah, this is the perfect
spot, right here!
Bwahahahaha!!!

He spent one morning stepping on all the sand castles kids had
made.
Sometimes I
don’t know what
he’s thinking!
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Seeing all the monsters glued to the window—they didn’t even
say hi when I came in—made me think that Dr. Sprout was
probably up to something really crazy! They tried to explain
what was going on, but since they were nervous and flustered, I
couldn’t understand what they were saying.

Hey! Tell him
about the sign!

Yes, the sign is what’s
worrying us the most!

What are you
talking about?
What sign?
They came this
morning!

It was horrible!
They brought
machines and
trucks...

... and there were a
ton of workers!
The one they put
up in the park!

I stuck my head out the window and read what it said on the
huge sign put up at the park entrance.

COMING SOON: THE LARGEST
MALL IN THE CITY.

We were so upset that we didn’t even want to play, but that wasn’t
the only problem we had. When it came time for our bedtime
reading and Mr. Flat asked us what we wanted to read, I had a
horrible realization: every Friday, Emma, the school librarian,
would give me a bag of books for the whole week. And I’d left it
at school!!!

Aaaaaah!
The books!
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It was much worse than I’d imagined! Now I understood why
the monsters were scared! How could they put a mall in the
park? Obviously, we decided that the next morning, first thing,
we would go and see what was going on.
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I got panicky because Mr. Flat—who not for nothing is a book
monster—needed to read as much as I need to breathe. Luckily,
he came up with a solution.

Son, not only have you become
responsible. Now you’re reading!
You are full of surprises!

OK, never fear! We
could reread some of
Gus’s books, but no...

I’ll make a list of books and Gus will
look and see if his parents have
any of them.
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When Mr. Flat finished the list, I went to search my parents’
bookshelves. I got lucky. I found a few.

This book will be
perfect, Cyrano de
Bergerac!

Hercule-Savinien de Cyrano de Bergerac
was a real person! They say he had an
incredibly huge nose. He was a soldier,
wrote poetry, novels and plays, and was
interested in physics, he was the first to
talk about man traveling to the moon and
he fought a lot of duels... Edmond Rostand
wrote a great play about him.

But it’s not a book
for kids, is it?

While I looked for a disguise in my trunk, Mr. Flat said he would
recite some verses for us. He explained that, at one point in
the book, Cyrano’s friend asks him to stop getting himself into
so many fixes and making problems for powerful people. And
Cyrano replies, “no thanks.”

Now I will recite a part. From memory! If I
make a mistake, don’t hold it against me...

What would you have me do? Seek out
the patronage of some great man,
and like a creeping vine on a tall tree
crawl upward, where I cannot stand
alone? No thank you!

Gus, as far as I know,
books are for whoever
wants to read them,
right?

The things you
say, Ziro: you must
think a lot!
Don’t be such
an intellectual!

Dedicate, as others do, Poems to
pawnbrokers? Be a buffoon In the
vile hope of teasing out a smile On
some cold face? No thank you.
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Five minutes later...

Eat a toad for breakfast every morning?
Make my knees callous, and cultivate a supple
spine,wear out my belly groveling in the dust?
No thank you!

Shall I labor night and day to build a reputation on
one song And never write another? No thank you!
No thank you. No! Thank you!
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GOODBYE, PARK!

Hooray,
bravo!

And long live
Edmond Rostand!
Long live
Cyrano!

