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			Day 1  First things first, let me get this straight. If you are reading this PUT IT DOWN. If you are still reading I don't care what the cover says: this is not a diary! This is a biography. You know I can't explain my life to every one of my fans when I grow up to be rich and famous. But I'd rather be the best friend of a rich person because they'd take me to places and buy my stuff and it would cost me nothing.
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			And also I can publish things about him like gossip or news. And if I am rich and famous, I can't go anywhere without paparazzi and crowds of people swarming me. And if you go drive to someplace like a tonsil removal center people will notice you and know private things about you. So this is enough I need a nap.
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			Day 2  Today is the first day of a weekend, but my dad is taking to me soccer tryouts today. I have bad memories when it comes to sports. When I played in baseball it was junior tee ball and there was an infinite amount of strikes, you just had to hit the ball. 
		 

I once got 63 strikes and set the team record for most amount of strikes for one ball. Then in basketball there are 6 divisions of my team. I was the worst player of the worst division. Then I quit after I got sent to court for throwing basketballs at players in the game from the benches (one player went to the hospital).
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			In swimming, I had to walk on the bottom of the pool because I could not swim.
So in the car my dad spouted a LOT of gibberish like, "Blah Blah goalie Blah Blah Ball Blah Blah Two Hands Blah Formation Thingie." At least that's what my brain processed.


I arrived and bad luck started to pursue me or in other words the goalie (you'll see what I'm talking about soon). I stepped out of the car and I expected to see the soccer field, but what I saw was a rocket headed to me. Then I saw that it was a soccer ball. But it hit my head before my head told me to duck. 
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Then I laid on the ground hoping nobody thought I was roadkill. I got up ran to the field and I sat on the bench where the the coaches were we ran 20 laps and I smelt something nasty. I thought someone was really sweaty. But then I realized I stepped on dog poop.
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			I had nothing to do about it so I left it like that. We then scrimmaged. I kicked the ball at the goal the ball slowly rolled, but instead of taking the ball the players ran away from the ball. Then I remembered that I stepped on dog poop. The goalie ran into the sewer but the ball changed course and the poor goalie was stuck in the sewer with a poop infecteted soccer ball. And the  coaches decided that was enough and that was the end of tryouts.
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			Day  3     We woke up and and ... Wait! I forgot to tell you about my brothers : ones 5 and ones 19 (they are both jerks ) The 5 year old is Jeff and the other is David. On the way to the car I stepped on a strawberry jam sandwich. 

Jeff licked my feet and I had to wash my feet. On the way there my mom said there were Mexican sharks there. My doofus brothers thought they wore sombreros and ate nachos and listened to Mexican music.
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			My older brother isn't so bright, so he thought the same. 

When we arrived, we saw a fish, another one, and another one. I got hungry after a while, and we went to my dad's favorite part of anywhere, the cafe. We bought three fish to feed the seals. But Jeffrey started eating them! 

Then he powerlessly whimpered, "I need to go to the toilet." Then we went to the toilets and believe it or not they were alive! We threw them to the seals and then we went home...Or tried to, at least.

Our mom had to go the restroom. We dropped her phone in the toilet and we flushed the phone. It buzzed, but it blew up,and the toilet overflowed. Then the janitor came and he fainted.
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			Then, we just left, pretending nothing had happened. 

Day 3

I fell off my bed. Today I had to do my weekend homework (our school's just bad). My right arm was sore so I decided to use my left hand (bad choice) and used pen (worse choice).

My mom discovered this and took away my video games. She hid it in her drawer. Her sign said "No Boys Allowed," but we had solutions. We either put a comma after 'No' or put a W after 'No'. 

Well, I have no paper left. Bye forever!

>:) Ha! Ha! Ha!

THE END
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			About The Author

This eBook was written by rising 4th grader, Ho Joon Y. He was born and raised in Silicon Valley, California. He likes to read, play vide games, and watch movies. This eBook was inspired by his life and "The Diary of A Wimpy Kid" by Jeff Kinney. He hopes you will laugh as you read this book!
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