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CHAPTER 1
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Hugo is seven years old. He’s in the second grade and gets very good marks.

His friends love to play soccer, basketball, marbles, tag, and hide and seek.

But Hugo doesn’t like any of those things.

He has other tastes.

What he really loves doing is telling lies.

Hugo adores stretching the truth.

Whenever he can, he tells a fib.

It’s super fun!
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CHAPTER 2
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Laura is their Language Arts teacher and their current assignment is to write about what they did over the weekend.

Hugo uses the writing exercise to let his ideas wander as much as possible. And for him, writing lies is even better than telling them.

“OK, children, are you finished?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” they all chorus.

“Good. So, let’s see. Who’d like to read their composition first?”

Hugo raises his hand.

He wants everyone to hear what he’s written. Inside, he’s laughing to himself.

He gets up and goes to stand in front of the blackboard. All his classmates are looking at him.

“Last weekend was fun,” he begins reading. “I did a ton of cool stuff. On Saturday, as soon as I got up, my father took me to the beach to dive with sharks.”
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“That’s a lie!” Isa, one of his classmates, protests.

“No, it’s true!” Hugo defends himself. “I promise!”

“Children, children, quiet now,” their teacher intervenes. “Let Hugo finish reading.”

Hugo smiles and continues.

“As soon as I got into the water, I met a thirty-foot shark. It was a very nice shark and it let me pet it on the nose. Later, when I got home, I played all afternoon with my Ferrari.”

“You’re still lying!” Marcos, another classmate, protests.

“It’s true!” Hugo says. “I have a red Ferrari. If you want, come by my house and I’ll show it to you.”

That seems to silence Marcos, so Hugo continues.

“And on Sunday, I was playing with the Gweegwo all day.”

“What’s that?” one classmate asks.

“Yeah! What the heck’s a Gweegwo?”

Hugo stifles his laughter. He loves this.

“Well, the Gweegwo is my extraterrestrial pet. It has seven eyes, four arms, and one leg.”

“You’re a liar!”

“That’s rubbish.”

“It’s true!” Hugo says. “One day I’ll bring it to class so you can see it.”
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