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CHAPTER ONE


THE PURPLE MILKSHAKE
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When it comes to school cafeterias, I’ve learned that they are always a mystery. Sometimes they are great! Sometimes they are the grossest places in the world. The problem is that you never know which one you’ll get until you eat there.


See? That’s me . . . not eating the most horrible food ever.
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But that all changed when I moved to Kersville. The cafeteria here at Kersville Elementary is one of a kind.


The food is excellent, according to my best friend, Desmond Cole. Whether it’s Macaroni-and-Cheese Monday or Fried-Chicken Friday, the food always makes him happy.
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So do the cafeteria workers. They must really like Desmond because they always give him extra food. They even make him special treats. One time they made a purple milkshake just for him.


I don’t know what made it purple, and I didn’t ask!


Desmond thinks the cafeteria is perfect. But my parents always say: If something seems too good to be true, it probably is. That’s what I thought about my new cafeteria: It seemed too good to be true.


If only I knew how right I was!
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CHAPTER TWO


Mrs. Tray
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It all started on a Monday. We were on our way to the cafeteria, and I was carrying my lunch box.


“I will never understand why you keep bringing lunch from home,” Desmond said. “I’m telling you, our cafeteria makes the best food.”
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“I like bringing my lunch,” I told him. Plus, I really loved my lunch box. It had a fire-breathing dragon on it.


Then Desmond added, “Well, the food here is way better than anything my parents make.”


Desmond’s parents were really great people, but there was one thing they weren’t so great at: cooking. It was no wonder he liked the cafeteria food better.


“Well, you haven’t tried my mom’s empanadas,” I said. Empanadas were my all-time favorite thing to eat ever since I was a little kid.
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As soon as we reached the lunchroom, Desmond grabbed a tray and got in line. I followed him and watched as the servers plopped mounds of food on his plate. I had to admit, everything looked really yummy.
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When we got to the end of the line, we saw Mrs. Tray. She was in charge of the cafeteria. She was also one of the nicest grown-ups at our school.


Mrs. Tray sniffed the air. “Andres, what’s that wonderful smell?”


“That’s my mom’s empanadas,” I said proudly. “She puts lots of spices in them.”
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