its been awhile since 

The Josh Daily™
Hey Hey It's me again with your daily dose of The Josh Daily™ with your daily dose of 100% pure Josh Industries© goodness! I wouldv'e written sooner but I was grounded from all electricity for a week! Can you belive it? Jeez, well anyhoo, I'm back and I have some announcements:
Announcements:
April 15, oh today National Tax day!
April 19, Rachel Hamilton's Birthday Yay for her
April 20, band garage sale. Buy stuff so we can go to colorado or, bring crap for others to buy!
If you have any announcements E-mail me or just talk to me at school or somthing.
todays story:
Nightmare on Panther Prkwy
It was a dull afternoon at Princeton high School. None more mindnumbing bore dthan that of a certain Justin Askew, who just the Sunday before had the king of all paint ball battles, the day was full of smoke blood and Patrick Dooley crying for mercy at the end of his partner's pistol, but those days were over for awhile but all that was left was school, boring school.
The bell finnaly rang and just as the other atomotrons, that run loose in this certain school, he exited his current classroom in an orderly and flowing manner this had been going on since he was five everyday the same Riiiiiiiing!!! step, step, plop, talk, talk, Riiiiiiing, stop... day after day stopping only for two days Both begginning with S which probably implies the sleep-in-stand-only-when-needing-to-urinate-step-in-the-line-of-fire Saturday and Sunday the week seems to go to slow when your "learning."
This monday was somewhat s l o w e r than ussual as the incompetent scum seemed a bit more stupified than normal and the teachers were sort of there. When suddenly he noticed somthing.
"uh, Mr. Spurgers?"
 "yes?"
"Are you getting too much Vitamn K or too much alchohol?"
"Why all I eat is apples and milk. Why do you ask?"
"well there's a pool of blood or red wine spilling from your main artery."
"Oh! that ah it's nothing."
"oh...ok!"
But what he didn't relize or what he did and was to embaressed to say somthing about it is that Spurgers had a more unusual scent around him than his ussual as if someone peed in a fire or forgot to replace the rotting milk. A rude interjection was made right in the middle of my narreration.
"Dude Spurgers! you smell like butt."
Was the comment from a rude child named Dooley, Patrick Dooley.
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