Author's Notes: Ha. And you thought it was impossible to dig up even more stuff on how awful my school really is. I'll tell you: There is no end to the insanity. I've been in school for... not even a month now... and I've already decided: IT IS TIME. Northeast must be made fun of again! And so, without any further ado, here's...��THE HORRORS OF NORTHEAST! PART TWO!��Peering cautiously into the classroom, Kyle of Nanza looked perfectly... suspicious. Let's face it: You see a huge buff eighth grader peeking into a room with an obviously forged signature on a test paper, you automatically think "There stands another detention rat". Kyle grinned stupidly and slid into the room, expertly finding the "In" box in the dark room, and left again, chuckling. �"She'll never know," he snickered. "They never do."��~~~~~~��"EIGHTH GRADERS!!!" �The feedback blaring from ancient speakers easily and painfully deafened the entirity of the eighth grade. Kupo winced and dropped a peanut butter wafer into her french fries, her buddy Chibi-Angie jumping and sending a rock-hard curly fry soaring across the cafeteria. 600 angry eyes turned towards the stage, where the school-renouned vice principal stood, hands on her hips (with one hand curled possessively around a megaphone that rivals that of the HP Shout), looking impressively irritated. Standing next to her was the tall and lanky, skittish-looking principal herself.�The principal cleared her throat.�"Ten gil says she rants about how great we are," Kupo whispered to Chibi-Angie.�"Twenty says she rambles off that cheesy phrase of hers," Angie countered, and the friends shook on it.�"I'd like to thank you all for your patience during all this testing," Mrs. Honeycomb droned (picture Lucia's voice.. no, wait; Phacia's voice on a scrawny woman with bushy brown hair, and that's her). "You are truly astounding."�Kupo grinned and accepted the ten gil.�"This is Mrs. Honeycomb, reminding you to be kind, be responsible, and be the best you can be. The choice...."�A long, dramatic pause.�"...is yours."�Kupo reluctantly parted with 20 gil while the whole cafeteria roared with laughter. The principal looked confused, but shrugged and walked off anyway.��~~~~~~~~��"I'm telling you," Jessica snarled at the mini-math teacher. "We didn't learn this last year, so STOP BLAMING US!"�"Of course it's all your fault!" the teacher shrilled. "You kids are so irresponsible! You probably forgot everything from last year!"�"How could we?!" Nash shouted from the back of the room. "We got beaten with rulers if we didn't learn it!"�"Or hammers," Alex mumbled, rubbing his permanantly-bruised hand gingerly.�The math teacher walked up and smartly thwapped Nash on the back of the head with not only a ruler, but a graphing calculator attached to a ruler.��~~~~~~~~~~��Luna cursed quietly. Who understood these stupid "Literary Terms" anyway...?�"What was that, Luna?!" the teacher, "Mama", demanded, her eyes blazing in fury.�"Uhhh..."�"That's it! Get up!" Mama ordered. "Bow down before me and apologize!"�"Sorry," Luna whimpered.�"Repeat after me: I'm sorry, Great Mama Jeffrey..."�"I'm sorry, Great Mama Jeffrey..."�"And I don't deserve to be in your glorious presence."�"I don't deserve to be in your glorious presence."�"Now GET UP AND DO YOUR WORK!!!" Mama bellowed.�"Yes Mama, lady ma'am, sir!" Luna cried, standing up, saluting, and sitting back down.��~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~��Kyle scowled. Who did these little midget sixth graders think they were? He'd heard how they sucked up to the teachers.... Kyle shoved a particularly tiny one out of his way.�"#*@#*$@#%*^%#@*$@(*@!!!! Who the *@#!&*$#@ do you think you are, @*($*@#($*#@*!#$*@%^?!?!" the midget screamed in fury. Kyle blinked.�"'Scuse me?"�"#$@*#%(@&*%*!@&*&%*%&@*&%#*@*!&%^!@$!!!!"�My God, Kyle thought. This child is evil! He whimpered and backed away, repeating the phrase, "Nice sixth grader midget. Eeeeasy, little sixth grader midget...".��~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~��"Why me?" Tempest sighed, leaning heavily against his locker.�Fresca seemed to appear from nowhere and glanced at Tempest curiously. "Whassa matter?"�"Damn thing won't open," Tempest explained.�Fresca made a face, spun in a combo, and yanked up on the handle. An ink bomb flew out of the locker's depths and struck her in the face. She blinked a few times, wiped ink from her eyes, while Tempest nearly busted a gut laughing.�"YOU FELL FOR IT!!! HAHAHA!!"��~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~��"How many Sickles to a Galleon?" Mr. Boring asked in his monotone. Half a dozen students slumped forward onto their notebooks, snoring. Belldandy's hand shot into the air. �"Seventeen," she chirped.�"Good. What was the type of wood in James Potter's wand?"�Mia narrowed her eyes at Belldandy and threw her hand into the air, shouting "Mahogany!" to beat the other girl to it. �"You two are very observant of 'Harry Potter and the Sorcerer's Stone', aren't you?" Mr. Boring asked amusedly.�Another glare was shared between the two girls as both growled out a "Yessir".��~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~��"It's the end of the day, as we know it..." Alex sang happily, running down the hallway, getting his homework from his locker, then starting towards the nearest exit, singing his song loudly.�"ALEX!" a scrict-looking teacher shouted, leaning out of his doorway.�How'd he hear me above everyone else? Alex thought tiredly. "Yes?"�"BE QUIET!"�Alex blinked a few times in confusion, shrugged, promised to be silent and say only "... ... ..." and "Luna" again, and trudged slowly from Northeast Middle School. Damn, some teachers are so uptight....���AUTHOR'S NOTES: Almost all of it.. okay, I lie, almost half of it, is from real life experiences. The cheesy phrase from the principal is real, the being yelled at for nothing is real, the evil math teacher and the egotistical Reading teacher is all true. Even the evil midget sixth graders are true. Yay. Review now, or Cait Sith will chew on you and yell "Make 7-Up Yours!". (grave nod) He will, you know. Now REVIEW! WHY ARE YOU STILL READING?!? REVIEW!!�������������������Have you reviewed yet? 





