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= ) B&'hg broke while yaur s-l'e?dddjs cmkfha meth in the
basement and your math +eacher’s your dealer.

l“".)r name s Gﬁf_‘. Hef-ﬂ-_:)(, and this is the ‘|'ﬂ‘|'d|"y legal
story of how T went from {ailing c}xm;s-l-ry... to
mastering it.

With a best friend who smokes smarties, a rival gang
of eighth graders, and a school dance +hat Torred Wi
o SWAT raid... le¥'s just say +his year is about o get
crys-l'd.l clear.

Just dont +ell Mom.




Cooked ¢ Cornered

So o\??c\reh-l'l)/, cr?/s-l'o\l meth is not the same ﬂ-\ihs as sugar.
I found +}-\a+ out -H\e \-\c\r& way w‘-\eh I s?rihkled some on my
?ahches before sc}\ool. Let's J'us-l' say I was Very alert &uriha ma-l'}\

class.

Then Coach BarHe)/ told me to “walk it off.” T ran seven |d?5
around the field before anyone noticed T was missing my pants.

Ok“}” so first of all, T didn+ mean +o become a Jrus dealer.
I-I' started w\-\eh I went into +\\e garage |ookih3 for duct -I'o\?e

and found THLS instead:
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Acetone Psuedo



M)/ older brother, Rodrick, say’s he's Just "ruhhiha a small c\'\emis+r7/
ProJec+." Yeah 3 okdy. And T m the Queen of Ehalahc}.

I dske& )nim w%cri' 'I'}\e boxes were ) dhc} )ne sai&:

Don't touch it unless
you Want o see Geod,

And +hen he |au3)nec} ike a villain. Like MUAHAHA.
T was gohha tell Mom, but she thinks "Bredkiha Bad" is a cookiha

show and Rodrick’s her "Gifted little Sehius."
So ?/ed\‘\ ; +hat's not )naﬂ)ehihs.




[UESDAY

M)/ best friend Rowle?/ is the ohly person T +rust. He once snorted
Smarties Pow&er n 5+h Smc}e and -I"'\oug‘ﬁ he was on "s?ace cocaine.
Ahywu)/, T +old him about Rodrick's meth lab. His eyes 90+ bis.

DUDE WE COULD
SELL IT. LIKE
FOR REAL.

And J'us-l' like that, we were in 'Business.

We decided we needed a test batch.
The problem is, we dont know how to make meth.

So Rowley looked i+ up oh YouTube. We found this 9vy hamed
"Gmhc}PaGaryl‘HZ" who showed us how to cook.

OW ALL YOU NEED IS
COUGH SYRUP AND
OME WINDEX,




We used Moms t;_rog_k_? ot.

WEDNESDAY

We set up s}\o? in the shed dehind Row|efs house.

After 4wo hours, the mixture smelled like death and looked like

orahge Jell-O. Row|ey ca"ed it "ex‘)erimehﬁ'aL"

We fed o tiny bit 4o his hamster.

_\d_e_we_cc__ki_r_\dg_{[cg_k_Eh&oﬁ_,__byjf_qls_o_imP_ce_s.sc-:d_.
Because the 900 in the crock?oi' crys+a||i7.ed.
T+ looked Just like what Rodrick had in the garage.

_Excqﬁ ours was bri_a_\'\'l' green ahd sort of... \'\ummihs_?
Ahyway, we called i+:




THURSDAY

Rowle)/ brous)n-l' a Tic Tac container full of Zomb Dust to school and
sold it to this 8th sra&er named Marco.
We made $20.

That's like, 80 Doritos Locos Tacos. We were officially in the meth
game. Middle school s+)/|e.

But then things got weird.

Marco came back +he next &“7’ saying his cousin ’reaHy liked the
stuff and wants to ’Du?/ more.

Like, a lot more.

Also, he gave us +his:

So Nnow I 3“355 we’r‘e also N ‘H\e Suh Same?

Cool.



FRIDAY

Rowle)/ told me not to Pahic. He said we J'US‘I' had to scale up our
"o?era-l'ioh."
So we borrowed Rodrick's burner ?\‘\ohe , stole some su?‘)lies from the

science lab ; and turned m?/ 3rc\hc}ma]s RV into a mobile meth kitchen.
She still thinks its a lemonade stand.

SATURDAY

The first big batch went well, except Rowley accidentally mixed in
Kool-Aid powder and how i+ smells like fruit punch.

Marcos cousin LOVED .

He said were going to be "moving ?ro&chr" across three schools.

We are nhow ofwficidny c}rua lords of the district.

SUNDAY

ﬂ'\ihas 30‘1’ a little out of \\dh&.

Marcos cousin sent over this 307 named Frankie "'ﬂ'\e Nose'
who said we need to star+ lauhderiha the mohe)/.

T asked what |auh&erih3 meant and he Just said:  Don+ worry.

Just SEVe T Yo )/our mom 1o run ‘H\r'ous\'\ the PTA bake sale.’



T Kave no idea what were &oiha anymore.

But Row|e>/ made us business cards. Mine says: Gre3 Hefﬂey,CEO of

Cr)/s+a| Clear Tndustries

GREG HEFFLEY

CEOQ of Crys+al Clear Indus+tries

MONDAY AGAIN

We 3o-l' invited to a secret mee-l'ihs with Marco and the 8th Srncle

gang. They said they want exclusive rights 4o our Zomb Dust.
Rowley said wed need better terms. T just nodded and pretended
to khow what +that meant.

Then one of them pulled out nunchucks.

Long story short: we agreed +o the deal.

Row|e)/ say’s we re Playiha the long game. He also says we need a
|aw7er.

So we hired this 6th grader named Ned who once beat a truancy
ticket.

Ned cl-mrses N Cd?f‘i Suns.



Rodrick fiha"y found out what we were doiha. He was furious.
Not becauvse we were mdkiha me-l'\-\. Because we were "cu-H'ihs nto

his brand.”

Now we're in a turf war with my own brother.

Wha+t started as 7e||ih3 turned into a full-on {Jc\ck)/dr‘d brawl.

There were fists, flaming bunsen burners, and someone threw a

metal detector like a ninja star. o P
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Row|e>/ tried to break i+ up usih3 a fire ex'l'ihsuis}\er‘ but ended up

s?m)/.’ha a hei’s\\bor’s cat.

B)/ t+he time it was over , we were bruised , our fake teeth had
?o??ed ouvt, and Grandma was )/e”ihs at everyone in German.

And then Rodrick said we had to "?"‘)’ rent to use Grandmas
RV.

So now we owe him $400, a gas card, and a Plc\75+a+ioh.

Also, he told Mom we were runhing a "science club.” Now she wants

+o be our volunteer c\w?erohe.



We had o do a drop-off during the school field +rip.

Rowley hid the Zomb Dust inside one of the vending machines
at the aguarivm,

Uhfor-l-um-rely, a dolphin trainer thought it was bath salts.
The dolphin attacked him.

The news called it "a freak aquatic incident.” But we know the
+ruth. Also, Marco said his cousin's cousin now wants us to cook
something ‘even stronger.’

Row|e)/ says we re read)/. T say were 12.

THURSDAY
EVer‘)/'H'\Ehs came crds\'\ihs down 'l'odn)/.

The substitute teacher, Mr. Cavendish, wasn+ actually a sub.

He was undercover.

Turns out the cops have been tracking us since we bought 43
boxes of cold medicine from Dollar Tree.

‘ﬂ\e)/ raided Grandma's RYV.

She tried to hit a DEA agent with her walker.

‘ﬂ\ey dragged Rowley out in handcuffs. T hid in a r‘ecyclihs bin
for three hours.

‘ﬂ\ey didnt find me.(Thanks, juice boxes.)

Now T'm on the run. Tm writing this from the crawlquce under

M?’ "\OUSQ.



FRIDAY

Rowley’s doing 30 cla)/s of juvenile probation and mahdﬁory rehab.
Marco's cousin disappeared. Rodrick left town with some ske-l-c\\y
biker chick.

As for me?

T laying low.

Until the heat dies down, T'm sticking to selling cahdy bars.

TWELVE YEARS LATER

Greg here. Again. Older, wiser, with slis’n-l'ly less ache. T was
cleaning out my closet while moving out of Moms house and guess
what T found? Yup. The diary. The one with all the Zomb Dust
chronicles.

So of course, T did what any totally sane adult would do. T called
Row|e7.

"You remember that time we poisoned a dolphin and +ook dowh the
districts PTAY"

He groaned and said, "Please tell me )/ou're not thinking what T
think youre thinking.”

T told him we should get back in the game. He told me T was ouvt
of my mind. T said it could work again-

"Were adults now. With bank accounts. Credit cards. Kitchen

su??lies." He said, "Also criminal records.”
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We went back and forth for hours.

T +told him this was fate.

He reminded me he got juvie AND therapy.

T said: "Well do it smarter this time. T anything happens,

T take the fall.”

He paused.

Then said: Fine. But +his time... you’re the one with the hamster

blood on your hands."

We had a problem, +hough. Marco? Dead.

AP?drehﬂ)/, after the whole juvie mess, Marco gave his cousin

some old Zomb Dust. The cousin got caught and went away.

When he got out on bail, he beat Marco to death.

And then got life in prison for murder.

So 7ea\\. We needed new customers.

We spent three da)/s swiping through s\m&y forums, burner Discord
servers, and graffiti bathroom stalls at+ gas stations.

Finally, Rowley called me. T got someone. Guy goes by Neon
Chuck.” He's in. And he's got friends.’

Before we started cooking again, we had to get Grandma’s old RV
back. T+ was impounded and now sat behind Big Tylers’s Tow Shop.
So hd+ur'o\||>/, we robbed it.
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A‘I‘ 2 AM ; wedr‘ihs ski masks made from old socks , we shuck in and
broke the lock. There i+ was. Still covered in 3rd-m'+i and the smell

of exPir‘eJ fruit ?uhc‘\ meth.

We got it out. But the keys werent inside.

Rowley told me we had to go o Grandmas.

So we did.

She didnt answer the door. T remembered Grandma always leaves
her spare ke)/ vnder that valy garden gnome Dad keeps elling her
to remove. So T picked up the gnome, took the key, threw the
ghome into the neighbor’s garden, and unlocked +he door.

We went inside.

She was lying there. On the floor. T, ,eier oy, Gireo,

Next 4o her: a piece of paper.

Written in smeared black ink:

- Kyle
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We went to the funeral. T found the keys hidden in the cookie jar.
T swore revenge on K)/Ie and then Rowle)/ told me +hat he is in
prison.

T 4old him he WAS in prison.

We started rebuilding +he operation. Neon Chuck's crew began
pushing product.

EVer‘)/ +ime we made mohey something went wrong:

a dog ate the cash, a buyer overdosed on a hotdog-and-meth
combo, a drone crashed into the RY mid-cook.

We were drawing attention. The wrong kind. A cop car followed us.
We ditched it. But soon the DEA was watching. Shit. Crap. Fuck
The RV exploded during a chemical mishap. We rebuilt.

We moved town to town. We became full-time fugitives.

And then, when T was walking with Row|e>/, T saw this. Crap.

Greg Heffley & Rowley
Jefferson

Drug Dealing

We +riecl to |quh4er mohe)/ usihs a kiJJS ?ar-l')/ clown business.

That failed sPec+acu|ar|)/ when T handed a {ms of Zomb Dust 4o
4 7-year-o|d. The clown got arrested. Rowley ?ahicke&.
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We holed vp in a ghost town in Nevada. Neon Chuck got raided.
Turned out he was an informant. Row|e>/ and T escaped b)/ driving
through a motel wall.

Now the DEA was closing in.

We were camping in the deser+. Paranoid. Swea+7. F‘H’ny.

T started journaling again. Like +his.

Hel.‘coP-l-ers.

Sirens.

A megaphone voice: "COME OUT WTTH YOUR HANDS UP.’
Rowle)/ looked at+ me. "Dude... T'm sorry."

"Sorry for wha+?"

And that's when the dickwad snitched on me.

While a cop was cuffing him, he pointed behind him. Row|e)/ shouted:

IT WAS HIM! HE'S THE BOSS!

Fuckiha rat.

T didn't even have time to react. T jumped in the RV.

Slammed the gas.

Bullets. Lights. Screaming.

The RV peeled into the night.

T heard a radio behind me. "Suspect is armed. Ex-tremely flammable.”
Repeat: FLAMMABLE..

1 dodged spike strips. Drove off a bridge. Ended up in the deep
desert. Camped under the stars. No food. No gas.
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T woke vp 1o a hoise. Foo+s+e-">s.

Then a voice.

"Greaor)/"

T+ was Kyle. Marcos cousin.

Scarred. Grey-eyed. HoHihs a .sho.-i-s_uh.
T +old you T was coming.”

T jumped in the RV, tried +o drive.
The gas light blinked red.

K)/Ie oPehe& fire. Bullets .r'i??ecl into the side.

He shouted: “THTS TS YOUR FAUL T/
The door burst open. Kyle climbed in.
T tried o 3rd{> a wrench.

Too slow.

FUCK: ME SIDEWAYS. HE'S GOT A GUN
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Sﬂehce.

A ﬂy buzzed.
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K)fle walked + of +h o _
RV burned b:t\,inj h'.:w.e RV Lit a cigare++te.

Tell Rowley... he s+ill
owes me $2.

HAHAHAHAHAHAHA
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Thanks for reading my shitty LLB!
Stay tuned for "Diary of a Sketchy Kid: Burned and Buried!"



