Translation exercise: Children’s literature (2)
Student translations
I’m not Oscar’s Friend Anymore

1. Arlene Hsu

I’m not Oscar’s friend anymore

Written by Marjorie Weinman Sharmat
Illustrated by Tony De Luna

Translated by Echo Magazine

The world’s best children’s picture books selected by Echo

For my best friend

(p. 1)

Oscar is my neighbor down the street.

What a dummy I was to be his friend, but I didn’t know any better.

Just one or two days ago, he said something really fresh with me.

That was so horrible.

Here I won’t waste time repeating what he said.

Of course, I retorted right away, wouldn’t let him take advantage of me.

Who’d have thought, his words got meaner.

Since then, we are not friends anymore.

(p. 2)

It only took us two minutes to make enemies, and I’m not Oscar’s friend anymore.

If we wished to start over, it should at least take ten thousand years!

See? When I said “ten thousand years,” actually, I meant “forever.”
Oscar really sucks!

If he had a grape soda in his hand, he would definitely get me half drenched.

(p. 3)

When we were friends, I used to draw a picture of him.

Well, I made a few mistakes, and now it’s time to fix them.

We keep scores as a game.

My scores are surely adding up, and now I have 265 points.

How about Oscar?

He will have 73 points and no more.

It serves him right!

What’s so good about Oscar anyway?

Every spring, he gets infected by poison ivy.

I hate it when he smells like calamine lotion!

(p. 4)

Also, I just can’t figure out why he calls me during meals all the time?

I always try to be patient and talk to him.

However, who wouldn’t love to have hot soup?

(p. 5)

Let me guess, Oscar. Now you must miss me like hell!

Let me guess. When you wake up in the morning, the first face in your mind must be mine!

Of course, you want to have a lot of fun with me……
Alas! What a pity!

I’m not your friend anymore.

Why don’t you just go back into your bed and enjoy the nightmare called “I’ll never make up with him!”
Do you know what can be worse than a demon?

Hee hee! It’s a nightmare come true!

(p. 6)

Oscar, you may go out wearing a brown sock and a black one, because you can’t get me out of your head.

Maybe you won’t notice until the afternoon that you wear your shirt back to front.

And you don’t understand what happened.

Ha! What’s more bewildered, you miss me so much that you go brush your teeth and comb your hair without your mommy hurrying.

This is so hilarious!

(p. 7)

Oscar, you’ll have to watch TV by yourself.

Do you wonder why the funny cartoons suddenly turn into boring news?

(p. 8)

The doorbell rings.

Oscar rushes to the door.

Ha! You think it is me?

It is not!

It’s the United Parcel man asking for your mom.

(p. 9)

Now the cleaning woman comes.

Oscar is bound to tell her about his woes.

Excellent. She hands you a rag so that you can help clean the room while pouring your miseries.

You deserve it!

After cleaning, she will comfort you with words like, “Don’t worry. You will be friends again in a few days.”
It’s a pity that what she says is not the truth at all.

(p. 10)

Oscar, I will never be your friend again.

Remember! I “was” your friend, and that’s it!

You wait until next year, after winter, then spring, summer, fall………
I’m still not going to be your friend again.

You lose your energy and pace up and down in the house.

Your mommy will think you are sick and take you to a doctor.

(p. 11)

Just you wait, just you wait!

Waiting to be called in the clinic is not pleasant.

Naughty kids run back and forth around you.

In the end, they glue their lollipops in your hair.

The doctor finally sees you.

He shakes his head and says, “You’re fine.

But, it’s still good to come.

You can have a shot just in case.”
(p. 12)

Your mommy says, “How poor of you to have that shot. Let’s go have some chocolate soda.”
But, Oscar, the soda tastes like medicine.

That’s right!

Exactly like the taste of it.

(p. 13)

You didn’t realize how lucky you were.

You were the one who didn’t cherish our friendship.

Now you have lost me, and you were just like a tattered boat sinking into the sea.

Well………Well………
I’m not someone who would turn away from this………
Okay! After a careful consideration, I think I will be Oscar’s friend.

Fine. I will give him the chance by walking to Oscar’s door.

If he happens to be at the door, he will be so lucky, for it will be his only chance to ask me back.

Here I come, Oscar, you lucky fella! 

(p. 14)

Why were you not at the door?

Maybe you were missing me and crying over the funny television programs.

What a pity! This was your chance to be my friend again, but you blew it.

Well then, let me ring the bell.

No! Now you will think it is I who want you back.

(p. 15)

There’s nothing I can do. Oscar, you lose me again.

I guess you will have to play with Roger, if you don’t mind getting trouble.

Or, you can have fun with Ginger, if you can put up with his bluffing.

And there’s always Mike, your three-year-old brother, if you like pests.

Poor Oscar, you are so doomed!

See how many playmates now you have!

(p. 16)

I’m glad I’m home.

What a dumb idea!

Why do I waste time visiting Oscar’s door?

(p. 17)

Come to think of it, maybe I’ll call some friends to come over.

I have so many friends!

Well……Jennifer went back to Waterville, Maine to see her grandfather that takes care of her. Too bad!

How about Wallace then?

But, he has an ant colony, and he always dumps his extras inside my collar. It’s so disgusting!

(p. 18)

What about the new kid from the corner?

I don’t know if he tries out that stranglehold as a habit, or it just happened the four times I’ve seen him?

Anyway I still have Roger, Mike, and Ginger, if I am really hard up for friends……
Well, I think I’ll call and give Oscar another chance!

(p. 19)

“Hello, Oscar? Apologize now or……
What? Don’t you remember? It happened one or two days ago……
Right! Didn’t we have a fight and stop being friends?

But, it’s okay now……just come over and play.

My mom bought me a new train! ......

In five minutes? Okay! See you!”
Oscar’s mind is so full of me.

He can’t even remember we are not friends anymore.

See? I am so right about it!

Without me, Oscar is just like a tattered boat sinking into the sea!
2. Robert Fox
I’m Not Oscar’s Friend Anymore

Marjorie Weinman Sharmat

Illustrated by Tony De Luna

Translated for Han Sheng Magazine

from Han Sheng’s “Best of World Children’s Literature”
For my best friend

(p. 1) 


Oscar lives down the street from me. I made friends with him before I knew any better. A couple of days ago he said something not very nice to me. It was really nasty! I won’t tell you what he said. Naturally, I didn’t let him get away with it: I answered back right away. And then he said something even worse to me! After that, we stopped being friends.

(p. 2)


It only took us two minutes to make enemies. It’ll take at least a million years to friends again! Get it? I said “a million years,” but what that really means is “it will never happen.” Oscar’s really a jerk! If I had a pitcher of orange juice I’d dump it right over his head right now.

(p. 3)


When we were still good friends I drew a picture of him. Hah! Now I’m going to add a little something to it. One time we were playing “points.” My score kept getting higher and higher – I had 265. And Oscar? He was stuck at 73. Serves him right! What’s so great about Oscar? Every spring he gets poison ivy and smells like a stinky old bottle of calamine lotion!

(p. 4)





Another thing I don’t get is why he always calls me at mealtimes. I listen to whatever he has to say, but who wants to eat cold food?

(p. 5)


Oscar, I’ll bet you really miss me now! I’ll bet I’m the first thing you think about when you wake up in the morning! Huh! Too bad I’m not your friend anymore. Stick your head under the covers, go back to sleep, and have a nightmare about losing your best friend. Know what’s worse than a bad dream? Ha, ha…a bad dream come true.

(p. 6)


Oscar, you’ll probably leave the house in different colored socks today, one yellow and one black. That’s because you won’t be able think of anything but me. Who knows? It might be noon before you realize you’re wearing your T-shirt inside out. Ha, ha! You’ll get so mixed up thinking about me you’ll brush your teeth and comb your hair without your mom telling you to. What a hoot!

(p. 7)

You’ll have to watch TV by yourself, Oscar! Won’t that be something? How come the cartoons aren’t as funny as they used to be?

 (p. 8)

The doorbell rings and Oscar jumps up and runs to see who’s there. Hah! He thought it’d be me, but it was just the UPS guy with a package for his mom.

(p. 9) 

When the cleaning lady comes, Oscar’ll tell his troubles to her. Great! Mrs. Lewis will give him an old dustcloth and he’ll have to help her dust the furniture while he’s whining. That’ll serve him right! After they finish the housework, Mrs. Jones will say something to try and make Oscar feel better. “Don’t worry, you’ll make up in a few days,” she’ll say. Too bad, Mrs. Lewis is completely wrong.

(p. 10)


Oscar, I’ll never make up with you. Remember! I was your “once upon a time” friend, and that’s it. Even if a year goes by – winter, spring, summer, fall – I still won’t be make up with you. You’ll be moping around the house and your mom’ll think you’re sick and take you to see a doctor.

(p. 11)


Whoa! Sitting in the clinic and waiting to see the doctor is no fun at all. The little monster sitting next to you will stick a sucker in your hair. And when the doctor sees you he’ll shake his head and say, “There’s nothing wrong with him, but as long as he’s here why don’t we give him his booster shot.”
(p. 12)


Your Mom’ll say, “Poor little guy, did the shot hurt? C’mon, let’s go get some ice cream and you’ll feel better.” But that ice cream will taste like cold medicine, Oscar. Yep, that’s right, just like cold medicine.

(p. 12)


Some people don’t know when they’ve got it good. How come you didn’t value our friendship, Oscar? Now that you’ve lost me as a friend you’re like a broken-down old ship sinking into the ocean. Uh…uh…it’s not like I’d leave you to the sharks or anything…All right, I’ve thought about it and I’ve decided to be Oscar’s friend again. I’ll walk right up to his front door. If he happens to be standing in the doorway it’ll be his lucky day, because this is the only chance he’s going get to make up with me. I’m coming, Oscar, you lucky duck!

(p. 13)


Hey, how come you’re not standing in the doorway? You’re probably watching TV and crying because you miss me so much. Too bad, this was your only chance to make friends again and you missed it! Well, I guess I’ll ring the doorbell. No, I can’t do that – you’ll think I came over to make up with you.

(p. 14)



Nope. Oscar, you’ve lost me. You’ll just have to go play with Roger. If you don’t mind getting blamed for everything, that is. Or you could play with Ginger – if you can put up with her bragging. Or you can always play with your three-year old brother. But all he does is cry.

(p. 15)



Home again! Running over to Oscar’s house was a really dumb idea, wasn’t it?

(p. 16)


Let’s see, I could call some of my friends to come over and play. I’ve got lots of friends! Oh, Jennifer went home to see her grandfather. That takes care of her. Well, how about Wallace? Nah, he’s got an ant colony and he likes to slip the ants under my collar. Ugh, I can’t stand it!

(p. 17)



How ‘bout the new kid on the block? Does he have a black belt in judo or something? Or does he just happen to be fighting whenever I run into him? No matter, I can always get together with Roger and Ginger if there’s really nobody else to play with… Ah, I’ll call Oscar and give him one more chance!

(p. 18) 


Hello! Oscar? I’ll give you a chance to say you’re sorry. Huh? You forgot? But it was just a couple of days ago. Yeah! We had a big fight and stopped being friends, remember? Oh, well, that’s OK. C’mon over and see at my new train! Five minutes? OK! Bye! Oscar missed me so much he completely forgot we weren’t friends anymore!
3. Mimi Chan
I’m not Oscar’s Friend Anymore

Written by Marjorie Weinman Sharmat

Illustrated by Tony de Luna

From Anson Book, A Selection of World’s Best Children’s Picturebooks

Oscar lives just down the street.

I didn’t know any better

but to make friends with him. 

A couple days ago,

he was 

very fresh with me.

How awful was he!

I’m not going to bother

and repeat what he has said to me,

but surely I talked back right there right then.

I wouldn’t allow him to take advantage of me.

But who knows? He came up with even worse things.

Since then, I’m not Oscar’s friend anymore.

It takes only two minutes to make me his enemy.

I’m not Oscar’s friend anymore.

If he wants me to be his friend again,

he’s got to wait for a million year!  

You see, when I said a million year,

I actually meant it’s impossible.

Oscar is a really nasty kid!

If he’s holding a glass of grape juice in his hand,

I’m sure he’ll purposely splash half of it on me.

When we were close,

I had drawn a pretty picture of him.

Yuck. Now I’ve got to fix the mistakes I made,

and add some mustache to that bloody fool. 

We used to play a game and keep scores.

My record has increased

and gone all the way up to 265 already.

What about Oscar?

He never has the chance to increase his score of 73 now.

Serve his right!

Oscar. What’s so great about Oscar?

He is allergic to poison ivy every spring.

Oh how I hate the stinky smell of his calamine lotion!

And I just can’t figure out

why the hell

does he keep phoning me

during dinner time.

I speak to him every time,

with patience and tolerance.

But who doesn’t want to sit and enjoy

a bowl of hot soup at the table?

I guess, Oscar,

you must have been missing me so damn much!

I guess, when you wake up in the morning,

the first thing you think about is me!

For sure you want to hang out with me,

having a great time as usual…

humph, pity,

I’m not your friend anymore. 

Dream on, Oscar,

and continue that nightmare of losing a friend like me.

Do you know what is 

the only thing that is worse than demon?

Ha, that’s to have your nightmares come true!

Oscar,

you might wear a brown sock on one foot

and a black sock on the other

because you can’t get me out of your mind.

Maybe, not until in the afternoon

would you realize that

you have wore your shirt inside out.

Haha! The worst of all,

you miss me so much 

that you brush your teeth and comb your hair

without your mom making you to.

How funny!

Oscar, no one’s gonna 

watch TV with you now.

Do you find it strange 

that the cartoons aren’t as funny as they used to be?

When the doorbell rings,

Oscar would rush to the door,

clumsily and nervously. Ha!

You though it was me?

Never!

It’s just the united parcel man who is

delivering parcels to your mom.

When the cleaning woman comes,

Oscar is bound to whine to her.

Great. 

She will hand you a duster,

listening to your complains

and making you clean the room 

with her. You deserve it!

Afterwards, she might tell you,

“Not to worry. You two will make up 

in just a few days.”
Pity, what she ‘s said is 

completely wrong.

Oscar, I’ll never ever make up with you.

Remember, you will only be 

my friend of the past. 

Even if you wait till next year, through the winter,

Through the spring, the summer and the autumn…

I will still not make up with you.

You will be so upset at home, pacing around without a clue.

Your mom will think that you’re sick, 

and take you to a doctor.

Just wait and wait!

It’s no fun ay all to sit there 

in the waiting room,

waiting to be called.

Naughty kids

will run around you,

and stick lollipops in your hair.

When the doctor finally calls you in,

he’ll shake his head and say,

“You’re fine. But since you’re here,

you might as well have a booster shot.”
Your mom will then say, 
“Poor boy. You can have some chocolate soda.”
Yet, Oscar,

that soda will be as disgusting

as virus medicine.

Exactly!

It will be like that!

You don’t know how wonderful a thing is until you lose it.

Why didn’t you cherish our friendship more?

Now that you have lost me,

you are like a wreck ship that’s sinking into the ocean.

Well...…well……

I’m not a cruel person after all……

Alright, I think

I will make up with Oscar!

Right. I’ll give him the opportunity 
by going to his house.

If he happens to be at the door, 

it’s lucky for him, 

for this is the only opportunity he has 

to win me back to be his friend.

Here I come, Oscar, 

You lucky fella!

What? Why aren’t you here at the door?

Maybe you’re crying over me 

over a not so funny TV program.

Shame, this is your chance 

to make up with me,

but you blew it for nothing.

I’ll ring the doorbell then.

Oh, I can’t, otherwise you’d think

it’s me who’s begging for the friendship.  

Sorry, Oscar, you lost me again.

I suppose you’ve got to hang out with Roger 

if you’re fine with the trouble.

Or you can go out with Ginger 

If you’re cool with his brags.

Of course, there’s always Mike, 

your three-year-old brother 

who knows nothing but crying.

Poor Oscar, you’re screwed!

You have no one to play with!

Good to be home again. 

What a dumb idea to 

go to Oscar’s place.

Well, I should make some phone calls

and invite some friends over.

I’ve got plenty of them!

Uh……Jennifer went back to Waterville in Maine 

to visit her grandpa that took care of her. Pity.

Wallace then.

But he always put ants into my collar

to expand his “ant colony”. Yuck.

What about that new kid 

up the street?

I wonder whether he always tries out that stranglehold as a habit, 

or it just happened in the four times I’ve seen him.

No matter what, I still have Roger, Mike and Ginger.

Say if I become hard up……

Ay, I think I’d better give Oscar another chance

by giving him a ring.

“Hello? Oscar? I’m now giving you 

a chance to apologize……

What? You have no idea what I’m talking about?

That thing a couple days ago……

Right, didn’t we have a huge fight and break off our friendship?

But it’s cool now……Come over 

and check out my new model train!

In five minutes? Okay, bye!”
See how disoriented Oscar became after losing me

--he couldn’t even remember the breaking off!

Without me, Oscar is just like a wrecked ship that’s sinking in the ocean!

4. Marko Kovacevic
我和小凱決交了  I’m not Oscar’s friend anymore

文‧麥嬌莉韋曼莎梅特 Marjorie Weinman Sharmat

圖‧東尼第魯納  Tony De Luna

譯‧漢聲雜誌 Translation by Echo Magazine
漢聲精選世界最佳兒童圖畫書  Selection of the world’s best children’s picture books
我和小凱決交了  I’m not Oscar’s friend anymore

文‧麥嬌莉韋曼莎梅特 Marjorie Weinman Sharmat

圖‧東尼第魯納  Tony De Luna

譯‧漢聲雜誌 Translation by Echo Magazine

漢聲精選世界最佳兒童圖畫書 符Echo magazine’s  selection of the world’s best children’s picture books

1.Oscar lives down the street from me. Before, not knowing any better, I became friends with him. One or two days ago, Oscar said some pretty mean things to me. What a jerk! I don’t feel like repeating what he said, but of course I immediately shot out a comeback. After all, I wasn’t going to let him get away with what he said. Unbelievably, he then said something even worse to me! Since then, we haven’t been friends. 

2.In that two-minute argument, Oscar and I stopped being friends, and it will be at least 10,000 years before we can be friends again. When I say 10,000 years, what I mean is NEVER! Oscar is a creep. If he had some grape juice right now, he would dump it all over me for sure.

3.When we were pals, I would draw his picture sometimes. Humph, here’ s a picture that needs an extra touch. Did I mention that we kept score when we played? Of course my score just got higher and higher; it’s already at 265 points! And Oscar? He’ll be forever stuck at 73. You’re out of luck Oscar, and you know you what? You had it coming! What’s so great about that guy Oscar anyway? Every spring he gets poison ivy and covers his body with that calamine lotion stuff. I can’t stand how he smells after! 

Also, I can’t figure out why EVERY time I’m eating, he decides to call me. I listen to him, but really, who likes to eat cold soup and vegetables?

Oscar, right now, I bet you miss me so much! I’m probably the first thing you think about when you wake up in the morning. You want to come over and hang out, don’t you? Well, too bad! I’m no longer your friend. You might as well go on sleeping and keep dreaming those nightmares about losing a friend. You know the only thing worse than a bad dream? Hah! It’s when it comes true. 

Oscar, you’re probably thinking about me so much that you leave the house wearing different colored socks—brown and black. And maybe come afternoon you’ll realize that you’ve been wearing your T-shirt inside out, and you won’t even know why. Ha!  You’ll get so muddle headed thinking about me that you’ll even brush your teeth and comb your hair without having to be told. What a gas!  

Oscar now you’ll have to watch T.V alone. Does that feel strange? You probably wondering why watching cartoons are so much less fun than before.

The doorbell rings and you, Oscar, go rushing to answer it. Ha! Did you think it was me? In your dreams! It’s just the UPS guy with a package for your mom. 

When the cleaning lady comes, I’m sure Oscar will pour out his troubles to her. So much the better for her, I say. She can give him a cleaning rag, and he can tell her his problems while he’s wiping his room clean. Serves you right Oscar! After all that cleaning, the cleaning women will try to make him feel better. “Don’t worry, after a few days you guys will be friends again,” she’ll say. But she’ll be dead wrong. 

Oscar, I will never be your friend again. Remember that! I will always be that “former friend” of yours. Even when winter, summer and fall of next year roll around, we will still be ex-friends. You will be at home, pacing back and forth, depressed and dejected, and your mom will think you are sick and take you to see the doctor.

 You wait and wait in the hospital waiting room for your turn. And it won’t be nice at all. There will be this annoying little kid sitting next to you that will run all over the place before finally sticking his lollipop into your hair. Once you finally see the doctor, he’ll shake his head and say, “He’s not sick, but it’s a good thing he came. We can give him his booster shot.”

Your mom will say, “Poor baby, getting a shot. I’ll buy you ice-cream after.” But you know what Oscar? The ice cream will taste like exactly like cough syrup!

We don’t appreciate the good times till they’re gone. You obviously didn’t value our friendship Oscar, and now you’ve lost me. You’re like a sinking ship at sea… Hmmm…. but can I really let Oscar drown?  All right, after thinking this through, I think I’ll patch things up with Oscar. I’ll give him a chance to make it up to me. I’ll walk over to Oscar’s house, and if he just happens to be standing at the front door, well…he hit the jackpot, because that will be his only chance to be my friend again. Oscar, I’m coming you lucky guy!

What! Why are you not at the front door!?  Maybe ‘cause you’re watching T.V. crying. Well too bad! This was your one chance to become my friend again, but you blew it. Well, I guess I’ll ring the doorbell. Wait!…No…I can’t do that, you’ll think its ME who wants to be friends again.  

Well, that was that. You missed your chance, Oscar. Now you’ll just have to go play with Roger, IF you can stand him. Or maybe you can go find Ginger, as long as you don’t mind her constant bragging. And if that doesn’t work out, you can play with your three-year-old good for nothing baby brother who cries all the time. Poor, poor Oscar! How sad! There’s no one to play with you.

Great to be home! What a dumb idea that was, going over to Oscar’s house like that.

Let’s see, I’ll just call someone else then. I have a lot of friends. Ok, lets see, Jennifer…no…she went to see her relatives in Maine. Well, I can call Wallace…but he has that annoying habit of putting ants down my shirt when I am not looking. 

Well, how about that new kid on the corner? But…does he try out that stranglehold as a habit, or has it just happened the four times I’ve seen him. Well, no biggie, I can still give Roger, Mike or Ginger a call. And if I am really hard up then……. Shoot! Maybe I’ll just call Oscar and give him one more chance.

“Hello Oscar, I want to give you a chance to apologize.” 

“What? You already forgot?”

“That was two days ago.”

“Yeah, but didn’t we stop being friends…whatever, it doesn’t matter, come over and play. I got a brand new fire-truck to show you.”

“In five minutes?” “Great, see you then!”

Oscar was just beside himself thinking about me. He even forgot about our argument! You see, I was right. Without me, Oscar was helpless at sea!

5. Julia Szu-tu

I’m not Oscar’s friend anymore

Written by Marjorie Weinman Sharmat

Illustrated by Tony De Luna

Translated by Echo Magazine
Selected World’s Best Children’s Picture Story Books
To my best friend
(p. 1) 
Oscar lives down the street.


I made friends with him


only because I didn’t know any better.

A couple of days ago,

he said something 

really fresh and rude.

That’s gross!

No need to repeat his words here.


No doubt, I fired back right away.


But he only grew even ruder.

We aren’t friends any more.
(p. 2)
It takes only two minutes

to make enemies with Oscar.


Make friends with him again?

That’ll be a million years.

Clear enough? I says that


because it’s just impossible.


He doesn’t worth it.


If there’s a bottle of grape juice in his hand,

he will splash it all over my head.


(p. 3)
I used to draw him a picture

when we were in good terms.

Bah! Now I need to add some spots


And mustache on his picture.

Speaking of the “keeping score” game,
No doubt I keep higher scores than he does.

Mine is already 265 scores,


And he?

 
Haha, at best 73 scores.

He deserves it!

Big deal.

He gets poison ivy each Spring.

I hate the smell of calamine lotion all over him.
(p. 4)
Besides, I wonder


why he always called me


when I were having my meal.
It’s really awful 

to talk on phone with him when I was hungry.

But, after all, who would like to drink

hot soup that turned cold?
(p. 5)
Let me guess, Oscar,

You must be missing me terribly.

Let me guess, the first thought when you wake up

must be me!

No doubt, you must want terribly


to play with me.

Bah! What a pity

 that I’m not your friend anymore!


Go back to sleep and go on with your nightmare

that I’ll never make up with you.

The only thing 
worse than a devil
is to see a nightmare coming true.
(p. 6)
Oscar,
You miss me so badly,

that you must be having a brown sock on one feet

while a black on the other.

And it’s not until this afternoon

that you come to notice that

you are wearing your shirt on the wrong side.
How funny you are.
Haha, what’s stupier,
you miss me so bad

that you go brush your teeth and comb your hair
before your mom hurry you up.

How funny you are!

(p. 7)
Oscar, there must be nothing you can do

besides watching TV alone.
Don’t you wonder
how come the cartoons are no longer
as funny as they were before?
 (p. 8)
The doorbell rings.
Oscar must rush to open the door.
Ha!
Do you think it’s me coming over?
No way!
It’s only the United Parcel man


who deliver a letter to your mom.

(p. 9) 
The cleaning woman comes,
Oscar must come to her and complain.
Great! She will

bring you a rag,

so that you can complain 

while wiping the room

clean. You deserve it!

When you finished,
She will give you a few comforting words,
“Don’t you worry. It’s only a few days to go
before you both make up.”
Unfortunately, her words
are just not right.
(p. 10)
Oscar, I’ll never make up with you.

Remember that! I’ll always be your
“ex-friend”!
Let it be next spring, summer, 

fall or winter,

I won’t make up with you.
You will walk around at home in a mood so low
that your mom thinks you were sick

and takes you to a doctor.
(p. 11)
At the waiting room
You wait and wait and wait

for your number to be called.
The feeling is so bad

that it is like a naughty boy

that tickles you here and there
and sticks a lollipop
in your hair.

The doctor sees you

and shakes his head, 

“You’re not sick

But it’s time
that you had a booster shot.”
(p. 12)
Your mom says：

“My poor kid,
Let me take you to have some chocolate soda.”
But, poor Oscar,
the soda tastes nothing like soda

but like virus medicine.
Yes,
It tastes like medicine.
(p. 12)
You deserve it. 
You didn’t cherish our friendship.
Now, you lost me.
So there you are, like a broken ship almost sinking into the sea.
Well…well…
I’m not someone who is so cruel and evil.

Alright, 
I guess I’d better make up with Oscar.
Alright, I’ll take the action and create chances.
Maybe I should drop by Oscar’s home.
If you happen to be at the door,
it would be your greatest chance
to beg for my forgiveness.
So, here I come, Oscar

You lucky guy!
(p. 13)
But, why aren’t you at the door?
Maybe you are crying over some funny television program,
missing me terribly.
It’s a pity, because the great chance 

to make me your friend has come,

only that you blew it.
Then maybe I should ring the doorbell.

No way. You would think it’s me

who wants to make up with you.
(p. 14)
Well, Oscar, you lose me again.
I suggest you play with Roger
if you want to be bullied.
Or you may play with Ginger
if you like to hear him bragging.
For sure, there’s always Mike, 
Your three-year-old brother
who knows nothing but how to cry.

Poor Oscar, 

there’s just no one you can play with.
(p. 15)
Glad to be home again.
Stupid me. What a dumb idea it is to waste my time
passing by your house.
(p. 16)   But, since I have plenty of friends.

I think I should call and invite some friends over

to play with me.
Well…Jennifer went back to her hometown

to take care of her grandpa.
And Wallace?
But he always dumps his extras 

on my collar. It’s just disgusting.

(p. 17)
Then, what about the kid who lives down the street

who moves there not until recently.
But I wonder if he is a judo player,

Or only tries out that stranglehold as a habit.
But he is always fighting

whenever I see he.
Or maybe Roger, Mike and Ginger


But if I really have no friends......
Well! Maybe I should call Oscar
and give him another chance.

(p. 18)  “Hello, Oscar? I’ll give you a chance


to say sorry…….
What? You forgot everything?

It happened only a couple of days ago…
Right! Didn’t we have a fight and break up?

Okay, never mind…come over right now

and see my new toy train!...

Five minutes later? Alright then, goodbye!”
Oscar really confuses me.

He didn’t even remember the broke-up thing.

See? What I said is right and true!
Without me, Oscar is like a broken ship

almost sinking into the sea!

6. Daphne Chang

I’m not Oscar’s friend anymore
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For my best friend

(p. 1) 
Oscar lives down the street.


I didn’t know any better than


to make friends with him.


Just a few days ago,


he said something


really fresh to me.


That was very nasty.


I am not in the mood


to repeat what he said here.


Fair enough I retorted immediately,


not letting him get the upper hand.


But I didn’t expect he could get even wicked.


Thus, we are not friends anymore.

(p. 2)
It took only two minutes to make enemies,


and now Oscar is not my friend anymore.


Yet it takes at least ten thousand years


to strike up a friendship with him again.


Am I clear? When I say “ten thousand years,”


actually, it means “impossible.”


Oscar is really nothing!


If he had orange juice in his hand,


he certainly would pour it down on me.

(p. 3)
When we were still friends,


I did a portrait for him.


Humph! Now I have to

make a few mistakes… fixed. 



By the way, we keep score in everything. 

Of course my score keeps piling up,

adding up to 265 now.

And Oscar’s?

It will remain at 73 forever.

He deserves it!

Who does he think he is? Every spring

his poison-ivy-allergic skin itches.

The smell of calamine lotion all over his body disgusts me!

(p. 4)
And, I can never figure out


why is he always 


calling me


while I am having meal?


Every time I stay patient


to talk to him.


However, who doesn’t


like hot soup?

(p. 5)
I know, Oscar,


you must miss me to death.


I guess I am the very first person


you think about when you wake up.


Of course you want to come over


and have great fun…


But, oops, so sorry,


You are not my friend now.


You just go to bed and dream


that I’ll never make up with you.


Do you know 

the only thing worse than the Devil?

Aha, that’s waking up in a nightmare.

(p. 6)
Oscar,

you may well go out with one foot in brown

and the other in black,


because you think about nothing else but me.


Perhaps, not until afternoon

do you realize

you have been wearing your shirt inside out,

without knowing how you’ve got in there.

Ha, you dum-dum.

You miss me so much now you’re insane.

You don’t need to be told 

but brush your tooth and comb your hair of your own accord.

That’s hilarious.

(p. 7)
Oscar, now you have to


watch TV all alone.


Do you find it strange


why the cartoons are


not so funny as before?

 (p. 8)
The doorbell rings.


Oscar starts and 


rushes to answer it. Ha!


You think you’ll find me in the doorway?


Wrong answer!


It’s the postman


with a parcel for your mom.

(p. 9) 
Mrs. Lin the cleaning woman arrives.


Oscar must seize the chance to grumble to her.


Good job, Mrs. Lin.


She hands you a rug


so you can complain 

while helping the cleaning

around the place. Serves you right!

After you clean up,

Mrs. Lin will comfort you,

 “Don’t be anxious. In a few days 

you’ll be friends again.”

What a pity she is

totally wrong.

(p. 10)
Oscar, I will never, ever be your friend again.


Remember this. I will always 

be your ex-friend.

By next year when winter draws to a close,

and then spring comes and goes, so do summer and winter…

and still I will not make up with you.

You stay home, crestfallen, pacing up and down.

Your mom reckons you sick

and takes you to the doctor.

(p. 11)
Just wait and see.


It’s nothing fun 


to be in the waiting room


waiting for your turn.


Naughty children


dodge and duck around you,


and even stick a lollipop


into your hair.


When the doctor examines you,


he shakes his head, “Everything normal.


However, since you’re here,

we can give you a booster shot.”

(p. 12)
Your mom says,

 “Poor Oscar’s got a shot.

Let’s buy you some chocolate soda.”

But, Oscar,

the soda tastes like

virus medicine.

That’s it.

That’s just how it tastes.

(p. 12)
You didn’t appreciate the happy life you once enjoyed.


You should have cherished our friendship.


Now, without me,


you’re like a shipwreck sinking in the sea.


Well, well, well…

I am not the kind of person who turns a blind eye to those in need.

All right, after giving it a second thought,

I’ve settled for a make-up with Oscar. 

Ok, now I’ll give him some chance

by walking up to his front door.

If he happens to be there,

he should count himself lucky,

because it’s his only chance

to make it up with me.

I’m coming, Oscar,

you lucky chap.

(p. 13)
Huh? Why aren’t you at the front door?


Maybe you’re crying your eyes out over some funny TV program


 because you miss me so much.


Too bad. It was the only chance 


we could be friends again.


But you blew it.


Well, guess I should ring the bell.


Nope. This way you will take it the wrong way---


I’m not here to beg your friendship.

(p. 14)
Sorry, Oscar, you’ve lost me again.


Seems to me it left you no choice but to play with Roger,


if you want to ask for trouble.


Or you can play with Ginger,


if you can survive his bragging.


Of course there is always 


your three-year-old brother,


the good for nothing cry baby.


Poor Oscar, are you stuck?


You have no company out there.

(p. 15)
I’m so happy I’m home again.


What a dumb idea. I shouldn’t have


troubled myself to go to Oscar’s house.

(p. 16) Thinking about this again, I decide 


I’ll call some friends to come over.


I’ve got lots of friends.


Eh… Jennifer went home to see her grandfather.


That takes care of her.


Got it, there’s Wallace.


Wait, the guy’s always putting his ant colony


into my collar. It’s obnoxious of him.

(p. 17)
Well, how about the new kid


living on the corner?


Is it that he tries out that stranglehold as a habit


or it just happened the four times I’ve


seen him he is having a fight?


Whatsoever, I still have


Roger, Mike and Ginger…


it’s getting hard up.


Well, let me just call Oscar


and give him one more chance.

(p. 18) “Hello, Oscar? Here’s your chance

to apologize….

What? Don’t you remember?

It just happened a few days ago…

Yeah, we had a big fight, and friends on more.

Well, never mind… Come quick and let’s have fun.

Take a look at my new train!

In five minutes? Cool, see you!”

Gosh, Oscar misses me too much to be in his right mind.

He couldn’t even remember we had stopped being friends.

See, I’ve told you.

Without me, Oscar is

a shipwreck sinking in the sea.

