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For my mom, Karen

I’m Michael McMichaels, third-grader.

The only thing you need to know

about me is that sometimes MY LIFE STINKS! It can stink even worse than my
Dad’s feet. When we watch TV, Dad will stick his smelly feet in my face and laugh.
Then Mom rolls her eyes and sighs, “Sweetie, stop that already?”
Parents can be so weird!
Anyway, back to me and my sometimes stinky life. You see, the thing is, I really
thought I was going to get eaten by an alligator in my sleep. That’s when I decided I
wasn’t going to sleep again—ever!
It all started during a school trip to the zoo. I was standing with my classmates in
front of the alligator pond. Our teacher, Miss Mitchell, was blabbing to a couple of
really serious kids. While they were going on and on about where alligators live,
what they eat, and all that, I had an idea—an idea I had to share with my best
friend!
“Hey, Kenny,” I whispered. “How much money will you give me if I throw this
rock at that ugly alligator?”
“I don’t have any money, Mikey, and I don’t think you should. What if you hurt
the alligator or it gets mad? Besides, you’ll be in so much trouble if someone sees
you,” he whispered back.
Kenny’s one of those nervous Nellies who never wants to do anything fun. So, I
shrugged him off.
I had a nice little rock in my hand, waiting for just the right moment to strike.
That ugly old alligator won’t mind if I toss this tiny rock at him, I thought. Still, I
felt a bit nervous.
Miss Mitchell was still blabbing to those serious kids. It’s incredible how they’re
always asking questions and making serious faces.
Anyway, when no one (except Kenny) was looking, I hurled the rock at the gator.

I thought my aim was off, and I’d miss by a mile. Guess what? The rock smacked
right into that big snout of his!
Boy, did that make the ugly gator mad! He charged at me, running and growling
all the way up to the fence. Who knew alligators were so fast! Or loud!
He made such a ruckus, the whole class and Miss Mitchell turned and looked at
him. Everybody got a little scared.
It was a good thing that fence was there, or the gator could have chomped us to
bits! I bet he could have eaten us all in one bite like we were mozzarella sticks or
tater tots.
“Who did that? Who threw that stone?!” shouted Miss Mitchell.
I couldn’t believe she saw the rock, but I was glad she didn’t see who tossed it.
My heart pounded in my chest. I was so nervous!
“Michael, was it you?” she asked me, demanding an answer. Her hands were on
her hips, and her face was all scrunched up. “It looked like it came from your
direction.”

Ugh! What was I to do? I was shaking and had to come up with an answer.
“Um, no, um, it wasn’t me,” I sputtered. “It was one of the fifth-graders over
there.”
“Really?” she asked. “Which one?”
I looked at Mr. Miller’s fifth-grade class and pointed at the first boy I saw.
“It was him,” I told Miss Mitchell and pointed at the boy whose hair was as red
as a fire hydrant. Right away, I felt bad.
“Thank you, Michael, for being so honest. I’ll tell Mr. Miller right away. What a
terrible thing to do, throwing a rock at a poor, defenseless animal. I hope that

young man doesn’t make things worse by lying about it.”
Uh-oh! That’s what I just did! I threw a rock at a defenseless creature, and I
made it worse by lying. How would I get out of this mess? Please let there be a
remote control or an app that can erase what I did!

On the bus ride back from the zoo, Kenny and I sat up front by the teachers
and parent chaperones. Man, it was a good thing there were adults on the bus.
Seriously, I think they saved my life!
You see, Mr. Miller’s fifth-grade class was on the bus, too. Those kids looked
like giants. I kept my eye on the “big redhead,” the one I blamed for throwing the
rock. I was scared he would try to get back at me for blaming him.
The whole ride, the redhead glared at me. He had a mean, gator-like grin on his
face.
I made it back to school with no problems and was trudging into the building
when I was tapped on the shoulder. I turned around, and there he was. The big
redhead with the alligator grin stood chest to chest with me.
“So, you told my teacher I threw a rock at that gator, huh?” he growled. He
looked really mad—madder than the alligator.
“Um, um, yeah, I guess so. It’s not my fault though. I didn’t know what to do,” I
stammered. “I just panicked after I threw it. It was supposed to be a joke, really.
Ha-ha!”
“It’s not funny, you little jerk. Mr. Miller said he’s going to call my parents and
tell them I did it. You’re dead, you stupid brat. I mean it!”
I was so scared, I really thought I was going to pee my pants. And I hadn’t done
that since kindergarten. (Well, there was that one time in first grade, too. But it was
just a little, so that doesn’t count.)
I stood frozen and silent like a flagpole in winter. Finally, I said, “I’m sorry. I
didn’t mean to get you in trouble.”
“It’s too late for sorry. You lied, and you’re going to pay,” he barked.
“Really, how much?” I asked, as I reached into my pocket. “I have two quarters
on me.”

“I’m gonna beat your butt,” he huffed, “for free.”
I laughed nervously and said, “Oh, I can’t afford that even at such a good price.
How about I give you ten dollars and a video game? I have a bunch to pick from.
They’re awesome!”

“Listen loser, I’m not joking. Either I’m going to
get you at school, or that alligator will get you in
your sleep for what you did,” he shouted.

“What do you mean the alligator will get me in my sleep?” I asked, as my legs
wobbled with fear.
“He’s gonna get you for hitting him with that rock. Don’t you know alligators
stalk their prey at night when their victims are sleeping? Didn’t you read the little
sign with all the gator facts on it? It said that’s how they catch their prey. I guess
you were too busy throwing rocks and blaming me!” Then he scowled and walked
away.

I couldn’t believe it. I was a dead man either way.
This can’t be happening. I’m too young to die, I thought, as I walked the long
hallway back to class. Even though my head was filled with thoughts of becoming
gator bait, I actually felt sort of bad for the redhead. I mean, the guy didn’t do

anything. I did.
Maybe I should stop and think about the things I do before I do them? I’m not a
baby anymore. But sometimes I get an idea in my head that really seems great. It
really does! But I don’t always think about how it will affect others. Maybe I should
do that from now on?

When I got home from school,

I walked past my little sister Abby. She’s in

preschool. She’s a goofball and a real pain. Abby asked me to say hi to her doll,
Baby Cakes.
“I’m not saying hello to that stupid rag!” I yelled.
“She’s not a rag!” Abby screamed before crying like a baby.
“Mommy, Michael called Baby Cakes a rag again,” she shouted, as her eyes
bugged out and her face turned red.
Mom stuck her head out of the kitchen and told me to watch it.
“Watch what?” I asked, looking around the room.
“Watch that mouth of yours before it gets you into more trouble, Michael.”
“Whatever,” I mumbled and walked to my room.
“And you’d better not slam that door,” Mom said.
How did she know I was about to slam it shut?
Mom didn’t know my mouth had already gotten me into trouble. Now there was
no way out. I was doomed. I suppose I could have confessed right then, but I know
Mom would have gotten so mad at me. I don’t need that. I really, really wish I
could go back in time and un-throw that rock. Surely there had to be a way out,
right? What could I do? What could I do?
Aha! I had another great idea.
I decided to turn my room into a fortress with barricades and secret passages
(how cool is that!) and all kinds of escape routes. It would be impossible to break
into. Impossible, unless you were an angry alligator with ten million sharp, spikey
teeth!
“If this doesn’t work, I’m going to die. I don’t want to die! I don’t want to die,” I
begged as I fell to my knees. Just then, my big brother Joey burst into my room,

laughing his head off. He’s 12 and likes to boss me and Abby around.
“What’s so funny?” I asked.
“I don’t want to die! I don’t want to die!” he squealed as he dropped on his
knees and pretended to cry. Joey had spied on me—again!
“Stop spying on me and get out,” I warned him, “or I’ll tell Dad you hit me.”
“That’s a lie! I didn’t hit you,” Joey shouted.
“So? Dad doesn’t know that.”
“What are you so scared of anyway, Mikey.”
“I’m not afraid of anything.”
“Well, it sounds like you’re afraid of dying.”
“Um, no,” I stuttered. “I was just practicing for this play I’m in next week. “It’s
called, um, I forget what it’s called.”
Next week’s play is You Are What You Eat. I play an onion—how stinky is that?
Unfortunately, the onion doesn’t have a big, dramatic death scene where it gets
sliced and diced. If it had, that could have been my excuse.
Joey didn’t believe me anyway.
“It’s called You’re Not Telling The Truth And I Can Tell. You’re lying. I have a
Michael’s-lying-again-feeling in my gut,” he said smugly and then strutted out of
the room.
Joey’s such a jerk, but he was right. I was lying. But so what? Either an angry
redhead or an angry alligator was about to kill me.
I pretended to be asleep when Dad came to my room and said it was time for
bed. He turned off the light and closed the door.
I waited a little before I got up and started to read my collection of Encyclopedia
Brown books. (Now that I think about it, maybe I should have read Pinocchio.)
I planned to stay up all night. That way, I’d be able to spot the gator and call for
help before he attacked.

I almost drifted off to sleep twice. Luckily, I was jolted awake; once when the
books fell to the floor and made a thud and later when my head hit the floor. Ouch!
Staying up until you see the sun again is really hard!
Between chapters, I got up and looked out my window to make sure the alligator
wasn’t creeping around the house. To get a better view, I tiptoed down the hall to
the den. Boy was I glad to be on the second floor. Alligators are strong, and I’m
sure this one could climb any wall.
For a split second, I freaked out when I saw something dart underneath the
bushes. It turned out to be a raccoon. It startled me anyway, and I jumped back and
tripped over my new Xbox. I fell and hit my head (again!) on the nightstand.
When I stood up, I was woozy. Even worse, I broke the Xbox! My poor Xbox
was dead, and I was to blame. Ugh!
“Poor thing, you never did anything to deserve that,” I whispered, petting it
gently. I said goodbye to the Xbox and slowly crept back to bed where I spent the
night worrying about where that gator might be.

The sun finally rose, and I was still awake!

But when I heard Mom

outside my door, I pretended I was asleep.
“Rise and shine!” she said, turning on the lights.
“Oh, not yet,” I grumbled and faked a yawn. “I’m still sleeping.”
That was another lie added to my growing list. I really don’t like lying to my
mom, but I had to. Well, I thought I had to.
“Okay, five more minutes and that’s it,” Mom said.
Wow, I should be an actor when I grow up. I gave a really terrific performance
and fooled Mom. I wonder if they give golden statues to kids who lie and throw
things at helpless animals? Probably not.
When I got on the bus, I sat next to Kenny like always.
“Hey, what’s up?” he said. Kenny’s a guy who’s always SOOOOO happy in the
morning. I mean always! It’s annoying!
“Not much. I’m just going to die is all. Been nice knowing you.”
“Why are you talking crazy, Mikey?”
“I’m not talking crazy. I’m talking about how that big redheaded fifth-grader I
blamed for throwing the rock is going to beat the cheese out of me.”
“Yikes. He’s a big dude. I wouldn’t want to be on the receiving end of his
knuckle sandwich.”
“Thaaaanks,” I grumbled. “That makes me feel sooooo much better.”
“You’re welcome! Besides, he’s probably forgotten all about you,” chirped
Kenny in his cheerfully annoying tone.
“I doubt it. And even if he did, the gator’s gonna get me.”
“What? How can an alligator get you in your house?”

“Duh, Kenny! Don’t you know that alligators take their revenge at night when
their victims are sleeping? Didn’t you read the little sign in front of the alligator
pond, the one with all the species facts on it?”
“No, Mikey, I didn’t. I was too busy watching you throw a rock at that gator!”
“Shhhhh!” I whispered and quickly glanced around. “Everyone will hear you.
You’re supposed to lean in and whisper secret stuff like that, you know, like they
do in the movies.”
The bus ride lasted forever, and I was super tired. I fell asleep in the seat, and
Kenny had to wake me when we got to school.
“Get up!” Kenny shouted, shaking me.
“Oh, wow. I’m so sleepy,” I mumbled. “How am I going to make it through the
day?”
“You’d better not nap in Miss Mitchell’s class,” Kenny warned me. “She can be
scarier than all the fifth-graders and alligators combined!”
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