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1
The Staring Eyeballs

I don’t like banging on noisy instruments, I
don’t like songs that get stuck in my head,
and I don’t like eyeballs staring at me. That’s
how come I don’t like music class. The other
kids at school like music a lot. That’s no
biggie, though. Everybody’s different from
everybody, and I’m different about music.
Too bad my music teacher, Mr. Duncan,
always says, “All kids like music, Lexi!”
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That’s how come I have to go to music
class.
So a few weeks ago, I made a wish to skip
it. I crossed my toes and fingers. That can’t
make a wish come true, but since I crossed
my eyes, too, it did. I got to go to a doctor’s appointment instead. I’ve been going to
those a lot lately. I don’t get shots, though.
Instead, I have to do babyish math problems and draw pictures. That time, I was
supposed to make up a story about a rubber
finger puppet.
I said it was dead.
The doctor’s office is the pits, but I’d go
there any day instead of school. Christopher
would, too. He said I was a lucky duck. Only
it wasn’t luck. I’d been practicing crossing
my eyes for weeks.
It was superpowers.
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So that’s how come I was excited at music
class for the first time ever. Guess why? I
made a wish for all of school to be cancelled.
I crossed my eyes the whole time Mr. Duncan made us bang on instruments. I only
have Mr. Duncan once a week, and that’s
good. He acts fake-happy a lot. I’m not a fan
of that. Mr. Duncan bounced his head and
waved a magic wand at us. He’s supposed to
wave a plain stick, but he didn’t because he
said we were making magic. Only we weren’t.
It was extra noisy because Mr. Duncan
got the bright idea to let Phoebe ring a bell
three inches from my eardrum. She’s a princess girl who wears sparkly stuff on her face.
She was a big fan of that bell.
I had to clang a triangle every time Mr.
Duncan pointed his fake magic wand at me.
I crossed my eyes the whole time.
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After I counted twenty-seven clangs, Mr.
Duncan said, “Class, I have a surprise.”
The whole class stopped banging stuff. It
didn’t sound quiet, though, on account of
everybody squealed and got wiggly. Except
for me. I know teachers don’t tell surprises to
squealing kids. I sat very still like an ice cube.
Christopher squealed most of all. I’m his
friend, but he’s not my friend because sometimes he calls me “dumb-dumb.” I tried to
be stiff so he wouldn’t notice me. His fingers
got very inside my personal space anyway.
“What do you think the surprise is, Lexi?” he
asked. His breath smelled like milk.
I crossed my eyes at him.
I knew the surprise. School was going to
get cancelled. That’s how come I was thinking about the tornado twirls I was going to
practice at home. I invented them. If you do
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them fast enough, you turn invisible. I was
finally going to get enough time to practice.
Then I’d have even more superpowers.
“One, two, three, eyes on me,” said Mr.
Duncan.
“One, two, eyes on you,” we said, because
those are the rules.
“We’re going to have a celebration for Parents’ Day. Who can guess what it is?”
My insides got quite squirmy. I don’t like
answering questions, but I do like being
right. One of my doctors got curious about
that once. I guess that’s an interesting part
of me.
When Mr. Duncan gets amazed, he says
he’s going to flip upside-down. Then he never
actually does. That day, I was going to make
him flip upside-down for real. I raised my
hand because I don’t blurt.
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Kaylee yelled, “Eat brains!” She blabs
about brains because zombies are her favorite. Even though blurters are not for me, I
don’t dislike Kaylee. She gets my crayons
back from Christopher when he steals them.
Plus, she only wears boys’ clothes.
Actually, I am a fan of Kaylee.
Blurting’s against the rules, but Mr. Duncan didn’t move Kaylee’s clip to the big, fat
trouble clipboard like he’s supposed to. He
just said, “Kaylee, please raise your hand.”
I stretched my arm as far up as I could.
Then Christopher sat up on his knees. That’s
cheating because that’s not bottoms-in-seats.
His hand was higher than mine, so Mr. Duncan called on him.
“Are we going to eat brains?” Christopher
asked.
“Copycat!” whispered Kaylee.
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“No, Christopher, we’re not eating brains.
Lexi, you’re raising your hand nicely. What
do you think the celebration will be?”
Sometimes, my thoughts disappear when
I get called on. I have phobias of lots of
things, like yogurt, songs that get stuck in
my head, and cashiers who think they’re
good with kids. My biggest phobia on all of
Planet Earth, though, is eyeballs staring at
me. When that happens, I feel like my scalp
is shrinking and my hair is growing, all at
the same time. Plus my brain freezes hard
like an ice cube. Plus I get a feeling of barf.
Plus, sometimes I do barf.
For a second, I forgot what I was going to
say on account of everything inside my skull
was frozen solid. Then I remembered. I got
that happy feeling all over again. “You’re
going to cancel school,” I said.
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I waited for Mr. Duncan to flip upside-down.
Except he didn’t.
He didn’t even answer me.
He laughed.
After he laughed, all the kids did, too. It
hurt my ears. My head felt like ants were
crawling all over it. I crossed my eyes hard.
When Mr. Duncan finally talked, he said,
“We’re going to give a musical performance!”
Everyone cheered and clapped loudly.
Except for me. I covered my ears. Then Mr.
Duncan said the worst news ever. “We’ll have
to work very hard. So we’ll have music class
every day for two whole weeks!”
That place went bonkers. I was the only
miserable person in the whole entire class.
I got a feeling of “argh!” When I get that
feeling, bad things happen. Like I forget I’m
in school . . . and I crawl under my chair . . .
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and I curl up like a roly-poly . . . and I cover
my ears . . . in front of everybody.
So unfortunately, I did all that.
Also unfortunately, Phoebe rang her bell
and yelled, “Mr. Duncan! Mr. Duncan! Look
at Lexi!”
All of a sudden, I remembered I was doing
all that stuff. Real quiet, I told my frozen
brain, “You better get your bottom in your
seat.”
Except, breaking news.
It was too late.
Everybody’s eyeballs were already staring
at me.
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