
Leo’s Stinkin’ Birthday
“Good morning,
Leo,” my mom
said as I strolled
into the kitchen.
She was frying
hash browns and eggs.
“Good morning, Mom,” I said,“Good morning, Mom,” I said,
smiling up at her expectantly.
“Put your napkin on your lap.
How many eggs do you want?”
“Two,” I sighed. Then I tried my
dad. “Hi there, Daddy!” I chirped,
jumping onto his lap.
“Hey, Leo, that hurts!” my dad“Hey, Leo, that hurts!” my dad
groaned, clutching his legs.
“Ahem. Not the proper response,”
I prompted.
“Oh, whatever. Good morning,”
my dad said, burying his nose in his
plans for the new house.
Then I tried Holden, my 13-yearoldThen I tried Holden, my 13-yearold
brother. He’s the eldest, so no
one forgets his birthday — but let
me tell you, everyone forgets mine.
That’s what you get for being the
youngest of three children: birthday
Alzheimer’s.
“Dude, you forgot something!“Dude, you forgot something!
Don’t you know what day it is?” I yell
at him. “It is . . .”
“June 27?” he asked sleepily, not
looking up from his video game. It
was June 28 — my birthday.
One last chance — my 10-year-old
sister, Cruella. I say in my friendliestsister, Cruella. I say in my friendliest
way, “Hi, Cruella!”
“Shut up!” she shrieked, running
back to her room to change her outfit.
Again. I tell you, 24/7, Cruella is
changing her outfit. 
As for her signature

“Hmm — maybe we shouldn’t
have bought him so many presents,”
my mom said, looking at me as I lay
there with my eyes closed.
“Aw, he’ll wake up soon,” my dad
said, grinning. “Especially when he
finds out we bought him a 100-finds out we bought him a 100-
pound meteorite.”
“No wonder the presents knocked
him out,” my brother, Holden, said
with a grin.
“I hope the Benihana chef is OK,”
my mom said, looking at the boxes.
“Did you say Benihana chef?” I“Did you say Benihana chef?” I
cried, flipping to my feet and out of
unconsciousness.
“Yes, and I even juggle steak with
my feet!” a tiny Japanese man in a
tall chef’s hat cried, busting out of
his box with all his juggling knives.
OK, OK, I may be exaggerating aOK, OK, I may be exaggerating a
little. There was no Benihana chef or
meteorite. But it sure did feel like I
was hit by one. A meteorite, that is.
At the end of the day, when I was
surrounded by all my best friends —
Dylan, R.J., Ben, Justin — and my
entire family and when my tummyentire family and when my tummy
was full of steak and happiness, I
have to say that it was my best stinkin’
birthday ever.

greeting, that’s what she always
says — no matter what day it is. If
Cruella starts the conversation, you
have to listen and not interrupt or
else she’ll throw a fit. Time for drastic
measures. Time to impersonate
Fiji. (Fiji is my myna bird.)Fiji. (Fiji is my myna bird.)
Taking a deep breath, I do my
best impersonation of Fiji. “Errrr!
Ba ba ber ber,” I squawk.
“Oh, my goodness! Fiji, what was
that you said?” I cry over the sound
of frying eggs and video game
bombs exploding.bombs exploding.
“Errrr! Ba ba ber ber,” I squawk.

“Oh, my goodness! Thank you so
much, Fiji, for remembering my
birthday!” Everyone stopped.
“Ohhh — happy birthday, Leo,”
they said. And then they went back
to whatever they were doing.
“This is a really stinkin’ birthday!”“This is a really stinkin’ birthday!”
I wailed, running to my room.
“Leo, watch out!” my sister
shrieked. A wave of presents taller
than I was toppled toward me, and
before I knew it, I was knocked 
unconscious, which is why I didn’t 
hear my family say, “Happy birthday,hear my family say, “Happy birthday,
Leo!” over my body.


