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About the Book

Little fibs can lead to big trouble!

Julian hates bicycles. He thinks they are boring and stupid . . . and maybe just a little bit scary. But his best friend, Gloria, has just got a new bike, and all she wants is to go cycling with him.

Julian needs to think of an excuse, and fast. Surely anything is better than braving a bicycle. Even if it means sweeping floors, weeding the garden and doing chores all summer . . .

A Julian and Huey Book
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To Karen Herman,
who told me work is nice – 
especially when it’s done.


Why I Tell Stories

I am a nice person. I practically almost always tell the truth. I really don’t like making up stories. I only do it when absolutely necessary. That’s the way it was at the beginning of the summer.

It was the first morning after school broke up. I was sitting in our swing, making circles in the sand with my tennis shoe and watching some ants go by. Every last one was in a hurry.

“Take your time!” I said to them. “It’s the holidays!”

But they went on running as fast as they could. They acted like they were all late.
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“Where are you going so fast?” I asked.

I wasn’t in a hurry. I was happy. My little brother, Huey, was with my dad at his car repair shop. My mother was at her job. I was waiting for my best friend, Gloria. I was thinking how much fun Gloria and I (and Huey, when I let him play with us) would have all summer.

I was thinking so much, I hardly looked at the street. I almost didn’t see a girl on a blue bicycle going by fast – and when I did, I thought, That can’t be Gloria! because Gloria doesn’t have a bicycle.

The girl on the blue bicycle didn’t stop. She didn’t even look at me.

That was a relief. It couldn’t be Gloria.

And then the girl came by once more, a little slower. She had braids just like Gloria’s, flying flat out behind her in the breeze.

Still she didn’t look at me or stop. So I thought to myself, It can’t be Gloria.

But I was worried. I said to myself, “What if it is Gloria? What if it’s Gloria’s bike?”

I decided to go into action.

I got out of the swing. I stood with my feet as close together as possible, my hands rolled into fists, and my eyes shut tight.

I kept my eyes shut for a long time, concentrating.
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On the blackness inside my eyelids, I pictured the blue bicycle.

Then I made my wish, very slowly, out loud, three times.

“Let it not be Gloria’s.

“Let it NOT be Gloria’s.

“Let it not be GLORIA’S,” I said.

The air, the trees and the sky were all stamped with my wish.

I opened my eyes.

A face was one inch from my face.

It was Gloria’s.

She said, “Did anybody call my name?”

The world came into focus. Behind Gloria, on the grass, I saw a blue bicycle.

I unrolled my fists.

I moved my feet apart.

“Your name?” I said to Gloria.

“Yes, Julian,” Gloria said. “My name. Also, I think I should tell you, about thirty thousand ants are crawling up the back of your trousers.”

I looked behind me. Sure enough, Gloria was right. I moved away from the ant trail and brushed the ants off my trousers.
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“I thought I heard my name,” Gloria said again. “I thought I heard you say something really strange. I thought I heard you say, ‘Let it not be Gloria’s.’”

“Oh, that,” I said, “I was making a wish.”

“But weren’t you saying my name?” Gloria persisted.

I was embarrassed. “Of course not,” I said. “Of course I wasn’t saying your name.”

“What were you saying, then, Julian?” Gloria asked.

It was one of those times when I didn’t want to tell the truth. And just like magic, it came to me – what I could make up.


I Get Out of Trouble

“It didn’t have anything to do with you,” I said. “I was wishing for a glorious summer. I said, ‘Let it not be glorious.’ It was a reverse boomerang wish. You wish backwards. You say the opposite of what you want. Then what you really want will come sneaking up behind you.”

“‘Let it not be glorious’?” Gloria said.

“That’s right,” I said. “That was my reverse wish.”

“Well, I hope it works,” Gloria said. “I mean, I hope it comes out backwards, the way you want it to.”
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“Anyhow,” she said, “it’s too bad you had your eyes closed when I came up. I wish you’d seen me! I just rode that bicycle right up here on the grass!”

“Oh,” I said, “you borrowed a bicycle?”

I was hoping there was still some power in my wish.

Gloria smiled a huge smile. “It’s not borrowed!” she said. “It’s mine!”

My wish was dead. Maybe it had stamped the sky, the trees and the air. But it hadn’t touched the blue bicycle.

“Just like that, you got a bicycle?” I said.

“Yes! My mum and dad got it for me yesterday!” Gloria hopped and did a little zigzag dance, the way she does when she’s happy.

“So,” I said, “in a couple of years, when you know how to really ride it, you’re going to ride it a lot?”

“Julian!” Gloria said. She knocked her braids back behind her head, the way she does when she gets serious. “I can ride it right now! You should have seen me! I rode up to your house three times. The first time, I was going to wave. But I was scared that if I waved, I would fall over. The second time, I was going to turn into your driveway. But I couldn’t make the turn. The third time, it was easy!”
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“Great,” I said, as if it wasn’t really so great.

“Yes! I can ride a bike!” Gloria said. “My mum and dad taught me last night. Aren’t you going to congratulate me, Julian?”

“Oh, sure, congratulations,” I said.

“You don’t sound very enthusiastic, Julian,” Gloria said.

“I’m not very interested in bikes, that’s all.”

“But wait till you see mine!” Gloria said. She ran over to the bicycle on the grass and stood it up. It had fat tyres and a bell, a silver arrow on the front and red plastic streamers coming out of the handlebars. It was nice – if you like bicycles.
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“See, Julian!” Gloria said. She rang the bell. “I can teach you to ride,” she said.

“Thanks, but no thanks,” I said.

“You don’t want to learn?”

I wished Gloria could talk about something else besides stupid bicycles for a change.

“So,” Gloria said. “Answer me! Don’t you want to learn?”

“No, I don’t want to learn,” I said.

“Well, OK, then. See you sometime. Goodbye,” Gloria said.

The way she said goodbye didn’t sound usual. It sounded permanent.

She turned her bicycle around and started pushing it out to the street.

I got the opinion I might be losing my best friend.

“Gloria! Wait a minute! Stop!” I shouted.

Gloria stopped, but she didn’t turn around.

I ran in front of her.

She looked as if she was crying. But I must have been wrong, because Gloria never cries.

“So?” Gloria said.

“Gloria,” I said, “listen! It’s just—” I thought of telling the truth: my opinion about bicycles. But if I did that, Gloria might think I was afraid of bicycles, which is not the truth at all. I am not afraid of lions. I am not afraid of tigers or dinosaurs. So how could I be afraid of a little thing like a bicycle?

Just so Gloria wouldn’t get the wrong idea, I made something up.

“It’s just that there’s a lot to do around the house,” I said. “My dad has decided to make me work very hard all summer. So I won’t have time to learn to ride a bicycle. That’s all.”

“Oh!” Gloria said. Her smile came out all sudden and shining, like a rainbow after a storm. “I didn’t know that!”

I could see that we were friends again. I could see that Gloria felt sorry for me.

“You won’t have any time off?” Gloria asked.

I wondered what to say, yes
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