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Jimmy Fitz thought, the last ten minutes are always the longest. He also thought, why on earth do they still keep these dumb clocks from the middle ages in our classroom? If he didn’t see that second hand ticking, time would go so much faster. But that second hand had fingers and they were all wrapped around his eyes keeping him focused on how s l o w l y time was going.

His last name was Fitz, but Jimmy was famous for stretching the truth, so his classmates started calling him Fibs early in the fourth grade. At first the name offended him, but he couldn’t deny it was a misleading name. He did like to exaggerate the mundane events of day-to-day life. So, eventually, he insisted everyone call him Fibs. 

Ms. Madeleine paced back and forth at the front of the classroom rambling on about integers and obtuse angles. It was a hard topic to grasp with mere seconds left in the school day. Fibs’ attention was on that clock hand. And only on that clock hand. The only mathematics he was thinking about was the number of ticks left before the bell for the end of the day rang. And with only sixty of those ticks left, he was in countdown mode.

“Four...Three...Two...One,” he whispered into the ringing of the bell. “And I’m outta here!”

Fibs joined the throng of classmates making their way to the coatroom. Above the rumbling of eager feet, of jackets being put on, of backpacks being zipped up, he heard, “Oh Mr. Fitz, could you please hold back for a few minutes? We need to talk.”

Ms. Madeleine’s voice had a sprinkling of frustration mixed in with it. Not to mention she used Fibs’ real last name. It was never a good sign being eleven years old and having any type of authority figure address you as “Mr.” For some reason, Fibs had heard the combination of “Mr.” and “Fitz” more often from these authority figures than he did his real name. And it usually had something to do with one of his fibs.

The kids in his class filed out of the door en route to their afternoon snacks and video games and piano lessons. The minute hand on the clock was at ten after the hour when it was just Fibs and Ms. Madeleine left in the classroom. “Have a seat,” she said, motioning Fibs toward the wood chair in front of her desk.

“Is something wrong?” Fibs said when he was seated.

Ms. Madeleine sat across the desk from him and placed her elbows on her desk. Then she lowered her chin onto her closed fist and said, “Well, yes there is Jimmy. Yes there is.”

She stared at him for almost thirty ticks of the second hand. In complete silence. It was unnerving, because Fibs didn’t have a clue about what could be wrong.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Madeleine,” he said when he couldn’t take it any longer. “I don’t know what you want me to say.”

“Maybe it’s more about what I want you to see,” she said. “Take a look at the wall behind me. Just under the periodic table. And look at the blackboard above the spelling test words. Above the word ‘Tribulation.’ And over there.” She pointed at the classroom’s fish tank filled with guppies and tetras. “Not to mention there. There . And there.”

Fibs smirked. “Looks like someone was shooting spitwads around the classroom, Ms. Madeleine.”

“Someone, indeed,” Ms. Madeleine said. 

“You don’t think it was me, do you?” Fibs said.

“No, I don’t think it was you...”

“Pheww, that’s good,” he said cutting her off.

“No, Jimmy, I know it was you.”

Fibs pretended to be shocked. “I would never do such a thing,” he said.

“I’ll tell you what, Jimmy,” Ms. Madeleine said. “If you stand up and empty out your pockets onto my desk and there isn’t some sort of device in there that can shoot a spitwad...well then, I’ll say sorry and we can forget this little meeting ever took place.”

“Do you have a warrant?” Fibs said and chuckled. 

“That’s the type of response a guilty person would have.”

“Ms. Madeleine, I have a lot of stuff in my pockets. There’s a real good chance there’s something in there that could shoot a goobered up piece of paper across the room. I think this is entrapment.”

“Jimmy, you’re one of the smartest kids in this class. Why do you insist on doing things that aren’t smart? I saw you out of the corner of my eye shooting that last one. The one on the map of North America, just above Baltimore.”

“You must be mistaken, Ms. Madeleine. You see, I crossed paths with a monkey that escaped from the zoo this morning on my way to school. I saw all the zoo workers running after the monkey and they were yelling at me to stop him. So I stepped into his path and you know what? He ran right over me. And his stinky, hairy foot, it stepped on my neck and then on my chest. Look,” he said and blew out a soft breath. “That’s all the power I have in my blow. There’s just no way I could shoot a spitwad that far.”

“Mmm Hmm,” Ms Madeleine said. “Funny I didn’t hear about that monkey on the news. It would be a great story if it was true. Because it’s not true, this is what’s going to happen, Jimmy. You’re going to empty your pockets on my desk and we’re going to see what’s in there. And I don’t need a warrant for that because I’ve got approval from the only people that matter in this case: your parents. You see, I emailed them at lunch and they responded right away. When that straw or pen case or whatever it is you used as a launching device is revealed, we’ll move forward with cleaning up the mess you made in this classroom. Sound good? And then after every spitwad is removed, we’ll talk about what I want you to do for homework tonight, so your punishment doesn’t have to continue on for the next fifteen years.”

“Homework!” Fibs said. “But nobody else got any homework.”

“No. But nobody else plastered the walls with saliva covered paper balls.”

Fibs knew his story about the monkey was a weak one, but he didn’t have enough time to flesh it out. He really thought he had gotten away with his assault on the classroom and would be at home now in the clear. He also couldn’t believe his parents would sell him out so easily. He slowly stood up and shoved his hands in his pockets. One by one, he removed each item and placed it on Ms. Madeleine’s desk: an eraser shaped like a U.F.O., a penny with a hole in it, a marble-sized ball of bellybutton lint, a marble, fake dog poo, three raisins, an almond and lastly, a crumpled-up plastic straw.

The assignment due the next morning  was easy compared to the cleaning. It took Fibs a half hour to find each spitwad and extract it from the surface it had connected with. Wet paper became cement-like when it dried, so Fibs had to use a putty knife to scrape it off. Then he had to pick at the remnants with his finger nails. He wasn’t allowed to leave for home until every shred of paper was removed from the classroom. His fingers still hurt as he quietly snuck into his home.

“What’s the assignment?”

It was his mother speaking from the kitchen. Her mother’s sense was stronger than usual. Most days he was able to slip right on bye and get into his room without any interaction.  

“Jimmy Fitz, you march yourself into this kitchen and you tell me exactly what you have to do for Ms. Madeleine.”

Fibs kicked off his sneakers and shuffled along the carpet. Maybe, he thought, if he built up a big enough electrical charge, he could zap a light switch and kill the power to the house. Then he could make his escape under the coat of darkness. It was a great plan, except for the fact the sun was still up. He touched the light switch next to the kitchen doorway anyway. A blue zap of electricity shot out from his finger and his right eye twitched. “Mom, you sold me out,” he said as he stepped into the kitchen. “I’m your only son. How could you do such a thing?”

She was sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of tea in her hand. “Jimmy,” she said, “you have to stop fibbing. It’s a bad habit that can lead to bad endings. Because you fib so much, one day you may be telling the truth and you won’t be believed. We need to nip this bad habit in the bud now so cleaning up after class doesn’t one day turn into tidying up a prison cell.”

“Mom! I’m not going to jail for fibbing. That’s just silly.”

“Hmmm,” she said and took a sip of her tea. “Now tell me what Ms. Madeleine assigned you. Because I want you to go straight to your room and complete it before you do anything else this evening.” 

“Have you ever heard of a fable called The Boy Who Cried Wolf?”

His mom smiled and said, “Why yes I have. It’s one of Aesop’s fables. It’s the reason I just said that a bad habit like fibbing can lead to bad endings.”

“Aesop, that’s the name I couldn’t remember. Ms. Madeleine said I was to find the fable online and read it and write five hundred words comparing the boy in the fable to me.”

Fibs’ mom chuckled and said, “Well, it sounds like we’re all on the same page here. Better get to it young man. And no video games while you’re on the Internet. I’ll know. You know I’ll know.”

“Yes, Mom.” 

Fibs trudged his way up to his room and powered up his computer. He found the fable online quickly and smiled. It was one of the shortest stories he’d ever seen, barely longer than a paragraph itself. He’d get through this in minutes and be on to regular programming in no time. Nothing more than a glitch in the evening. Ms. Madeleine’s instructions were very clear. “Tomorrow morning, when the bell rings for the start of the school day,” she had said, “a hand-written comparison between the boy in the fable and you, Jimmy Fitz, is to be on my desk.” Fibs was to compare similar traits and explain how the moral of the fable could relate to his own actions. “If this piece homework isn’t on my desk by the time the bell stops ringing,” she continued to say, “you will be given a month of after-school detention, which will include cleaning other kids’ spitwads off of classroom walls throughout the school.”  

Fibs was nothing like the boy in the fable. First of all, he wasn’t a shepherd. In fact, he’d never even seen a real sheep in his life. The only commonality between the two of them was that they were boys. As Fibs read the fable over and over again, he began to realize his regular evening programming may, in fact, be delayed until tomorrow. He started writing his comparison three times and all three times he crumpled the paper up and threw it across his room. 

The last of the daylight slipped away and a giant full moon rose up above the trees in the small forest behind his backyard. 

The boy in Aesop’s fable was lonely and looking for a little excitement. He cried “Wolf!” a couple of times fooling the people in his village. Fibs was never lonely. He was constantly excited. He tapped his fingers on his desk and looked out his window at the moon high up in the sky. Clouds floated by in front of it. “It really is kind of a spooky sight,” he mumbled.

He read the fable again. If there was one comparison he could make, it was between the wise man of the village at the end of the fable and his mother. They basically said the same thing. Except the wise man used the word ‘liar’ and Fibs refused to call himself that. Fibbing was much more harmless than lying. It wasn’t intended to hurt or deceive so it didn’t make you that bad of a person. “Lying causes crying,” he’d say, “but fibbing is just a bit of fun!”

The clock in the bottom corner of his monitor read 9:13pm when he wrote the last word in his assignment. He wasn’t sure if Ms. Madeleine would believe any of it, but it was done. And that’s all that mattered. The boy in the fable and Fibs liked to tell stories. The boy did it to quell his loneliness and have a little excitement. Fibs did it...to prepare himself for a career as a writer. It was a perfect answer. The boy’s stories got his flock of sheep eaten. Fibs stories would get him lots of money and fame. If anything, the boy and Fibs were complete opposites. It was probably not what Ms. Madeleine wanted to hear, but it was a comparison and it did address the possible results of his actions. He dotted the period at the end of the last sentence and dropped his pen. “Done,” he said.

Fibs opened his bedroom window a crack to let some fresh air into his room. As he walked away, a howl echoed through the backyard. It was clearly a wolf’s howl, but there were no wolves anywhere in his town. There were lots of dogs that escaped backyards and open front doors. There were lots of teenagers that liked to be loud and howl at other teenagers. But there were definitely no wolves. After reading about wolves for hours, he was sure his imagination was playing tricks on him. Just after thinking that, a large shadow dove into one of the bushes along the yard’s back fence.

“There’s somebody in our backyard,” Fibs said, then said much louder, “Mom! Dad! There’s somebody in our backyard!” He ran into the hallway and banged on his parents bedroom door. “There’s somebody in the yard! Wake up!”

“Darn-it, son, go back to bed,” his dad said groggily from behind the closed door.

Why did his parents have to go to bed so early? He wondered if all of his classmates’ parents went to bed as early as his. If that’s what parents did, he never wanted to have kids of his own. All the good stuff happens late at night. Or so he believed. He banged on his parent’s bedroom door again. “Really, you have to believe me. I saw someone in our backyard.”

“Jimmy, please stop it with the stories and go to bed,” his mother said.

Fibs banged on their door one last time, but in frustration. 

He ran down to the kitchen and snuck up to the back door. It had a window in it that looked out over the backyard. Something had set off the motion-activated light above the door, so he could now see all the way to the bushes along the back fence. The only time that light went on was if there was a heavy wind and a plastic bag or newspaper caught in it blew by. But the night was still. Something else had crossed its path.

A fast, rhythmic banging sound filled the kitchen. It was coming from all around him. From inside of him. Fibs realized it was his heart beating louder and faster. He rarely got nervous or scared, but he was suddenly filled with fear. The motion-activated light turned off leaving Fibs in pitch black darkness.

“There’s nobody out there,” Fibs said. “It’s all in my head. Too many times reading that story. That’s all it is. There aren’t wolves in this town. There never have been.”

His affirmations softened his beating heart. The fear began to seep out of the pores in his feet. Fibs had told dozens of scary stories about the things he’d seen running around the backyard. He’d told his parents about an alien landing and a dinosaur trampling and one time, he even told them he saw a trio of ninjas flipping over the back fence. Ninjas weren’t scary in general, but in this story, they were zombie ninjas. 

The motion-activated light turned on again. Fibs jumped back. 

A snout was pressed against the window. A dog snout! Bubbling snot from its nostrils popped against the glass. But this snout was  up too high off the ground to belong to a dog. He refocused his eyes on the face attached to the snout...on what was actually standing upright at the door. It stood as wide as an Olympic weightlifter and as tall as a basketball player. It had legs and arms, like a human, but they were covered in thick, matted hair, like a dog. Or a...wolf. It was wearing an incredibly dirty pair of stretched gym shorts, with what looked like flowers on them. This sight would have been funny to Fibs, if everything around the gym shorts wasn’t so terrifying. It had black eyes that shone like polished glass from the reflection of
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