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You wouldn't believe this, although it actually did happen. I don't even believe it myself. I know it’s true, but it takes serious effort for me to accept it. Do you know what I mean? Maybe not. That's why I've decided to write everything down in my journal. I figured if I put it somewhere outside my own head, I can finally let it go and close this weird chapter of my life.

I'm eleven, and it's not easy. Everybody says I'm just complaining because adulthood is worse, but honestly, I don't think so. I’m not just whining. I have to deal with very annoying parents and teachers. I’m expected to clean my room, do the dishes, and make my own lunches. Yet, I'm still treated like a total kid if I want to spend the night with my friend Patricia, or if I want to stay on the phone.

"Miranda, hang up, you have school tomorrow." Or, "Hang up, you have a soccer game." There's always something. My mom is so annoying; she never lets me do anything I want. Then, I have to deal with the teachers.

"No talking in class, Miranda." "Why haven't you finished your math exercises, Miranda? You weren't paying attention." Or my personal favorite: "Miranda, wait your turn." Gosh, these people are exhausting.

If that were all, it would be fine. But then we have the popular girls who wear lip gloss wherever they go. At my age, if you don't shave your legs, you're pretty much a loser. To top it off, the cutest boy in class doesn't acknowledge my existence, but he sure likes Jessica—the queen of lip gloss and shaved legs. Oh, and I can't forget the dork who stares at me all day long. Peter does nothing but talk about Star Wars episodes. I don't even know what he's talking about. So, no, I'm not just complaining.

It's confusing to be a kid who is also supposed to be "big." How does that work, precisely? Either I'm too small to have a sleepover, or I'm too big to have someone make my lunch. The more I grow, the more confusing it gets.

So, imagine having to deal with all that regular drama and what I'm about to reveal next. Like I said, this is so wild that I can barely believe it. What happened to me that was so weird? Well, I was a mermaid for a week. You might wonder how the hell that's possible. Trust me, I've asked myself the same question over and over. But without further ado—and without knowing why the hell I'm writing this like someone's actually going to read it—here is what happened.

It was summer. The sun was brilliant and the sky was clear blue with puffy, marshmallow clouds. It was the perfect day to get an intense sunburn if you didn't use sunblock. I wore my usual shorts and t-shirts, but I noticed that Jessica and her friends, Stacy and Leslie, all wore short dresses and skirts.

I spent my days helping my fifteen-year-old brother, Felix, at my aunt's beachside food truck. Jessica, Stacy, and Leslie loved to hang around and spy on him because girls found him cute. They would pretend to be hungry just to check him out. Yep, that's right—my summer was spent working.

Aunt Celeste cooked, Felix took orders, and I helped clean, prepare drinks, package meals, and chop lettuce and tomatoes for burgers. It wasn't exactly awesome, but I did earn some pocket money, and I could take a splash in the ocean after work. It wasn't so lame either—until that unbelievable event.

"I would like a strawberry smoothie, please," Jessica said to Felix, her eyes glued to his face. I rolled my eyes, trying not to vomit.

"Anything else?" Felix asked.

"A bottle of water," Stacy giggled. That was it. It was so pathetic.

Preparing a smoothie didn't take long. When I finished blending it, I poured the mix into a cup and handed it to my brother. Felix popped a straw inside, and the girls took their order. Instead of going down to the sand like everyone else, they sat at the tables right outside the food truck, staring at Felix and giggling.

Usually, at school, they completely ignored me. But now that they knew who my brother was, they talked to me like we'd been best friends our whole lives.

"Miranda, I just want to say that I think that t-shirt looks really nice on you," Jessica told me.

I closed my eyes and resisted the urge to slap her. I clearly remembered her criticizing this exact same shirt right before summer break. She needed to get a life.

"Oh... thanks," I said, trying to smile. I failed. I wasn't good at being a manipulative hypocrite. I just wanted her to go back to ignoring me.

"I didn't know Felix was your brother. Isn't it great that we're friends now?" she asked.

Whatever.

"Yeah, great. I have to go now," I said, walking away. I didn't care if she was angry that I ditched her. I just wanted to find my real friend, Patricia.
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I pulled out my phone and texted my best friend, Patricia. I really wanted her to come hang out with me at the beach. My phone buzzed almost instantly.

Hey, I wrote.

Hey. What's up? she typed back.

Can you come to the beach today?

Nope. Sorry. Mom says I have to do family stuff, Patricia replied.

I frowned at my screen. That sucks.

What are you doing? she asked.

Nothing. Just finished work, I typed.

Work? Isn't that illegal??? She added three question marks just to be dramatic.

Yeah, I'm a super criminal, I texted back.

No, seriously. Isn't that child labor?

I rolled my eyes. School feels more like child labor than this. I only work for three hours and I get real money.

Where are you working anyway? she asked.

Why? You're not going to call the cops, are you? There was no way I was letting her ruin my job.

No way. I just want to work there too! How much do you make?

A lot, I responded. I'm saving up to buy some new books.

Beetlejuice! Books are only like fifteen bucks. You must be rich. Tell me where you are right now! Patricia loved acting dramatic.

It's my aunt's food truck, I confessed.

Can you ask her to hire me too?

I don't think so. I only got the job because I'm family. Plus, guess who else works here.

Who?

My older brother, I replied.

Patricia immediately sent back a heart emoji, and I texted an LOL. Almost every single girl at school had a crush on my fifteen-year-old brother, Felix. He was super popular. And me? Well, I was definitely not.

I really, really want to work there now, she texted.

Well, he's still here. Are you sure you can't sneak away from your mom?

No. I hate my life. Maybe tomorrow. Am I still invited?

Sure, I told her. See you tomorrow. Good luck with your mom.

Thanks. It's going to be the most boring day ever. I hate my life.

You said that already, I pointed out.

She sent back a funny emoji sticking its tongue out and a final bye.

It looked like I was going to have to explore the beach all by myself today.

I walked down the shore and watched a group of cute boys surfing. They didn't even look at me, which was totally fine. I didn't want any attention right now anyway. Further down, I saw some girls lying on beach towels. They looked completely passed out under the hot sun. I felt a little sorry for them. They were going to get a massive sunburn, and that hurts like crazy.

As I kept walking, I passed little kids playing with plastic buckets, a group playing volleyball, and some older teenagers having a barbecue. Nobody invited me to join them. But that was okay. I was perfectly fine being a solo explorer for the afternoon.

I kicked off my sneakers and socks so I could splash my feet in the cool ocean water. I walked for what felt like a million miles. Suddenly, I spotted an old, hidden building buried inside the trees next to the beach. The trees and messy green bushes grew so thick that the place was totally hidden. It was weird that nobody else on the crowded beach seemed to notice it. How could they miss it?

I decided to go on an adventure and walked toward the abandoned shop. I had to climb over a few fallen palm tree logs and push away big, scratchy leaves. I also had to watch out for sharp rocks hiding in the sand. Up close, I saw that the front window was completely smashed. Sand had piled up so high that it covered the bottom of the front door.

I decided this was a very good time to put my sneakers back on.

I peeked inside through the broken window. I made sure not to touch the glass because it looked incredibly sharp. I did exactly what my parents taught me to do when I was little: do not touch.

The inside looked totally empty, but it was filled with a lot of dusty, old objects. I was already feeling a little nervous, so I practically screamed when something suddenly flew across the room! My heart stopped. But then I realized it was just a pigeon flying up to the ceiling. Oh my gosh. I couldn't believe I almost had a heart attack because
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