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For‘l'\f-%ree boats, boats. Forﬂ-‘Four* boats, boats.
For*Jr\f-‘Fi\/e boats, boa ...
Oh no, no, no! That's not it I'm ot ‘For“l'\f—ﬁve boats

and I JUS‘I' r‘emember‘ed ‘H’\O:I' i'I"S no‘|’ bOQ‘l’S YOU coun‘i’
to fall esleep, but SHEEP!

BhAA



Good J'ob, Lawrence Ligl’\‘l’hear‘Jr, You Win the prize
for baaaaadest sheep\. Coun‘l'ing boats is for touch

‘FOO‘HDO”» nO'l' 'Fa”mg as|eep. I s|'\ou|d know 'H'\O'I') I pl(’l\’
+OUC|’\ ‘FOOHDQ” O‘F '|‘en O.'l' SCI’\OO'.



I'm r‘ea”ﬁ not proud of M\ise|'F. No wonder it's not
working\. I'm as wide awake now as in the middle of
the day. T knew that something was off. T didn't
even yawn once while coun+ing. But T did see boats:
small boats, big boats, ocean liners, rowboats, sailboats,
motorboats, multi-coloured boats, red boats, blue
boats, lots and lots of boats! T even saw a submarine

qo bﬁ\. For‘l'\rFour different boats. But all the same, T
still can't fall asleep

I know now wh\f you have to
imagine sheep and not boats. Because
one sheep looks pretty much like another,
but boats, well now, ‘Hwe\f come in all

shapes and sizes! The principle is simple:



it's because You see the same image in your head
over and over again that You fall osleep. What brilliant
thinking! T've just gotten smarter. Tl have to tell dad.
He hos fo know my genius theory about sheep. Iy dad
is a veterinarian. And he's a r‘ea”y good one. He knows

ever*\ﬂ'hing about sheep.

Oka\,, I'm s‘|’ar+ing over: one sheep sheep, Two ..

Oh no, I made another mistake! It's not “sheep,
sheep", it's J'us'l' "sheep”. In touch football it's "boat"
twice, but when Jrr‘\iing to sleep, it's "sheep" once. Don't

ask wl'w) that's )‘us‘l' the way it is. Oka\P from the ‘|’op.
One sheep, Two sheep, three ..



And to make it work even faster, it's best to imagine

each sheep wearing
ok ond
(\\k‘s \o0¢
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Get it? T know a sheep with a number on its back

sounds weird, but it usua||y works.

NOW wl'\ere Was I?



Oh well, T'll do some‘|’hing else. Coun‘i’ing i |ong and
boring. What will |'\e|p me fall as|eep?
- No, Torpedo! I'm not p|a\1ing fetch with \,ou\.



Tve go‘l’ it Mom's been +e||ing me to
JricH my closet for a while now, and
now's the time to do it

Tid\iing up is so boring Tl fall asleep
in no time. T mustn't make any sound
at all though. And T absolutely mustn't
switch on the lamp on my nightstand.
T could wake my parents, or worse,

my half-sister Charlotte. I need my
ﬂasHigH’.



If T remember corr‘ecﬂ\f, it must be ... somewhere
.. under my bed. Yes, under my bed! That's where T
saw it last. Its a treasure chest down there. Let's

see WhQ‘I’ we 'Flhd

.. a sock, my stuffed panda, a book about dinosaurs, a
bag of cand\, dang, it's emp+\1\. A pair of underwear,
some dust, a ping-ponq rocket, lots of other useless

stuff and, as prediched, my ﬂashhgh‘l’. This proves
beyond a doubt that my mess is very organized.



Hashhgh‘l’ in hand, I'm r‘ead\f for adventure. T ge‘|’

out of bed, determined to face all the terrible dangers

that lie in wait in the Far'ﬂung corners of my bedroom.
T tiptoe over a huge obstacle on the floor ..



.. and continue on my expedi‘l’ion to the secret door.
Oka\,, I'm exaggera‘l’ing a little, because it's J‘us‘l' the

door to my closet and it's rea||\i not a secret to be

honest. Except, I'm a little ofraid to open it. Who

knows? F'l\, best friend, Charles-Lee, may be r‘igl’ﬂ'.

He says that of nigh‘l’, closets are home to ‘|'er‘r‘i‘F\1inga
Hood‘l’hir‘s‘l'\, monsters.

Charles-Lee is very smart. He spends all his fime

reading or wa‘l’ching documentaries.

He always has the top grodes of

school. So i he says that night

monsters hide in closets,

it must be frue! Aftfer

s‘l’opping to think about it

for a second, I ge‘l’ a hold

of myself and of the

doorknob ... Suddenly, T

hear it.
Charles-Lee was right.

There's a monster in my

closet. T sweat, I stink and I hear .. my teeth
c|'\a‘|"|’ering\. I can't stop them from doing it



There's c|eo.r*|\1 some‘l’hing dangerous behind the door,
because Glue-pot isn't growhng. And when there's
danger, the big quy plays dead. He becomes as silent os
. uh .. what's some‘l’hing that's silent? T dont knows
but T do know that G|ue-poJr s‘|’ays very, very silent
ot times lke these!



There's obviou5|\i some hair‘\i green monster or
some skelefon with an axe or, worse even, some
ferrifying animal lurking behind the door, the handle of
which I'm bravelN clinging on fo. Torpedo is frozen

with fear. She's dropped her ball and is hiding under

m\’ bedcovers.



T look for someJrhing I can use to
defend m\iseH:. No hammer or saw
in sight. What a shame; that would
have helped me face whatever's hiding
behind this door. I put my 'ﬂasHigH'
on the floor and grab a ﬂ\i swatter.
The monster better watch out! I'm
read\, to take on the s‘|’range creafure
‘|’r\1in9 to escape the closet. With one

hand still on the doorknob, I take a
deep breath and ... open the door!
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Tomorrow, The first doy of school no
one will freal Lar lke a s09dy loser
because his umbrella ﬂ’\pped upside down.
No one wil lough ot him because he left
his snorkelling mosk on for Too long ond
now looks like a racoon. No one will po'me
out that he's il wearing his pyjemae
bottoms. No. Thanks To his new \uc\(\{
charm, Lawrence Sonsoucy con dleep lke
a baby Yonight because +omorrow Wil be

a super—duper—ex+ra'mega ‘Fun d(l\|
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