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Charlie gripped his parents’ hands in his and dragged 
them onward like two dour kites. 

His sneakers squeaked across the museum’s tile 
floor, and behind him his parents mumbled about taking 
it all in and enjoying the day.

“Stop running,” his sister Emily hissed. “Everyone is 
looking at us.”

Charlie barely heard her. He was following a series 
of signs that read “Dinosaur Exhibit, Hall C,” “Dinosaur 
Exhibit, Turn Right,” then “Turn Back, You Missed 
the Dinosaurs” (Charlie had to use the restroom), and 
finally, “Dinosaurs, Straight Ahead.” 

Charlie saw looming before him a huge banner that 
read “Dinosaurs Alive.” The letters in “Alive” had been 
formed out of bones. They looked more like human 
tibia and humerus bones than the bones of any known 
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dinosaur but Charlie appreciated the effort, nonetheless. 
Below the banner, a large crowd milled in front of 

the exhibit and Charlie vowed never to forgive his sister 
for having taken so long to get ready. Now they would 
have to wait in line. 

Charlie let go of his parents and dove into the crowd. 
He ducked. He swerved. He slipped through any gap he 
found between two people, whether he fit or not.

When Charlie reached the front of the crowd, 
he expected to see a vast hall filled with lifelike 
representations of sauropods, theropods and 
Pteranodons. Instead, Charlie discovered a plain white 
curtain. 

A tall man dressed in paint-stained overalls, probably 
the curator of the museum, emerged from behind the 
curtain and the crowd began to cheer. 

He must be here to open the red velvet rope holding 
them back and invite them all into the exhibit.

The man didn’t speak but he held up one finger 
indicating they would have to wait one more…something. 
One minute? One second? One year?

Charlie was mentally searching for a loophole in rule 
#3 of the 18 rules his parents had read him before they’d 
gotten into the car that morning: no shouting. 

Could he make a case that yelling was not the same 
as shouting? 

The man turned his back to the crowd, yanked on 
the curtain, struggling to pull it open, and then ducked 
underneath it. He left behind a piece of paper taped with 
thick blue painters’ tape to the sheet. 

Why was the museum’s curator carrying painters’ 
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tape? Something was written on the paper, but it was 
just a little too far away for Charlie to read.

Charlie heard groans and the crowd began to 
disperse. “What does it say, guys? What does it say?” 
Charlie asked strangers as they passed.

He fought through a wave of people moving in the 
opposite direction toward the front of the line. When he 
finally stood close enough to make out the words written 
on the paper in thick black marker, he read the sign 
aloud: “Dinosaur exhibit closed for renovations.”

And that was when Charlie just flat-out broke rule 
#3.

Charlie’s family followed the shouts to find him. “Oh, 
no,” his mom said, reading the sign for herself. “Well, 
look at it this way —now we get to spend more time at the 
‘Minerals of Northern Ohio’ exhibit.” Charlie was trying 
desperately not to look at it that way.

“Buck up, bud,” said Charlie’s father. “You’ve already 
waited 65 million years for those fossils. What’s one 
more year going to hurt? We’ll be back for your tenth 
birthday.”

His sister approached. It was her turn to say 
something that didn’t really help at all. She opened her 
mouth to speak but then Charlie shot her a look, one 
that siblings share sometimes, that said, “Stop! I have 
reached the limits of my restraint and whatever you have 
to add—reassurance, mockery or distraction—will only 
send me into a tantrum the likes of which have not been 
seen since the Stolen Blanket Incident of last weekend. 
The scene I would make would be epic and terminally 
embarrassing to anyone within a 15-foot radius.” 
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Emily listened to what the look had to say and closed 
her mouth firmly.

“We should go,” Emily said taking her father’s hand 
and leading him away.

“I know you’re disappointed, honey,” Charlie’s mom 
said. “But there are lots of other exhibits here at the 
museum. We’re going to have a fun day so let’s try to 
forget about dinosaurs for a little while, ok? We’ll be at 
the ‘History of Cardboard’ exhibit when you’re ready.” 
His mother walked away.

Forget about dinosaurs? That was absurd. 
Forget that a type of Triceratops called Triceratops 

maximus could blow its nose so low and strong that it 
shook the ground like an earthquake? Not likely. 

Should he forget that the dinosaur with the longest 
name was the Micropachycephalosaurus? No, never.

Charlie stood in front of the closed dinosaur exhibit 
and, as he did in times of stress, he asked himself, “What 
would a Velociraptor do?” Considered the smartest of 
the dinosaurs based on the size of its brain, thinking like 
a Velociraptor helped Charlie make wise choices. 

He looked at the velvet rope…not really much 
of a barrier to a predator who had to contend 
with Ankylosaurus armor or the deadly horn of a 
Styracosaurus. And that curtain...why, the man in the 
Speedy Painting coveralls had slipped right through it 
and he was a museum curator, not a Velociraptor.

The answer was clear. Charlie scanned the room 
quickly to see if anyone was watching then he ducked 
under the rope, dashed through the sheet, and tripped 
over his shoelace. 
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Just like a Velociraptor would. 
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Charlie landed on the tile floor of the museum’s dinosaur 
exhibit with a thud that echoed through the open room. 

He scrambled to his feet and leapt behind a pedestal 
that held a replica of a Maiasaura nest, seeking cover. 
His back hit the column so hard that he heard the eggs 
rattle against each other above him.  

He listened, waiting for another sound, an adult’s 
voice. “Hey, you there. What are you doing in here? 
Can’t you read the sign? You need to leave this area, and 
as punishment, we won’t kick you out of the rest of the 
museum,” is how it might have sounded. But instead, 
Charlie heard only the sound of the eggs rocking softly 
back into place. 

Charlie peeked out from behind the pedestal and the 
room appeared to be empty. 

Empty, except for more dinosaurs than he had ever 
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dreamt of. Full skeletons, life-size models, animatronic 
robots that spoke in anachronistic Southern dialects. 

He couldn’t decide where to start.
Well, of course, he would start at the beginning: the 

Triassic Period. Charlie made his way to the Triassic 
dinosaurs. Some of the earliest and smallest dinosaurs, 
these guys weren’t ready yet to rule the world but, in 
Charlie’s estimation, there were still some Hall of Fame 
dinos from this period. 

A model Coelophysis head you could wear like a 
helmet allowed Charlie to sample the stereoscopic vision 
that made these carnivores such dangerous predators. 
With two powerful, close-set eyes working in tandem, 
Charlie scanned a virtual Triassic floodplain picking 
up even  the faintest  rustlings of the tiny lizard-like 
creatures he would make his lunch.   

Charlie spotted a pack of tiny two-legged dinosaurs 
with thin curled forelimbs and he knew he had found the 
Eoraptors, possibly the earliest reptile to be classified as 
a dinosaur. If they had lived at the time of the sauropods, 
they would have looked like ants next to those giants. 
They were only about half as tall as Charlie himself. 

Charlie squatted down, tucked his arms back and 
imagined himself running with a pack of Eoraptors 
through a Triassic marsh. We’re a gang, Charlie thought. 
We watch each other’s backs, protect our own. 

After spending some time with the Coelophysis 
and Eoraptors, Charlie was ready to move on to the 
Jurassic, the period when dinosaurs grew to the size of 
skyscrapers. During this time, dinosaurs ruled over not 
only the earth, but flying reptiles like Archeopteryx and 
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Rhamphorhynchus soared the skies and ichthyosaurs 
swam the seas. 

He found a Stegosaurus, his favorite Jurassic 
dinosaur. He got down on all fours and imagined 
himself grazing on ferns, soaking up the sun through 
the plates on his back which acted like big built-in 
solar panels and lazily swinging his spike-studded tail 
to warn away any potential predators. It was a simple, 
carefree life.

Charlie checked out the Allosaurus and Brachio-
saurus before moving past the Jurassic section.

He had been in the dinosaur exhibit for close to an 
hour now. His parents would be missing him soon, but 
there was no way he could leave without having explored 
everything. 

Just the Cretaceous Period remained, but it featured 
many of the coolest and best dinosaurs. This could take 
a while. 

Charlie ran to the T. Rex and stood next to it. His 
head reached only as high as the ankle of the monstrous 
carnivore towering over him with its mouth hanging 
open. Charlie gazed up and imagined the mighty T. Rex 
splitting the silence of the hall with a deafening roar. He 
could practically hear it. But what he heard instead was 
infinitely more terrifying—footsteps. 

He wasn’t alone in the hall.
Charlie dashed to the nearby scene which displayed 

baby Triceratops hatching from enormous eggs. He dove 
into an empty egg and pulled the matching fragment of 
shell on top of himself. He tilted it open just enough to 
peek out. 
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Charlie saw a man walking through the hall and 
muttering to himself. 

The man looked tall, taller than Charlie’s father, but 
he was stooped and stiff, more like Charlie’s grandfather. 
He wore a long poncho and a wide-brimmed floppy hat. 

The man shuffled from one scene to another jotting 
down notes on loose scraps of paper he drew from within 
his poncho. 

Charlie guessed he must be some kind of inspector 
verifying the accuracy of the museum’s dinosaur 
information. About time too, Charlie thought. 

Just last month his parents had taken him to a science 
exhibition near their home where Charlie discovered 
a diorama featuring a caveman riding a Pteranodon. 
Charlie rushed the stage, wrestled the microphone from 
one of the presenters and began to list the numerous 
factual inaccuracies he had spotted in their scientific 
displays before he was led away. Needless to say, Charlie 
was no longer welcome at the Northford Elementary 
School science fair. 

The man had examined every other nearby exhibit 
and began making his way toward the eggs. Charlie 
lowered the shell hoping that from the outside it would 
appear sealed. 

Charlie held his breath as he heard the man poking 
around the eggs, talking to himself and…sniffing? 

His egg was lifted and shaken forcefully the same 
way that Charlie shook all of his Christmas presents 
before opening them. Charlie gripped the shell top with 
all of his strength to keep it from flying off.

He’d been found out. Charlie had to hope that the 
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man wouldn’t damage a prehistoric fossil just to find out 
what was inside. But how long could Charlie hold on? 
And how long could the man shake him? 

Before either of those questions could be answered, 
Charlie heard more voices, several of them, talking 
loudly and laughing. 

His egg dropped to the ground and the shock jolted 
the shell top loose, just enough to allow Charlie to see 
the man in the poncho looking frantically around the 
room. 

From the far end of the room, men in overalls had 
entered through an outside door. 

“Oh, bother,” the man in the poncho grumbled. He 
spun away from Charlie’s egg and dashed out of sight. As 
he did, something hit the side of Charlie’s egg and sent it 
rolling across the tile.

Charlie heard the man yelp something like “Ow, 
my pail,” but it might have been “snail” or “tail.” He 
didn’t have time to consider which made the most sense 
because he was rolling.

Charlie dove from the egg just before it collided with 
an Allosaurus shin and exploded into pieces. He had 
escaped the egg, but now Charlie lay on the floor out in 
the open as the overalled men walked closer. 

He had only seconds before they spotted him. 
Charlie looked around and saw a door. It was his 

only hope. He ran to the door, tossed it open and threw 
himself inside. 

It was dark and cramped inside. No matter which 
direction he turned, Charlie encountered something 
heavy and pebbled. Charlie felt like he was being buried 
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under a pile of basketballs. He felt like he was trapped in 
the cushions of a leather sofa.

“If you wouldn’t mind,” a voice said softly, “would 
you please stop stepping on my tail?”

Tail. It was “tail.”


