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My name is A.J., and I hate poetry. There, I said it.

This whole mess started on the first day of April. You know what that day is, right? April Fools’ Day. On April 1, you can’t believe anything anybody says or does because they’re probably pranking you.

Our teacher, Miss Banks, pulls pranks every day of the year.* We knew she was going to try something on April Fools’ Day, so I was on my guard. You can never tell what Miss Banks is going to do.

“Good morning, everyone!” she said as we walked into the classroom that morning. We put our backpacks into our cubbies.

No prank.

We pledged the allegiance.

No prank.

We did Word of the Day.

No prank.

Everything seemed completely normal! But we all knew it was just a matter of time until Miss Banks would try to trick us. She’s a master of pranking. I was on to her, though. She was just keeping us in suspense, waiting until we least expected it. Then, at the perfect moment, she was going to surprise us with the prank of the century.

“Let’s open our math books to page twenty-three,” Miss Banks said.

I looked at Ryan, who will eat anything, even stuff that isn’t food.

Ryan looked at Michael, who never ties his shoes.

Michael looked at Andrea Young, this annoying girl with curly brown hair.

Andrea looked at Emily, her crybaby friend.

Emily looked at Neil, who we call the nude kid even though he wears clothes.

Neil looked at Alexia, who rides a skateboard all the time.

We were all looking at each other.

I finally asked Miss Banks, “Aren’t you going to prank us?”

“Don’t be silly,” she replied. “Why would I do that?”

And you’ll never believe who walked through the door at that moment.

Nobody! You can’t walk through a door! Doors are made out of wood. But you’ll never believe who walked through the doorway.

It was Ms. Coco, the gifted and talented teacher! That doesn’t mean she’s gifted and talented. It just means she teaches kids who are gifted and talented.
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Andrea and I are the only ones in the class who are in the G and T program. Don’t ask me how I got in. The only talent I have is making farting noises with my armpits. But the whole class had to take a test, and Ms. Coco decided I was gifted and talented.

I hate being gifted and talented! I don’t want to be a G and T nerd like Andrea. I wish I was in the U and U program—ungifted and untalented.

Anyway, Ms. Coco came into the class. She was holding a book in her hand.

“Ms. Coco!” Miss Banks said cheerfully. “To what do we owe the pleasure of your company?”

That’s grown-up talk for “What are you doing here?”

“Guess what?” Ms. Coco asked.

“Chicken butt!” we all shouted.

Whenever somebody asks “Guess what?” you should always shout “Chicken butt!” That’s the first rule of being a kid.

“As you know, today is the first day of April,” announced Ms. Coco. “And April is . . . National Poetry Month!”

Oh no. Not that. Poetry gets a whole month? Not fair! I wouldn’t give poetry five minutes.

How come there’s no National Video Games Month? It would be cool to play video games all month at school.

“And I wanted to tell you,” Ms. Coco continued, “that this year, Ella Mentry School is going to have a school-wide poetry contest! Isn’t that exciting?”

WHAT?

Ha! Nice try. But I’m not falling for that. I wasn’t born yesterday.

“This is an April Fools’ prank, right?” I asked.

“Yeah,” added Ryan. “Ms. Coco is just tricking us. Right, Miss Banks?”

“No,” Miss Banks replied. “Ms. Coco is right. April is National Poetry Month.”

“Yes!” said Ms. Coco. “For the entire month of April, we’re going to write poems, learn about famous poets, and celebrate the joy, creativity, and delights of poetry!”

“I love poetry!” said Andrea, who loves everything teachers love.

Oh, man. This was the worst thing to happen since we had National Poetry Month last year.

If you ask me, poetry is just a bunch of rhyming words that make no sense at all. And we have to suffer through a whole month of it? Ugh. I wanted to run away to Antarctica and go live with the penguins. Penguins don’t recite poems.

Ms. Coco opened the book she was holding.

“To get you kids in the mood for National Poetry Month,” she said, “I’m going to read a poem by William Shakespeare.”

Shakespeare? Was that really his name? What, did he shake a spear at somebody? Oooh, that must have really scared them!

“Who’s William Shakespeare?” I asked.

Andrea rolled her eyes. “He is one of the most famous poets in the world, Arlo!” she said. Andrea calls me by my real name because she knows I don’t like it.

I was going to say something mean to her, but I didn’t have the chance because Ms. Coco started reading from her book.

“This is one of Shakespeare’s most famous poems,” she said. “It’s a type of poem called a sonnet.”
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Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate.

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,

And summer’s lease hath all too short a date.

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimmed,

And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance, or nature’s changing course untrimmed . . .

Zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz. Oh, sorry. I dozed off there for a minute.

Ms. Coco went on reading that boring poem that made no sense. Then she closed the book and smiled, as if that Shakespeare dude’s poem was the most beautiful poem in the history of the world.

“Wasn’t that lovely?” she asked.

“YES!” shouted all the girls.

“NO!” shouted all the boys.

“And here’s the best part about National Poetry Month,” Ms. Coco told us. “Mrs. Stoker and I are going to read all the poems that you create and pick our favorite young poet. At the end of April, the winner will get a trophy and recite one of their poems at Mayor Hubble’s mansion. This was all the mayor’s idea. Isn’t that exciting?”

“YES!” shouted all the girls.

“NO!” shouted all the boys.

Ugh. I would rather have a tree fall on my head than write a poem.

I would rather get run over by a steamroller than write a poem.

I would rather get stampeded by a herd of elephants than write a poem.

I would rather sleep in a bed full of scorpions than write a poem.

Well, maybe not that last one. But I wasn’t happy about this whole National Poetry Month thing. April was going to be the worst month in the history of months.

[image: ]




[image: ]

For homework that night, every kid in our school had to write a poem. Ugh. The next morning, Ms. Coco came into our classroom to listen to our poems.

“Who wants to go first?” she asked.

“I DO! I DO!” shouted Andrea Young. Of course. She was waving her hand in the air like she was trying to signal a plane from a desert island.

Ms. Coco called on her, of course. Andrea skipped up to the front of the class like it was her birthday.

She was holding a book in her hand. It said Andrea’s Poetry Book on the front. She started to read.

I’m a little caterpillar

living in a tree.

Up so high, so near the sky

where no one bothers me.

I’d like to play way down below

where the river bends,

with all the other animals.

But alas, I have no friends.

[image: ]

I’m ugly, slimy, small, and slow,

molting in my nest.

I have twelve eyes and shed my skin.

They think that I’m a pest.

But then one day when I awoke,

much to my surprise,

I was a caterpillar no more.

I’d become a butterfly!

Now I’m pretty and colorful too,

flitting and flying free.

I’m happy I have lots of friends,

and everyone loves me.

Everybody clapped for Andrea because that’s what you are supposed to do whenever anybody finishes anything. Nobody knows why. Andrea was sure to win the poetry contest with that snoozer.

“I feel like I’m going to cry,” said Emily, wiping her eyes.

“What a lovely poem, Andrea!” said Ms. Coco. “Thank you for sharing it with us. Now who would like to—”

“May I read another one of my poems?” asked Andrea. “I wrote ten of them last night.”

“Well, we don’t have a lot of time,” Ms. Coco told her, “and we want to give everyone in the class a chance to recite a poem.”

I snickered, and Andrea made a mean face. When she sat down, Andrea’s Poetry Book fell off her desk. Emily picked it up for her. I saw some writing on the first page.


    To Andrea,

Fill these pages with your wonderful words, sweetheart.

May all your poetry dreams come true!

Love,

    Mom and Dad



Ms. Coco called on Ryan next. He came up to the front of the class with a piece of paper.

“Is it okay if I sing my poem?” he asked.

“Why not?” replied Ms. Coco. “People express their creativity in different ways. Go ahead, Ryan. Sing away!”

Ryan sang a song to the tune of “My Favorite Things” from that old movie The Sound of Music.

Sausage on pizza and ketchup on french fries,

Hot dogs and burgers and ice cream on warm pies,

Blueberry muffins when I’m in good moods,

These are a few of my favorite foods.

Peaches, bananas, or nice chocolate cake,

Hot mashed potatoes that come with a steak,
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