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My name is A.J., and I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking about underpants. I know because that’s what I’m thinking about.

Underpants are called underpants because they go under your pants, right? So why aren’t jackets called overshirts? Why aren’t gloves called overhands? Why aren’t shoes called overfeet? And what’s the deal with overcoats? You don’t wear one over another coat.

I think somebody should come up with a new word for pants you wear under your pants. Like blorgs. Yeah, if you ask me, they should call underpants blorgs.*

The point is, it was Career Day at Ella Mentry School. That’s when parents come in and talk to the fourth grade about their jobs. What a snoozefest.

Some of the parents were sitting in the back of our classroom. So we had to be on our best behavior. I was just happy that my parents couldn’t make it this year.

“Our first parent for Career Day,” said our principal, Mrs. Stoker, “is Andrea’s mother, Mrs. Young.”

Andrea Young, this annoying girl with curly brown hair, had a big smile on her face as her mom went to the front of the classroom.

“Tell the students what you do, Mrs. Young,” said Mrs. Stoker.

“I’m a psychologist,” said Andrea’s mom. “I help people with their problems. Personal problems, professional problems, whatever problems people have.”

“How do you help people with a problem?” asked Emily, Andrea’s crybaby friend.

“By talking with them,” replied Mrs. Young. “I try to help them understand what the problem is and find ways to solve it blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah . . ”

She went on and on talking about what it’s like to be a psychologist. It’s good that Andrea’s mom has a job that involves a lot of talking because she’s really good at it. I thought she’d never stop talking. But finally, she finished and sat down in the back of the room.

“Thank you, Mrs. Young. Our next parent,” said Mrs. Stoker, “is Alexia’s mother, Mrs. Juarez.”

Alexia, who rides a skateboard all the time, hid under her desk as her mom went to the front of the classroom.

“Tell the students what you do, Mrs. Juarez,” said Mrs. Stoker.
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“I’m a lawyer,” said Alexia’s mom. “I help people who have been accused of committing a crime.”

“How do you help those people?” asked Andrea.

“Mostly by talking to them,” said Alexia’s mom. Everybody laughed because Andrea’s mom also said she helped people by talking.

“And arguing,” added Alexia’s mom. “Lawyers do a lot of arguing.”

“You get paid to argue?” I asked.

“Sure,” replied Alexia’s mom. “People pay us to argue so they don’t have to do the arguing themselves.”

“Very interesting!” said Mrs. Stoker. “I guess some people really dislike arguing, and other people enjoy it.”

“Well, I don’t always enjoy it,” said Alexia’s mom. “Sometimes I have to argue to defend people who are guilty.”

Alexia’s mom told us what it’s like to be a lawyer. Then she sat back down.

The next parent was Mr. Crouch, who is Neil’s dad. We call Neil “the nude kid” because our bus driver Mrs. Kormel called him the “new” kid on his first day of school, and we thought she said the “nude” kid. It’s a long story that you can read in a book called Mrs. Kormel Is Not Normal.

“Welcome, Mr. Crouch,” said Mrs. Stoker. “You’re a type of police officer, am I right?”

“Yes,” said Neil’s dad. “I work on a SWAT team.”

He turned around to show us the back of his jacket, which said SWAT on it in big letters.

“What’s a SWAT team?” asked Michael, who never ties his shoes.
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“SWAT stands for special weapons and tactics,” said Neil’s dad. “Basically, I’m part of a police unit that’s trained to deal with dangerous situations.”

He told us all about what it’s like to be on a SWAT team. It sounded cool. Maybe I’ll be on a SWAT team when I grow up.

“Working on a SWAT team sounds scary,” said Emily, who thinks everything is scary.

“It can be at times,” said Neil’s dad. “But mostly, my job involves a lot of talking to people.”

Everybody laughed again. All three grown-ups said they talk to people in their jobs. Man, grown-ups sure spend a lot of time talking! I guess that’s why PTA stands for Parents who Talk A lot.

Neil looked really proud of his dad.

“It must be cool to have your dad work on a SWAT team,” I whispered to Neil.

“Yeah,” he said. “My dad is really brave.”

“I’m sorry,” said Neil’s dad, “but I have to report for duty now.”

We all giggled because Neil’s dad said “duty,” which sounds just like “doody” even though it’s spelled different. It’s okay to say “duty,” but we’re not supposed to say “doody.” Nobody knows why.

Neil’s dad left. Mrs. Stoker got up to introduce the next parent.

“Career Day is so interesting,” she said. “We are learning so much about people’s jobs. Our next Career Day parent—”

But she never had the chance to finish her sentence, because that’s when the weirdest thing in the history of the world happened.

Brrrrriiiiinnnngggg!

It was the fire alarm bell! At Ella Mentry School, the bells all sound like the word “bring.” Nobody knows why.

“Is it a fire drill?” asked one of the other parents.

“No,” said Mrs. Stoker. “The Board of Education tells me in advance when we’ll be having a fire drill.”

I’m bored of education.

We all looked around to see if there was a real fire. I didn’t smell any smoke. And you’ll never believe who ran into the door at that moment.

Nobody! You could get a concussion by running into a door. But you’ll never believe who ran into the doorway.

It was our custodian, Miss Lazar.

“There’s a flood in the boys’ bathroom!” she shouted.
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Miss Lazar had a wild look in her eyes, and she was panting. That means she was wearing pants.*

“Water is gushing all over the place!” she shouted. “It’s bad! Everybody out! NOW! We have to evacuate the building! Quickly!”
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Everybody started yelling and screaming and hooting and hollering and freaking out.

“Run for your lives!” shouted Neil.

“Single file!” shouted our teacher, Miss Banks.

We rushed out into the hall, down the steps, and a million hundred miles to the playground. Then we had to stand out there while Mrs. Stoker decided what to do next. She told the parents who came for Career Day they could go home.

The kids were all talking about what might have happened in the boys’ bathroom.

“Somebody must have made a ginormous poop,” suggested Ryan.

“Nah,” said Michael. “Nobody poops that much. Somebody must have flushed something down the toilet that wasn’t supposed to be in there.”

“What are they going to do?” asked Emily.

“They may have to shut down the school,” said Alexia.

Yay! I said to myself secretly.

Miss Lazar was walking around telling everybody what happened.

“Can’t you fix the problem in the bathroom?” Ryan asked her.

“I wish I could,” Miss Lazar replied. “But this is way too big a job for me. We need to get a professional plumber out here right away. It might take a while to find one who can handle an emergency like this.”

That’s when Mrs. Stoker walked over.

“Relax, everybody,” she said. “I already called a plumber. He’s on his way. He’ll be here any minute. While we’re waiting, does anybody know a plumbing joke?”

Nobody knew any plumbing jokes.

“Well, I have one,” said Mrs. Stoker. “Do you know why plumbers fall asleep at work?”

“Why?” we asked.

“Because their job is so draining!” shouted Mrs. Stoker. “Get it? Draining?”

Mrs. Stoker is a joker. Before she was our principal, she was a stand-up comedian. We all laughed at her joke even though it wasn’t very funny. You should always laugh at the principal’s jokes. That’s the first rule of being a kid.

“Did you check the plumber’s references?” asked Miss Lazar. “There are a lot of bad plumbers out there.”

“This is an emergency,” Mrs. Stoker replied. “I hired the first plumber I could find.”

We stood out in the playground for a million hundred minutes waiting for the plumber to show up. But I didn’t mind. We had already missed reading and math. If this went on a little longer, we might miss social studies too.

“I’m worried,” said Miss Lazar. “If the pipes are clogged, the school might have to be shut down for days, weeks, or even months.”

I tried not to look happy. But if the school gets shut down, we won’t have to go to school anymore! I can just sit around and play video games all day.
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