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1

Whatever

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

My friends and I were hanging out in the playground before school, talking about our middle names. My middle name is Jervis. I know, it’s kind of a weird name, but I don’t care because everybody just calls me A.J. anyway.

“My middle name is Michael,” said Michael, who never ties his shoes.

“Wait,” said Alexia, this girl who rides a skateboard all the time. “Your first name is Michael, and your middle name is Michael too?”

“Yeah,” said Michael. “My parents liked the name Michael so much that they decided to give it to me twice.”

“Your parents are weird,” I told Michael.

“I don’t have a middle name,” said Ryan, who will eat anything, even stuff that isn’t food.



“Why not?” asked Neil, who we call the nude kid even though he wears clothes.

“Who needs a middle name?” Ryan replied. “Middle names don’t matter. What does anybody need a middle name for? When was the last time you used your middle name?”

Good point.

“My middle name is Isadora,” said Andrea, this annoying girl with curly brown hair.

“Isadora is a nice name,” said Emily, who thinks everything about Andrea is nice. “Why did your parents give you the middle name Isadora?”

“When I was born,” Andrea explained, “my dad looked at my face and said, ‘She is adorable!’ So my parents named me Isadora.”

“Oh,” I told Andrea, “I thought they named you Isadora because your dad took one look at your face and said, ‘It looks like a door.’”

“Oh, snap!” said Ryan. Everybody laughed. Well, everybody except Andrea and Emily.

“That’s mean!” Andrea said.

The bell rang, and we had to go to Miss Banks’s class. Bummer in the summer!

“I have an announcement to make,” said Miss Banks. “I got married over the weekend. From now on, my name is Mrs. Flugelhorn.”



WHAT?

She wrote MRS. FLUGELHORN in big letters on the whiteboard.

“That’s wonderful news!” said Andrea.

“Congratulations, Mrs. Flugelhorn!” said Alexia and Neil.

We were all happy for Miss Banks.
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“Just kidding,” said Miss Banks. “I didn’t get married.”

Oh, man! She got us again!

Miss Banks pulls lots of pranks. You can read about her in Miss Banks Pulls Lots of Pranks!—a book that has the perfect title.

“Turn to page twenty-three in your math books,” said Miss Banks.

Ugh. I hate math.

But luckily, we didn’t have to do math. Because you’ll never believe who poked her head into the door at that moment.

Nobody! It would hurt if you poked your head into a door! But you’ll never believe who poked her head into the doorway. It was our principal, Mrs. Stoker.



“Hey, everybody!” Mrs. Stoker said cheerfully. “What do you call a teacher who forgets to take attendance?”

“What?” we asked.

“Absent-minded!” said Mrs. Stoker. “Get it?”

We got it.

“Say, why did the fourth grader eat her homework?” asked Mrs. Stoker.

“Why?” we asked.

“Because the teacher told her it was a piece of cake!” said Mrs. Stoker.

She slapped her knee, which is what grown-ups do when they think something is really funny. Nobody knows why. I laughed even though I didn’t see how anybody could confuse homework with cake. They’re completely different things.

Mrs. Stoker used to be a stand-up comedian. You can read about her in a book called Mrs. Stoker Is a Joker!

“While you’re here,” said Miss Banks, “is there any chance I can get more glue sticks? We’re running out of them.”

“I’m really sorry,” replied Mrs. Stoker, “but there’s no money left in the budget this year to buy school supplies.”

Miss Banks looked sad.

“The reason why I came in here,” continued Mrs. Stoker, “is that I want to introduce a new member of our staff at Ella Mentry School.”

She went out in the hallway. We could hear her arguing with somebody out there . . .

“Let’s go!”

“I don’t want to go in there.”

“You have to!”

“Why?”

“Because your mother said so! What are you going to do with your life?”

“Whatever. Not this.”

“You need some purpose.”

“Whatever.”

Mrs. Stoker came back in, dragging a teenage girl by her hand. The girl had on a mean face, the kind of face teenagers have on all the time.

“This is our new teacher’s aide, Sabrina,” said Mrs. Stoker. “You can call her Miss Sherman.”
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“She’s pretty!” said Andrea, who thinks everybody is pretty.

“Say hello to Miss Sherman, class,” said Mrs. Stoker.

“Hello, Miss Sherman,” we all repeated.

Miss Sherman grunted something, but I couldn’t tell what she said.



“I didn’t request a teacher’s aide,” said Miss Banks. She looked a little annoyed, and I could understand why. The school didn’t have money to buy glue sticks, but it could afford to hire a teacher’s aide? Not fair.

“Miss Sherman is my niece,” said Mrs. Stoker. “She graduated from high school last June.”

“Ooooh,” said Andrea. “Are you going to college, Miss Sherman? I want to go to Harvard someday.”

“Whatever,” said Miss Sherman.*

“Sabrina isn’t quite ready for college yet,” said Mrs. Stoker. “But she needs a job. So I hired her to be a teacher’s aide. Her parents feel she needs some direction in her life. Right, Sabrina?”

“Whatever,” said Miss Sherman.

Man, she sure says “whatever” a lot.






2

Modern Math

Mrs. Stoker left, and Miss Sherman took a seat in the back of the room, near my desk.

“Okay,” said Miss Banks. “Turn to page twenty-three in your math books.”

Ugh. While we got out our math books, I turned around to look at Miss Sherman. She was holding her cell phone up in front of her, putting on lipstick, and shooting selfies.

“Today we’re going to work on multiplication,” said Miss Banks. “Who can recite the six times table?”

A few kids raised their hands. Miss Banks called on Andrea, of course.

“Six times one is six,” said Andrea. “Six times two is twelve . . .”

While Andrea was going through the six times table, I turned around to look at Miss Sherman again. She was whispering into her phone.

“OMG!” she whispered. “Guess what? I’m a teacher’s aide. LOL. Can you believe it? BTW FYI I have to babysit for a bunch of fourth-grade nerds. JK IDK why TBH SMH IDC TTYS TXT me.”

Andrea finished the six times table.

“Very good, Andrea,” said Miss Banks. “Excuse me, Miss Sherman, what are you doing?”

“Right now?” she replied. “I’m updating my profile on Instaface.”

Miss Banks let out a sigh. She sighs a lot. Nobody knows why.

“Okay,” she said. “Now let’s work on the seven times table.”

What a snoozefest. While Miss Banks was going over the seven times table, I looked over at Miss Sherman again. This time, she had propped her phone up on her desk so she could shoot video of herself, and she was doing a little dance in the back of the room.

Miss Banks stopped talking about the seven times table.
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“Excuse me, Miss Sherman,” she said. “We’re working on math now. Not dancing.”

“Oh,” replied Miss Sherman. “I’m good at math.”

“Really?” Miss Banks said. “Well, perhaps you’d like to come up to the front of the class and teach a math problem to the students.”

“Math problem? No problem.”

Miss Sherman skipped up to the whiteboard and picked up a marker.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s say I have ten thousand followers to my MeTube channel, and I make a video that goes viral. And I get, like, thirty-four thousand new followers. So the next day I get an email from, like, Burger Queen. They say they’ll pay me if I mention Burger Queen in my next video. So I do it. They put my video in one of their commercials, and the next day I get, like, fifty-four thousand new followers. How many followers will I have altogether?”

“That’s your math problem?” Miss Banks asked. She slapped her own forehead. Grown-ups are always slapping their own forehead. Nobody knows why.

Andrea waved her hand in the air like she was washing a really big window.

“You will have ninety-eight thousand followers altogether!” Andrea shouted.

“Yeah,” said Miss Sherman. “Something like that.”
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Andrea smiled the smile that she smiles to let everybody know she knows something nobody else knows.

“You must be really smart, Miss Sherman,” said Emily.

“Do you know the eleven times table?” asked Neil.



“Who cares about multiplication?” snorted Miss Sherman. “My phone has a built-in calculator. The only people who need to know times tables are teachers.”

“Ooooooh!” everybody oooooohed.

Miss Banks looked annoyed.

“Tell me, Miss Sherman,” she said, “what do you think is more important for children to learn than math?”

“Lots of stuff,” replied Miss Sherman. “Kids need to know how to shoot awesome videos and how to post them online to get the most likes. They should know what’s the coolest new hair color, and which celebrity is dating which other celebrity. They need to know which flavor of bubble tea everybody’s drinking this week, and who’s going to be playing at Coachella. You know, important stuff.”

Miss Banks closed her eyes and shook her head slowly from side to side.* That’s when the weirdest thing in the history of the world happened.

But I’m not going to tell you what it was.

Okay, okay, I’ll tell you. But you have to read the next chapter. So nah-nah-nah boo-boo on you!
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