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To all the math teachers

Special thanks to these terrific teachers for their feedback and suggestions: Harley Abrevaya, Colleen Amaral, Lisa Anne, Alison Thomes Beedy, BendanLo and July Bennett, Emily Bryant, Chantal Castille, Amanda Cleary Deal, Karen Dent, Mrs. DiLillo, Sue Ernst, Joshua Ezekiel, Tamara Fay, Krystin Feole, Basil Frankweiler, Symberly Breann Glisson, Tammy Docter Goodman, Allison Jane, Tina Koenig, Patty Kropp, Ash Lee, Wendy Bowman-Levine, Kristin Mason, Mrs. Messina, Julie Gordon Olson, Jodi Waldan Ritacco, Sarah Rogers, Amy Sandler, Amy Simon, Michelle Snyder, Megan Snover, Mrs. Tanner, Leslie Bailin Weintraub, and Mary Zdrojewski.
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My name is A.J., and I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking about sporks. Because that’s what I’m thinking about. A spork is a tool that is a spoon and a fork all in one. I heard you can also get a knife and a fork all in one. It’s called a knork. I think somebody should invent a combination fork, spoon, and knife. They could call it a knoof.

The point is, we had just arrived in Miss Banks’s class on Monday morning.

“I have an announcement to make,” Miss Banks said as we put our backpacks in our cubbies and sat down. “I’m not going to teach math today.”

“YAY!” everybody shouted, which is also “YAY” backward. We all high-fived each other.

“Just kidding,” said Miss Banks. “We do math every day!”

“BOO!” everybody shouted, which is “OOB” backward. Miss Banks pulls lots of pranks.

“Time is fun when you’re having flies!” she said. “Turn to page twenty-three in your math books.”

Ugh. Math stinks! Why do we need to learn math if we have calculators? But we never had the chance to open our math books. You’ll never believe who walked through the door at that moment.

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

It was our principal, Mrs. Stoker.

“To what do I owe the pleasure of your company?” asked Miss Banks.

That’s grown-up talk for “What are you doing here?”
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“I have an important announcement,” said Mrs. Stoker. “But first, do you know why six was afraid of seven?”

“Why?” we all asked.

“Because seven ate nine!” she said. “Get it?”

That’s the oldest joke in the book. But we all laughed because you should always laugh at the principal’s jokes. Mrs. Stoker is a joker. When she’s not our principal, she’s a stand-up comedian.

“Hey,” said Mrs. Stoker, “why can’t a nose be twelve inches long?”

“Why?” we asked.

“Because then it would be a foot!” said Mrs. Stoker. She slapped her knee because grown-ups always slap their knee when they think something is funny. Nobody knows why.

“But seriously,” said Mrs. Stoker. “Miss Banks isn’t going to teach you math today.”

“For real?” I asked.

“Yes, for real!”

“YAY!” we all shouted, high-fiving each other again.

“Because somebody else is going to teach you math today,” said Mrs. Stoker.

WHAT?!

“The math scores at Ella Mentry School are way down,” said Mrs. Stoker. “So I decided to bring in a math expert to help us improve our scores.”

“BOO!” we all shouted, except for Andrea Young, this annoying girl with curly brown hair.

“I love math!” said Andrea.

“I love math too,” said Emily, who always loves everything Andrea loves.

“Then you’re really going to love Ms. Greene,” said Mrs. Stoker.

A lady came into the room. She was wearing a dress that had numbers all over it.

“Hi!” said Ms. Greene. “Say, how many of you hate math?”

“I do!” said Ryan, who will eat anything, even stuff that isn’t food.

“I do!” said Neil, who we call the nude kid even though he wears clothes.

“Math stinks!” I said.

Mrs. Stoker told us she had to go to a meeting. Principals are always going to meetings. Nobody knows why.

“I’ll stop by later to see how you’re making out,” she said.

Ugh, gross! I’m not going to make out with anybody.

“Why do I need to learn math?” Alexia asked after Mrs. Stoker left. “I’m not going to become a math teacher. When I grow up, I’m going to be a professional skateboarder.”

“Oh, skateboarding is all about math!” said Ms. Greene.

“No way,” said Alexia.

“What is it called when you jump up, spin around on your skateboard, and land facing the opposite direction?” asked Ms. Greene.

“That’s called a one-eighty,” Alexia replied. She knows all about skateboarding.

“Right,” said Ms. Greene. “You spin your skateboard around a hundred eighty degrees. That’s half a circle. And what’s it called when you spin all the way around?”

“That’s called a three-sixty,” Alexia told her.

“Correct,” said Ms. Greene. “There are three hundred sixty degrees in a circle, and one hundred eighty times two is three hundred sixty. And what’s it called when you spin around twice?”

“That’s a seven-twenty,” Alexia told her.

“Very good,” said Ms. Greene. “Because three hundred sixty times two equals seven hundred twenty. And if you spun around three times it would be a thousand-eighty. That’s math! Math is everywhere!”

“I never thought of that,” admitted Alexia.

“Oh, yeah?” said Michael, who never ties his shoes. “I don’t like skateboarding. I like football, and when I grow up, I’m going to be a pro football player. I won’t need to know math.”

“Sure you will,” said Ms. Greene. “Football is all about math.”

“No way,” said Michael.

“Let’s say your team is losing twenty-one to fourteen,” said Ms. Greene. “You have the ball on your own forty-yard line. How many yards do you need to move the ball to score a touchdown?”
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“Sixty yards,” replied Michael.

“Right,” said Ms. Greene. “A football field is a hundred yards long, and a hundred minus forty equals sixty. And let’s say you score a touchdown on the next play. What’s the score now?”

“Twenty-one to twenty,” replied Michael.

“Correct,” said Ms. Greene. “Because a touchdown is six points, and fourteen plus six equals twenty. So do you kick the extra point?”

“Well,” said Michael, “if we kick the extra point, it will tie the game at twenty-one to twenty-one. Or, we could go for the two-point conversion to take a twenty-two to twenty-one lead.”

“See?” said Ms. Greene. “That’s football math!”

“I never thought of that,” admitted Michael.

Neil said he likes video games, and Ms. Greene showed how video games are all about math. Emily said she likes horses, and Ms. Greene showed how horses are all about math. Every time somebody brought up a subject, Ms. Greene showed how it was all about math.*

“You see,” she said, “math is everywhere! Any subject you can name—”

She didn’t have the chance to finish her sentence because 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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The weird thing that happened was that somebody farted.

Okay, I said it. I know you’re not supposed to talk about farting in a children’s book. Nobody knows why. But it happened! Farting is part of life. Anyway, Ms. Greene was telling Ryan how soccer was all about math when somebody let out a loud fart.

It was the funniest thing in the history of the world. Everybody started giggling. You should always giggle when somebody farts. That’s the first rule of being a kid. Farting is hilarious. Nobody knows why. I bet when some caveman blasted out the first fart, the other people in the cave started giggling.

“Who farted?” I asked.

“It wasn’t me,” said Ryan.

“Wasn’t me,” said Michael.

“Wasn’t me,” said Neil.

Nobody wanted to admit they farted.

“It doesn’t matter who farted,” said Ms. Greene. “Farting is all about math too!”

“WHAT?!” we all said.

“Did you know that the average person farts twenty times a day?” asked Ms. Greene.

“WOW,” we all said, which is also “WOW” backward.

“How many students go to Ella Mentry School?” asked Ms. Greene.

“About two hundred,” replied Miss Banks.

“So if two hundred kids each fart twenty times in a day,” said Ms. Greene, “how many times does the whole school fart every day?”

Everybody rushed to get out pencils and papers so they could figure out how much the school farts every day. Andrea was the first one to come up with the answer, of course.

“Two hundred times twenty equals four thousand,” she said. Then she smiled the smile she smiles to let everybody know she knows something nobody else knows.

“Right!” said Ms. Greene. “So the kids at Ella Mentry School fart four thousand times each day.”

“WOW,” we all said, which is “MOM” upside down.
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“Farting is all about math,” said Ms. Greene. “Math is everywhere!”*

“And that’s why math stinks,” I said.

“I didn’t know our school farted so much,” said Ryan. “Four thousand farts!”

“And that’s not even counting the teachers,” said Alexia.

“Teachers never fart,” insisted Miss Banks.

They do too. Everybody farts. Even teachers. And do you want to know a secret? I know who let out the fart that started the whole discussion.

It was me. Shhhh, don’t tell anybody.
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We didn’t see Ms. Greene for a week after that. Miss Banks told us that Ms. Greene would be coming to our class once a week, every Monday, to help us with our math skills. Sure enough, the next Monday she was back.

“Are you ready for NUMMM-BERS?” she shouted, like a wrestling announcer.

“Yes!” shouted all the girls.

“No!” shouted all the boys.

Alexia leaned over to me when Ms. Greene took off her coat.

“I think Ms. Greene is pregnant,” she whispered.

“How do you know?” I whispered back.

“She has a baby bump on her tummy,” Alexia whispered.

“I don’t see it,” I replied.

“Trust me,” whispered Alexia. “She’s pregnant. My mom looked like that when she was pregnant.”

“Shhhhh!” whispered Andrea. “It’s none of your business whether or not Ms. Greene is pregnant. That’s personal.”

I guess Ms. Greene heard us whispering, because she said, “Yes, I’m pregnant! This is a teachable moment!”

Ugh, I hate teachable moments. It means we have to learn stuff.

“Who knows what circumference is?” asked Ms. Greene.

Sir Cumference? Was he one of the knights of the round table?

“Not me.”

“Not me.”

“Not me.”

In case you were wondering, nobody knew what circumference was. But then, of course, Andrea stuck her hand in the air and waved it around like she was washing a big window. Ms. Greene called on her.

“Circumference is the distance around a circle,” Andrea said.

“That’s right!”
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