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My name is A.J. and I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking I should watch my mouth.

“Watch your mouth, A.J.,” my teacher Mr. Cooper is always telling me.

I don’t get it. Grown-ups are always telling me to watch my mouth. How can I watch my mouth? It’s right under my eyes. I can’t watch it.

I can’t watch my ears, either, because they’re over on the sides of my head. I tried to watch them, but they were too far away. I could watch my nose, but then I’d be cross-eyed.

So basically, I can’t watch any of the stuff on my face, unless I look in a mirror.

The point is, I was at Ella Mentry School last week when the whole third grade got called down to the all-porpoise room. I don’t know why they call it the all-porpoise room. There are no dolphins in there.

So we lined up and walked a million hundred miles. When we finally got to the all-porpoise room, you’ll never believe who was up on the stage.
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It was Dr. Carbles, the president of the Board of Education!*

He’s a mean man who drives a tank to school. What is his problem? Dr. Carbles was standing next to our principal, Mr. Klutz, who has no hair at all. He used to have hair, but it fell out a long time ago. Nobody knows why.

“Ten . . . hut!” shouted Dr. Carbles.

Why was he counting huts? There weren’t any huts in the all-porpoise room. What do huts have to do with anything? But everybody stood at attention, as if we were soldiers.

“I have an announcement to make,” Dr. Carbles shouted. “I called you in here to tell you blah blah blah blah one week from today all the students at Ella Mentry School will be taking a standardized test blah blah blah blah. You third graders will take the Fundamental Arithmetic/Reading Test.”
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Ugh, I hate standardized tests. A big groan spread across the all-porpoise room.

Dr. Carbles held up a sign that said “Fundamental Arithmetic/Reading Test.” We all started elbowing each other and giggling because we realized that the first letters of the Fundamental Arithmetic/Reading Test spelled “FART.”

Anytime anybody says anything that sounds like “fart,” you have to giggle and elbow the person next to you. That’s the first rule of being a kid.

“Quiet!” shouted Dr. Carbles. “Sit down!”

We sat down.

“Dr. Carbles said FART,” I whispered to my friend Michael, who never ties his shoes.

“What do you think is going to be on the F.A.R.T.?” whispered Ryan, who will eat anything, even stuff that isn’t food.

“I heard the F.A.R.T. is really hard,” whispered Neil, who we call the nude kid even though he wears clothes.

“What happens if we fail the F.A.R.T.?” whispered Alexia, this girl who rides a skateboard all the time.

“I’m going to study for the F.A.R.T. as soon as I get home from school,” whispered Andrea, this annoying girl with curly brown hair.

“Me too,” whispered Emily, who does everything Andrea does.

Everybody in the all-porpoise room was buzzing about the F.A.R.T. But not like bees. That would be weird. Mr. Klutz held up his hand and made a peace sign, which means shut up. But everybody ignored him.

“STOP SAYING FART!” shouted Dr. Carbles. “Watch your mouths!”

Even the teachers were freaking out about the F.A.R.T.

“Oh no, not the F.A.R.T.,” groaned Mr. Cooper.

Mrs. Roopy, our librarian, slapped her own forehead. Mr. Docker, our science teacher, rolled his eyes. Mrs. Jaffee, our vice principal, put her head in her hands. One of the other third-grade teachers slumped in her seat. The teachers must hate standardized tests just as much as kids do.
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Everybody in the all-porpoise room was complaining about the F.A.R.T.

“Quiet!” shouted Dr. Carbles. “You kids had better score high on the Fundamental Arithmetic/Reading Test. Or else! Blah blah blah blah. Now get out of here! Go back to your classes! Beat it!”

“Okay, Pringle up, everybody,” said Mr. Cooper.

We lined up like Pringles and marched out of the all-porpoise room.

“Left! Right! Left! Right!” shouted Dr. Carbles.

It took a million hundred hours to march back to our classroom. When we passed by the front office, I saw Dr. Carbles yelling at Mr. Klutz.

“At last, I’ll be able to shut down this terrible school,” Dr. Carbles said, rubbing his hands together. “You’ll be finished, Klutz! Finished! For good! Bwa-ha-ha!”

Anytime grown-ups rub their hands together and say “bwa-ha-ha,” you know they want to take over the world. That’s the first rule of being a grown-up.

“But . . . but . . . but . . .” said Mr. Klutz.

I giggled because Mr. Klutz said “but,” which sounds just like “butt” even though there’s only one t.

“Do you think Dr. Carbles would really shut down our school?” asked Andrea.

“He can do anything he wants,” said Alexia. “He’s the president of the Board of Education. That’s like being a king.”

Wait a minute. That’s when it hit me. If Dr. Carbles shuts down our school, we won’t have to go to school anymore.

Sounds good to me!

What’s the problem?
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The next day, Mr. Cooper came running into the class, all excited. Mr. Cooper thinks he’s a superhero, and he wears a cape. What’s up with that?

“We have five days to get ready for the F.A.R.T.,” he announced. “We’re not going to let Dr. Carbles shut down Ella Mentry School, are we, kids?”

“No!” shouted all the girls.

“Yes!” shouted all the boys.

“We’re gonna fight for our school!” said Mr. Cooper. “Isn’t that right, kids?”

“Yes!” shouted all the girls.

“No!” shouted all the boys.

There were some basic disagreements about education between the boys and the girls.

“You kids are going to crush the F.A.R.T.!” yelled Mr. Cooper.

“CRUSH . . . THE . . . F.A.R.T.!” Ryan chanted as he stood up. “CRUSH . . . THE . . . F.A.R.T.!”

We all jumped up and started chanting “CRUSH THE F.A.R.T.!”

Chanting is cool. You should chant stuff whenever you can. That’s the first rule of being a kid.

Mr. Cooper lowered his voice to a whisper, like he was going to tell us a big secret.

“I’m going to tell you a big secret,” he whispered.

“Oooh, I love secrets!” said Alexia.

“I went on the internet,” said Mr. Cooper, “and I downloaded a practice F.A.R.T. This will help to prepare you for the real F.A.R.T.”

“I love practice tests!” said Andrea, who loves any kind of test, because it gives her the chance to show everybody how smart she is.

“Me too,” said Emily, of course.
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What is their problem? I hate all tests, real or practice.

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

“Yes, Andrea?” asked Mr. Cooper.

“Is the F.A.R.T. a multiple-choice test?” she asked.

Ugh. I hate multiple-choice tests. A multiple-choice test is a test that has more than one choice for the answers, so it has the perfect name. They give you the right answer. It’s staring you in the face. But they also throw in a bunch of wrong answers so you don’t know which answer is the right one. That’s mean! It would be a lot easier if multiple-choice tests only gave you one choice.*

“No, Andrea,” said Mr. Cooper. “It’s not multiple-choice. The F.A.R.T. is a fill-in-the-blanks test.”

Oh, good! Filling in blanks is a lot easier. You can write anything you want.

Mr. Cooper told us to take out our number two pencils. We all started giggling because Mr. Cooper said “number two.” Anytime a grown-up says “number two,” you should giggle. Because we all know what number two means, and it has nothing to do with pencils.

“I’m going to pass out—” Mr. Cooper said.

“He’s going to pass out!” shouted Ryan.

“Call an ambulance!” shouted Michael.

“I’m going to pass out the practice tests,” said Mr. Cooper.

“Oh,” said Ryan and Michael.

“This will be just like a real F.A.R.T.,” Mr. Cooper explained as he handed each of us a sheet of paper. “The reading questions are on the front, and the arithmetic questions are on the back. You’ll have ten minutes to complete both sides. Ready? Set? Go!”

Mr. Cooper set a timer. I looked at the first paragraph on the sheet. It said: One day, Tony and Maria were walking home from school. They stopped off at a store that was selling bicycles . . . blah blah blah blah.

There was other stuff about Tony and Maria getting into trouble or something. I didn’t read the whole thing. Then it asked: What is the main idea of this paragraph?

Well, that was easy. I filled in the blank by writing: Tony and Maria should take the bus.

Duh, right? I looked at the next question: Jack and Jill went up the hill to fetch a pail of water. Jack fell down and broke his crown, and Jill came tumbling after. What is the lesson of this story?

It was obvious! The lesson of the story is that Jack and Jill were dummies who should get water out of the faucet in their house, like normal people. I wrote that down.

“This is a piece of cake,” whispered Ryan, who sits next to me.

Huh? What did cake have to do with anything? Ryan is weird.

I looked at the next question. It was a really long paragraph. I didn’t read every word, but it had something to do with birds and bats. I scanned down to the bottom, where the question was: How are bats different from birds?

That was easy. I wrote this in the blank: You can’t hit a ball with a bird.

I looked at the next question: Look at this picture. What is going to happen next?

I looked at the picture. It was a drawing of a guy carrying an umbrella while two kids were tossing a ball back and forth and some lady was putting food on a picnic table.

What?! Anything could happen next. How was I supposed to know what was going to happen next? I raised my hand.

“How are we supposed to know what happens next?” I asked Mr. Cooper.

“Use your imagination,” he replied.

Hmmm. I used my imagination and filled in the blank: Next, a bear will attack the family and eat them. So instead of the family having a nice picnic, the bear has one.

I answered a few more questions like that. The F.A.R.T. was easy! I was halfway done, and I was crushing it. I gave Ryan a thumbs-up.
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I turned over the sheet to work on the math questions. Ugh. I hate math.

The first question had a picture of a shoebox with a bunch of spiders in it. The question was: Is the number of objects in the
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