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TO THE READER:

This is the first My Weird School book to be written with the help of artificial intelligence (AI).*
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My name is A.J., and I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking about restrooms. I know because that’s what I’m thinking about.

Why do they call them restrooms? Nobody goes in there to rest. I don’t go to the restroom because I’m tired. I go because I have to pee or poop. They don’t even have a bed or a comfy chair in there. If I want to take a rest, I’ll stay home.
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My point is . . . it was Friday. I was in Miss Banks’s class. She was talking about animals and how they digest food. Why do we have to learn that stuff? I’m never going to feed a moose.

“Who can tell me what a carnivorous animal eats?” Miss Banks asked.

Andrea Young, this annoying girl with curly brown hair, raised her hand. Of course.

“Oooooh! Oooooh! I know!” oohed Andrea. She was waving her hand in the air like she was trying to signal a plane from a desert island.

Andrea thinks she knows everything. She reads the dictionary for fun. What is her problem? I put my hand up just so Andrea wouldn’t get to answer the question. Miss Banks called on me.

“A.J., what does a carnivorous animal eat?”

“Carnivorous animals eat cars,” I replied. “That’s why they’re called car-nivorous.”

Everybody laughed even though I didn’t say anything funny.

“That’s wrong, Arlo!” said Andrea, who calls me by my real name because she knows I don’t like it. “Carnivorous animals eat meat.”

“Very good, Andrea,” said Miss Banks. “And who can tell me what herbivores eat?”

“Oooooh! Oooooh!” oohed Andrea.

“Herbivores eat guys named Herb,” I shouted.

“They do not!” said Andrea. “They eat plants!”

“That’s right,” said Miss Banks.

I know what carnivores and herbivores eat. I was just yanking Andrea’s chain. But that’s when the weirdest thing in the history of the world happened. You’ll never believe who walked into the door at that moment.

Nobody! Why would you walk into a door? You could get a concussion. But you’ll never believe who walked into the doorway.

It was Mrs. Stoker, the principal of Ella Mentry School! Mrs. Stoker is a joker. When she’s not being our principal, she’s a stand-up comedian.

“Hey, Fourth Graders,” she said. “Do you know why the man fell into a hole in the ground?”
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“No,” we all replied. “Why did the man fall into a hole in the ground?”

“Because he couldn’t see that well!” said Mrs. Stoker. “Get it? See that well?”

We all laughed even though it wasn’t that funny. You should always laugh at the principal’s jokes. That’s the first rule of being a kid.

“But seriously,” said Mrs. Stoker, “I have some news for you kids.”

Uh-oh. I didn’t like the sound of that. No news is good news.

“Now that you’re in fourth grade,” continued Mrs. Stoker, “you get to participate in extracurricular activities!”

Huh? Extracurricular? That word is way too long.*

“What does extracurricular mean?” asked Michael, who never ties his shoes.

“It means we can join clubs,” said Little Miss Know-It-All. Andrea smiled the smile she smiles to let everybody know she knows something nobody else knows.

Mrs. Stoker told us that first, second, and third graders aren’t allowed to join school clubs because they’re not “mature” enough. That’s grown-up talk for “little kids are dumbheads.”

“This is Extracurricular Activity Week at Ella Mentry School,” said Mrs. Stoker. “We have lots of after-school clubs you can join blah blah blah blah whatever you’re into blah blah blah blah there are bound to be others who share in your interests blah blah blah blah joining clubs will show colleges someday that you have passions and you’re willing to go out into the world to pursue what you love.”

Ugh. She said the L word.

“This is great!” said Andrea. “Joining clubs is going to help me get into Harvard someday.”

“But the most important thing is to have fun!” said Mrs. Stoker. “Blah blah blah blah sign-up sheet tomorrow blah blah blah blah . . .”

She went on and on, but we got the idea.

“I’m gonna join the Football Club,” said Michael.

“I’m gonna join the Gourmet Club,” said Ryan, who will eat anything, even stuff that isn’t food.

“I’m gonna join the Pokémon Card Club,” said Neil, who we call the nude kid even though he wears clothes.

“I’m gonna join the Extreme Sports Club,” said Alexia, this girl who rides a skateboard all the time.

“I’m gonna join the Future Lawyers of America Club,” said Andrea.

“Me too,” said Emily, who always does everything Andrea does.

“Great!” said Mrs. Stoker. “You kids are going to have so much fun!”
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Fun? Every time a grown-up tells me something is going to be fun, it’s never fun. It’s just a way for grown-ups to teach us more stuff. It’s bad enough that we have to learn so much stuff in school. Then we have to learn even more stuff after school too. No fair!

I’m onto their tricks, though. There was no way these extracurricular activities were going to be fun.

At dismissal on Monday, we had to Pringle up and march to the gym. Alexia was the line leader. Emily was the door holder. There was a big banner on the wall of the gym that said SIGN UP FOR EXTRACURRICULAR ACTIVITIES! A skinny lady I had never seen before was standing behind a table. Mrs. Stoker introduced her.
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“This is Mrs. Marge,” she told us. “She’s in charge of the extracurricular activities program here at Ella Mentry School.”

“Welcome, Fourth Graders!” said Mrs. Marge. “Joining clubs will give you the opportunity to explore your interests blah blah blah blah learn new things blah blah blah blah connect with others who have similar hobbies blah blah blah blah express your creativity blah blah blah blah get involved blah blah blah blah . . .”

What a snoozefest! There were a bunch of clipboards on the table, and each one was for a different club we could join. I looked over the list of clubs—the Math Club, the Chess Club, the Computer Club, the Drama Club, the Book Club . . .

Book club? Ugh. No way I was going to join that club! Books are boring. I don’t even know why you’re reading this one.

All those clubs sounded boring to me. But that’s when I saw a club that seemed really interesting—the Steve Club.

“What’s the Steve Club?” I asked Mrs. Marge.

“It’s a club for people named Steve,” she replied.

WHAT?!

I figured she was just making a joke. A club for people named Steve?* I don’t know anybody named Steve. I think there’s only one kid in the whole school named Steve.

I decided that it would be hilarious to join a club for people named Steve. So I picked up the pen that was attached to the clipboard.

“What’s your name?” asked Mrs. Marge.

“A.J.,” I replied.

“Why do you want to be in the Steve Club, A.J.?” she asked.

“I always liked the name Steve,” I told her. “My parents almost named me Steve.”

“I see,” said Mrs. Marge. “Well, Ella Mentry School is all about acceptance and inclusion. Ordinarily, the Steve Club is made up of kids named Steve. But it wouldn’t be fair if we only let certain people join certain clubs. So we’ll make an exception in your case. Congratulations, A.J. You are officially a member of the Steve Club.”

“YAY!” I shouted, which is also “YAY” backward. I signed the clipboard.

Ryan heard what was going on and walked over.

“Hey, did you join a club?” he asked me.

“Yeah,” I said. “I just joined the Steve Club.”
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“That sounds cool,” said Ryan. “Can I join too?”

“You have to ask Mrs. Marge,” I told him. “She gave me special permission even though my name isn’t Steve.”

Ryan looked up at Mrs. Marge. “I’d like to join the Steve Club,” he said.

“What’s your name?” she asked him.

“Ryan,” said Ryan.

“Is your middle name Steve?”

“No.”

“Why do you want to join the Steve Club, Ryan?” asked Mrs. Marge.

“I want to be in a club with A.J.,” he replied.

“Hmmm,” said Mrs. Marge. “Our school doesn’t discriminate against people just because they aren’t named Steve. So, welcome to the Steve Club, Ryan.”

“YAY!” Ryan and I shouted.

Michael and Neil came over to see what all the fuss was about. We told them that we signed up for the Steve Club.

“No fair!” said Michael. “I want to be in the Steve Club.”

“Yeah, me too,” said Neil.

“What are your names?” asked Mrs. Marge.

“Michael,” said Michael.

“Neil,” said Neil.

“Why do you boys want to join the Steve Club?” she asked them.

“Because A.J. and Ryan are in it,” said Neil.

Mrs. Marge let out a sigh and said Michael and Neil could join the Steve Club.

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

“Can girls be in the Steve Club?” asked Alexia.

Mrs. Marge looked at Alexia.

“It wouldn’t be fair to say that girls can’t join a certain club,” she told Alexia, “or that boys can’t join a certain club. So, yes, you can join the Steve Club.”

“YAY!” we all shouted.

A few other kids saw that the Steve Club was really popular, and they signed up too. The sign-up sheet was full of names that weren’t Steve.

I looked over the clipboards for some of the other clubs. That’s when the weirdest thing in the history of the world happened. Some fifth grader came over to the table.

“I’d like to join the Steve Club,” he said.

“What’s your name?” asked Mrs. Marge.

“Steve,” the kid replied.

“I’m sorry, Steve,” said Mrs. Marge. “The Steve Club is full. We can’t accept any new members at this time. I wish you had been here a little earlier.”

“No fair!” said Steve.

Something tells me that extracurricular activities are going to be weird.
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