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Monday mor ning,
and back to school. Thefog rollsin from the shore. Thefoghorn.by the ocean blowsitssound..

Inthe Fourth Grade Emmasays, “ We cannot seethe seathrough thefog, Itlooksboring outside.” Seth
says, “It'ssofoggy you can't even seethegrass.”

Suddenly thefireaarm sounds.

Emmacomplains, “Ohmy ears.” Seth says,
“Why can't they turn thevolume down?’

The Fourth Grade studentsrush into the hall-
way. “Walk dowly, children,” urgestheFourth
Gradeteacher. “ Just likeyou didfor thefiredrill
last week.”

All the school’ sstudents go outside. The chil-
dren stand quietly. They look for smoke, but
seenone.

“Thismust beafiredrill,” saysEmma”But we

had afiredrill last week,” adds Seth.
Theteacher tellsthe studentsthat thisisnot adrill, but
that thereisnofire

Emmasays, “ Something suspiciousishappening.”




Tuesday morning

andfogrollsin. Thefoghorn continuesitswarning.. “ Another foggy day,” saysTaylor. “I hear thefoghorn,”
p

sad Stephanie. Thefiredarm goesoff.
Stephanie says, “Why isthefirealarm
going off two daysinarow?’ Taylor
answers, “It’sloud, too.” Everyonein
thefourth gradefilesoutsdecamly. Ev-
eryonein thewhole school walksout-
gdecdmly. “Thisisprobably afiredrill,”
says Stephanie. “1 can’'t smell any
smoke,” saysTaylor. “Unlessyou have
acold,” suggests Stephanie.
Thereisnofire. Thisisnot adrill. But
no onepulled thefireaarm. “Thisis
gettingwierd,” saysTaylor.




Wednesday morning

and thefog comes again. Thefoghorn soundsagain. So doesthefire
alarm. Lineupsinglefile,” calsAustin “I'll lead you out,” says Jacob.
“Everythingisokay. Youwill beall right.” Austin, Jacob, and Robert
guidethelittle children and theteachersand aidsoutside.
“Thistimeit'sprobably not afiredrill,” saysAustin. “But there’'sno
fire,” saysJacob. .“ Andlook at thefirealarm,” pointsout Robert. “ No
onepulledthefiredarm.”

Thursday morning

andthesky iscloudy but thereisnofog. Thefiredarm soundsagain. “ Did someonepull thefireadarm?’
asksEmma. “I don’t think anyoneturned
inanaarm,” says Seth. “ Should we pay
attentionto theaarm?’ questionsTaylor.
“Wemust gooutside,” Stephanieingsts.
Austin, Jacob, and Robert ask their
teacher to let them seethe Principal . She
saysyes. Theother Fourth Grade students
leavethe classroom and walk outside.
WhenAustin, Jacob, and Robert reach the
Principd’sofficethey smdl smoke. “ Quick!
Openthedoor!” saysAustin. Robert opens
thedoor. “Gooninside!” saysJacob.
ThePrincipd isnotin hisoffice. But snoke
ishillowing from thewastebaske!
“Quick! Shout for miantenance,” Jacob
shoutsdown the hall. We need helpfrom

maintenance. The Maintenance Supervi-
sor runsin, picksup thewastebasket with
atowel, andthey al help carry it outside.
They pour water into thewastebasket and
put out thefire.




Friday morning
and the sun shines brightly. No fog, no foghorn. No firealarm..The Fourth Grade teacher tellsall the
students, “ Gotothe Principa’sOffice.” “Uh-oh,” they al say. Austinwonders, “ Perhapswe should have
knocked first at the Principa’ adoor.”
ThePrincipa meetsthem. Hesays, “ You waked outside quietly when thefiredarm sounded for thefourth
day inarow, and the othersfound the burning waste container.”
ThePrincipal presentsan award to the Fourth Grade. “ But why did thea arm sound every day?” ask the
children.
“Maintenance explained that thefog inddethea arm madethe e ectronicsdamp,” answered the Principal.
“It caused afalseaarm each day. You al did theright thing, even though the school cried firetoo many
times”




