



[image: Cover]













[image: Book Title Page]

















Copyright



This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.


Copyright © 2017 by Hachette Book Group, Inc.


CLASSROOM 13 is a trademark of Hachette Book Group, Inc.


Cover and interior art by Joelle Dreidemy.


Cover design by Véronique Sweet. Cover copyright © 2017 by Hachette Book Group, Inc.


Hachette Book Group supports the right to free expression and the value of copyright. The purpose of copyright is to encourage writers and artists to produce the creative works that enrich our culture.


The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission is a theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like permission to use material from the book (other than for review purposes), please contact permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.


Little, Brown and Company


Hachette Book Group


1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10104


Visit us at lb-kids.com


First Edition: September 2017


Little, Brown and Company is a division of Hachette Book Group, Inc.


The Little, Brown name and logo are trademarks of Hachette Book Group, Inc.


The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.


Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data


Names: Lee, Honest, author. | Gilbert, Matthew J., author. | Dreidemy, Joëlle, illustrator.


Title: The disastrous magical wishes of Classroom 13 / by Honest Lee & Matthew J. Gilbert ; art by Joelle Dreidemy.


Description: First Edition. | New York ; Boston : Little, Brown and Company, 2017. | Series: Classroom 13 series ; book 2 | Summary: “Ms. Linda and her students of Classroom 13 each get one wish granted from a dangerous Djinn, which brings chaos and hilarious moments to their lives”—Provided by publisher.


Identifiers: LCCN 2016038902| ISBN 9780316464543 (hardcover) | ISBN 9780316464567 (trade pbk.) | ISBN 9780316464550 (ebk.) | ISBN 9780316464529 (library ebk. edition)


Subjects: | CYAC: Wishes—Fiction. | Genies—Fiction. | Schools—Fiction. | Humorous stories.


Classification: LCC PZ7.1.L415 Dan 2017 | DDC [Fic]—dc23


LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2016038902


ISBNs: 978-0-316-46454-3 (hardcover), 978-0-316-46456-7 (pbk), 978-0-316-46455-0 (ebook)


E3-20170803-JV-PC















CHAPTER 1



Wishless Ms. Linda
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When wishless schoolteacher Ms. Linda LaCrosse woke up Thursday morning, she decided it would be another unfortunate day. And she was right.


First, she washed her hair with toothpaste, then brushed her teeth with shampoo and conditioner. It did not taste good—but her hair was minty fresh. When she got in her car, she realized it was out of gas. So she had to walk to work. On her way, the wind grew rather strong. It blew her down, and she scraped her knee. She wished that she had a wish (that would come true). But she didn’t have any wishes.


I did mention she was wishless.


Ms. Linda was almost to work, when she noticed a giant hole in the sidewalk. It appeared that someone had been digging. Probably mole people, she thought.


As she was walking around the hole, a large gust of wind came along. It blew her so hard, she fell backward into the hole.


Bonk! She fell right on her bottom. Halfway buried in the rubble beside her, she saw a golden lamp.


This was not the kind of lamp you plug in to light a room. It was an ancient oil lamp that could light up a room if you filled it with oil and lit it. (An oil lamp was one of the ways people saw at night a long time ago. Of course, then some wise guy went and invented electricity and put all the oil lamps out of business.)


“What an odd place to put a lamp,” Ms. Linda noted. She pulled the golden lamp out of the dirt and examined it. “It’s quite beautiful, though. I’ll take it to school and show my classroom. We can talk about other things one can find in the ground—rocks, worms, dinosaur bones.… Yes, what a great lesson!”


As she crawled out of the hole, Ms. Linda thought her day was starting to look up. Then, several bees started to chase her. She was only partially allergic and would not die. But bee stings still hurt. Ms. Linda knew, because bees loved to sting her. She had been stung one hundred and seventy-three times. And that was just this year.


The bees chased her all the way to the school.


When she got inside, she slammed the door shut and watched all the bees bop against the glass. “Ha! You didn’t get me!” Ms. Linda said. But one bee had flown ahead to wait for her inside the school. It stung her right on the lip.


“Ow! Ow! Ow!” Ms. Linda cried.


“You’re late again, Ms. Linda,” said the principal, pointing to his watch.


“Sawwy, Mistew Pwincipaw,” Ms. Linda said. She could no longer pronounce her r’s or her l’s because her lip was swollen.


She rushed down the hall in her heels—click clack, click clack, click clack—all the way to her classroom. Her classroom was number 13, which, if you don’t know, is a very unlucky number.


“Oh, students, I apowogize tewwibwy fow being tewwibwy wate,” Ms. Linda said. “I’ve had quite the awfuw mowning!”


Of her twenty-seven students (including Earl the Hamster), twenty-five of them were present. Santiago “Sniffles” Santos was not at school. He had a terrible flu. He begged his mom to let him go to school so he didn’t miss anything fun, but she insisted he stay home.


William was also not in class. He had told his grandma he had a stomachache so he could stay home. But he did not have a stomachache. He just wanted to stay home all day and watch cartoons.


Of the twenty-five students who were in class, only twenty-two of them were awake. Of those twenty-two, seven were on their phones. Of the fifteen left, two were arguing (over something dumb) and three were drawing Jedi lightsabers (which are not dumb at all).


Of the ten students left, four were playing a card game, three were flying drones, two were studying for today’s quiz, and one was running in circles. (You might think I’m talking about Earl, but I am not.)


Out of all twenty-five students present, none of them were happy to see Ms. Linda. They all liked Ms. Linda (especially after she gave them each a check for over a billion dollars), but they did not want to see Ms. Linda. Not today. Her lips were swollen to the size of two bananas, and she’d broken out into a terrible rash.


She looked quite monstrous.


“Ms. Linda!” Ava said, covering her eyes. “What happened to your face?”


“Are you turning into a zombie?” Teo asked.


“I am not tuwning into a zombie,” Ms. Linda explained. “I am pawtiawwy awwewgic to bee stings, and I was stung this mowning.”


“Ew,” said Mya.


“Gross,” said Madison.


“Votre visage est horrible!” shouted Hugo, who was from France and spoke only in French.


“That’s enough, chiwdwen,” Ms. Linda said. “Wet’s not waste anymowe time. You’we hewe to weawn, and I am hewe to teach. Today I found a gowden wamp.”


“You mean a golden lamp,” corrected Olivia.


“That’s what I said, a gowden wamp,” repeated Ms. Linda.


Ms. Linda pulled the golden lamp out of her purse. When the students saw it, they were already bored. “That lamp doesn’t even have a plug,” said Mark. “How’s it supposed to work?”


“Weww, wet me expwain,” Ms. Linda started. Noticing how dirty the lamp was, she gave it a hard rub with the palm of her hand. There was a loud crack of lightning and a poof of purple smoke—then a ghostly blue man appeared, floating in the middle of the classroom.
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