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CHAPTER 1
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It’s nine o’clock in the morning.

Nine o’clock on the dot.

The school bell peals with its unmistakable

RRIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIING

The children are out in the yard waiting for their teachers. Each class has formed its own very well ordered row. The smallest pupils are on the far left and the students in their final year are on the far right.

Suddenly, the adults begin to appear. As soon as they see their home room teacher, the children begin to follow them, just like ducklings behind their mother.

“Good morning, kids,” says Alicia, a grade three teacher. “Let’s go into class. Follow my lead!”

And all her pupils walk behind her.

“Come on in, guys. Let’s get to work!” says Alfredo, a grade five teacher.

And, just like the others had, all his students march behind him in perfect formation.

As they file into their classrooms, the rows of children disappear one by one.

“Hey!” Marta protests, crossing her arms. “What about us? Where’s Leandro?”

The little monsters’ class is the only one left in the yard. Have they been forgotten?

Peter, who’s first in line, looks at his wristwatch.

“It’s still early,” he tells his classmates. “It’s only five after nine. I’m sure Leandro will be here any moment!”

And they wait one minute ... another minute ... and another ... and another....

What’s more, since it’s the end of January, it’s quite cold outside. The wind blows right through the little monsters who, despite being warmly wrapped up, begin to shiver.

Camille pulls his scarf more tightly around his neck and tucks his hands into the pockets of his pants, trying to get warm.

“Where can Leandro be?” Leticia asks, in a small voice. “What time is it?”

Peter takes another look at his watch.

“It’s a quarter past nine,” he says, hardly believing it.

The little monsters start murmuring.

“I’m sure he slept in,” Alfonso says.

“Or maybe he forgot we had class today,” Charles suggests.

“Yes, that’s it,” Marta agrees. “Maybe he thought today was Saturday.”

And suddenly, the little monsters start talking all at the same time. They’re so nervous they can’t keep their line straight.

“I think we should go into the classroom,” Peter says, taking the initiative. “We’ll wait for Leandro inside. At least it’ll be warm in th—”

Peter doesn’t finish his sentence.

Something’s caught his attention.

There’s somebody there ... a shadow at the door to the schoolyard. The little monsters raise their heads and look carefully.

It’s a new teacher.

He makes a gesture with his arm to indicate they should approach.

“Come!” he says in a high-pitched voice. “Come with me.”
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The little monsters arrive at their classroom and take their seats in silence.

Not one of them dares say a word. They’re all staring at the new teacher.

There’s something odd about him.

Something different, but they can’t figure out what it is.

Peter scans him from top to bottom, his eyes wide open.

“He’s extremely tall,” he whispers to Marta, his desk mate. “Have you ever seen anyone so tall?”

Marta shakes her head. You can tell she’s scared.

The new teacher’s so tall he has to bend his head down, so it doesn’t hit the classroom ceiling. He must be about ten feet high.

Once all the little monsters have taken their seats, the new teacher stands in front of the blackboard and introduces himself.

“My name’s Kokipoliktikokuky and from now on I’ll be your teacher.”

The little monsters start to whisper.

“What’s your name again?” Camille asks. “Kokipojituki?”

“No!” Leticia corrects him. “He says his name’s Kokipokoky.”

“Are you deaf?” Alfonso asks. “His name’s Kokikiloloty!”

Everyone starts speaking at once.

The teacher raises his arms, requesting silence.

“My name’s Kokipoliktikokuky!” he repeats, “but you can call me Koki.”

“That’s better!” Frank says, relieved. “Koki’s much easier to pronounce.”

And, once again, they fall silent.

The little monsters don’t take their eyes off this new teacher. Koki’s clearly different from all the other teachers they’ve had (and they’ve had more than a hundred).

Koki’s incredibly mysterious: he’s wearing a Mexican sombrero, sunglasses that hide his eyes, and a trench coat that falls down to his feet, covering his whole body. And, as if that weren’t enough, he’s also wearing gloves. Still, you can tell he has huge hands. They’re so big he could hold a watermelon perfectly in his palm.
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“Where’s Leandro?” Peter asks, suddenly. “Has something happened to him?”

Koki’s silent for a few seconds.

“Your teacher isn’t well,” he tells them. “Leandro’s ... resting. Yes. That’s it. He’s resting at home.”
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