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For my mummy and my daddy, Gladys and Steve Krulik

—N. K.




WELCOME TO CLASS 4A.

We have a warning for you:

BEWARE OF THE MAP.

Our classroom probably looks a lot like yours. We have chairs, desks, a whiteboard, and artwork on the walls. And of course we have our teacher, Ms. Frogbottom.

Actually, our teacher is the reason why things sometimes get strange around here. Because Ms. Frogbottom is kind of different.

For starters, she carries around a backpack. It looks like any other pack, but somehow strange things always seem to be popping out of it. You don’t have to worry about most of the stuff our teacher carries. But if she reaches into her pack and pulls out her giant map, beware. That map is magic. It has the power to lift us right out of our classroom and drop us in some faraway place. And somehow it’s always the same exact time as when we left. No matter where we go, we wind up meeting frightening creatures none of us ever believed were real—and getting into all sorts of trouble.
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You don’t have to be too scared, though. Things always seem to turn out okay for us in the end. Or at least they have so far.…

Your new pals,

Aiden, Emma, Oliver, Olivia, Sofia, and Tony




MS. FROGBOTTOM’S FIELD TRIP DO’S AND DON’TS


	Do stay together.

	Don’t take photos. You can’t experience the big world through a tiny camera hole.

	Don’t bring home souvenirs. We want to leave the places we visit exactly as we found them.

	Don’t use the word “weird.” The people, places, and food we experience are just different from what you are used to.

	Do have fun!
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YOU KNOW THAT SKIN THAT sticks out from the sides of your fingernails? The kind that looks like pieces of shredded strings?

I hate that skin. Which is why I’m always picking at it.

It makes my mother crazy when I pick. But stringy skin is really annoying. So I keep picking.

And picking.

And picking.
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Luckily, my mom’s not here to yell at me. I’m in school, waiting for the bell to ring and for my teacher, Ms. Frogbottom, to show up.

Ms. Frogbottom doesn’t scold me for picking at the skin around my fingernails. Or at least she hasn’t yet.

“Hey, Tony!” my best friend, Oliver, says as he and his twin sister, Olivia, walk into the classroom.

Oliver hangs his jacket and his backpack on a hook and walks over to my desk. “How was your weekend? Did your cousin take you to see that movie about summer camp?”

“Yeah,” I reply. “It was okay.”

“Just okay?” Olivia asks, butting into our conversation. “We loved it.”

“I liked most of it,” I explain. “Just not the part where the bear shows up while they’re making s’mores. That scared me.”

Did I mention that I hate being scared?

“Oliver and I had our fencing competition on Saturday,” Olivia says. “Guess who came in first place?”

Olivia is wearing a huge gold-colored plastic medal around her neck. Which, of course, means she came in first.

I have a feeling Olivia is just wearing the medal to annoy Oliver. I don’t know how he puts up with her.

“Check out Sofia,” Oliver says, changing the subject. “She’s already got her math book open.”

I don’t know why Oliver sounds surprised. Sofia is the class brain. She’s always got her nose in a book. Or in her tablet, looking something up.

Okay, you can’t really have your nose in a tablet. But you know what I mean.

Sofia is so busy solving a math problem—just for fun—that she doesn’t even look up at the sound of her name.

“Do you know why the math book was always upset?” Olivia asks Oliver.

“Because it had so many problems!” Oliver answers her. The twins start laughing hysterically.

“Ms. Frogbottom’s coming!” Suddenly my classmate Aiden, who has been standing near the door, shouts out a warning. He races over to his desk and sits in his seat.

The twins sit down too. Now we’re all in our places, with bright shiny faces, except…

“Emma!” Aiden exclaims. “Sit down. You know how mad Ms. Frogbottom gets if we’re not all seated when she gets here.”

I look over at the window. Emma is staring at her reflection in the glass. She’s moving her head around and making funny expressions. Smiles. Frowns. And something that looks like duck lips.

“Emma, hurry.” Aiden sounds worried. I don’t blame him. I don’t want Ms. Frogbottom to be in a bad mood right at the start of the day.

Emma stops staring at herself long enough to glare at Aiden. “Are you talking to me? Because if you are, my name’s not ‘Emma.’ It’s ‘Rainbow.’ ”

I’m not surprised by that. Last Friday, Emma told everyone she’d changed her name to “Starshine.” And a few days before that, it was “Moonglow.”

I’m just sticking with “Emma.”

“ ‘Rainbow’ is a much better name for a painter,” she explains.

“I thought you were going to be an actress when you grew up,” Olivia says.

“I can be both,” Emma replies.

“Fine,” Aiden huffs. “You gotta sit down, Rainbow.”

Emma—or Rainbow—takes her seat just as Ms. Frogbottom walks into the room.

“Good morning, Class 4A,” our teacher greets us as she puts her backpack down on the floor beside her desk.

“Good morning, Ms. Frogbottom,” we answer.

Ms. Frogbottom isn’t the kind of teacher to waste time asking us how our weekends were. She’s the kind of teacher who gets right to work. Which is why she is already writing the WOTD—that stands for “Word of the Day”—on the board.

“Ms. Frogbottom, the bell hasn’t rung yet,” Olivia reminds our teacher.

Bad move.

Ms. Frogbottom shoots her a look. Olivia sinks down in her seat and starts copying the Word of the Day into her notebook.

Arachnophobia (noun): Fear of spiders.

That will be an easy one for me to remember. I’m scared of spiders.

“Speaking of spiders,” Ms. Frogbottom says, “I hope you all did your homework and read chapter three in Charlotte’s Web, because…”

Gulp. We had reading homework over the weekend?

Maybe Ms. Frogbottom assigned it while I was watching that freaky cockroach walk along the windowsill? Because I wasn’t really listening to her then.

“… pop quiz.”

I’m listening now. “Pop quiz” are two words I really dread. Especially because I didn’t read chapter three.

I start picking nervously at the skin around my fingernails again. Why did I have to get the new fourth-grade teacher this year? Ms. Frogbottom isn’t like any of the other teachers here at Left Turn Alleyway Elementary. I bet those teachers don’t give weekend homework or surprise quizzes. And don’t even get me started on how Ms. Frogbottom is always talking about the “magic of field trips.”

Now I’m biting at the skin around my fingernails. I pull hard at one really annoying skin-string with my teeth.

Ow!

Uh-oh. I’m bleeding.

“Hey!” I exclaim. “Anybody got a Band-Aid?”

Ms. Frogbottom stops talking and stares at me.

Oops. I just called out without raising my hand.

I brace myself for a warning. Or worse.

Surprisingly, Ms. Frogbottom smiles. “I don’t have one, Tony,” she tells me. “Although, I do know a place where you can find lots of bandages.”

Ms. Frogbottom reaches into her backpack and pulls out a giant map. A map so huge that there’s no way it could possibly fit into that pack. But it does.

I wish I’d never asked for that Band-Aid. I should have just let myself bleed all over the place. Because I know that map. It’s not a regular map. It’s a magic map. A map that can take us any place in the world.

I’m just glad Ms. Frogbottom doesn’t pull out that map every day. If she did, I’d never come to school. Because every time she points to a place on that thing, something scary happens.

Like that time Sofia almost got captured by a muldjewangk monster in Australia. If the monster had gotten her, it would have been awful. Muldjewangk monsters cover their victims with ooey-gooey, pus-filled blisters that pop up all over!

Then there was the day in Greenland when Emma twisted her ankle running from a tupilaq statue that had come to life and was trying to make her his prisoner.

I sure hope we don’t go somewhere cold this time. I only have a T-shirt on.

Ms. Frogbottom is pointing to someplace on the Magic Map. I can’t tell where. My hands are over my eyes.

Even through my fingers I can see a giant flash of light glowing in the classroom. My body feels weightless, and I think my feet have just left the ground.

It’s like I’m flying in space. And then…
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