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The day hefore Mrs. Starch vanished, her third-period biol-
opy stwdencs ceadged silencly, as always, into the classroom.
Their EXNPICEsSIOnS reflected the wusual mix of dread and
melancholy, for Mrs. Starch was the most feared eacher at
Ehf." T]'L'II]'IEI.[] SL'I'I.L'P;JIL

When the bell rang, she unfolded sciffly, like a crane,
and rose co her full height of neacly six feet, In ane hand she
rwicled a sharpened Ticonderoga Na. 2 pencil, a sure sign of
L'ITH]I'I'E Lo Come.

Nick glanced aceoss the aisle at bMarta Gonzalez. Her
Irown eves were locked on Mrs. Starch, and her chin elhows
were planted like fence posts, pioning her biology baok
open o Chapter 8, Nick had lefe his own textboak in his
locker, and his palm.*i WCTE SWeRCing.

"Giood morning, people,” said Mrs, Starch, in 4 rone so
mild that it was chilling. “Who's prepared o tell me aboue
the Calvin cycle!”

Only ene hand cose, e belonped (o Graham, who always
claitmed to knowr the answers bur never did. bMrs. Scarch
hadn’r called on him since the first week of class.

“The Calvin cycle,” she repeated. "Anybody?”



Marta looked as if she might throw up again. The last
time that had happened, Mrs, Starch had barely waired
uritil the floor was mopped hefore instructing Marta o
write a paper listing five major muscles used in the act of
reguTgitation.

Wick and the other students had been blown away.
What kind of reacher would punish a kid for puking?

“By now," Mes, Starch was sayiog, “the phatasyncheric
pracess should he familiar 1o all of you.”

harta pulped hard, twice. She'd been having night-
mares about M. Starch, who wore her dyed blond haie
piled to one side of her head, like a beach dune. Mes.
Srarch's school wardeobe never varied: a polyester pants suit
in one of four faded pastel colors, and drab brown flats. She
painted heavy violet makeup on her eyelids, yet she made
fo affare ro conceal an odd crimson mark on her chin, The
mark was the shape of an anvil and the subject of wild spec-
ulation, but noboedy had potten up the nerve to ask Mrs.
Starch about it

Marta's eves flicked misecably roward Nick, then back to
the reacher. Wick was fond of Marea, although he wasn't
sure if he liked ber enough o sacrifice himzell to Mrs. Stacch,
who had bepun ro pace. She was scanning the class, select-
ing a vickim.

A droplet of perspiration glided like a spider down Nick's
neck. 1f he worked up the courape ro raise his hand, Mrs.
Starch would pounce swiftly. Right away she'd see that
he had forgoten his hiology book, a crime that would be



fargiven only if Nick was able to explain and then diagram
the Calvin cycle, which was unlikely. Nick was still strug-
eling to Agure cut the Koebs cyele from Chaprer 7.

“Plants, as we all know, are vital to human existence,”
said Mrs. Starch, on parrol. “And without the Calvin eyele,
plants could not exist. Could not exist. . "

Graham was waving his arm and squirming like a puppy.-
The rest of the class prayed thar Mrs. Srarch would call on
him, but she acted as if he were invisible. Abruprtly she spun
to a halr at the frone of Mara's row.

Marta sat rigidly in the second desk, behind a brainy girl
named Libby who knew all about the Calvin cycle—all
ahaut everythinge—bur seldom made a peep.

"The chart on page 169,” Mrs. Starch went on, “makes
it all plain as day. It's an excellent illustranion, and one thart
you are likely to encounter on a rest. Quire likely . . ."

Mara lowered her head, a tactical mistake. The move-
ment, slight as it was, caught Mrs. Starch’s attention,

Mick sucked in a breath. His heart raced and his head
buzzed, because he knew that it was now or never. Mama
seemed o shrink under Mrs. Srarch’s icy gaze. Nick could
see tears forming at the comers of Marra's eyes, and he
hared himself tor hesicaring.

“Come on, people, snap out of vour coma,” Mrs. Starch
chided, rapping the pencil on Libby's desk. “The Calvin
cvele

The only reply was a ripping noise—Marra's rremhbling
elbows, tearing holes in the pages of her book,
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"Waoo-hoo! I1's fime for another trip to Florida—
screwy, gorgeous Florida, with its swamps and
scammers and strange creafures (fwo- and four
legged). Cur guide, of course, is Carl Hicasen,™
—DenverPost.com

*Vintage Hioasen. A page-lurner that
issues its own low-key call of the wild."”
—The Horn Book Magaozine

* “Once again, Hiaasen has written an edge-of-

the-seat eco-thriller. Fram the first sentence, readers
will b hookad.”

—School Library Journal, Starred

“Ingenious plotting . . . Scaf won't
disappoint Hiaasenphiles of any age.”

—The New York Times Book Review

"Hioasen's smooth writing, whacked-out
humaor, and highly entertaining cast of oddball
characters keep the plot clipping along.”
—Publishers Weekly
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