
    
    [image: title page]
    Contents



Title Page

Contents

Copyright

Dedication

Frontispiece

Stupid Is Not a Bad Word

Some Thoughts about Rules

Not Ms. Shelby-Ortiz

Leave It to Khufu

What Does the Statue of Liberty Mean to You?

Girls Like Basketball Too

I Got You Out!

Where’s My Homework?

School in the Early Morning

It All Started with Carlos

The Return of Ms. Shelby-Ortiz

Sample Chapter from NEW KID

Buy the Book

Sample Chapter from NIKKI AND DEJA

Buy the Book

Read More from the Carver Chronicles Series

About the Author

About the Illustrator

Connect with HMH on Social Media





Clarion Books

Text copyright © 2018 by Karen English

Illustrations copyright © 2018 by Laura Freeman

All rights reserved. Originally published in hardcover in the United States by Clarion Books, an imprint of Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company, 2018.

For information about permission to reproduce selections from this book, write to trade.permissions@hmhco.com or to Permissions, Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company, 3 Park Avenue, 19th Floor, New York, New York 10016.


  hmhbooks.com


The illustrations were executed digitally.

Cover illustration © 2018 by Laura Freeman

Cover design by Opal Roengchai

The Library of Congress has cataloged the hardcover edition as follows:

Names: English, Karen, author. | Freeman, Laura (Illustrator), illustrator.

Title: Pizza party / by Karen English ; illustrated by Laura Freeman. Description: Boston ; New York : Clarion Books, [2018] | Series: The Carver chronicles ; book six | Summary: Third-grader Richard and his friends are four days from earning a pizza party for good behavior when a very strict substitute suspects that some of them have been cheating.

Identifiers: LCCN 2018033911

Subjects: | CYAC: Teachers—Fiction. | Schools—Fiction. | Friendship—Fiction. | Cheating—Fiction. | African Americans—Fiction. | BISAC: JUVENILE FICTION / People & Places / United States / African American. | JUVENILE FICTION / Social Issues / Friendship. | JUVENILE FICTION / Humorous Stories. | JUVENILE FICTION / Readers / Chapter Books.

Classification: LCC PZ7.E7232 Piz 2018 | DDC [Fic]—dc23

LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2018033911

ISBN 978-1-328-49462-7 hardcover

ISBN 978-0-358-09747-1 paperback

eISBN 978-1-328-52692-2

v3.0420



For Gavin, Jacob, Issac, and Idris.

—K.E.

 

For Griffin and Milo.

—L.F.








One

Stupid Is Not a Bad Word

The children of Room Ten (except Ralph Buyer, who’s absent again) at Carver Elementary School are standing in line, ramrod straight, heads forward, mouths closed. They are waiting for their teacher to pick them up from the yard. It’s Monday, and it’s their sixteenth day of excellent lineup behavior. Four more days of perfect morning lineup behavior and they get to have a pizza party. Their teacher, Ms. Shelby-Ortiz, has promised them. And she always keeps her promises.

So they wait, arms at their sides, mouths empty of chewing gum, lips pressed together against conversation spilling out. Well, Richard can see Calvin Vickers rolling his shoulders every once in a while—which he can completely understand, because suddenly he’s feeling a teensy bit antsy too.

Richard wishes he could run in place—just a little. It’s hard to hold this very still posture. He sneaks a look at the main building’s closed double doors. The doors Ms. Shelby-Ortiz usually comes through when she picks them up from the yard. Most of the teachers have already picked up their classes and are walking back in that direction at the front of their lines. But nearly all of those lines are loose lines, Richard notes.

Not straight. Not quiet. Not everyone keeping their hands to their sides. He sees Montel Mitchell yank the hem of Brianna’s jacket. She turns around and yells something at him, and their teacher just keeps walking them toward the main building like she doesn’t even notice.

Richard lets out a tiny laugh. He’s pleased that Room Ten’s line has outshined all other lines for the past sixteen days. He’s pleased that he’s done his share. The slight smile on his face freezes when he suddenly hears hissing behind him. It’s Yolanda.

“What are you doing?” she whispers.


“Nothing,” he whispers back.

“You’re not standing perfectly straight and I can hear you laughing about something.”

He straightens up. “I am too standing perfectly straight.”

This catches Miss Goody-Goody Antonia’s attention and she says to him in a voice slightly louder than a whisper, “You’re not supposed to be talking. Will you two please just shut up!”

Now Carlos, in front of her, jumps in. “Ooh, you said a bad word!” He turns practically all the way around to make his point face-to-face.

“I did not say a bad word,” Antonia counters in her normal voice. “It’s only a bad word at school. Nobody outside of school thinks shut up is a bad word.”

 




 


Deja joins in, but she keeps her head forward and her voice low. “We are at school. So shut up is a bad word.”

“And stupid,” Nikki adds. “Don’t forget about stupid.”

“Not in the regular world,” Antonia replies. Then she lets go with a long, long sigh, closing her eyes and leaning her head back a bit, as if exercising extreme patience with her classmates.

“It’s not stupid by itself that’s a bad word. Calling someone stupid is what makes stupid a bad word,” Nikki says.

Carlos looks toward the main building’s closed doors and then says in a loud voice, “Would you all just be quiet! We’re going to lose the pizza party!”

That stuns everyone into silence. They adjust their postures and look straight ahead, returning to their perfect lineup behavior. Then, way across the yard, they see the main doors open. It’s not Ms. Shelby-Ortiz, Richard is surprised to see. It’s Mr. Blaggart, the sub they’d had when Ms. Shelby-Ortiz broke her ankle.


He was mean. It had seemed like he was their punishment for driving away their first sub, Mr. Willow—who was way nicer.

Richard remembers some of their bad behavior. It had been Carlos’s idea to skip around while he was reading out loud. And Ayanna was the one who decided to read in a voice so low no one could hear her. He’s not sure whose idea it was for a bunch of kids to have a coughing fit during silent reading, but it was definitely Rosario who’d told everyone to sit wherever they wanted. And to keep switching names so poor Mr. Willow could never learn them.

The last straw—after the class’s coughing fit—had come after lunch. Another teacher must have told Mr. Willow about the “Kick Me!” Post-it Carlos had stuck on the back of his sportcoat when he went up to ask him a question about the Social Studies assignment.

Poor Mr. Willow. He finished out the day, but he did not come back. That’s when Richard felt extra guilty. Mr. Willow didn’t deserve to be treated like that.

The next day, they’d had Mr. Blaggart. Former drill sergeant, current mean, mean, super-mean substitute teacher. Richard sighs. He wants to say something to Gavin, who’s three people ahead of him in line, but knows he’d better not.



You can hear a pin drop as the class enters Room Ten. There’s a list of their names on the whiteboard with a series of tally marks next to each. Richard looks at Gavin. Gavin shrugs. “I think we have to not get any of those tally marks erased. You have to keep as many as possible,” he whispers.

Richard thinks about this. “He didn’t do that last time.”

Those who have permission to bring their backpacks to their desks to hook onto the backs of their chairs head to their tables. Those who Ms. Shelby-Ortiz has decided can’t be trusted to have their backpacks within reach place them in their cubbies. Then they find their seats. Richard has to—temporarily—leave his backpack in his cubby. The week before, Ms. Shelby-Ortiz caught him with a toy in his desk.

“Wonder where Ms. Shelby is?” Carlos whispers to Richard before he heads to his desk with his backpack. Not fair, Richard thinks. The toy was Carlos’s. He’d let Richard “see” it right before line-up, and Richard hadn’t had a chance to give it back.

“Yeah. Where is she?” Richard mumbles to himself. He looks around. And where is Khufu? He doesn’t even know yet that Room Ten has a sub. And not just any sub.

Suddenly the shrill blast of a whistle interrupts the hushed silence. Everyone freezes in place. Richard and Carlos exchange looks.

“This getting into your seats and taking out your journals and getting started writing is taking too long.” Mr. Blaggart looks around the room, then walks over to the board. “Obviously this class does not remember my rules. Let’s go over them again. Notebooks out, and I’d better see a pencil in everyone’s hand.”







Richard notices Yolanda exchange looks with Deja, but they keep their mouths closed. Yolanda writes something on a piece of paper, folds it, then drops it to the floor at her feet. With one foot she passes it across the floor to the area under Deja’s desk. Deja puts her foot on the folded paper. She waits a bit, then reaches down and palms it. Then puts it in her desk. She opens it with one hand, reads it, looks back at Yolanda, and nods. Richard wonders what’s in the note.

Mr. Blaggart’s loud voice interrupts Richard’s thoughts again. “Now for my rules.” He turns and smiles at the class, but it’s not a real smile. It’s a warning smile.

Richard reaches into his desk for his pencil, but he can’t find it. He feels around and comes across wads of balled paper, stray crayons, and . . . Oh, there are the scissors the kids at his table had been looking for last Friday when they had Art. The box that held the table’s common art supplies—scissors, markers, crayons, glue sticks—had been missing a pair of scissors.

Now he quietly returns them to the box and hears Yolanda whisper, “You’re the one who had the scissors. I knew it.”

“I accidentally had them.”

Mr. Blaggart looks over at their table and homes in on Richard. “Do you have something you want to share with the class?”


“Sir?” he remembers to say from the last time the class had Mr. Blaggart as a sub.

“I see you’re busy talking and not writing. Why is that?”

Richard doesn’t know how to answer that question. Luckily, he doesn’t have to, because just then Khufu enters the classroom with a note in his hand.

Mr. Blaggart looks over at him and frowns.

“I’m late because my father had a flat, and I had to walk when I hadn’t been expecting to walk,” Khufu says right away.

Didn’t Khufu use that excuse last week? Richard thinks.

Beverly’s hand shoots up, but she manages to keep her mouth shut until Mr. Blaggart nods at her.

“Mr. Blaggart, Khufu said his dad had a flat tire just last week.” She looks around quickly for those who’ll back her up. Several girls nod in agreement. Richard notices none of the boys is seconding this. And while everyone’s attention is on Khufu and Mr. Blaggart, Richard, in a whisper, says, “Gavin, I need a pencil.” Gavin looks at Mr. Blaggart while reaching into his desk. He passes one to Richard.
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