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TO VENETIA GOSLING, MY CHAMPION IN THE UNITED KINGDOM
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CHAPTER 1 [PLESKIT] A LETTER HOME


FROM: Pleskit Meenom, on the deeply weird Planet Earth

TO: Maktel Geebrit, on my beloved Planet Hevi-Hevi

Dear Maktel:

After my first week on Earth, I thought things might settle down a little.

Guess what? The next two weeks were just as difficult. What makes it even worse is that while the problems the first week were not my fault, this time the whole mess happened because I did something stupid. Really stupid.

Why do things always get so out of control for me? I sure didn’t mean to shrink Ms. Weintraub. I wouldn’t even have brought the Molecule Compactor to school if I hadn’t been so desperate and angry.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.

The whole mess started because my new friend Tim decided we should try to get me to be a little more “cool.”

I know the translator is going to have a problem with this word cool because it is not like anything we have on Hevi-Hevi. As near as I can figure out, it has to do with getting people to like you because you are (a) different and (b) just like them. If you think this is confusing, just be glad you don’t have to try to be cool yourself. It’s very tiring. Except Linnsy, my other new friend, says it doesn’t work to try being cool anyway. Either you are, or you aren’t.

This being “cool” seems to be one of the great mysteries of life here. I have not figured it out yet, but working on it led to my most recent problem.

I’ve written out the whole story for you. Actually, Tim and I wrote it together, just like last time. You’ll find it in the attached files.

Tim is turning out to be a really good friend. But please do not worry; that does not mean you are not still my friend, too. I hope you can visit soon! Even if this planet is strange and scary, it can be kind of fun.

Until then—Fremmix Bleeblom!

Your pal,

Pleskit
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CHAPTER 2 [TIM] OFF TO THE EMBASSY

“Hey, Tim. This is Pleskit. Do you want to come over and share activities?”

Getting an invitation to a friend’s house might not seem like a big deal to you. But when that friend is the first alien kid to go to school openly on Earth, I think it’s pretty exciting.

“Just a minute,” I replied. “I have to ask my mom.”

This was pretty much a formality. I knew Mom would say yes—mostly because I also knew that if she didn’t my brain would explode, and I figured she didn’t want that to happen.

To my surprise, getting permission wasn’t as simple as I had expected. My mother wrinkled her brow and said, “I don’t know, Tim. It might be dangerous over there.”

“For Pete’s sake, Mom! The embassy could survive a bomb blast. Pleskit even has his own personal bodyguard.”

“Which proves my point! Why would he have a bodyguard if there isn’t any danger? And his so-called bodyguard didn’t stop that evil hamster-woman alien from trying to empty your brains last night. She’s still on the loose.”

“Mikta-makta-mookta has probably left the planet by now. Besides, this is a matter of national security. If I don’t go, Pleskit might take it as an insult! Do you want to offend the son of the first ambassador from outer space? We might cause an interplanetary incident!”

Mom sighed. “Sometimes I worry that you’re going to grow up to be a lawyer, Tim. All right, you can go. But I expect you home for supper!”

That was fine with me. I may be interested in all things alien, but after my first experience with Hevi-Hevian food I was ready to let my stomach rest for a while.

I ran back to the phone. “I’ll be right over!”

“Do you want me to send Ralph to get you?”

“Nah, I’ll ride my bike.”

“That sounds nice,” said Pleskit wistfully.

I felt kind of sorry for him. Pleskit has to travel in a big limousine, driven by a guy named Ralph. It’s kind of cool the first couple of times you ride in it. And it’s a lot nicer than my mother’s beat-up old Pontiac. But having to ride in it everywhere makes it kind of like a very fancy prison.



I can see the alien embassy from our apartment. Actually, you can see it from a lot of places in town, since it is built on top of a hill in Thorncraft Park and is very big. It’s also very weird. Basically, it looks like a flying saucer suspended from a big hook that curves up from the ground. (The hook is sort of like the top part of a coat hanger, except it’s a couple of hundred feet high.)

As usual, a big crowd was gathered at the edge of the force field that marks the embassy grounds, gawking up at the saucer. There were only a few protesters now, but their anti-alien signs were pretty rude. Mostly people were taking pictures and stuff. I saw on the news that hotel rooms are sold out for fifty miles around Syracuse because of people wanting to see the aliens. I felt very privileged to be allowed in.



The first time I had entered the embassy I was in the limo with Pleskit and we went in by way of a tunnel that opens a fair distance from the hook. This time I got off my bike and pushed my way through the crowd until I reached a small blue dome that stands about fifty yards from the base of the embassy, right at the edge of the force field. I knocked on the door. The guy inside frowned at me. Then he looked at the control panel in front of him, looked at me again, and switched on a microphone.

“Place your hand against the wall,” he said.

I did as he instructed. My palm tingled for a moment.

The guard nodded. “You pass.” He pressed another button, and a panel slid up in front of me. I could hear murmurs of jealousy from the crowd as I wheeled my bike inside the dome.

The guard, who was a human, held up a hand and said, “Greetings, Earthling.” Then he cracked up, as if this was some brilliant joke.

I thought about answering, “Greetings, Bonehead!” but decided against it.

I leaned my bike against the wall, then climbed into a silver-and-crimson capsule. It was about the size of my teacher’s desk. The seat was padded, and as soon as I sat down, it shifted to fit my butt.

The guard closed the top over me. It was clear, so I could see right through it.

The capsule slid forward into a silver-sided tunnel. The top went dark. Weird alien music began to play around me. At least, I assumed it was music; a bunch of high, tinkly sounds with a windlike noise behind them. The music couldn’t have been playing for more than ten seconds when the top of the capsule turned clear again.

I thought something must have gone wrong until I glanced to my right and saw a familiar purple face smiling at me.

“Greetings, Earthling!” said Pleskit. His sphen-gnut-ksher (that’s the knob that grows out of the top of his bald head) bent forward, as if taking a tiny bow.

I was totally startled. “How did I get here so fast?” I glanced down at the capsule I was sitting in. “Is this a matter transmitter or something?” I wondered nervously if my molecules had been dissembled and put back together.

Pleskit laughed. “We wouldn’t use a matter transmitter for a short trip like that!” (I figured this must mean they actually have matter transmitters.)

“But I didn’t even know I was moving!”

“Now you can see why I don’t like riding in that limousine! Come on—let’s go do something.”

As I was climbing out of the capsule, something poked its head over Pleskit’s shoulder.

I jumped back in alarm. “What’s that?”
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CHAPTER 3 [PLESKIT] LANGUAGE TALK

Tim seemed extremely startled to see my Veeblax peeking over my shoulder. Then I realized that he had not met the little creature before.

The Veeblax was in its resting form, which makes it look something like what Earthlings call a lizard, though its colors are much brighter. Also, it was trying out three different tails at the moment. Tim’s shout of alarm caused it to transform itself into a lump the same color as my garment. This was not an extremely effective way to hide. But the Veeblax is young, and still learning.

“This is my pet,” I said. I stroked the Veeblax reassuringly. It cooed, raised one eye on a stalk, and cautiously began to examine Tim.

“That’s cool!” said Tim.

This was the first time I noticed him using the word that was to turn out to be such a problem for me, and I misunderstood. “The Veeblax is not really cool,” I said. “In fact, it’s quite warm. Do you want to touch it?”
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Tim smiled. “Cool just means something is neat. And I’d love to touch it.”

I shook my head. “Alas, the Veeblax is not neat, either. The messes it creates are one of the main reasons the Fatherly One is not entirely happy that I have it.”

Looking a bit nervous, Tim reached out to touch my little shape-shifter. “That’s still not what I mean,” he said, speaking softly now. “Cool and neat both mean something is… groovy.”
















































DON’T MISS THE REST OF THE SIXTH-GRADE ALIENS SERIES!

Sixth-Grade Alien

I Shrank My Teacher

Missing—One Brain!

Lunch Swap Disaster



This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or places or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

[image: Logo: Aladdin]

ALADDIN

An imprint of Simon & Schuster Children’s Publishing Division

1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, New York 10020

www.SimonandSchuster.com

This Aladdin paperback edition August 2020

Text copyright © 1999, 2020 by Bruce Coville

Previously published in 1999 as The Attack of the Two-Inch Teacher

Illustrations copyright © 2020 by Glen Mullaly

Also available in an Aladdin hardcover edition.

All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.

ALADDIN and related logo are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster, Inc.

For information about special discounts for bulk purchases, please contact Simon & Schuster Special Sales at 1-866-506-1949 or business@simonandschuster.com.

The Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau can bring authors to your live event. For more information or to book an event contact the Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau at 1-866-248-3049 or visit our website at www.simonspeakers.com.

Book designed by Tiara Iandiorio

The illustrations for this book were rendered in in a mix of traditional and digital media.

Library of Congress Control Number 2020935834

This book has been cataloged with the Library of Congress.

ISBN 9781534464803 (hc)

ISBN 9781534464797 (pbk)

ISBN 9781534464810 (eBook)


e9781534464810/fonts/JosefinSans-Bold.ttf


e9781534464810/fonts/ZillaSlab-Regular.ttf


e9781534464810/fonts/JosefinSans-Italic.ttf


e9781534464810/fonts/Mali-Bold.ttf


e9781534464810/images/logo.jpg





e9781534464810/fonts/Mali-BoldItalic.ttf


e9781534464810/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1: A Letter Home


		Chapter 2: Off to the Embassy


		Chapter 3: Language Talk


		Chapter 4: We Meet Ms. Buttsman


		Chapter 5: Air Mattress


		Chapter 6: Bed Bouncing


		Chapter 7: At the Temple of Commerce


		Chapter 8: Mistaken Identity


		Chapter 9: The Worm (Re)turns


		Chapter 10: Alien Biology


		Chapter 11: Brainstorm


		Chapter 12: Desk Toys of Mass Destruction


		Chapter 13: The Plan in Action


		Chapter 14: Catastrophe!


		Chapter 15: Chaos in the Classroom


		Chapter 16: The Bottom Drops Out


		Chapter 17: Mr. Tommakkio


		Chapter 18: Under the Desk


		Chapter 19: Tim’s Brainstorm


		Chapter 20: The Human Bullet


		Chapter 21: A Letter Home


		Disaster on Geembol Seven: Part Two: To Listen Is a Crime


		About the Author


		A Glossary of Alien Terms


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		About the Author


		Glossary


		Copyright








		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166








e9781534464810/images/common01.jpg
Y e U RIS U AT g VT L TR T

e AT DL TRV T ] TR
O U T TR TR TTR LT L Rl T T L TN
Jwva @ Ag) ¥ I May|peianEn g &
R Y PRI il imgl | B spam
LU TL VR L UYL\ T TR
TR [ o1 e TN LA LT
LT N U PR
DYl w iy, (D dusm i
QMR gy -

\ WL TLET T PV RIYY TR

W o ADREs St ARy

I AT nrmaarir, s 10 e =






e9781534464810/fonts/ZillaSlab-Bold.ttf


e9781534464810/images/common02.jpg
YL I ITAN TRRTE A
pAR S g

LU ILE LT
| S LT ey
I BB wsai i i e e

LD T TN T R TR

/T TP TR T TR

YT L TRV IR
Blnumyyiran s | Dvadivegs srm sty

(1L T LU E T ULV e O R

1 IR PR 4 TV Ay
CUTULU T TR IT 71 R TE IR
TELU VT et L V] R) T L WP E TR TNIORN
TLLL LU CRRRITU T oY

e LA LY T T TS INTRTTIR | FEST TR

NA AT S I v U 2 ) @ BT 1 AT ARL (FRE A s





e9781534464810/images/9781534464810.jpg
\ " 1SHRANK
\ MY TEACHER

o

i‘

4 7
"’ ﬁ al






e9781534464810/images/title.jpg
ll=zan |l s L] =I.-=.-"I-= " -,!.i I .-_ = LT TR AT TR T A
-‘- NIRRT ERERE RN L LTI Bt T

EECIITTL I A 1 T LY

" " Al @ Ny
[ERTTVIY 11
v ol Ve | WAL
Ao YU gy Y

LTI

IRCICRT I

EERCE N AN
PERTT]
o

E_-.-li--.‘-l_: ve
[ U T LTI A
llli.!i!—. [ FLLP T

Illustrated by Glen Mullaly

The Attach of the Two-Inch Teacher

ALADDIN
NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI

I Shrank My |\
Teacher





e9781534464810/fonts/ZillaSlab-Italic.ttf


e9781534464810/fonts/Lato-Bold.ttf


e9781534464810/fonts/Lato-Light.ttf


e9781534464810/images/f0011-01.jpg





e9781534464810/fonts/JosefinSans-Regular.ttf


