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Chapter	One

Monster	Rule	#9:	A	monster’s	appearance	should	incite	fear	and	significant	
revulsion	to	scare	the	socks	off	mere	humans.

	

	

FRANK’S	TALE

Shocktober	13,	Year	of	the	Scrull

Looking	through	the	bus	window,	I	tilted	my	nose	up	toward	the	sky’s	
“determined	drear,”	as	Ms.	Hagmire	liked	to	call	it.	That	was	Uggarland—
grim,	gray,	and	delightfully	desolate.	From	the	bony	skeleton	trees,	to	the	
swampland	grasses,	to	the	lurking	monsters.	My	itchy	right	palm	brushed	
against	my	perfectly	tucked	shirt	and	my	much	too	crisp	pant	leg.
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	I	should	be	an	example	of	such	determined	drear,	general	disarray,	and	
evil	intent.	Only	I	wasn’t.	

“I	saw	a	bat	flying	upside	down	last	night,”	said	Oliver.	My	mummy	
friend	sat	next	to	me.	His	unwrapped,	wrinkled	brown	finger	skimmed	down	
the	page	of	the	tattered	book	on	his	lap.	“I’m	trying	to	find	out	what	that	
means.”	

“That	means	trouble,”	I	muttered.	The	low	rumble	of	voices	from	the	
other	eccentric	students	on	our	bus	seemed	to	echo	the	word.	Trouble.			

“Maybe	its	antennae	were	just	damaged.”	Oliver	pointed	to	bold	print	
on	the	right	hand	page.

I	shook	my	head.	“No.	It	means	trouble.”	

Our	special	Fiendful	Fiends	Academy	Bus—otherwise	referred	to	as	
OMO	(Odd	Monsters	Only)	bus—lurched	to	a	stop	in	front	of	our	school.	We	
all	climbed	out,	but	as	I	tilted	my	nose	upward	again,	I	stopped	in	mid-step.

Trouble.	Now	I	smelled	it.	Sickly	sweet.	I	motioned	to	Oliver	and	all	
the	others	from	our	OMO	bus.	As	misfits,	we	were	used	to	being	on	the	
lookout	for	trouble.	Being	on	the	alert.	Taking	stealthy	steps.

A	moat	circled	the	outer	walls	in	a	ring	of	moldy	green.	It	oozed	with	
delectable	putrid	smells	and	unknown	inhabitants.	In	a	monster	huddle,	we	
crept	toward	the	school.			

“Wait,”	I	hissed.	Crossing	the	drawbridge,	I	took	two	muffled	steps	
toward	the	ancient	stone	archway	and	peeked	inside.

“See	anything?”	whispered	Oliver.	In	one	hand	he	clutched	his	
backpack.	In	the	other	he	held	his	tangle	of	loose	mummy	wrappings.	

I	shook	my	flat-topped	head	and	finally	allowed	myself	to	exhale.	Just	
a	jumble	of	monster	students	scurrying	into	school.	Messy	backpacks,	tattered	
trousers,	splattered	shirts,	uncombed	hair,	and	mud-encrusted	boots.	All	were	
in	fine	monster	form—unlike	us.	

“First	gong	must	have	rung,”	I	said,	patting	the	hidden	comb	in	my	
pocket.	Our	bus	driver,	Mr.	Aldolfo,	must	have	mistimed	the	bus	route	again.	
Like	all	his	bus	riders,	he	was	a	misfit	too.	“We’d	better	try	to	sneak	in	before	
Principal	Snaggle	makes	his	rounds.”

	 “Ms.	Hagmire	will	hang	us	from	the	ceiling	if	we	cause	her	more	trouble	
with	Snaggle,”	said	Oliver.	“Here.	Can	you	help	wrap	me	up	quick?	You’d	
better	untuck	your	shirt	and	mess	yourself	up	a	bit,	too.”



	 I	grabbed	an	end	of	Oliver’s	unwound	mummy	wrappings	and	spun	it	
about	his	head.	And	that’s	when	I	heard	it.

	 Pit-pat.	Pit-pat.

	 I	dropped	the	tangled	strip	and	jerked	back	from	the	archway.	Or	at	least	
I	tried	to	pull	back.

Not	in	time.	

A	claw	dug	into	my	shoulder.	

“Monster	Gordon,”	snarled	Principal	Snaggle.	He	loomed	over	me.	The	
tips	of	his	furry	cat-like	ears	almost	touched	the	arch	of	crumbling	stone.	
“You	seem	to	have	overlooked	several	dress	code	requirements.	Again.”	His	
saber-shaped	teeth	clenched	so	close	to	my	jugular	I	could	almost	feel	their	
razor	edge.

I	shrugged	my	shoulders.	For	my	past	eleven	years,	I’d	managed	to	do	
a	fairly	good	job	of	pretending	that	none	of	the	uproar	about	my	differences	
mattered.	But	now	the	sweat	pooled	beneath	my	arms.	I	clenched	my	toes	in	
my	boots	to	stop	from	shaking.	I	rolled	my	eyes	to	signal	the	others	to	run	for	
it.	

But	they	stood	motionless,	frozen	like	iced	yuckledrops.	

I	had	no	choice—not	if	I	wanted	to	give	the	others	a	second	escape	
chance.	So	with	a	quivering	hand,	I	slipped	my	forbidden	comb	from	my	
pocket.	There	was	no	pretending	then.	I	knew	I	sealed	my	doom.	I	took	a	
practiced	swipe	and	smoothed	down	my	already	tidy	black	hair.	I	tried	to	
speak	in	the	deepest	voice	a	fifth	grade	Frankenstein	could,	but	my	words	
sounded	more	like	a	first	grade	gremlin’s	squeak.	

“I’ve	got	a	reputation	to	maintain,”	I	said.	

“Enough!”	Principal	Snaggle	snarled.	With	one	strong	swipe	of	his	
claw,	he	spun	me	around	like	I	was	no	more	than	one	of	Oliver’s	flimsy	
wraps.	But	at	least	the	rest	of	my	straggling	classmates	finally	took	their	cue	
and	scurried	into	school.	That	much	of	my	impromptu	plan	had	worked.	

“Frankenstein	Gordon,	you	are	a	nuisance	as	well	as	a	misfit.	A	
decidedly	undesirable	combination.”	Principal	Snaggle	raked	his	claw	
through	the	moat	water	below.	A	fresh	batch	of	piranhas	popped	up	like	
overheated	beezle	bugs	bouncing	from	my	Granny	Bubbie’s	frying	pan.	

“Extreme	over-achievers	these,”	said	Principal	Snaggle.	He	dangled	
two	piranhas	before	me.	With	fins	flapping,	they	lunged	toward	my	not-so-



tiny	nose.	Their	chiseled	teeth	tapped	out	a	hunger-crazed	tune	I	didn’t	care	to	
hear.

“Look	at	their	resolve.”	Principal	Snaggle	dangled	the	fish	even	closer.	
“Fish	out	of	water.	Yet	resolute	in	reaching	their	goal.	So	should	you	be.”	

	 My	feet	teetered	on	the	moat	edge.	If	only	my	boots	had	been	properly	
mucked	up,	I’d	have	stuck	fast	to	the	rickety	boards.	Instead,	I	faced	a	fishy	
demise.

	 “Are	you	ready,”	snarled	Snaggle,	“to	head	to	class	and	learn	to	be	a	true	
monster?	Before	something	unfortunate	occurs	here.”	

	 Three	larger	piranhas	leaped	from	the	water	below.	Their	sharp	teeth	
snapped	at	my	ankles.	I	tried	to	dodge	but	slipped	instead,	drawing	another	
inch	closer	to	my	grave.

	 “You	wouldn’t	really	let	that	happen,”	I	cried,	gasping	for	breath.	I	tried	
to	dig	my	boots	into	the	bridge.	I	slipped	even	closer.	My	arms	flapped	wildly,	
fighting	for	balance.	“I	mean,	what	would	you	tell	my	parents?”	

Principal	Snaggle’s	lips	curled	up.	“The	truth,	of	course.	Your	son	had	
an	accident	at	school	today.	And	you	can	guess	what	they	would	say.	It’s	
probably	for	the	best	this	way.”	

I	gulped.	Had	I	disobeyed	Mam	and	Pap	one	time	too	many,	flaunting	
my	odd	attire	and	blue	skin?	

The	tips	of	Principal	Snaggles’	long	whiskers	brushed	across	my	chin.	I	
shuddered.	

“Monsters	do	not	have	combed	hair.”	He	shuffled	his	large	paw	across	
my	head.	“Monsters	pride	themselves	on	adequate	disarray	to	alarm	a	human	
opponent.”	Principal	Snaggle	jerked	me	from	the	moat’s	edge	and	ripped	my	
tidy	shirt	in	the	process.	He	scooped	up	a	pawful	of	scummy	moat	water	as	he	
released	me	and	splashed	it	all	over	me.

“Ahhh.	No!	No!”	I	fell	back	onto	the	drawbridge,	splinters	gouging	
into	my	behind.

Principal	Snaggle	shook	his	head.	“It’s	only	Moanday	and	already	I’ve	
had	my	fill	of	you.	If	you	want	to	make	it	to	Frightday,	there	will	be	no	more	
waywardness.	Do	you	understand?”

	 I	pushed	myself	up,	not	daring	to	look	into	Principal	Snaggle’s	yellow	
eyes.	I	had	to	fight	the	desire	to	brush	myself	off	and	pat	down	my	hair.	
Instead,	I	kept	my	big	blue	hands	clenched	at	my	sides	and	my	blue	eyes	



glued	on	my	not-so-shiny-anymore	boots.

That’s	when	a	familiar	clip-clop	of	hooves	sounded	in	my	ear.	
“Wonderful	monstering,	Principal	Snaggle.”	

I	didn’t	have	to	look	behind	me	to	know	whose	voice	that	was.	

Malcolm	McNastee.

“I	could	rough	him	up	some	more	before	I	take	him	back	to	class,	if	
you	want.”	Malcolm	huffed	bad	breath	down	my	neck.	His	grimy	brown	claw	
grabbed	hold	of	my	slime-drenched	shirt	collar.	I	didn’t	need	to	see	his	warty	
orange	face	to	know	it	wore	a	triumphant	smirk.		

“Monster	Gordon	is	not	here	for	your	own	amusement,	McNastee.	
He’ll	receive	more	than	his	fair	share	of	harassment	from	his	teacher.	Just	
drag	him	back	to	class.”

“Sir?”	Malcolm’s	usually	taunting	voice	sounded	almost	simpering.	I	
tried	to	twist	around,	but	he	held	me	tight.	

“What	now,	McNastee?”	Principal	Snaggle	growled.	“I’ve	a	school	to	
run.	No	time	to	be	swapping	horror	stories	with	a	sixth	grade	troll.”

“No,	sir.	Principal	Snaggle,	sir.	I	have	…	I	mean	your	secretary	gave	
me	this	bulletin	for	you.	She	said	it	was	important.”

Malcolm	finally	let	go	of	his	death	grip	on	me.	He	reached	inside	his	
black	leather	vest	and	handed	the	principal	a	piece	of	paper.	

“Were	you	carrying	this	bulletin	stuffed	under	your	hairy	armpit?”	
Principal	Snaggle	fanned	the	paper	in	Malcolm’s	face.	“It	feels	decidedly	
damp.”	

I	blinked.	The	principal	knew	as	well	as	any	monster	that	trolls	don’t	
have	hairy	armpits.	They	have	almost	no	hair	to	speak	of	on	their	pudgy	
bodies,	except	for	the	fluff	atop	their	heads.	However,	every	monster	knew	
only	too	well	they	had	the	slimiest	of	armpits.	My	revulsion	for	this	comely	
monster	feature	was	chalked	up	as	another	misfit	trait.

“Yes,	sir.	I	was.	And	I’m	sure	it	does,”	said	Malcolm.

“Excellent,	McNastee.	Just	checking.”	

I	shook	my	head	as	I	watched	Malcolm’s	beaming,	bumpy	face.	What	a	
suck-up!		

“Hmmmmm	…”	Principal	Snaggle’s	furry	brows	arched	high	as	he	
read	the	bulletin.	The	corner	of	his	mouth	twisted	up	in	a	stilted	smile.	



“Newly-elected	President	Vladimir	is	certainly	wasting	no	time	putting	his	
campaign	promises	into	practice.	And	I	believe	Uggarland	will	be	the	more	
fiendish	for	it.”

“Do	you	really	think	so,	sir?”	asked	Malcolm.	“That	would	be	
something	to	howl	about.”	Malcolm	tossed	back	his	head.	
“Hooooowwwwrrrrooooo!”

“Not	now,	McNastee.”	Principal	Snaggle	pushed	past	Malcolm.	
“Mayhem	when	appropriate.	Escort	Monster	Gordon	back	to	class	and	inform	
his	teacher,	Ms.	Hagmire,	that	I	need	to	see	her.”	

	 Without	a	sound,	Principal	Snaggle	slunk	into	the	shadows.	Malcolm	
grunted	and	grabbed	my	arm.	

“Move	it!”	Malcolm	jammed	his	knee	into	my	back	and	shoved	me	
toward	the	open	school	door.		I	limped	down	the	deserted	hallway.	It	smelled	
of	fermented	fur	and	the	barfeteria	daily	special.

“Your	days	are	numbered.”	Malcolm	poked	my	ribs.	

A	slimy	piece	of	cold,	green	moat	scum	slid	down	my	spine	just	then.	I	
took	a	deep	breath—and	not	because	of	the	cool,	icky	sensation	(which	most	
any	other	monster	would	have	relished.)	Instead,	I	shivered	because	I	feared	
what	was	coming.	I	knew	this	time	I	couldn’t—or	wouldn’t—be	able	to	stop	
it.	

My	head	shuddered	as	a	burning	fire	raced	through	my	blood.	My	
usually	under-control	monster	anger	boiled	over.		I	jammed	my	elbow	into	
Malcolm’s	ribs.	“Like	you	haven’t	told	me	that	before!”

“Snotfargle!”	Malcolm’s	bulging	red-rimmed	eyes	opened	wide.	He	
sucked	in	his	breath—but	I	don’t	think	it	was	just	from	my	jab	to	his	ribs.	I	
guess	he	was	as	surprised	by	my	actions	as	I	was.	He	snorted	and	pushed	me	
against	the	rough	stonewall.	“Don’t	get	smart	with	me,	mutant	mucus.	I’m	
foreseeing	your	future.	Your	very	short	future.”

My	heart	pounded	in	my	chest.	I’d	already	been	slimed	and	abused	by	
Principal	Snaggle.	Malcolm’s	bad	breath	and	worse	behavior	were	
unendurable.	Beezle	bung!	Even	an	easygoing	monster	like	me	had	limits.	

I	slammed	my	Frankenstein-sized	foot	down	on	Malcolm’s	hoof.	“You	
smell	like	a	mold-covered	swamp	slug.”	

“Ooof!”	Malcolm	pulled	away.	“Flattery	will	get	you	nowhere.”

“You	read	Principal	Snaggle’s	bulletin,	didn’t	you?”	



“Why	wouldn’t	I?	My	plan	is	always	to	keep	one	step	ahead.”	Malcolm	
grabbed	my	arm	and	shoved	me	forward.	

“What	did	it	say?”	

Malcolm	grunted	and	tightened	his	hold	of	my	arm.	“It’s	very,	very	bad	
news	for	you.	And	the	others.”

“Me	and	the	others?	What	do	you	mean?”	

“Got	your	attention	now.	Huh?”	Malcolm	stood	beneath	the	shadowy	
archway	leading	into	my	classroom.	He	swiveled	his	beady	eyes	and	surveyed	
the	hall.	Not	a	monster	stirred.	“Before	I	consider	telling	you	anything	
though,”	said	Malcolm,	quivering	ever-so-slightly	as	his	claw	clenched	me	
tighter.	“I	want	an	answer.”

I	shrugged	rather	than	let	him	see	me	grimace.	“An	answer	to	what?	I	
don’t	know	anything	about	anything.”	

I	was	tired	of	all	this	mayhem.	My	head	ached	as	the	anger	seeped	from	
my	blood.	I	just	wanted	things	to	go	back	to	how	they	always	were—when	I	
passed	by	most	monsters	just	looked	the	other	way.	They	pretended	that	me	
and	my	freaky	blue	skin	didn’t	exist.	I	was	okay	with	that.	I	could	live	with	a	
few	snarls	behind	my	back.	I	didn’t	mind	living	a	quiet	life.	I	didn’t	care	
about	making	it	into	the	Monsters	of	Achievement	Manual.	

But	now	when	I	dropped	my	head	to	my	chest,	I	saw	it.	A	particularly	
annoying	wrinkle	Malcolm’s	claw	had	made	on	my	shirtfront.	My	blood	
returned	to	simmer	mode.	“Rat-splat!	You	messed	up	my	shirt	even	more.”

“So	sorry.”	Malcolm	faked	a	frown.	“I	didn’t	mean	to	do	you	any	
favors,	but	I	guess	I	might	as	well	make	it	worth	my	while.”	Malcolm	jerked	
my	hand	from	the	wrinkle.	A	jagged	rip	resulted.	

“Booger	bombs,	Malcolm!”	I	yelled.	“Enough’s	enough!”

Malcolm	pressed	his	nose	up	against	mine.	“I’ll	decide	on	that.	I	want	
to	know	if	you	saw	anything	out	of	the	ordinary	yesterday	on	Phantom	
Street?”

“What	would	I	be	doing	on	Phantom	Street	yesterday?	There’s	no	
school	on	Scaredays.	Only	Moandays	through	Frightdays.”	I	stared	in	dismay	
at	my	shredded	shirt.	One	of	my	favorites,	with	sleeves	long	enough	to	cover	
most	of	my	blue	skin.		

“I	know	that.”	Malcolm	grunted.	“But	I	thought	…	I	mean	someone	
said	they	saw	you	in	the	school	belfry.”		



“Hey,	not	me.	You	must	have	seen	…	I	mean	whoever	told	you	must	
have	seen	someone	else.”

Malcolm	punched	my	right	shoulder.	Hard.	He	shoved	me	to	the	
classroom	door.	“Go	on,”	he	said.

“Wait.”	I	pulled	Malcolm’s	claw	off	the	skull-shaped	doorknob.	“You	
didn’t	tell	me	what	the	bulletin	said.”

Malcolm	twisted	up	his	thick,	wrinkled	lips	like	he	was	ready	to	sink	
his	teeth	into	a	barbeque	bone	sandwich.	“And	I	wouldn’t	tell	you	anything.	
Except	I	want	to	see	you	squirm.	Did	you	know	that	the	new	president	is	
offering	you	OMO’s	some	extra	motivation	to	reform?	A	deadline,	so	to	
speak.”

A	deadline.	What	did	he	mean?	Something	more	than	a	threat	or	a	
dungeon	detention	for	contrary	choices?	If	President	Vladimir	had	decreed	it,	
then	it	was	official.	Wasn’t	it?	I	felt	the	strange	flatness	of	my	now	empty	
pocket.	My	treasured	comb	lay	buried	deep	in	the	dank	moat	waters—unless	
the	piranhas	had	devoured	it	even	before	it	hit	bottom.

“Is	that	what	Principal	Snaggle	was	smiling	about?”	I	said.	Principal	
Snaggle	did	not	smile	about	misfits.	

Malcolm	nodded.	His	slobbering	lips	pulled	apart.	He	ran	his	pointy	
purple	tongue	across	his	tarnished	teeth.	“I	can	almost	taste	the	reptile	squish-
tabobs	at	your	funeral	celebration.”	

The	sweat	pooled	beneath	my	arms	again.	

I	didn’t	even	try	to	shove	back	as	Malcolm	pushed	me	into	the	
classroom.	I	stumbled	into	my	seat	beside	Oliver.	A	few	of	his	mummy	
wrappings	had	already	loosened	and	lay	coiled	at	his	feet.	I	grimaced.	Ms.	
Hagmire	would	rattle	Oliver’s	bones	if	she	saw	him	in	disarray,	again.	

But	perhaps	we	were	all	about	to	get	our	bones	rattled.	More	than	
rattled.

	 I	could	barely	watch	as	Malcolm	whispered	to	Ms.	Hagmire	and	clip-
clopped	to	the	door.	But	I	forced	myself	to	look	at	him	as	he	was	leaving.	His	
hooded	eyes	glared	back	into	mine.	Were	they	perhaps	a	bit	too	intent	on	
being	triumphant?	I	drew	myself	up.	But	wait!	His	practiced	glare	seemed	to	
gleam	with	something	odd.	Something	fearful?	

	 I	shook	my	head.	My	monster	senses	must	be	as	out	of	whack	as	my	
desire	for	tidy	attire	and	a	quiet	life.	Nothing	in	all	of	Uggarland	could	ever	



frighten	a	true-blood	troll	like	Malcolm.	Could	it?

	

Chapter	Two

	

Monster	Rule	#35:	Objects	may	be	other	than	they	appear.	Proceed	with	
cunning.

	

MALCOLM’S	TALE

Mr.	Wartwood,	the	substitute	teacher,	had	his	reptilian	back	to	the	class	
as	I	sauntered	in.	I’d	been	officially	dismissed	for	my	office	duties,	so	no	
tardy	slip	was	required.	Monsters	do	like	to	abide	by	the	rules.	It	keeps	things	
simple	that	way.	Less	thinking	and	more	monstering,	I	say.	

“Copy	these	math	word	problems	into	your	workbook,”	said	Mr.	
Wartwood.	“These	will	be	part	of	your	homework	assignment.”

A	collective	groan	followed	the	announcement.	Math	was	not	generally	
a	monster	favorite.	

Mr.	Wartwood	pointed	a	long,	twisted	finger	to	Poison	Ivy	Muckberger,	
the	slobapottamus	girl	who	sat	in	front	of	me.	“Read	the	first	problem	out	
loud,”	he	said.	

“M…m…me?”	Folds	of	gray	blubber	jiggled	as	she	raised	a	pudgy	arm	
into	the	air.	

I	grunted	and	ground	my	charcoal	pencil	into	a	flat	nub	on	my	wooden	
desk.	Poison	Ivy	was	as	slow	as	she	was	jiggly.

“Yeah,	you!”	I	hissed.	Mr.	Wartwood	looked	my	way.	Dingle	rot!	I	
know	we’re	not	allowed	to	badger	classmates—unless	given	permission.	
Mayhem	when	appropriate.	Still,	a	low	growl	formed	at	the	back	of	my	
throat.	I	held	it	in	check,	along	with	a	well-deserved	kick	to	Poison	Ivy’s	
blubbery	behind.	Being	a	monster	isn’t	as	easy	as	it	looks.

“If	two	witches,”	read	Poison	Ivy,	“can	fly	40	miles	in	20	minutes,	how	
many	children	can	they	scare	in	2	hours?”

“This	is	a	tricky	question,”	said	Mr.	Wartwood.	“And	don’t	just	write,	
‘The	witches	can	scare	as	many	children	as	they	want	to.’	While	that	may	
well	be	true,	I	will	not	accept	that	response	for	an	answer.	You	must	use	the	
monster	math	techniques	we’ve	discussed	today	to	solve	this	problem.	Factor	



in	the	wind	trajectory	and	flight	path	fluctuations.	This	is	advanced	math,	
students.	No	more	relying	on	guesswork	or	monster	might	to	do	well	in	
Uggarland	these	days.	You	will	need	a	solid	education	to	succeed.”

Ghoulbert	Gordon,	sort	of	my	best	friend,	was	seated	across	the	aisle	to	
my	right.	He	pointed	his	gruesomely	green	thumb	down.	

I	cupped	my	mouth	behind	my	hand.	“I’ve	got	better	things	to	do	than	
worry	about	witches	and	wind	trajectory.	I	don’t	need	to	know	math	
calculations	to	scare	the	stuffing	out	of	anyone	or	anything.”

Mr.	Wartwood	whipped	his	tail	around,	his	beady	eyes	narrowing	in	on	
me.	The	substitute	teacher	slipped	his	forked	tongue	through	his	thin	lips	and	
slithered	down	the	aisle.	

I	flipped	open	the	monster	math	book	and	pasted	what	I	hoped	was	a	
pondering	look	on	my	face.	Mr.	Wartwood	glided	to	a	stop.

“Any	problems?”	he	asked.

I	held	out	my	mud-encrusted	claws.	“Me?	No	problems	here.”

“Excellent,”	said	Mr.	Wartwood,	but	he	didn’t	exactly	sound	
convinced.	He	slid	back	to	the	front	of	class.	“Remember,	everyone.	I’ll	need	
to	see	all	your	calculations	as	well	as	the	correct	answers	on	your	hand-in	
sheets.”

Another	collective	groan	bounced	off	the	moldy	classroom	walls.	
Ghoulbert’s	face	crunched	into	a	mass	of	green	wrinkles.	He	slouched	over	
his	math	book.	“One	witch	times	20	miles	an	hour,”	said	Ghoulbert,	thinking	
aloud.	He	held	open	his	large	hand	and	counted	on	his	thick	fingers.	It	was	
like	watching	a	coffin	cart	pileup.	I	couldn’t	look	away.	Ghoulbert	just	kept	
counting	and	recounting.	Getting	a	different	answer	each	time.		

Ghoulbert	groaned.	“I	can’t	get	this	one.”

So,	okay.	My	sort-of	best	friend	wasn’t	the	brightest	fiend	at	Fiendful	
Fiends	Academy.	Let	me	just	say	that	he’s	had	more	than	his	fair	share	of	
challenges.	Namely	a	pathetic	excuse	of	a	monster	for	a	brother.	That	mutant	
Frank.	

What	would	it	be	like	to	have	such	a	miserable	creature	for	a	brother?	I	
know	I’d	never	be	able	to	endure	the	snide	stares	and	nasty	remarks	from	all	
the	others.	Was	that	why	Ghoulbert	basically	steered	clear	of	Frank?	Wouldn’t	
I	do	the	same	if	my	sister	Nelly	was	an	outcast?

“Snot-fargle,”	I	cursed.	Too	much	thinking	and	not	enough	monstering.	



What	was	wrong	with	me?	I’d	failed	to	out-monster	that	misfit	Frank	earlier	
today.	That’s	what	was	wrong.	I’d	been	too	worried	about	what	he’d	seen—or	
not	seen	yesterday.	Had	he	seen	me	racing	away	from	a	screaming	Nelly?	
Racing	away	with	a	soft,	fluffy	white	kitty.	Holding	the	mutant	creature	
clutched	up	against	my	chest.	Did	he	or	anyone	else	see	me	at	the	smoldering	
city	dump	ready	to	drop	the	kitty	to	its	doom?	Ready	to	do	the	monsterly	
thing.	But	not	do	it!	

I	jerked	to	attention	as	the	gong	sounded	from	the	belfry	tower	high	
above.	

	 “Time	to	go.”	Mr.	Wartwood	tapped	on	my	shoulder.	“Morning	recess.	
Although	you	seem	to	have	already	vacated	class.”	

	 I	swallowed	more	curses	and	faked	a	sincere	sigh.	“Just	trying	to	figure	
out	the	problem.	You	know.	I	was	totally	in	a	math	zone.”

	 Mr.	Wartwood	drew	his	slitted	eyes	up	into	his	narrow	forehead.	“Is	that	
so?	I’ll	expect	some	exceptional	work	handed	in	then	tomorrow.”

	 “You	got	it,	Mr.	W.	Like	always.”	At	least	the	lies	still	fell	from	my	lips	
with	ease.	Wartwood	was	the	smallest	of	my	dreads.

	 The	teacher’s	lips	twisted	upward	in	a	half	smile.	“Ah,	Malcolm.	You	are	
monster	through	and	through.	One	of	a	long	line	of	McNastee	villains,	
tricksters,	and	liars.”

	 “I	try,	sir.”

	 “Oh,	I	know	you	do.	Quite	intently,	I’ve	observed.”	Mr.	Wartwood	
paused	as	the	remainder	of	the	class	shuffled	through	the	door	and	out	into	the	
noisy	hall.	“I	worked	for	your	grandmother	at	the	Biped	Agony	Department	
many	years	back.	She	was	ever	intent	on	improving	innovations	for	human	
misery.”

	 I	couldn’t	help	but	puff	my	chest	out	when	he	talked	about	Grandma	
Ooogle.	

	 “What	a	sad	day	it	was	for	Uggarland	when…”	Mr.	Wartwood	cleared	
his	throat.	“When	the	accident	happened.”

	 “Grandma	Ooogle	wouldn’t	have	wanted	it	any	other	way.”	I	said.	My	
words	were	spoken	low	but	sincere.	No	need	to	lie	about	my	grandma.	“She	
was	too	brave.	A	McNastee	trait.	I	know	all	about	how	she	got	sucked	into	
that	human	shredding	machine.	She	volunteered.	She	didn’t	have	to	run	the	
test	on	the	new	model.	She	could	have	made	one	of	the	technicians	do	it.”



	 I	paused.	Both	pain	and	pride	mixed	into	my	words.	“She	died	in	the	line	
of	duty.	Just	like	my	dad.”

	 “You’ve	much	to	be	proud	of.”	Mr.	Wartwood	softly	withdrew	his	
reptilian	hand	from	my	shoulder.		“Now	I	don’t	want	you	to	be	telling	horror	
stories	about	your	sub	and	how	I	made	you	miss	your	recess.	Go	on.”				

I	stuffed	my	math	book	into	my	tattered	backpack.	All	sorts	of	good	
and	bad	spirits	seemed	to	be	elbowing	each	other	inside	my	head.	I	pushed	
open	the	classroom	door.

“Malcolm,”	said	Mr.	Wartwood.	“One	more	thing.	Drop	this	attendance	
sheet	off	at	the	office	for	me.”

I	grunted	and	crunched	the	paper	in	my	claw.	Maybe	I’d	run	into	
Principal	Snaggle	again	and	he’d	see	what	a	valuable	student	I	was.	Maybe	
he’d	find	more	ways	for	me	to	assist	him.	I	could	show	him	what	a	dedicated	
true-blood	monster	I	was.	That	little	incident	with	the	kitty	was	simply	a	splat	
on	the	sidewalk.	An	unfortunate	unexpected	encounter.	I	just	needed	to	
regroup	and	scary	on.	

I	plowed	into	the	crowded	hallway.	

“Out	of	my	way.”	I	elbowed	Newton	Bumbles.	Newton	was	one	of	the	
outcast	monster	students.	The	little	creep	loved	playing	with	soap	bubbles.	He	
smelled	fresh	and	perfumey.	Made	me	want	to	gag.	I	held	my	breath	when	I	
shoved	past	him.	I	trudged	down	the	hallway	and	pretended	there	wasn’t	a	
spooky	shiver	creeping	down	my	back.	A	shiver	that	had	nothing	to	do	with	
Newton.		

I’d	enough	wiles	to	know	someone	had	spied	on	me	racing	along	
Phantom	Street	yesterday.	Someone	with	pale	blue	skin.	Even	though	Frank	
had	denied	it,	it	had	to	have	been	him.	

	 “Flying	farts!”	I	spat	the	curse	into	a	shadowed	corner	before	turning	
toward	the	office.	Did	Frank	know	Nelly	liked	mutant	cats?	There	was	no	
way	he	could	have	followed	me,	was	there?	No	way	Frank	had	seen	me	save	
the	white	cat.	

	 “Snot-fargle!”	What	would	it	matter	if	Frank	saw	me	or	not?	It	would	be	
my	word	over	a	misfit’s.	Everyone	would	believe	me—Malcolm	McNastee.	
Of	course.

	 I	snarled	at	a	skinny	first	grade	gremlin	and	pushed	another	from	my	
path.	Recess	was	all	about	mayhem.	



	 I	sighed.	Only	it	wasn’t	a	contented	sigh	like	it	should	have	been.	Every	
monster	would	believe	me,	of	course.	So	why	did	I	feel	like	I	was	trapped	in	a	
sticky	spider	web?	

	 Even	as	I	booted	a	bully	ball	out	of	my	way	and	trotted	toward	the	
office,	I	knew	why.	It	didn’t	matter	if	every	other	monster	would	believe	my	
excuses	because	I—Malcolm	McNastee—knew	the	real	truth.

	

	

	

Chapter	Three

	

Monster	Rule	#101:	The	sneakier	the	better.

	

	

FRANK’S	TALE

	

	

	 “Can	you	hear	what	they’re	saying?”	asked	Howie	Vane,	a	sixth	grade	
milk-loving	vampire.	He	was	another	student	from	my	remedial	class.	Ms.	
Hagmire’s	Odd	Monsters	Only	Class.

	 I	sat	pressed	against	the	cold	stonewall	of	Principal	Snaggle’s	office	
waiting	area.	I	shook	my	head.	I	hadn’t	a	clue	about	any	of	this.	Here	it	was,	
less	than	a	sundial’s	hour	later	since	my	moat	encounter	with	Snaggle.	Was	he	
still	upset	about	my	wayward	wardrobe?	

	 But	why	were	Howie,	Vanya,	and	Georgina	here	as	well?	They	were	
sixth	graders	from	our	OMO	classroom,	which	was	a	mishmash	of	grade	
levels.	Age	didn’t	matter	in	our	class—only	oddness.	

	 I	motioned	to	the	traces	of	a	milk	mustache	above	Howie’s	upper	lip.	
“You’d	better	wipe	that	off.”

	 Howie	shrugged.	“Too	late	now.	They’ve	already	seen	it.”	His	long	red	
tongue	slid	across	his	upper	lip.	His	eyes	glazed	over	as	he	savored	the	taste.	

	 Monsters—real	monsters—hated	the	taste	of	milk.	It	was	only	useful	



when	mixed	with	dirt	to	create	a	mud	paste,	perfect	for	house	decoration.	
“Sooo	shreeeek!	Perfectly	frightful,”	as	my	mom	liked	to	say.

	 “Good	milk.	Huh?”	I	tried	to	sound	interested,	but	my	nose	had	already	
detected	that	other	scent	again.	The	one	I’d	smelled	earlier	in	the	courtyard.	
The	sickly	sweet	one.	Sweeter	even	than	the	dried	human	blood	I’d	smelled	
once	in	Scare	Tactics	Class.	This	had	to	mean	bad,	bad	trouble.

	 Howie	leaned	cloase.	“Yeah.	This	milk’s	best.	Fresh	squeezed	this	
morning.	I	know	a	place	past	the	cemetery	where	they’ve	scavenged	a	new	
variety	of	cows…almost	a	whole	herd	of	them.	Just	blown	into	the	
Shadowlands	with	that	big	storm	last	month.	That	hoaricane.	This	batch	of	
milk	is	white	juice	supreemo…”

	 “Enough	about	your	milk	already.”	Vanya	adjusted	her	sparkly	tiara,	
centering	it	above	her	eye—her	one	Ogre	eye.	“Cows	are	cows	are	cows,”	she	
said.	“They	eat	swamp	grass	and	make	noxious	gases	in	abundance.	That’s	
called	being	useful.	You	know	milk	is	off	limits	for	monster	consumption.”

	 “It’s	an	acquired	taste,”	said	Howie.	He	bared	his	white	fangs.	“Much	
better	than	blood,	if	you	ask	me.”	

	 “No	one	did,”	sniped	Vanya.

	 Howie	snarled	and	pointed	at	her	shiny	white	boots.	“I	don’t	give	you	
trouble	about	your	clothes,	or	your	tiara,	or	you	makeup.	So	lay	off	my	milk,	
okay.”

	 Vanya	shrugged	her	shoulders	beneath	a	slinky,	silk	top,	spun	with	bright	
turquoise	threads	and	splashed	with	gold	polka	dots.	“Stop	talking	and	let	
Frank	listen.”	She	fluttered	her	fake	eyelash.	Her	glittered	eyelid	sparkled,	
totally	nixing	any	fright	factor	possibilities.	I	mean,	how	intimidating	is	
Summer	Sky	Blue	eye	shadow	with	Pink	Cotton	Candy	brow	highlights?	
(Yeah,	unfortunately,	I	did	know	all	about	that.	Vanya	always	bragged	about	
the	horrific	makeup	she	somehow	managed	to	find	through	her	makeup	
connections.)	

	 “Quiet,”	squawked	Mrs.	Rottenberg,	Principal	Snaggle’s	harpy	assistant.	
She	snapped	back	her	wings	and	fixed	her	beady,	black	eyes	on	us	in	an	icy	
stare.	A	classic	harpy	intimidation	tactic	that	was	totally	ineffective	on	us	four	
OMO’s.		

	 Georgina,	the	last	of	us	four	chosen	for	this	impromptu	punishment,	
snorted	to	get	our	attention.	“Hey,	guys,”	she	said,	clasping	her	small	green	
claws	together.	“Quiet	down.”	
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