


CHAPTER	ONE





W

Monster	Rule	#3:	Demons	rule	the	night.	Beware!

MALCOLM’S	TALE

Wereday,	Early	Morning,	Shocktober	15

ith	my	misfit	father’s	cries	still	ringing	in	my	ears,	I	took	a	deep	breath	and
plunged	into	the	black	swamp.	Only	swamp	monsters	enjoy	the	sensation

of	wetness.	Only	swamp	monsters	learn	the	art	of	paddle,	backstroke,	and	dive.	In
Uggarland,	only	swamp	monsters	know	how	to	swim.

Yet	when	 I	 splashed	 into	 the	murky	 depths	 during	Tooshday	 night’s	Demon
Hours,	 I	 had	 no	 fear	 of	 the	 water.	 As	 the	 cool,	 dark	 fluid	 covered	 me,	 I
remembered.	I	remembered	it	all.	Exactly	how	to	navigate.	How	to	cup	my	claw.
How	 to	 kick	 my	 legs.	 How	 to	 lift	 my	 snout	 to	 exhale	 and	 breathe	 deeply.	 I
remembered.

The	nightmare	visions	from	my	past	that	sometimes	surfaced	to	torture	me	were
true	after	all:	long	ago,	when	I	was	younger	even	than	my	little	sister,	Nelly,	is	now,
my	misfit	 father	 taught	me	how	 to	glide	 through	 the	 swampy	 slush.	 I,	Malcolm
McNastee—a	troll—could	swim.

My	 snout	 and	 ears	 barely	 broke	 the	 surface	 of	 the	water.	 The	 sharp	 smell	 of
smoke	filled	my	nostrils.	Behind	me,	the	swamp	grass	 fire	 that	Frank	had	started
with	some	crazy	magic	still	burned.	My	only	hope	was	that	it	had	destroyed	both
him	and	my	misfit	father.	My	father,	who	we	all	thought	had	died	a	hero’s	death,
had	 returned	 this	 night	 from	 exile.	Returned	 to	 disgrace	me	 and	my	 true-blood
troll	family.

I	angled	toward	the	growth	of	thick	swamp	grasses	on	the	far	side.	As	I	paddled
silently,	 I	 scanned	 for	 sounds.	 My	 upturned	 ear	 swiveled,	 alert.	 My	 other	 ear,
droopy,	lay	flattened	against	my	bumpy	face.

Ratzbotchin!	Another	humongous	howl.	It	sounded	so	close!	Something	large,
like	 a	Bigfoot	or	 an	Ogre.	The	 creature	had	undoubtedly	 smelled	 the	blood	and
burnt	flesh	from	the	three	werewolves	that	had	attacked	us	earlier.	The	ones	who’d
frozen	my	hooves	with	their	growls	alone.	It	was	that	misfit	Frank	who’d	stood	up
to	them.	Not	me.

Snotfargle!	Too	much	thinking	and	not	enough	monstering.	I	somehow	had	to
make	 my	 escape	 from	 these	 Demon	 Hours—the	 two	 hours	 when	 untamed
monsters	could	freely	roam	Uggarland.

The	howl	rose	again,	still	close.	Still	overwhelming.	It	was	not	a	warning	howl.
No.	I	knew	the	difference.	This	was	a	kill	howl.	The	creature	had	prey	within	its



grasp.	How	 I	 hoped	 it	was	 Frank	 or	my	 father—or	 both	 of	 them—who	would
soon	fill	the	monster’s	belly.

I	 paddled	 quickly	 away	 from	 the	 howl.	Why,	 as	 a	 young	monster,	 had	 I	 not
questioned	 my	 father’s	 strange	 ways?	 Because	 I’d	 been	 so	 mesmerized	 by	 him.
Thought	he	could	do	no	wrong.	Thought	we	played	only	silly	games.

I	quivered	in	the	swamp’s	cold	water.	But	perhaps	his	wayward	ways	would	save
me	this	night.

Blasted	 bunions!	 Had	 the	 damp	 rattled	 my	 monster	 brain?	 My	 father	 was	 a
misfit	traitor	who’d	done	something	so	bad	he’d	been	exiled.	Now	with	his	escape
from	Exxillium	 and	 return	 to	Uggarland,	 both	Nelly	 and	 I	were	 in	 danger.	His
crimes	could	be	made	public.	We	could	be	labeled	misfits	as	well.	I	would	not	let
that	happen.	I	hoped	a	hungry	demon	was	closing	in	right	now	on	my	father	and
Frank,	 his	 mutant	 accomplice.	 Then	 the	 creature	 could	 finish	 off	 that	 Oliver
mummy	and	that	drooling	dragon	Georgina	too!	They’d	all	somehow	been	a	part
of	my	 father’s	 escape	 from	 Exxillium.	 They	 all	 deserved	 to	 die!	 Along	with	 the
misfit	 teen	 witch	 they’d	 rescued	 and	 left	 at	 Frank’s	 grandma’s	 house	 across	 the
street.	My	tail	twitched.	I’d	waste	no	more	thoughts	on	witches.

Pulling	to	a	silent	stop,	I	hid	among	a	tall	clump	of	bushy	grasses	at	the	far	edge
of	the	swamp.	Although	I	was	concealed	among	the	thick	growth	well	enough,	a
monster	 would	 be	 able	 to	 sniff	 me	 out.	 Trolls	 emit	 some	 of	 the	 most	 potent
aromas	in	all	Uggarland—a	blessing	and	a	curse.	Already	my	stocky	legs	grew	tired
of	paddling.	I	clenched	with	both	claws,	but	the	grass	tore	apart.	I’d	not	be	able	to
support	my	hefty	 troll	weight	hanging	onto	 grasses.	 I	 couldn’t	 yet	 risk	 climbing
out	of	the	swamp,	but	how	much	longer	could	I	stay	afloat?	Perhaps	it	would	be
better	 for	me	 to	 simply	 stop	paddling.	To	 sink	 silently	 into	 the	water.	No	more
trouble	with	misfits	or	a	mutant	father.	But	what	would	happen	to	Nelly	then?	I
tilted	my	 snout	high	 enough	 to	 take	 a	deep	breath.	 I	 couldn’t	 leave	her	 and	my
mother	to	fend	for	themselves.	I	couldn’t.

The	 wind	 carried	 a	 new	 chorus	 of	 demon	 monster	 cries	 and	 howls.	 These
untamed	creatures	showed	their	true	selves	only	during	these	darkest	hours.

Moanday	 night,	 I’d	 been	 out	 during	 this	 fright	 fest.	 I’d	 taken	 cover	 and
survived,	but	the	old	gremlin	I’d	forced	out	of	my	hiding	place	hadn’t.	How	was	I
supposed	to	know	he’d	been	the	grandfather	of	one	of	the	misfits?	Monster	is	as
monster	does,	right?

Now	I	had	no	idea	how	long	it	had	been	since	the	Last	Bells’	alarm	sounded.	It
seemed	 like	millonions,	 but	more	 than	 likely,	 there	was	 at	 least	 another	hour	of
terror	ahead.	I	could	never	stay	afloat	for	that	long.	Perhaps	my	only	chance	was	to



sneak	away.	My	apartment	building	stood	next	to	the	swamp.	If	I	swam	as	close	as
possible	to	the	building	and	then	raced	to	the	courtyard	.	.	.

But	the	gates	were	usually	locked	during	the	Demon	Hours.	I’d	make	it	that	far
only	 to	 be	 trapped	 like	 a	 sitting	 qwackapotamus.	 Still,	 what	 other	 chance	 did	 I
have?	My	legs	seemed	to	be	made	of	lead.	My	arms	were	worn	out.

I	moved	toward	the	side	of	the	swamp	and	grabbed	for	a	hold	along	the	edge.
The	 slippery	 sludge	 gave	 way	 in	 my	 claws.	 My	 hooves	 dug	 for	 a	 foothold	 but
instead	became	caught	in	the	mud.	I	fought	the	panic	pounding	in	my	chest.	If	I
became	entangled	in	the	muddy	sludge,	a	demon	would	finish	me	off	in	no	time.

With	all	my	might,	I	splashed	and	kicked—making	way	too	much	noise.	Finally,
I	broke	free	and	floated	toward	the	center	of	the	swamp,	far	enough	from	the	edge
that	 no	 demon	 could	 reach	 me.	 I’d	 have	 to	 find	 another	 place	 to	 try	 to	 exit.	 I
swiveled	my	head.	Had	any	creature	detected	me	during	my	loud	escape	attempt?

My	ears	perked	up.	What	was	that	sound?	A	rumbling.	A	screech.	Like	tires.	But
it	couldn’t	be.	No	fool	would	be	out	driving	during	the	Demon	Hours.	Again,	the
same	 large	monster	 bellowed—this	 time	 in	 pain.	Had	 Frank	 used	 his	magic	 fire
once	more	to	out-monster	another	Demon	Hours	creature?

Suddenly,	a	ripple	broke	the	water	around	me.	I	sucked	in	my	pudgy	belly,	not
daring	 to	 breathe.	 A	 ring	 of	 black	 encircled	 me.	 Something	 swam	 beneath	 me.
Something	big!

I	scissor-kicked	and	flung	out	an	arm	to	propel	myself	away.	Too	late.	A	bone-
crunching	 claw	 closed	 around	 my	 left	 leg.	 I	 managed	 to	 gulp	 one	 final	 breath
before	the	mystery	creature,	with	a	powerful	tug,	pulled	me	under.

The	 slimy	 depths	 closed	 around	 me.	 The	 creature	 pulled	 me	 down,	 down,
down.	I	twisted	and	fought,	but	the	monster	proved	much	stronger	than	me.	My
head	buzzed.	My	chest	burned	for	want	of	air.	This	was	the	end.

And	it	was	all	Frankenstein	Gordon’s	fault.



CHAPTER	TWO





T

Monster	Rule	#77:	Lie	like	you	mean	it!
(Lying	is	a	necessary	skill	for	monster	preservation	and	should	be	perfected	for

the	ultimate	protection.)

MALCOLM’S	TALE

here’d	be	no	hero	monster	death	for	me.	No	dying	in	the	line	of	duty	during
a	ferocious	Scare	Patrol.	I	gurgled	out	the	final	bit	of	air	from	my	lungs.

The	 creature	 jerked	 me	 sideways.	 My	 head	 smacked	 against	 stone.	 Thank
goodness	 for	 thick	 troll	 heads	 or	 I’d	 have	 conked	 out	 for	 sure.	 The	 creature
holding	me	paddled	on,	and	we	quickly	reached	a	place	where	the	water	lowered.
My	 snout	 broke	 the	 surface,	 and	 I	 sucked	 in	 a	mouthful	 of	 air.	 I	 coughed	 and
sputtered	 as	 the	 creature	pulled	me	onto	 land	 in	 a	 rocky	 cave.	One	 torch	 lit	 the
dark	scene.	A	swamp	monster	loomed	over	me.

“You’re	no	demon,”	said	the	creature.	“Just	a	teen	troll.”	Although	the	swamp
monster	crouched	below	the	low,	rocky	roof,	she	was	at	 least	twelve	hooves	high
and	plenty	bulky.	Her	scaly	brown	hide	dripped	slime	onto	my	face.

“What	in	all	of	Uggarland	are	you	doing	out	now?”	she	demanded.	“And	how
did	you	get	into	my	swamp?”

I	slumped	against	the	damp,	rocky	wall	and	tried	to	put	some	distance	between
me	and	this	unknown	creature.	Had	she	saved	me	or	 just	pulled	me	into	her	 lair
for	a	late-night	snack?	There	was	something	familiar	about	her—the	shape	of	her
snout	 and	 the	 glare	 in	 her	 eyes.	 But	 until	 I	 knew	 more,	 lies	 would	 be	 my	 best
weapon.

“Fell	in,”	I	said.	I’d	never	admit	to	this	strange	swamp	monster	that	I	knew	how
to	swim.	“I	went	out	for	a	midnight	stroll	and	fell	asleep	in	the	cemetery.	When	I
woke	up,	the	alarm	was	going	off.	I	panicked	and	raced	for	home.	I	…	I	live	in	the
apartments	next	door.	But	when	I	cut	through	…	uh	…	your	swamp,	that’s	when
I	fell	in.”

“Hmmmm.”	The	 swamp	monster	pushed	her	 long	 snout	 into	my	 face.	“That
so?	For	someone	who	fell	in,	you	sure	stayed	afloat	for	a	long	time.	I	was	watching
you.	Seems	you	know	how	to	swim.	Don’t	deny	it.”

“Guess	my	monster	survival	mode	kicked	in.	Monster	or	die,	right?”

“Don’t	try	to	feed	an	old	monster	a	mouthful	of	mud.	I	know	lies	when	I	hear
’em.	Still,	I	guess	it	don’t	matter	to	me	how	you	learned	such	watery	prowess.	Just
don’t	go	showing	off	your	skills	 in	my	swamp.	I	don’t	need	no	extra	attention.	I
like	staying	on	the	down	low	here.	Understand?”



“Sure.	No	 problem.	 Like	 I	 said,	 this	was	 all	 an	 accident.	 Believe	me,	 it	won’t
happen	again.”

“You	said	you	live	in	the	apartments	next	door,	huh?”

I	nodded.	Monsters	are	 taught	not	 to	give	 too	much	away.	Especially	not	 to	a
strange	monster.

“You	know	Nelly?”	the	creature	asked.

“Nelly!”	The	name	shot	out	of	my	mouth	faster	than	a	poisoned	arrow	from	a
bow.	“She’s	.	.	.	she’s	my	sister.”

“Thought	there	was	some	resemblance	there.”

“But	 how	 do	 you	 know	 her?”	 Had	 this	 swamp	 monster	 been	 scouting	 for	 a
tasty,	tender	young	morsel?

“She’s	wandered	by	 a	 time	or	 two.”	The	monster	 shook	a	 crooked	nail	 at	me.
“You	need	to	keep	a	closer	eye	on	her.	Don’t	want	her	to	fall	in.”

“I	bet	you	wouldn’t.”	I	edged	back	from	the	shadowed	creature.

“No.	No.	No.”	 She	 shook	 her	 head.	 “It’s	 not	what	 your	wicked	 troll	mind	 is
thinking.	I	don’t	want	to	eat	Nelly.”	She	patted	her	still-glistening	belly.	It	looked
like	she’d	never	skipped	any	meals.	“Trolls	are	not	to	my	taste.	Hides	are	too	chewy
and	innards	too	spicy.	Give	me	a	heaping	helping	of	elf	eels	and	I’m	a	slaphappy
swimmer.”

“Lucky	me,”	I	said.

“Hmmmmft!”	She	flicked	her	tail	at	me.	“Pay	attention	here.	You	need	to	teach
Nelly	how	to	swim.	For	her	own	safety.”

“I	 told	 you.	 I	 don’t	 know	 how	 to	 swim.	 So	 how	 can	 I	 teach	 Nelly?	 Swamp
monsters	are	the	only	monsters	who	know	how	to	swim	in	Uggarland.	I’m	a	true-
blood	troll—from	a	long	line	of	true-bloods.	I’d	never	do	something	unmonsterly.
Okay?”

The	creature	spread	her	claws	out	wide.	“I’m	not	buying	your	load	of	doo-doo,
but	I’ll	let	you	sit	out	the	rest	of	the	Demon	Hours	down	here.	Then	I’ll	take	you
back	up	and	say,	‘So	long	and	don’t	hope	to	see	you	later.’”

“Sounds	 good	 to	me.	Um,	 thanks.”	 I	 wasn’t	 used	 to	 saying	 that	word.	 But	 I
thought	it	seemed	good	to	say—to	make	sure	this	monster	followed	through	with
her	plan	to	get	me	out	of	here	and	not	to	eat	Nelly	anytime	soon.

“What’s	that?	My	ears	are	a	little	waterlogged.”



“Thanks,”	I	repeated	louder.

“Well,	 I	 couldn’t	have	you	splashing	about	up	there,	drawing	attention	to	my
place.	One	of	those	demons	would’ve	loved	to	gobble	you	up	just	for	the	fun	of	it.
You	still	in	school,	I	guess?”

“I’m	a	seventh	grader	at	Fiendful	Fiends	Academy.”

“I	know	one	of	the	teachers	there.	Are	you	in	her	Odd	Monsters	Out	class?”

“No.	No	way!	I’m	a	true-blood	troll,	remember?”	My	tail	twitched.

“Ah,	 yes.	 So	 you’ve	 said	 repeatedly.	 A	 true-blood	 troll	 who	 knows	 how	 to
swim.”

“I	told	you!	It	was	pure	survival	skills.	I	don’t	know	anything	about	swimming.
I’m	a	troll.	Through	and	through.”	I	paused	and	wiped	more	slimy	drops	off	my
face.	My	drenched	hair	tuft	hung	limp	on	my	lumpy	forehead.	“But	I	do	know—
well,	sort	of	know—Ms.	Hagmire.	If	that’s	who	you	mean.”

“Yep,	that’s	her.	Tell	her	when	you	see	her	that	her	sister	Praetoria	says	‘hello.’”

I	 snorted.	Wouldn’t	you	know	 it?	Of	all	 the	 swamp	monsters	 in	Uggarland,	 I
run	into	Ms.	Hagmire’s	sister.	That’s	all	I	needed—for	Ms.	Hagmire	to	talk	with
her	sister	and	find	out	that	Malcolm	McNastee	knew	how	to	swim.
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CHAPTER	THREE
Rule	#25:	The	right	kind	of	bad	is	the	best.

FRANK’S	TALE

Wereday,	Shocktober	15

houlbert’s	 growly	words	 echoed	 down	 the	 classically	 decorated	 hall	 of	 our
family’s	home.	“Hey!	Where	you	two	going	already?”

Cobwebs	 draped	 every	 corner.	 Dust	 thick	 enough	 to	 write	 a	 horror	 story	 in
encrusted	every	 surface.	Damp,	dreary	darkness	 shrouded	every	 room.	It	was	 the
morning	after	the	Exxillium	rescue	and	the	Demon	Hours	battle.	My	best	friend—
a	mummy	named	Oliver	who’d	been	part	of	 it	 all—walked	beside	me,	 trying	 to
rewrap	his	loose	strips.

“Your	 stupid	 misfit	 bus	 isn’t	 even	 here	 yet,”	 yelled	 Ghoulbert.	 “Maybe	 your
crazy	bus	driver,	what’s-his-name,	wrecked	it.	Or	messed	up	the	route	again!”

“His	name’s	Mr.	Aldolfo,”	said	Oliver.

“And	he’s	not	crazy,”	I	said.	But	Mr.	Aldolfo	did	basically	run	a	different	route
every	day.

“He’s	 a	 werewolf	without	 a	 lick	 of	 hair,	 even	when	 the	 two	 half	moons	 join
together,”	said	Ghoulbert.	“If	he’s	not	crazy,	he’s	a	freak,	then.	Just	like	the	two	of
you!”

“Takes	one	to	know	one!”	I	yelled,	as	I	opened	the	heavy	front	door.	The	rusty
hinges	squealed.

“Try	to	stay	out	of	trouble	today,	Frankie.”	My	mom’s	phantom	voice	floated
in	 from	 the	 kitchen.	 My	 Frankenstein	 dad	 had	 already	 left	 for	 his	 job	 at	 the
Haunted	House	Factory.	 I	grunted	and	grabbed	my	recently	 ratted-up	backpack
from	the	teetering	hatstand.	Ghoulbert	would	never	believe	me	if	I	told	him	Mr.
Aldolfo	had	saved	Oliver	and	me	last	night	during	the	Demon	Hours.

In	fact,	Ghoulbert	would	never	believe	any	of	last	night’s	adventure—a	trip	to
Exxillium,	 a	 rescue	 of	 misfits,	 and	 a	 battle	 with	 werewolves	 during	 the	 Demon
Hours.	And	finally,	a	narrow	escape	from	an	angry	Ogre.	That	last	part	was	thanks
to	our	misfit	bus	driver.

No,	 Ghoulbert	 most	 definitely	 would	 not	 believe	 me—one	 of	 the	 Odd
Monsters	Out	with	my	blue	 skin	and	my	usually	neat,	quiet	ways.	He	wouldn’t
believe	any	of	the	daring	moves	I’d	made	last	night—or	my	magic	fire.

“So	unmonsterly,”	everyone	always	said	about	me.	But	I’d	shown	some	demons



a	 thing	 or	 two.	 I’d	 been	 “more	 than	 monster	 enough,”	 as	 my	 dear,	 departed
Granny	Bubbie	would	have	said.	Oliver	had	too,	even	if	he’d	needed	to	be	mostly
unwrapped	 to	 do	 his	 amazing	 acrobatics.	 Mummies	 are	 supposed	 to	 be	 tightly
wound	up	at	all	times.

Ghoulbert	snorted	and	taunted	me	with	a	classic	curse.	“Eat	sugar!”	On	his	arm,
a	 tarantula	 crawled.	 Spidey	 was	 nearly	 as	 large	 as	 my	 brother’s	 oversized	 green
head.	Ghoulbert	 stroked	a	gruesome	green	 finger	 across	 the	 fuzzy	brown	hair	of
the	spider’s	belly.	“How’s	my	little	Spidey	today?	My	itsy,	bitsy	Spidey.	My	special
Spidey	bitsy	boo.”

“Ghoulbert	sounds	like	the	Odd	Monster	Out,”	I	muttered	to	Oliver.	I	tugged
my	backpack	into	place	and	slammed	the	door	shut.

“I	heard	that!”	came	Ghoulbert’s	muffled	voice	through	the	door.	A	loud	clunk
followed.

“Whoa!	I	think	he	threw	his	boot	at	us,”	said	Oliver.

“Just	hope	he	remembered	to	take	it	off	first.”	My	brother	wasn’t	the	smartest
monster	in	the	pack.	Still,	he	was	my	brother,	and	sometimes	not	totally	awful.	I’m
sure	it	wasn’t	easy	for	him	having	a	misfit	brother	like	me.

“Come	on,”	I	called,	running	down	the	steps.	“Good	thing	you	spent	the	rest	of
the	 night	 here.	 We’ve	 got	 to	 get	 to	 Granny	 Bubbie’s	 house	 fast.	 Georgina’s
probably	going	to	need	both	our	help.”

“I	wonder	if	she’s	recovered	enough	from	last	night’s	Exxillium	flight	to	make	it
to	 school	 today.”	 A	 few	 of	 Oliver’s	 strips	 rippled	 in	 the	 air	 behind	 him	 as	 we
scurried	along.

“She’s	got	to	make	it.	We	don’t	want	to	draw	any	attention.	It’s	bad	enough	she
had	to	stay	at	Granny’s	house	last	night.”

“Do	you	think	her	parents	will	suspect	something?”

“Nah.	It	should	be	okay	if	we	make	it	look	like	she	spent	the	night	at	Vanya’s.	I
think	Georgina	does	a	lot	of	late-night	flights	on	her	own.”

Oliver	 threw	 a	 knowing	 glance	 my	 way	 as	 we	 hurried	 down	 the	 uneven
walkway.	 “’Cause	 the	 other	 dragons	 don’t	 want	 to	 fly	 with	 a	 water-gushing
mutant	like	her.”

My	neck	bolts	throbbed	with	Oliver’s	sad	words.	“Yeah,	but	I	bet	none	of	them
have	flown	to	Exxillium	and	back	two	days	in	a	row	like	Georgina	did!”

A	screech	of	tires	drew	us	to	a	stop.	Our	Odd	Monsters	Out	school	bus	lurched



to	 a	halt.	With	 a	wave,	 I	motioned	 to	Mr.	Aldolfo.	 “We	don’t	need	 a	 ride	 right
now.”

“We’ll	meet	you	at	Vanya’s	house,”	said	Oliver.	“You	haven’t	picked	her	up	yet,
have	you?”

Our	bus	driver	 shook	his	head.	 “No,	but	 I’m	 afraid	 something’s	happened	 to
Malcolm.”

“What?”	we	said	together,	exchanging	uneasy	glances.

“He	didn’t	show	up	for	bus	duty	today,”	muttered	the	O.M.O.	bus	driver.

The	 blue	 blood	 drained	 from	 my	 face.	 Oliver	 dropped	 his	 handful	 of	 loose
wrappings.

Stan	 and	Dan,	 a	 two-headed	 gargoyle	 from	 our	 class,	 leaned	 out	 the	window
above	us.	“You	two	don’t	look	so	good,”	said	Dan.

“Yeah,	you	look	pretty	bad,	actually,”	said	Stan.

“But	 wait,”	 said	 Dan,	 scratching	 his	 head.	 “The	 right	 kind	 of	 bad	 could	 be
good.”

Stan	giggled.	“You	might	be	right.	Or	you	might	be	wrong.”

“Seriously,	 guys,”	 I	 said	 with	 a	 moan.	 “You’re	 supposed	 to	 be	 dropping	 the
comedy	routine!”	Humor	was	not	a	desired	monster	quality.

“Snarls,	not	smiles,”	said	Oliver.

“Right,”	they	said	in	unison,	slapping	their	hands	together	in	a	high	five.

Mr.	Aldolfo	growled	and	slammed	the	doors	shut.	The	vehicle	pitched	forward.

“Those	 two	 are	 never	 going	 to	 reform,”	 said	Oliver,	 leading	 the	way	 into	 the
morning	gloom.

I	feared	my	friend	was	correct.	Being	goofy	was	like	breathing	for	Stan	and	Dan
—or	like	being	neat	was	for	me.	As	we	clumped	down	the	street	toward	Granny’s,
I	 tugged	on	 the	 ratty	 shirt	 and	 torn	pants	 I’d	been	 forced	 to	wear.	Each	wrinkle
seemed	to	jab	into	my	blue	skin.	Ghoulbert’s	hand-me-downs.	For	now,	anyway,	I
couldn’t	wear	 any	more	 of	my	 own	 crisp,	 tidy	 attire.	My	 parents	 and	 Principal
Snaggle	had	made	that	clear.	They	welcomed	my	out-of-control	anger—at	all	the
appropriate	times,	of	course.	They	demanded	that	I	transform.	More	mess.	More
mayhem.	More	monstering.

“Don’t	you	wish	we	could	tell	everyone	about	last	night?”	I	said.

“Which	part?”	asked	Oliver.	“Freeing	Zelda	and	Mr.	McNastee	from	Exxillium?



Or	defeating	the	demon	werewolves?”

“All	of	it,”	I	said.	“Only	we	can’t.”

Exxillium	was	 the	 island	of	doom	for	Odd	Monsters	Out.	They	went	 there	 to
die—never	to	be	rescued	and	brought	back	to	Uggarland.	But	that’s	what	Oliver,
our	friend	Georgina—a	dragon	without	a	breath	of	fire—	and	I	had	done.	We’d
rescued	Zelda,	a	teen	misfit	witch,	and	Mr.	McNastee,	Malcolm’s	dad.

Of	course,	Malcolm	hadn’t	been	happy	about	any	of	this.	His	dad	was	supposed
to	 have	 died	 a	 hero	 in	 a	 Scare	 Patrol	 fire	many	 years	 ago.	Only	 it	was	 all	 faked.
Instead,	he’d	been	 exiled	 for	helping	humans	 escape	during	patrols.	 I’d	kept	my
promise	 to	 Mr.	 McNastee	 and	 told	 Malcolm.	 I’d	 explained	 that	 his	 dad	 was	 a
misfit	 on	 Exxillium—but	Malcolm	 still	 didn’t	 know	why.	Telling	Malcolm	 had
only	made	my	 nemesis	 hate	me	more.	He’d	 spied	 us	when	we’d	 returned	 from
Exxillium	last	night.	Then	during	the	Demon	Hours,	a	trio	of	werewolves	trapped
us.

With	an	unwrapped	elbow,	Oliver	nudged	me	from	my	thoughts.	“I	think	we’re
wrong	about	Malcolm	wanting	his	dad	back.”

“Yeah.	Malcolm	sure	did	his	best	to	get	away	from	him	last	night.”

Oliver	 shook	 his	 head	 worriedly.	 “Him	 not	 showing	 up	 for	 bus	 duty	 today
doesn’t	look	good.	Malcolm’s	not	one	to	miss	a	chance	to	give	us	misfits	trouble.”

I	sucked	in	a	deep	breath.	My	barrel	chest	doubled	in	size,	causing	a	loose	button
to	 pop	 from	 my	 ratty	 shirt.	 I	 sighed.	 How	 much	 easier	 my	 life	 would	 be	 with
Malcolm	 gone.	Could	he	 have	 survived	 last	 night?	Only	 swamp	monsters	 know
how	to	swim.	Still,	Malcolm	was	usually	quick	on	his	hooves	when	in	trouble.	But
I	feared	even	his	quick	hooves	couldn’t	keep	him	afloat.

“You	 know,	 I	 thought	 I	 heard	 your	 house	 phone	 ring	 this	 morning,”	 said
Oliver.	 “We	 should	 have	 asked	 Ghoulbert	 if	 he’d	 heard	 from	 Malcolm	 this
morning.	Aren’t	they	best	friends?”

“As	best	a	friend	as	Malcolm	can	be,”	I	muttered.	“But	Malcolm	is	a	good	big
brother	to	Nelly.”

Oliver	nodded	and	tried	to	catch	up	to	my	long	Frankenstein	strides.	I	rubbed	a
throbbing	neck	bolt.	Nelly	would	miss	him—her	Mo-Mo.	And	Malcolm’s	death
could	very	likely	cause	Mr.	McNastee	to	implode,	even	after	all	we’d	done	to	save
him	from	his	fate	on	Exxillium.

“Ratzbotchin!	No	one	was	 supposed	 to	get	hurt	 last	night.	We	were	 trying	 to
solve	problems,	not	make	more.”



“But	we	did	cure	Zelda	of	her	 fear	of	heights.	After	using	your	granny’s	 spell,
she	 flew	great.”	Oliver	paused.	 “Hopefully	 she’ll	be	 able	 to	blend	back	 in	here.”
Oliver	stopped,	pulling	on	a	knot	in	his	kinked	strips.

I	 paused	 so	 he	 could	 catch	 up.	 “Yeah,	 which	 is	 way	 better	 than	 dying	 as	 the
youngest	outcast	ever	on	Exxillium.”

My	best	friend	locked	his	eyes	onto	mine.	Even	though	he	didn’t	say	a	word,	I
could	 guess	 what	 he	 was	 thinking—that	 thanks	 to	 newly	 elected	 President
Vladimir’s	latest	edict	to	rid	Uggarland	of	wayward	monsters,	even	young	misfits
like	me,	Oliver,	and	Georgina	could	be	the	next	exiles.	Especially	if	we	kept	doing
crazy	stunts	like	last	night.

No	discussion.	No	excuses.	No	more	time.	Exxillium	waited	for	us	if	we	failed	to
monster	up.	 I	 gritted	my	 teeth.	None	of	us	O.M.O.	 students	 at	Fiendful	Fiends
Academy	 were	 exempt	 anymore.	 Even	 a	 sixth-grade	 Frankenstein	 like	 me	 could
suffer	the	final	judgment	under	the	latest	law.

“Ooooof!”	 I	 tripped	over	one	of	my	untied	 laces	and	slammed	to	 the	ground.
Fresh	 mud	 coated	 my	 trousers.	 I	 jerked	 back	 my	 hands	 before	 I	 automatically
wiped	away	the	grime.	Instead,	I	stared	at	the	fresh	hole	at	my	knee.	A	flash	of	blue
skin	peeked	through.	I	grimaced.	Not	from	the	pain,	but	from	the	sight	of	my	own
skin.	 Although	 I	 didn’t	 understand	 why,	 pale	 blue	 skin	 was	 considered	 totally
pathetic	for	an	Uggarland	monster.	“Pus	nuggets,”	I	muttered.

Oliver	helped	me	up.	“Come	on.	We’re	almost	to	Mushington	Way.”

I	 fell	 into	 stride	 with	 him.	 There	 wasn’t	 any	 time	 to	 think	 about	 all	 the
confusing	 things	 in	my	 life	 right	now.	What	did	Malcolm	 like	 to	 say?	Too	much
thinking	and	not	enough	monstering.

“We	better	make	sure	all	our	tracks	are	covered	from	last	night,”	I	said.	“And	get
Georgina	 to	 school.”	 Had	 we	 left	 any	 evidence	 from	 our	 Exxillium	 rescue	 in
Granny’s	 yard	 or	 by	 the	 swamp?	 Other	 than	 Zelda,	 Mr.	 McNastee,	 a	 missing
Malcolm,	and	a	trail	of	fire!

As	 if	reading	my	mind,	Oliver	spoke	up.	“We	better	make	sure	Zelda	and	Mr.
McNastee	stay	out	of	sight.”

“Yeah,	 well,	 maybe	 you	 can	 convince	 Zelda	 not	 to	 attempt	 any	 more	 of	 her
stunt	flying.	She	nearly	killed	me	last	night	trying	to	perform	a	fancy	landing.”

“You	shouldn’t	have	ripped	her	hat	up,	though.”

“I	didn’t	mean	to.	My	anger	took	over.”	Usually,	I	kept	it	under	wraps	because
it	 had	 caused	 no	 end	 of	 troubles.	 Like	 Zelda’s	 mangled	 hat—a	 witch’s	 prized



possession.	But	a	Frankenstein	who’s	not	always	ready	to	switch	to	ferocious	mode
is	unmonsterly.	I’d	been	told	to	reform.

Oliver	lightly	punched	my	arm.	“We’ll	help	each	other.	Like	we	always	do.”

I	pointed	at	Oliver’s	loose	wrappings.	“Ready	to	wrap	up?”

“Not	 yet.	 Or	 I	 won’t	 be	 able	 to	 keep	 up	 with	 you.	 I’ll	 bind	 up	 tight	 before
school.	I	promise.”

“We’ve	got	to	stay	off	Principal	Snaggle’s	detention	list.	And	keep	our	parents
satisfied	with	our	reform	efforts.”	I	patted	my	pocket	where	my	forbidden	comb
was	hidden.	 It	was	 the	one	Ms.	Hagmire	had	 somehow	retrieved	 from	the	moat
and,	 surprisingly,	 returned	 to	me	before	our	 escape	 trip	 to	Exxillium.	 I	 couldn’t
throw	it	away.

“I	know.	I	know,”	said	Oliver.	“Keep	calm	and	scary	on,	like	Ms.	Hagmire	says.”

“Scary	on,”	 I	 echoed.	At	 least	until	 I	 could	 convince	 everyone	 I	was	 already	 a
monster	through	and	through—even	with	neatly	parted	hair.
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