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Dedication

To Reese, who always reads my stuff

—Drew Daywalt

To Abigail for picking me out and taking me home.

Thanks for believing in me.

—Sam Daywalt

For Professor Avery Sharpe

–Mike Lowery
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Day 1

DEAR DIARY,

I feel like I should introduce myself, since this is my first diary entry ever.

My name is NO SAM! and I am a human being.

Here’s me.
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That’s not the name I was born with, though. My real name is Grrowlo-Ruff-Ruff. But since that name was apparently unpronounceable to Mike, the naked-monkey-thing I used to live with, I’ve had to settle for the name he gave me: NO SAM!
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And here’s Mike.
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Mike is one hundred ninety-six years old, but in naked-monkey-thing years that’s only twenty-eight. I think. You’ll have to check my math.

Most of the time Mike wasn’t even around. He left early in the morning and came home super late at night. So while my days were a little lonely, it wasn’t so bad. I mean, he left the TV on, so at least I was able to watch the news.
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Mike never took me outside for a walk, and that’s okay. After watching the news, I could see why. It was a dangerous world out there, filled with pirates and monsters and killer robots. At night, after he came home from work, Mike would take a shower and then go out again, and I would just watch more news.

I began to wonder why Mike even wanted a human being like me around. Since the dawn of time, you see, human beings and naked-monkey-things have had an unspoken contract that defines why we live and work together as a team. Human beings like myself have taken on the role of defender of the home. All in all, we have a lot going for us as a species.

Poor, dim-witted naked-monkey-things, on the other hand, have no fur to stay warm, no claws, dull teeth, no sense of smell, lousy hearing, and only two legs for running. Pitiful, really. But the one advantage they do have, that we human beings do not, is . . .

[image: image]

Hands.

Which makes them better at three very important things: petting, scratching behind ears, and opening bags of food.

And while Mike was fine at opening the food bag most of the time, he never really lived up to his part in the “petting and scratching” department. And that just didn’t make sense to me. But then again, a lot of things about Mike didn’t make sense. For instance, on his birthday I offered to share my favorite chew toy with him.

    [image: image]

    Mike didn’t like the present. It was then that I realized that Mike and I weren’t right for each other. So I ran away.


And that’s how I ended up in prison.

But you know what? Prison’s not so bad. Not compared to Mike, anyway. He always smelled like anger and frustration, and I don’t know if you’ve ever smelled those two things, but they’re terrible. Kind of like rotten fish dipped in stinky mayo and hot sauce.
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All the guards are naked-monkey-things. I’ve tried asking them how long until I get out, but they don’t seem to understand what I’m even saying.
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I think she meant to comfort me, but just the thought of Mike showing up to take me back sent shudders down my spine. Going back to live with him would be the worst thing that could possibly happen.

As I was settling in for bed tonight, one of the guards came by and gave me an ominous warning . . .
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Her words haunted me. First of all, what in the world is a pug? And “take me out”? I’ve seen enough TV to know what that means.

It means NINJA ASSASSINS!




[image: image]

Day 2

DEAR DIARY,

Today two strangers came to visit me. At first I was worried that they were going to “take me out,” but it quickly became evident that these two weren’t ninjas. Instead, they were a pair of naked-monkey-things named Gary and Elaine. They were very friendly, but they reeked of anxiety and concern and even a little guilt about something. What it was, I had no clue. My sense of smell is good, but not that good.

They spent a long time petting me and talking, but they never talked to me. As a matter of fact, they spent the whole time talking to each other, even though they were looking at me. Talk about awkward!

“Isn’t he cute?” said Elaine. “I think Justin would just love this little guy.”

“He is cute,” Gary said, “but I wonder if he’s trained.”

“Either way, Justin needs a friend right now. Moving has been hard on him. And all that time we spend in the lab . . .”

Gary nodded. “Let’s bring him by tomorrow. If they click, then we’ll take Mr. Fuzzy Pants here home with us.”

Mr. Fuzzy Pants? That’s a new one. But as far as I’m concerned, he can call me whatever he wants if he springs me from prison and gives me a new home to defend.

But what was that “click” Gary mentioned? They want me to click with this Justin? A strange request. But if clicking is what they want, then clicking is what they’ll get.
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I’m gonna have a hard time sleeping tonight, but that’s okay. I need to practice my clicking anyway.

[image: image]




[image: image]

Day 3

DEAR DIARY,

Gary and Elaine brought their offspring, Justin, with them today. I think he’s about eighty-four years old, which makes him twelve or so in naked-monkey-thing years. The poor kid smelled lonely. Funny thing about naked-monkey-things: they can’t smell emotions. It’s just one of the many reasons they need human beings like me to help take care of them.

As soon as I saw them, I started clicking. I must not be very good at it, because they all laughed.

And then Justin did it. He clicked back at me! I clicked again. We were clicking!
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Next, Justin did something that no one has ever done to me. He started petting me . . . behind the ears. Mike never petted me at all, let alone behind the ears. I knew that on the few occasions when I’d managed to get a paw back there and scratch, it felt great, but this . . . ZOWIE! What an amazing, wonderful, delightful sensation! I’m embarrassed to say that it made me do something I’ve never done before. I started licking and kissing Justin, the nicest person I’d ever met!

[image: image]

“Looks like they’re clicking to me,” said Gary.

After that, they took me out to the guard at the front desk. I’m not sure what happened, but I saw them give the guard money and sign a piece of paper, and then we walked out.
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Nothing but a bribe to a prison guard and I was free! And I still didn’t even know what I had been accused of doing in the first place.

When we got to their home, Justin’s parents made him put a leash on my collar before we left the car. Probably so Justin wouldn’t run off and get into trouble.

What an amazing house! I could smell a cat living in here somewhere: male, a young adult. I could also tell he was lazy, pre-diabetic, and looking for meaning in his life.

As we walked up the front walkway, it occurred to me that we had made it all the way home without being attacked by any of the monsters or aliens or bandits that I’d seen on the news. It was sheer luck that we made it here alive at all. I suddenly felt ashamed. How could I have let my guard down so quickly? But these poor defenseless naked-monkey-things will never have to worry about their safety again. NO SAM! is on the job!

If I do a good job, they’ll need me around. And if they need me around, they’ll never take me back to prison. And if they don’t take me back to prison, Mike can never show up there and take me back. Yes, this family is my ticket to happiness!

When they opened the front door, I ran inside and almost fainted with joy. Right there was the most beautiful pooping rug I’d ever seen. I didn’t want to insult my new hosts, so I marched in and showed them how grateful I was.

They weren’t very appreciative of my gesture, but they did know my name already, which was nice.
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Justin led me upstairs to his room and let me sleep in his bed with him. I’d never slept in a naked-monkey-thing bed before and it was just as dreamy as I had hoped. Naked-monkey-things are like big, bed-warming hot water bottles. Who knew?

I am adding this bed-warming function to the list of primary naked-monkey-thing life skills.

In review of the day, I couldn’t be happier. And I know Justin feels the same, because that lonely feeling I’ve been smelling on him has diminished significantly.

I’ve decided it is my mission to make it go away entirely.

    
    
        Naked-Monkey-Thing Life Skills:

        Petting

        Scratching behind ears

        Opening bags of food

        Bed warmers
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