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Dedication

To Stef —D.D.

To Stef’s litter of naked-monkey-things: Cruz, Gabby, Gavin, Saleen, Shelby, and Stella

—S.D.

All of the doodles and scribbles in this book are dedicated to Dan, Erin, and those two cats

—M.L.
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Day 1


DEAR DIARY,

It’s been awhile, so I’ll catch you up.

I’m still a human being, thank goodness. No evildoers have turned me into anything unsavory, so I’ve still got that going for me. I’m also still chief security officer for the Petersons, the family of naked-monkey-things I live with. And while my job is extremely dangerous, it’s also quite satisfying. I keep these helpless creatures safe from all the monsters that lurk about, which gives me a purpose in life.

I’ve also picked up a few new names besides NO SAM! along the way.

[image: ]
“Get off that table right now, mister!” is the best one. It’s kind of a mouthful, but it’s really nice because “mister” is an honorific title that shows that the Petersons respect me.

My best friend, Justin, and I were having breakfast this morning when Gary and Elaine, the mated pair who run the house, came in absolutely reeking with pride. They were trailed closely by our pet cat, Meow.

Oh, yeah, big update on Meow: My beloved sidekick can talk now! It’s 100 percent because of the language lessons I gave him, although Gary and Elaine seem to think they had something to do with it. I don’t mind sharing the credit, but the way they talk, you’d think they did it all.
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“Great news,” Elaine said. “We just gave Mr. Whiskers an IQ test, and he scored over 180!”

Side note: For some reason they call him Mr. Whiskers, but to me he will always be good ol’ Meow. I guess, like me, he has a couple names.

“A hundred and eighty! That means he’s well above a genius,” added Gary. “Our human-feline gene therapy not only gave him speech, but high intelligence.”

“I like to think I was always gifted,” Meow said. “The DNA splicing just allowed it to blossom.”

“Either way,” Gary said, “we’ll soon be able to present him, along with our research, to the International Association of Scientists for the Advancement of Humankind.”

“I’m preparing my speech as well,” said Meow.

My little Meow, preparing a speech for the international thingy of humankind or whatever. I’m so proud of him! I just hope he doesn’t embarrass me. I’ve never been comfortable with a lot of praise. The language classes weren’t a big deal, but the results speak for themselves. When I began teaching him, he was the intellectual equivalent of a box of dirt, and now look at him!

Justin glanced at the clock. “Oh no! I’m late. Dad, can you walk Sam this morning?”

“Justin—” Gary began to chide.

Meow interrupted. “Don’t worry, Gary, I can walk him.”

Gary looked at Elaine, who shrugged. “I think he can handle it.”

“Thanks, Mr. Whiskers,” Gary said. “Just remember: No talking to anyone outside the family except for Phoebe. No one can know about you yet.”

“You got it, chief,” said the cat.

After Justin left, Meow and I went outside.

I still occasionally like to hit up the pooping rug, but, frankly, I prefer the freedom of going in the yard. You should try it sometime. Just imagine you and everyone you know out pooping in their front yards. Liberating, right?
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Patrol was uneventful. After having cleared the neighborhood of assassination robots, pirates, Popsicle monsters, and a medusa that was turning everyone to stone, the neighborhood has been pretty quiet.

After patrol, I spent some time with Mister Donkey.

Oh wait! I don’t think I had him the last time I wrote here. Mister Donkey is the greatest toy in the world. He’s my best pal, my lovey, my therapist, and an incredible source of peace, relaxation, and joy.
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Next, it was time for lunch. Last week I saw a naked-monkey-thing on TV who could hypnotize other naked-monkey-things.

While I thought using mind control to make someone think they were a chicken was interesting (if not a little morally gray), I figured it might be useful for me to use against villains who came after the Petersons.
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And also to get snacks. Mostly for snacks, actually.

I decided to give it a try on Gary first, since he is the weakest-minded of the family. If I stared at him long enough, with just the right intensity, then I could bend him to my will.

“Don’t beg,” said Gary.

I’m not begging, Gary. I’m commanding. Commanding you to give me that food.

I knew it was working. I could see his will getting weaker and weaker.

“Why is he so cute?” Gary asked.

“It’s a survival skill. He wants your lumpia spring roll,” Elaine said.

Darn right. Give me the spring roll, Gary. The spring roll. Give it to me.

“Stop looking at me like that, Sam.”

No. No, I won’t stop looking at you like that. And don’t change the subject. The spring roll, Gary. Give it to me. Givvvvvvvve meeee the sprinnnnnnnnggggg rolllllll, Garrrrrrrrryyyyyyyyy.

And that was it. Gary caved. “Oh, gosh. I can’t resist. Here, Sam.”
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Eureka! It worked.

With a belly full of spring roll, I took to the southern observation platform to look out for monsters, bugbears, giants, aliens, fiends, wretches, imps, zombies, and other such rapscallions. A cursory glance of the front yard told me there were no immediate threats.

It’s been so peaceful, in fact, that I’ve been getting lazy. I’m embarrassed to admit that I dozed off while on duty.
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I’d finally let my guard down, and none other than a CHAINSAW-WIELDING MANIAC tried to attack me! I quickly roared into action.

I emerged from my emergency access tunnel, then charged toward the inevitable battle. However, when I got to the front of the house . . .

Nothing. Was it all a dream? I took a perfunctory lap around the neighborhood to check for chainsaw maniacs, but he was gone.
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I spent the rest of the day on high alert. Ever vigilant on the southern observation platform.
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That is, until Justin came home.

Here’s the thing: Human beings like me have a magical greeting ceremony that stretches back to the most ancient of ancient times. It involves dancing, jumping, kissing, licking, singing, yelling, and circling of those coming through the door.

Some naked-monkey-things foolishly try to tamp down the ceremony, but this is unwise. You see, when a human being runs circles around you, they’re tying you in magic protection circles. And when they jump and kiss and lick your face, they’re coating you in a protective saliva layer that undoes curses, hexes, and evil spells, as well as repels monsters.

Justin often tries to quell the magic, but I can usually get some licks in before he stops me. Phoebe, on the other hand, gets it. She just laughs and lets me perform my duties. That Phoebe. She’s someone very special. Not just to Justin, but to me as well.
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After greetings and a snack, Justin and Phoebe settled into their favorite card game, Magical Monsters.

“I’m thinking of entering Mrs. Muffity Puff into the town’s cat show this year,” said Phoebe.

“Oh, really?” Justin looked up. “Muff’s a show cat?”

“She’s not a purebred, but they have a category for regular cats too. They also have an agility course competition and even a pet costume contest. It’s awesome!”

A little later, Meow came in the room. “Hey, Justin. Your mom says dinner is ready. Phoebe, are you staying?”

“Thanks, Whiskers, but I gotta get home.”

As Phoebe started to pack up, I could smell how much she enjoyed hanging out with Justin. Friendship is one of the greatest scents in the world. To think that I once mistook Phoebe for an evil wizard is embarrassing. Makes me feel like a doofus. I promised myself, after being so wrong about Phoebe, that I would never again jump to conclusions about anyone Justin liked. If there’s one area in which I’ve grown, it’s in trusting Justin’s judgment. I may be his guardian, but I’m also his friend, and friends have to trust each other.
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Day 2


DEAR DIARY,

At breakfast today, Meow was helping Gary and Elaine with some science thing.
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After breakfast, Phoebe popped by, and Justin walked off to school with her.

All seemed well in the kingdom. But I had this weird feeling that a storm was brewing. I’m not sure why. Let’s just say I have instincts about these kinds of things.

While making my security rounds with Meow, I noticed the most beautiful new ficus tree across the street.
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I’m a huge fan of ficus trees. Maybe it’s the alluring green scent, at once inviting and comforting. Or maybe it’s the gentle curve of the branches, beckoning one to lounge in their shade. I dunno what it is, but they’re my all-time favorite plant . . . to go pee-pee on.
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You see, if you pee on something, it’s yours forever. I highly suggest peeing on your favorite thing, like a video game or a bike or your favorite toy.

As I circled the ficus, it hit me. Some fiend had already peed on it and claimed it as their own! What?! I had peed on the street sign, so clearly anyone coming by would know that this was my street! Who would do such a thing?

You can tell a lot about someone by sniffing their pee. From the scent, I could tell he was a human being like me . . . male, middle-aged, short in stature, has slightly high cholesterol, that’s not good . . . dreams of traveling to Paris
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