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          To Ruby. If the world crumbled and the monsters were a-comin, you would make for a fantastic partner in adventure.


           M. B.


          For my parents: For not only supporting, loving, and encouraging me at every turn, but also dropping me off regularly at the next-door neighbours who unbeknownst to
          you put me in front of pretty much every horror movie available at the video store when I was eight.


           D. H.
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  chapter one


  OK, so . . . we are going to be eaten. Devoured. Swallowed whole. Or maybe swallowed in bits. Really, whole or bits? Does it matter? Bottom line: EATEN.


  Cause see that train-sized beast behind us? Its not a train. Its a humongo worm monster. The Wormungulous.


  Now, why are we running from a humongo worm monster?


  A very good question.


  With a very silly answer. We are . . .
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  See, about a month ago, I defeated this big evil beast named Blarg. So I was like, Were heroes! Post-Apocalyptic Action Heroes. And Post-Apocalyptic Action Heroes need
  quests!


  Were basically the modern version of old-timey King Arthur-y knights. And old-timey King Arthur-y knights were always questing all over the place. That was when my best friend, Quint
  Baker, declared, We should build a bestiary, friend!


  Whats a bestiary, you ask?


  Also a good question! I asked Quint the same thing. Quint looked at me like I was completely brain-dead, grabbed the dictionary, and read, An illustrative, encyclopedic compendium
  detailing a myriad of mythical creatures.


  That just sounds like a fancy way of saying monster notebook, I said.


  But better! Quint said. Notebook implies school and study. Bestiary implies BEASTS. A book filled with crinkly yellow pages that smell of ancient
  history.


  I was def digging that, so I said . . .
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  And now were building a complete bestiary of every single strange creature that has arrived in the town of Wakefield after the Monster Apocalypse began this past summer.
  You need two things for a bestiary entry:


  One: a picture. Thats my job. You know thats my job cause Im Jack Sullivan, monster photographer extraordinaire.


  Two: you need INFO. Like stuff about the monster  strengths, weaknesses, where does it hang, what does it eat, what are its hobbies, does it stink like evil, yadda, yadda, yadda.


  Now, I realize in terms of, like, all-time ultimate heroic quests, writing a book doesnt exactly rank up there with Frodo carrying the ring to Mount Doom, but whatever. I
  learned that just by calling any random old chore a quest, you can make life a LOT more fun.


  For example . . .
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  Separately, our friend Dirks quest is to build a vegetable garden. Thats not a joke. Dirk apparently loves fresh tomatoes. He says he cant maintain his hulking mass by
  surviving on Wotsits and Snickers alone. Which is BONKERS, since Im pretty sure those are major food groups.


  Dirks part of my monster-fighting crew. He was a terrifying bully back before the end of the world, but now hes a terrifying monstercrushing man . . . with a soft side, as you can
  tell from his vegetable garden quest.


  Dirk told us that if he had some tomatoes, he could probably make some bootleg pizzas over a fire. And I havent had pizza  legit or bootleg  in months.


  June Del Toro (who is kind of my favourite girl in the world) was in agreement with Dirk on this  she was dying for some non-junk food. Buncha crazies, if you ask me.


  Anyway, these two very epic quests are the reason Quint, June, Dirk, and I are at the Circle One Mall right now. Its the reason were racing down the malls main corridor.
  Its the reason were being chased by the Wormungulous. Its the reason 


  KA-KA-KRASSSSH!!!


  I crane my neck as my feet pound the floor. Ah, fisticuffs  its catching up!
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  My heart is slamming against my rib cage as I race around the corner, past the fancy-pants Belgian Godiva Chocolatier store, past the Build-A-Bear Workshop, and past the always-tasty
  Millies Cookies stall.


  Suddenly 


  
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

  


  Footsteps behind me. As far as I know, worms  even monster worms  dont have feet.


  I twist my head. Im both very relieved and supremely annoyed to see that its Quint.


  Quint! I bark. I said split up. Why didnt you split?!


  I did split! he replies. When I split, I split left. Thats how I split!


  Splitting up isnt difficult, Quint! I shout. Everyone just goes in different directions! Thats the definition of split up! Its not rocket
  science!


  Jack, I find rocket science easier to comprehend than your silly action plans!


  I yell at Quint, but he doesnt hear me. Its hard to hear anything over the sound of the worm slithering and slicing its way around the corner.


  Great job, Quint! I holler. Because there are two of us, the Wormungulous decided to follow us!


  Theres a KA-BAM as the worm barrels through Foot Locker. The sound of shattering glass, twisting metal and bouncing Nikes echoes down the corridor.


  Its time to try out my newest toy . . .


   The BOOMerang 


  (a weapon that goes boom)
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  Quint, of course, is the designer of this particular gadget. Its supposed to distract and disorientate monsters. I raise my hand, ready to throw, and 
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  chapter two


  The BOOMerang does NOT come flying back to me in the way it is supposed to  yknow, the one quality that actually makes a boomerang a boomerang. Without
  the coming back to you part, youre just flinging around curved wood  not much fun.


  The BOOMerang does not return, but it does whack the Wormungulous in the face. Theres a BLAST as smoke bombs and sparklers explode. The monster jerks to the left, veers back to
  the right, and then 
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  I take that split second, when theres nothing but glass and metal in the air and wreckage in the worms face, to grab Quint and yank him into the closest store. We tumble over a
  display table and crash to the floor.


  Stay down! I whisper.


  An instant later, the Wormungulous barrels down the corridor, streaking past the store like an oversized snot rocket come to life.


  I catch my breath, get to my feet, and inch out into the corridor. The Wormungulous left a trail of yellow worm goo in its wake and the floor is now a slick mess. I watch the worm crash into a
  clothes store and disappear in a cloud of dust as the wall crumbles behind it.


  I didnt get a photo! I exclaim.


  PHOTO FAIL, Quint says.


  I cock my eyebrow. Dont talk like that, Quint. It doesnt suit you.


  A failure of photographic proportions, friend.


  Better, I say, slapping my best bud on the back. Now where are we?


  Looking around, I begin to tremble and shake as I realize: WERE INSIDE GAME!


  Dude! I exclaim as I begin to walk the aisles. Could I have picked a better place for a last-minute hideout?


  Quite perfect! Quint exclaims happily.


  Near the Nintendo 3DS section, I spot something I want so bad that it causes my gut to tighten up and my extremities to get all warm and tingly.


  Im staring at a giant, life-sized suit of space marine armour from my favourite game, NIMBUS: Call to Action. Its shiny, practically GLOWING.
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  Theres a big sign next to it that says, Coming soon! The hottest sci-fi space marine first-person action shooter ever to hit the planet Earth! NIMBUS: Call to Action 14.


  Suddenly, Im punched in the face by sadness. Im thinking about how many amazing video games were being designed when the Monster Apocalypse happened. And now theyll never be
  released! Ill never get to play them!
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  I knock on the chest piece. DONK DONK DONK. Its definitely metal or some sort of fancy plastic.


  Quints eyes go wide. I was mistaken! he exclaims. This silicone-plastic-Wonderflex is the finest in video game promotion!


  Im totally taking this, I say. Ill be like an unstoppable space marine hero! Ill stuff some bottle rockets in the side here  any monsters get
  close and VA-SHOOM! Eat rocket!


  Quint grins. I must agree. Its quite impressive.


  Now, I say, where is our transportation?


  A moment later 
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  After about twenty clumsy attempts, Quint and I manage to get the space marine armour into Rovers saddle. Rover is my monster dog, and he can haul anything. I pocket a few PS4
  games for the road, then step out into the gooey, slippery corridor.


  All right, I say, lets find June and Dirk.


  


  chapter three
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  Were walking the upper level of the mall, looking down at the corridor below. I see all sorts of little kiosks that sell T-shirts and fancy cell phone cases and other
  crud thats really dumb but I also totally really kind of want. Most of the mall is a mess  looted and plundered by panicked people when the Monster Apocalypse first began.


  Passing the Apple Store, I catch a whiff of something. A strange, sweet sort of odour, hanging in the air.


  And I catch a flash of movement, below us. A figure, slinking around the corner, past Gap. An almost-human figure . . .


  Seeing that  something almost-but-not-quite human  sends a chill of terror down my spine. My heart starts palpitating.


  Maybe it was just a figment of my imagination . . .?


  But no.


  My eyes might play tricks on me, but not my nose. And the strange, sweet odour is growing stronger.


  But it is not the odour of evil. It is not the foul stench that the villainous beast Blarg emitted. It is not the same stink that the Dozers and the Winged Wretches and other Wakefield monsters
  emanate. That is the smell of evil.


  But this?


  Honestly? It smells like a middle-school dance. It smells like, I realize, cheap aftershave.


  Quint, did you see that? I whisper.


  He nods. A huge helping of fear has appeared on his face. Fear with a side order of curiosity.


  I pull my weapon, the Louisville Slicer, from its sheath.
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  Its been one month since we rescued June (sorta rescued) and weve still not seen a single other person. No kids, no adults, no nothing. Just zombies and monsters up the backside.
  And recently, even the zombies seem to be popping up less and less. In fact, its like theyre disappearing.


  I mean, weve been at the mall over an hour now, and we havent seen one zombie. And if youre a zombie expert like me, you know zombies are supposed to be, like, all
  over the mall. Ever see a zombie movie? Play a zombie video game? Zombies are ALWAYS at the mall. They just love shopping or something.


  Quint believes something is taking the zombies. We havent seen them migrating, and we havent seen them just, like, dying off. Ill tell you this much: if something
  is taking the zombies, I do not want to meet whatever that something is.


  The sweet scent snaps my mind back to attention.


  I drop to one knee and rub Rover behind the ears. Buddy, can you drag my space marine suit back to Big Mama? I say, pointing in the direction of the parking lot, where Big Mama,
  our post-apocalyptic pickup truck, is waiting.


  Rover tilts his head, then growls in understanding. A moment later hes trotting down the corridor, my space marine suit banging and clanging behind him.


  OK, Quint, I say. Lets see what this thing is.


  Quint follows as I creep down the escalator to the main level. We duck behind a kiosk called Stuffed Stuff  it sells stuffed panda bears and piglets and ferrets. Holding my breath, I peek
  around the corner.


  I see the figure again. And if its a person, its a big person. Its rattling one of the metal gates that hang over most of the storefronts.


  Quint and I exchange terrified looks, then quietly sneak ahead to the next kiosk. Were like ultra-lame James Bonds. Do you think James Bond ever had to hide behind Cates Custom
  Candles while trailing a target?


  The strange figure comes to a stop in front of the Cinnabon bakery. I finally get a solid look at the thing. And what I see  it turns my blood to ice water.
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  I whip my head back around and drop to the floor. Did you see that?! I ask Quint, trying to keep my voice to a whisper.


  Quint nods. He doesnt speak. Hes shaking like a leaf.


  It was like a monster-person. Or a person-monster, I say. But before we can even begin to process the bonkers implications of that, a piercing shriek echoes down the hall.


  Its June. Shes rushing toward us. Dirk speeds alongside her. And behind them, colossal and charging with vicious fangs exposed, tearing through the mall like a train thats
  jumped the tracks, is the Wormungulous.


  We need to find cover. Safety. Something to shield us from this beast.


  But the giant metal gate that guards Sears department store looms ahead of us. Every store around us is gated. Locked tight.


  Were in a dead end. Trapped.


  No way out.


  
    
      [image: ]

    

  


  OEBPS/html/docimages/18.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/7.jpg
I'm not pi0|<'m9
my nose —

'm on 3 quest to
vefrieve 3 \ong—do\'\man’f
hunk of snot!

\-‘eYOiCQI_L)".





OEBPS/html/docimages/3.jpg
=

o N
/\»W_ MQP o‘FWQl‘eﬁeH Rl eme

(home of the  [EAAF 577

F‘{g%:g; ﬁ‘ || N Town forest [=20) [ ﬁ = w_." Blobbulous) "W

LSS
Wi AN e

Tree house

ouse s = 2] YOu APE VIEpE
T, P N —J= o il Train tracks
- = g ) _ 3 (L\DWF of
= [own park . > the Tentacle
(ow Yok with el . oo
& n Vine-Trnged —— A el

. s L
/sumn . & ~/I = [t [} oy e
ouse % K
| < y W] O st \WM‘ b
> Epivh = Big Als Junk Palace
@ ﬂu YV ) el =5

n(@ 1 /V P

20 Dezer lai) ~ . J -

\ 2 7

\ " & y

ﬁ’% E ¢ 1)) J
d - <

@ peis R -

2 o D 1 I -
% monsters?) | b ker Midele Schoel W\‘\%-: L D/‘w
n = current inhabitants ety B
™ ankiown) 3






OEBPS/html/docimages/copy.jpg
EGMONT

We bring stories o life





OEBPS/html/docimages/copy1.jpg
MIX

Paper i
responsible sources
s FSC® C020471






OEBPS/html/docimages/13.jpg
I¥'s fake, Jack.
It's not veal space
maxine rmouy.

| dunneo, dude.
It seems pretty

serious.





OEBPS/html/docimages/17.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/9.jpg
Apocalypti
)’P'hc A tio
Supplies, Inc® :Ml )





OEBPS/html/docimages/8.jpg
| vote we 9o
LQCL to H'\e

tree house!

SPUT UP! It
can only eat one of
us at 3 fime!

3 /5 ‘
|T'5 FOR TUE o=

BESTIARY!





OEBPS/html/docimages/16.jpg
It could be q
cannibal! Or 3 marauder!
Or 3 marauding cannibal!
Or 3 cannibalizing
marauder!

Nobody's eating
you, Quint.
You're not meaty

| veally don’t
want fo be
eafen, Jack.





OEBPS/html/docimages/4.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/12.jpg
N Ve W/





OEBPS/html/docimages/5.jpg
Quesﬁng! Questing

heroica|ly!






OEBPS/html/docimages/15.jpg






OEBPS/html/docimages/1.jpg
When we last saw our infrepid heroes






OEBPS/html/docimages/11.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
The Nrw York TiMrs bestselling series

MAX BRALLIER

stated by ) ) UGLAS HOLGATE





OEBPS/html/docimages/6.jpg
| am
ALL ABOUT
Lm\d‘mg 3 bestiary!





OEBPS/html/docimages/tp.jpg
Y/

MAX BRALLIER

stated by OUGLAS HOLGATE






OEBPS/html/docimages/14.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/10.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/2.jpg
only to discover ...

YQ}/, Finj—Fona
A and goed times!

| must bring
balance back to
The Force.





