

[image: title]




To Alex Anest, who once let me hold his pet tarantula—and to Jessie, Florrie, and Chris


—J. H.


For Mary Jane


—B. H.
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HOWIE’S WRITING JOURNAL



Uncle Harold—who is a dog, like me, and not even my uncle, I just call him that—got me this real cool notebook from under Pete’s bed. Pete is not a dog. He’s one of the two boys who lives in our house. Since he isn’t exactly what you’d call neat, a lot of stuff ends up under his bed. Uncle Harold said Pete would never notice the missing notebook. So now its mine.


I want to be a writer just like uncle Harold. Uncle Harold gas written all these books about Bunnicula, this strange but lovable rabbit who lives here with us. “US” is the Pete and Uncle Harold and me, and of course, Pop, this totally awesome cat whose real name is Chester I call him Pop. In my personal opinion, Pop is the coolest thing since chew bones.


I don’t want to write about real-life stuff the way Uncle Harold does, like Pop trying to kill Bunnicula because he thinks he’s a vampire or the time we stayed at this boarding Kennel and there were talking bones buried there, because if I stick to real stuff like that it’ll just be boring and i’ll never get to use my imagination. When I asked Uncle Harold what I could write about, he said it sometimes helps to start with something you know and see where it takes you.


Well, being a wirehaired dachshund and all, one thing I know about is the floor. I could write a story called “The Floor”


Or not.


I also know about water dishes and food dishes. I could write “The war between the Water Dish and the Food Dish.” That’s it! That’s what I’ll write! See, there’s this water dish that’s always crying because it thinks the dog, who happens to be this really cool wirehaired dachshund puppy, likes the food dish better and . . .


What a dorky idea.


Do all writers have this much trouble?


Hmm. Let’s see.


Uncle Harold isn’t the only one who spends time under Pete’s bed. I do, too. It’s really dark under there. It smells like Pete’s totally gross sneakers, and there’s dust and all kinds of junk and food so old it’s got whiskers.


(It doesn’t really have whiskers. That’s what’s called “literary license,” which means when you’re the writer you can pretty much say whatever you want. I don’t know why it’s called a license, since it’s not like writers have to wear tags or anything. I’ll have to ask Pop. He knows everything.)


Now where was I?


Under Pete’s bed. That’s it! I know what my first story will be!





It Came from Beneath the Bed!


By Howie Monroe
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CHAPTER 1:


    “THE SCARY PLACE”




Pete Monroe was a slob. He did things like sneak food into his room and instead of sharing it with his pets like any decent human being would do, he would toss what he didn’t want under his bed. Sometimes the pets, especially the cute and lively wirehaired dachshund puppy named Howie, would go under the bed and look for something good to eat.


But under Pete’s bed was a scary place. It was dark and full of secrets.


“Do not go there!” Chester the cat (who is sometimes called Pop, but won’t be in this story because it’s too confusing) warned Howie, the frisky and clever puppy. “You might not come out alive!”


“Ha, ha!” Howie retorted cleverly.


“Go ahead and laugh!” Chester said. “But don’t say I didn’t warn you!”


Howie bit his tongue to stop himself from saying, “I didn’t warn you.”


Even though Howie told Chester, “Ha, ha!,” he didn’t really mean it. That is because he believed what Chester told him. Chester knew a lot of stuff and Howie thought he was the coolest thing since chew bones.


Soon Howie was scared to go back under that bed. The only way he could prove that there was nothing really to be frightened of was to go under the bed in the dark of night. When the moon was full.
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