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For Jessica: my best friend, my love, my wife, my shield maiden, and my castle of dreams

—J. M.
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• THE SCOUTS •

[image: An illustration cut out in the shape of a coffin features Vampyra, a young girl hanging upside down from a tree branch at night with the crescent moon and stars in the background.]

VAMPYRA may be a vampire, but that doesn’t mean she wants your blood. Gross! In fact, she doesn’t even like ketchup! She loves gymnastics, especially cartwheels, and one of her favorite things is hanging upside down… even when she’s not a bat. She loves garlic in her food and sleeps in past noon, preferring the nighttime over the day. She lives in Castle Dracula with her mom, dad (Dracula), and aunts, who are always after her to brush her fangs and clean her cape.

[image: An illustration cut-out in the shape of a crescent moon features Wolfy wearing a hat, shorts, and a backpack howling at the crescent moon in a forest at night.]

WOLFY and his family live high in the mountains above Castle Dracula, where they can get the best view of the moon. He likes to hike and play in the creek and gaze at the stars. He especially likes to fetch sticks with his dad, Wolf Man, and go on family pack runs, even if he has to put up with all of his little brothers and sisters. They’re always howling when he tries to talk! Mom says he has his father’s fur. Boy, is he proud of that!

[image: An illustration cut-out in the shape of a stitched patch features Franky showing a thumbs up to a tall Frankenstein, whose upper body is cut off the frame.]

FRANKY STEIN has always been bigger than the other monsters. But it’s not just his body that’s big. It’s his brain and his heart as well. He has plenty of hugs and smiles to go around. His dad, Frankenstein, is the scoutmaster, and one of Franky’s favorite things is his well-worn Junior Monster Scout handbook. One day Franky is going to be a scoutmaster, like his dad. But for now… he wants a puppy. Dad says he’ll make Franky one soon. Mom says Franky has to keep his workshop clean for a week first.






CHAPTER 1


WELCOME, DEAR READER! SETTLE IN with this book and a tasty cinnamon stroogle noodle (a kind of cinnamon-sugar-flavored pastry that is long and hollow and filled with cream cheese). Grab a nice glass of jamberry juice and put on your comfiest slippers. Relax and listen to the peaceful sounds of—

WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP.

What in the five flippers of frog flowers is that noise?

WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP.

That’s exactly what Vampyra, Franky, and Wolfy said (well, almost). They were outside, enjoying the day and playing a game of “race your shadow”—where you run from one point to another, trying to outrace your shadow, which never seems to work and generally leaves you tired and out of breath.

“What is that noise?” Wolfy asked, covering his ears. He had very good hearing, so the noise was even louder for him.

WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP.

    [image: Franky, Vampyra and Wolfy are running around outside a castle. They all look panicked while looking up. Snow capped mountains are in the background. ]

“Look,” said Vampyra, pointing up into the sky. “A helicopter!”

“That’s strange,” said Franky. “I wonder who it is.”

Franky, Wolfy, and Vampyra watched the helicopter pass over them, then over the Gloomy Woods and the covered bridge.

“Only one way to find out,” said Franky.

“Let’s go see who’s whump-whump-whumping around here and disturbing the peace,” said Vampyra.

Wolfy nodded. “And hurting my ears!”

    [image: Franky, Vampyra and Wolfy look up worriedly at a helicopter flying above their heads. Other animals watch in the background.]




The Junior Monster Scouts weren’t the only ones interrupted by the whump-whump-whumping of the helicopter.

Someone else was equally disturbed. Perhaps even more disturbed. So disturbed that he leaped up out of his favorite chair, marched straight to the window, and threw open the shutters.

“What is the meaning of this noise!?” shouted Baron Von Grump.

But his voice—

WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP.

His voice was drowned out by—

WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP-WHUMP.

You get the idea.

The helicopter circled the windmill and then flew away.

Baron Von Grump shook his fist at the departing helicopter.

“Good riddance!” he said.

Edgar, his friend and pet raven, settled on the sill. He ruffled his feathers.

“Caw!” he said. That meant “And don’t come back!”

But the helicopter wasn’t leaving. The helicopter was landing.

Right in the middle of the village!






CHAPTER 2


YOU CAN PROBABLY IMAGINE WHAT a big deal this was for the villagers. A helicopter had never ever even flown by, let alone landed. But here it was, settling down on the grass. The villagers emerged from their homes, gawking and pointing. Even the cows and goats came up to their fences to see what was going on. The mayor combed his mustache, not once, but thrice, before going out to greet whoever was important enough to be landing a helicopter in their village.

It was a shiny, fancy, bright blue helicopter with the words FUN PARK! written across the side. The blades slowly stopped whirring and then the side door opened. A set of steps unfolded, and a man in a suit and tie stepped down. He smiled at the mayor, and the villagers, and the cows and goats. When he smiled, the sun glinted off his extremely white teeth. Every single piece of hair was in perfect position. He adjusted his top button and said in a very smooth, very pleasant voice, “Hello there, people of—” He turned back to a shorter man with very thick glasses, who held a clipboard and a briefcase.

    [image: A man in a suit, Gilbert, steps out of the Fun Park helicopter with arms spread while townspeople and a goat look on. A man with a confused look follows him.]


“The village,” said the shorter man with the very thick glasses.

“The village,” said the man with the perfect hair and teeth. “My name is Gilbert Rutherford Weatherspan the Third, and I represent the Fun Park company. You want to have fun? Well then, look no further. We provide more fun than you could ever imagine!”

There were some oohs and aahs from the crowd.

“I want to have fun,” said a beet farmer, leaning forward on his pitchfork.

“Me too,” said a woman balancing a basket of bunnies on one hip and a baby on the other. “I could always go for some good old-fashioned fun.”

“Can’t get enough of it!” said an old man, scratching his beard. “Don’t know what kind of fun you’re talking about, but I’m all ears!”

Gilbert clapped his hands and smiled again at the crowd. “Well, you’re in luck,” he said. “Because Fun Park is going to open a new amusement park right next to your village!”

“You are?” asked the mayor.

“We are!” said Gilbert. “Rides, games, food, and fun. More fun than you can shake a stick at.”

“Now you’re talking!” said the beet farmer.

“And in order to bring in all this fabulous fun, we’re going to build roads and bridges and bypasses—”

“And tunnels,” added the shorter man with the very thick glasses, whose name is Arthur, so we don’t have to keep calling him the shorter man with the very thick glasses.

“And tunnels,” said Gilbert. “And even an airport, so we can fly people in from all over the world!”

“An airport?” asked the woman with the bunnies and the baby. “Here?”

“Oh yes,” said Gilbert. “How else can people from all over the world come and enjoy the fun?”

“That sounds like… a lot,” said the mayor. He was suddenly not so sure about this.

“You just wait and see, my good man,” said Gilbert. “Fun Park will change the way you live!”

The mayor groaned and clutched his hat.

“That’s what I’m worried about,” he said.

But nobody was listening. The rest of the villagers were too busy dreaming about all the fun they were going to have and admiring Gilbert’s fantastic hair and beautiful teeth.

Gilbert climbed back into the helicopter. “Lots to do, plans to make. Oh, one more thing… that castle…” He pointed to Castle Dracula. “Who happens to own that wonderful castle?”

“Why, that belongs to Count Dracula,” said the mayor.

“A count, eh?” said Gilbert. “Make a note, Arthur. A nobleman. We’ll have to make him an exceptional offer.”

“An offer for what?” asked the mayor.

“To buy it, of course,” laughed Gilbert. “That is the perfect spot for Fun Park. A castle-themed amusement park! There will be roller coasters and rides galore, like the Dueling Dragons roller coaster, which has two roller coasters spinning around each other at the same time, or the Wizard’s Whipsy Whoozie, sure to make your hair stand on end. And let’s not forget the Spinny Bajingy, or the Tower Twister, a marvel of heights and frights! There will be games and food and jugglers on stilts. There will be parades and performances and fireworks each and every night. All right there, in and around that castle. Good day, simple villagers!”

He closed the helicopter door, the stairs folded up, and the helicopter lifted off into the air.
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