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A ROOM FULL  
OF MONSTERS



I didn’t even care that our teacher was giving us weird homework 
assignments. We had a week off of school and I was going to have 
fun with my friends. I wasn’t too worried about homework.

Oh, yeah! I love 
cooking!

...and remember that next 
week you have to bring 
in a dish you’ve cooked 

yourself! You have all week 
to prepare. Have a good 

break!

How can she be 
such a brown-

noser?

That afternoon I walked home with Lydia Lines. I had no other 
choice. We’re neighbors, we live on the very same floor of our 
apartment building. And that was a real stroke of bad luck, be-
cause Lydia was the biggest know-it-all in the entire school, and 
had the biggest mouth. She was a total pain in the neck. 

Hi, Dad! 

Sure, Lydia! We’ll 
make the best one!

...We have to cook a fancy 
dish to bring to school.

And what about you, 
kiddo? What are you going 
to make, Gus? A sandwich?

Genuine Mr. Know-It-All 
apron 
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When I finally was able to escape Lydia and her dad, I went into 
my house, said hi to my parents and went straight to my room. 
My friends were already waiting for me. They’re a bit...special, 
you won’t find friends like them anywhere. Sometimes they take 
things too far...but they just can’t help themselves.

Welcome 
back, Gus!

Should we 
sing?

Should we 
dance?

Should 
we read?

Painting of Gus by Pintaca, done from 
memory and in two minutes.

I’m training 
two flies!

But... but...
but...
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But before we could play and read, we needed to clean our 
room! Let me tell you, it’s not easy sharing a bedroom with ten 
monsters! You have to be very organized. And you have to keep 
things very neat so as to not raise suspicion. Luckily Mr. Flat is 
very good at organizing, and he helped me out.

He wants it all clean! 
And the books put 

away! C’mon, get to it!

Of course we’ll read! 
Who do you think you’re 

talking to?

But we’ll read a little 
tonight, right?

You’re a bit slow, 
Emmo! Pintaca, don’t 

start with me!

If you don’t pipe down 
a little, I can’t do my 

homework!

Who ordered an omelet 
with two eggs?



Keeping my room neat saved me a lot of problems. If your par-
ents come into your room and see everything is tidy, they usual-
ly won’t suspect a thing. Well, then there are those parents—like 
mine—who always find something to comment on.

Isn’t it a little strange 
that you’re still playing 
with stuffies, Gus... at 

your age?

But I tidied up my 
room! Even the 

books!

None of this should be 
here, but we couldn’t 
find anywhere else to 

put it.

I’d been sharing my room with these ten monsters for three 
weeks now. I should probably explain how I met Mr. Flat and 
then the other monsters. That’ll also help you to understand 
why I think it’s so important to keep my room spick and span.

HOW MR. FLAT AND THE MONSTERS  
CAME TO LIVE IN MY ROOM

I was a normal kid, with the normal problems normal kids have. 
For example, my mom would threaten to throw out my toys if 
I didn’t tidy up my room. And I also had a problem at school: I 
had to hand in some assignments and I couldn’t find them.

One day I found Mr. Flat at the school library and I thought he 
was a stuffy. Emma, the librarian, gave him to me. 
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That afternoon, when I started reading at home, Mr. Flat woke 
up. He was no stuffy! He’s a book monster! We immediately be-
came friends and we read a ton of books together. But...

...Mr. Flat explained that he and his friends had been kicked out 
of the book they lived in, The Book of Monsters, by some bad guy 
named Dr. Sprout. And I decided to help him out. 

The next day things got complicated. My mom, who was sick of 
my messy room, threw out a lot of toys, including Mr. Flat.

After a lot of problems and a big argument with Lydia, who had 
bought Mr. Flat from the school rummage sale, I got my new 
friend back.



When we got home again, Mr. Flat somehow managed to find 
all the assignments I had to hand in at school. And he had an 
idea...

He suggested that his friends could come live with us. Of course, 
I was thrilled!

And we haven’t been bored—not even once—since the mon-
sters came to my bedroom. At night, Mr. Flat and I read aloud 
and everyone listens, spellbound. Our lives were pretty fun and 
easy, but that afternoon...

Hey, where are 
Drilocks and Void?

Who’s that  
you say?

Who?

What?

Where?

...That afternoon, while we were tidying up, I realized that Void 
and Drilocks were missing. And when I asked the other monsters 
about them, they all pretended they had no idea.
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