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SLEEPAWAY TRIP!



We’re going on a sleepaway trip. Three days and two nights! I’m 
sure you could have guessed my reaction when I heard: I almost 
fainted. A trip like this is a blast for regular kids... but when you 
live with ten monsters? What do you do with the monsters?!

Bag of books

Bag of 
monsters

Backpack

Getting into the bus was easy, but before that moment arrived I 
had to say and do all sorts of wacky things. So let me go back a 
few days and explain, so you can see how it all happened.



If all that wasn’t bad enough, during the trip we had to do a pro-
ject on all the things we saw there. And the worst part was that 
we had to do with a partner. And who do you think I got as a 
partner? Just my luck. Lydia Lines!

Remember that on Monday 
we are going on our trip to 
the Verduria farm school! We’ll do a wonderful 

project, Gus. With an 
index, introduction and 

conclusions. And perfectly 
structured.

Trip? What trip? Why? 
How?

OK, Lydia, 
whatever you 

say.

And what does “farm school” mean? 
That’s like saying “restaurant soccer 

field” or “pharmacy nightclub”!

Because blah, blah, blah, 
blah... Don’t you agree?

Gus, sleepaway trips 
are the best!

Yeah, sure, of course.What do I do with the monsters?! 
How will we read at night? And how 
can I bring them with me? What if I 
get sick and have to stay home?

WHAT HAPPENED A FEW DAYS EARLIER

It seems that everyone had been talking about the trip for 
months but somehow it hadn’t registered with me. 
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My parents made it very clear: there was no way I was getting 
out of going on this trip. But what would I do with the monsters? 
Luckily, they made that decision on their own.

Dear Parents,

We are writing to remind you that it is of the 

utmost importance that students attend 

the three-day school trip to the Verduria 

farm school. They will work on a project 

there that will complement the material 

they are studying in class and will gain 

independence and strengthen friendships. 

Thank you for your cooperation.Cordially,
School staff

So when I got home, I told my parents that the trip seemed like a 
terrible idea. The problem was that they’d already gotten a letter 
from school that filled them in on everything.

Are you saying you don’t want 
to go on the school trip? Show a 
little responsibility, son! A little 

responsibility.

Tell them that you’re 
allergic to sleeping with 

other people!

We’ll come 
with you!

Gus, I’m sure you’ll have a 
monstrously good time!

How can I convince them 
that I’m allergic to sleeping 

with other people?

And what 
will we do at 

night?

Did you say 
monstrously? That’s 

funny!

Easy! With a note 
from your parents 
and another one 

from your doctor!

Figure out some 
way to sleep by 

yourself!
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That evening Mr. Flat and Pintaca forged the two notes. And, 
somehow, the school bought it!

But we still had a lot of things to figure out. For example, I 
had to go to the library and find books that weren’t very heavy.

Short stories, novellas, 
maybe a picture book...

It certainly could, 
Emma!

Did you say that you want 
good books that aren’t 

heavy?

Not reading for three days 
won’t do you any harm!

I’ve never had a request 
for books that aren’t 

heavy before!

By the way, did you know 
that your teacher has the 
flu? In the end I’ll be the 
one taking your class on 

the trip!

Well, it’s because I 
want to take them on 

a trip.

Oh, wow...
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So that was the state of things: I was going on a school sleepaway 
trip, I had to do a project with Lydia, and I was bringing the mon-
sters and the books Emma had given me, and in the end she was 
going to be the chaperone. And I could sleep by myself thanks to 
my supposed allergy. But I still had to listen to my parents’ advice.

Do your project and 
don’t fight with Lydia!

Do everything 
Emma tells you to!

And, above all, be 
responsible! Remember 
that you’re a Pianola 
and blah, blah, blah, 

blah...

And don’t forget to make a pee-pee 
before you go to bed! And brush your 

teeth! And if it gets cold, bundle up! And 
eat what they serve you! And wash your 
hands before you eat! And change your 

socks and underwear, every day!



We got up an hour early to read a little bit on the day of the big 
trip, figuring we might not be able to that night. I was surprised 
to see that Mr. Flat chose Where The Wild Things Are. I don’t 
know... I just thought that the monsters might not like reading 
books about other monsters.

These monsters aren’t really 
like you guys...

Well, what does that 
matter? The day we 
start to think that 

we’re better than the 
others, we’re finished!

I love picture books! Especially this one!
I was fascinated by Maurice Sendak’s book. Max, the main char-
acter, is a boy who gets punished for misbehaving and takes a 
trip to where the wild things are. A wild trip!
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ON THE ROAD!

When we finished the book, the monsters stayed stock still as if 
they were stuffed toys. They knew that it was very likely that my 
dad would come in to say good morning and tell me it was time 
to get up. I was stock still too, because I was daydreaming about 
Max’s adventures.

Wipe the sleep out of your 
eyes, son, you’re going on 

a sleepaway trip!

Don’t want you to 
miss the bus!

I don’t think I’ll 
get that lucky!


