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I come, all eyes on me, doors 
open, and I see something 
which I’ve been waiting for. It’s 
finally done! A little boy with 
tattered clothes ran up to me. 
   “Sir, what is it, Sir?” I had to 
answer; he doesn’t seem too 
harmful. Who is he? 
   “Hello. May I ask your name 
little boy? 
   “Silly me, my name is Gerald, 
Gerald Barns, and this is my cat, 
Chrissy.” A skinny orange cat 
with big green eyes walked into 
the room. I noticed the cat 
alright. Where did this little boy 
come from? I thought. 
   “Where are your parents, 
Gerald? And can I see your 
I.D.?” 
   “Home!” The boy screamed. I 
heard footsteps; I looked down 
the hall. When I turned around 
the boy was gone. I went to ask 
Bonnie Feamer if she had seen 
the boy. I was out of luck. The 
boy was gone and now it’s time 
for me to get back to work. 

   The huge metal doors were 
activated by my card. When I 
swiped my card over the sensor, 
the big brown door opened to a 
dark empty room, it was empty 
except for a box that said 
‘Danger Do Not Open’. In my 
state, I feel like opening it. I 
know it’s something I’ve been 
waiting for, for a very long time. 
But to tell the truth I don’t 
really know what it is. 
   I went around the corner and 
to my surprise I saw two holes 
in the wall and what looks like a 
mirror, in the shape of a 
diamond. I was curious, so I 
stuck my arms into the two 
holes. It felt rubbery and then, I 
looked out the mirror. I could 
see the box. 
   I was sticking my hands into 
two huge gloves; they’re big and 
light blue! I looked closely and I 
saw that the box was almost 
open. Do I dare to touch it? If I 
do, will something bad happen 
to me? But if I don’t it will 
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open! My rubbery fingertips 
began to touch the box. It felt 
cold and hard. Wait, how can I 
feel how cold it is with the 
gloves on?! 
   All of a sudden I heard a 
creak. The big metal door that I 
had walked through to get in 
was opening, I will get caught! 
I’m not supposed to be here 
until 6:00. I ran down and 
leaned against the wall because 
there was nowhere to hide! I 
was trapped! 
   The door creaked as loud as 
nails on a chalk board. But to 
my surprise it only opened 
about three inches and what 
came out was a meow! It was a 
familiar little cat. It was skinny 
and orange with big green eyes. 
Followed by a little boy with 
tattered clothes, blue eyes, short 
brown hair and oddly big 
glasses who screamed, “Chrissy, 
not now! Come on,  we’re going 
to be late!” 
   Late for what? I wondered. 
The boy grabbed Chrissy and 
slowly lifted up his head. His 
glasses were as dark as a black 
hole. When he got his head all 

the way up he just stared in 
my direction for a second and I 
could see his blue eyes again. 
He turned around and headed 
out the door. I will never forget 
that moment, like it meant 
something to me. But sadly I 
forgot to think about if he saw 
me. If he tells I’m done for. I 
remember them now, they’re 
the ones from the lobby, Gerald 
and Chrissy. But they seem 
different this time, they seem 
dead. 
   I could just be hallucinating or 
I could just be going mad!  They 
seemed like they had no life! I 
paced back and forth madly. 
Will he tell? No, he can’t, he 
won’t! Then I stopped. He’s just 
a boy, right? I thought about it 
for a second then I realized, well 
not really realized, just 
remembered, about the box. 
Too late now… it’s 5:56 p.m. 
only four minutes until I need 
to be here and they won’t like it 
if I’m early. I rushed out the 
doors trying not to get caught. 
   I went down the hallway only 
to find Mials Seamore, Sally 
Cliff, George Montary, and Mrs. 
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BullBarry. They all had fancy 
black suits and skinny black 
dresses on, because they were 
no other than my bosses. They 
own everything here, including 
the box and my job. I’m not 
really scared of George. But I’m 
terrified of the rest because they 
can just snap their fingers and 
I’m fired. 
   They have more of a right to 
fire me because they are the 
oldest ones here and Mr. 
Montary is younger than them. 
   “Hello, Mrs. BullBarry. Nice 
evening, isn’t it?” I asked Mrs. 
BullBarry, trying to get on her 
good side. 
   “Yes, so far no bad news.” 
Mrs. BullBarry made a sharp 
move to look at me with her big 
evil eyes. 
   “Right?” she told me harshly. 
I thought to myself, should I tell 
her about the boy? No, if I do 
the boy will probably tell her my 
secret. Will she believe him? 
He’s just a boy, right? 
   “No, nothing, well nothing 
that I saw. My clock was broken 
so I thought it was time. I 
waited at the doors, and I asked 

Tommy Mathwell the time 
when he passed by. He said it 
was 5:56 p.m., so I walked 
down the hall to find you guys.” 
I had sweat on my brows and I 
was as nervous as ever. 
   “Very well then, we will get 
you a new clock, since you 
forgot to look at your phone.” 
She walked away to Suzan 
Verbal who was apparently 
walking in the hall to tell her 
about the clock. 
   “Yes, I’ll tell John and Shawn 
right away!” Suzan hurried 
away. John and Shawn Kanelle 
were in charge of fixing things 
that got broken around here. 
Even to get Ms. Bushy to fire 
me. You know how I said my 
bosses are in charge of firing 
me, well if they choose to fire 
me, then if they want me fired 
they go straight to Mili Bushy. If 
she wants me fired she tells 
Catharine Clement or Jonny 
Moxford, they’re the two 
reporters. Jonny puts it on the 
walls as posters and Catharine 
puts it in the newspaper for the 
world to see. 
   “We will see you there at 6 
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o’clock,” George told me. 
   “6 o’clock,” I answered. 
   “6 o’clock.” 
   “6 o’clock,” 
   “6 o’clock.” 
   “6 o’clock, I’ll remember!” 
   George ran up to Mrs. 
BullBarry as she walked down 
the hall. 
   Mrs. BullBarry always insists 
to be called Mrs. BullBarry. I 
don’t care what I’m called. I 
could be called Daniel, Daniel 
Backyoiy or even Mr. Backyoiy. 
I whispered “What about King 
Backyoiy or King Daniel?” 
That’s perfect; I stared at the 
ceiling with a smile on my face. 
   “Keep dreaming.” I turned 
quickly only to see Gerald and 
his cat Chrissy standing.  
   “Where did you come from? 
And how did you get in here? 
This facility has at least twenty 
guards at the main entrance. I 
demand to know the answer!” I 
pounded my fist against the 
metal walls. 
   “I already told you, keep 
dreaming,” He stared at me 
with his eyebrows up. “You’re 
not a king today, and I won’t 

promise you tomorrow.” He 
starts to walk away, then he 
turns on his heals to face me. 
“Oh, I forgot one thing… Mrs. 
BullBarry doesn’t want people 
to know her name because… 
well just because!” 
   He whispers, “I can’t say 
things I’m not supposed to 
know.” He tilts his head and 
says “Good day now.” Gerald 
strode away, with Chrissy 
following. 
   “What do you mean? What 
are you supposed to know?” I 
yelled, “Hey! don’t walk away 
from me like that! Come back 
over here now! Gerald!” He 
won’t answer me, wait what 
time is it? I looked on my 
phone, it’s 5:59 p.m. One 
minute left, I got to run. I ran 
down the hallway to the metal 
doors, I was stopped from 
going in by two guards, they 
were probably like three of me. 
They were in black suits and 
had big black glasses. Do they 
know what happened there this 
morning? Are they preventing 
me from going in? Remember 
what Gerald said; I’m not a 
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king. 
   “Name!” The guard on the 
left shouted in a heavy voice. 
   “Baines!” The guard on the 
right yelled with a giggle. 
   “This is no time to laugh!” he 
was angry I could tell. 
   “Alright Arnold.” Baines 
giggled again. Arnold was 
furious, well I think that’s their 
names. 
   “Daniel, Daniel Backyoiy!” I 
told Arnold in a steady voice. 
   “He’s not on the list, Arnold,” 
Baines told Arnold in a nagging 
voice. 
   “Yes he is, right here under 
Britney Livock.” Arnold had a 
rolling eye look. 
   “I saw that!” Baines yelled 
nervously. The metal doors 
started to open halfway. 
   “Here you are, walk on right 
through in there right around 
the corner by the rubber 
things.” Arnold pointed to the 
rubber gloves.  
   “Oh, I think I see them, thank 
you.” The metal doors opened 
fully and I walked in and saw 
them there, right around the 
corner where he said they were. 

   Everyone’s here except for 
Gerald. But his cat was here 
sitting next to Samantha. 
Samantha was petting Chrissy 
vibrantly. Samantha always wore 
a little yellow flower in her hair, 
usually by her left ear, and she 
had a dress on. 
   “Danny, come sit down; we 
have an urgent message to send 
to all of you here today.” Sally 
Cliff patted on the empty space 
on the ground next to her until 
I sat down. Samantha giggled. 
   “Let’s get back to business 
now!” Mr. Seamore told us. As 
everything was going on 
Catherine Clementine was 
writing away on her notepad, 
probably for her articles. 
   “The venomous widow spider 
got free, it was in the nuclear 
waste box!” Mrs. BullBarry 
exclaimed. “It is the most 
dangerous spider in all the 
world. We put it in the box so it 
wouldn’t get out. We were also 
doing very important and 
careful research on it, while it 
was in the box. But, someone 
opened it and it got free. The 
worst thing about it is that now 
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it has nuclear waste particles on 
itself.” Everybody was 
chattering except for me, if I 
had closed the box we would 
have all been safe. I better warn 
Gerald, then I’ll find the spider. 
Just to mention it I thought 
there was something better in 
the box. This is so not cool! 
Why would I be waiting for a 
spider? Everyone exited except 
for me and Samantha Hex. 
   “Are you coming, Daniel?” 
   “Yes, in a few minutes,” I 
waved her off. 
   “Why are you staying, the 
spider could still be here.” 
   “Exactly!” 
   “What! You will get bitten!” 
   “Wait!” A littler blur of black 
ran across the glowing letters of 
the box. “The spider,” I 
whispered. 
   “The what?” Samantha 
exclaimed. 
   “The spider.” 
   “Use the gloves!” Samantha 
was serious, and she’s never 
serious. 
   “What do you mean?” 
   “Use the gloves. You saw the 
spider, you’re worthy!” 

   “Yes he is,” Mrs. BullBarry 
walked in. “I knew it all along, 
and let me guess you saw 
Gerald Barnes too. A strange 
little guy.” 
   “Use the gloves to pick up the 
spider!” Samantha was begging. 
   “Okay, whatever you say.” I 
walked to the gloves and slowly 
put my hands in them. When I 
got them on I looked for the 
spider. Instantly I found him. 
   “A fast little fellow,” Mrs. 
BullBarry commented. 
   “You go Daniel!” Gerald was 
looking from around the corner. 
   “Is he really the one?” Gerald 
whispered. 
   Snatch! I got it! I really did. I 
dropped it into the box and 
closed the lid tight. Everybody 
cheered. 
   “Wait, I have a few 
questions!” I wanted my 
answers. 
   “He’s the one.” Gerald 
whispered annoyingly. 
   “He’s the one.” Mrs. 
BullBarry was certain. 
   “Mrs. BullBarry what’s your 
name? and Gerald, you know I 
see you. What were you late for 
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and who are you?” 
   “I’ll answer first, I’m Crystle 
BullBarry.” 
   “You! The lost singer? You 
disappeared like three years 
ago.” I was so surprised. 
   “I don’t give answers.” Gerald 
stated. 
   “Please.” I begged. 
   “I got an answer for you, 
don’t ask questions that you 
don’t want to know the answers 
to.” 
   “But I want to know the 
answer!” Gerald leaned forward. 
   “Do you really want to 
know?” 
   “Yes.” I was about to jump in 
the air. 
   “Well, too bad.” That really 
ruined the mood. I really 
wonder, who is he? He’s so 
secretive. But no matter, there’s 
more important things to deal 
with. 
   Samantha hugged me. So this 
is what I’ve been waiting for, 
not the spider. Why would I be 
waiting for a spider anyway? A 
new voice suddenly appeared in 
my head. It was Gerald! 
   “You were waiting for an 

opportunity.” His voice went 
away. Samantha hugged me 
more, my thoughts were 
interrupted. 
   “You saved the day, again.” 
Samantha was still hugging me. 
   “Again?” What does she mean 
again? 
   “Again.” She said in a 
relieving voice, “Again.”  

the end 

Paper Airplane 
Contest!!! 

 

On March 9th there will be a 
paper airplane contest. There 

are 5 rounds. 

 

 

It is at 5:00 P.M 
Hope you come!!! : ) 

 

Izzy Armstrong 
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