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Crumpleboy

A superhero crawls through a tunnel and meets a terrifying monster. The only weapon he has … is a piece of paper.

The monster is not a normal one. Its arms can unroll to become as long as a street. Its head is a cardboard box that says “DO NOT OPEN”. Its teeth are scissors. And instead of wearing clothes, colored paper is glued to its body.

Yes, the superhero knows, this monster is not a normal one.

Fortunately, he is not a normal superhero either.

He grabs his paper. A long thin sheet, like most papers. He moves his hands, so quickly you can barely see it.

The paper turns into a small white ball. He has crumpled the paper, making it as small as it could possibly be. Then, he smiles, as if he has already won.

The monster roars. “That’s all you have, Crumpleboy? A tiny piece of—”

His cardboard head suddenly jerks backward. A hole has appeared, destroying the box and changing its letters to DO OPEN. Behind the monster, the ball of paper clatters into the stone wall. It has gone right through him.

The monster leans sideways. He takes one step forward, then one step backward. His eyelids droop; he is about to fall asleep.

Crumpleboy waits until the monster falls down. He has seen cardboard monsters before, of course. As a superhero, it’s his job to fight them. But he has never seen one this big. It scared him for a bit, but his paper cannonball seems to work as well as always—until it does not.

The monster’s eyes open. Red, angry, staring at him. It finds its balance. It turns its cardboard head around, until the hole inside is gone.

“Really think it was so easy, Crumpleboy?” Its voice sounds like scratching paper. Which is no surprise, because its tongue is made of paper too. “You’re weak. I can do the same as you—but better!”

Its arms unroll to reveal stacks of paper cannonballs. It must have prepared them before stepping into the tunnel! As the monster roars, the balls shoot towards Crumpleboy. They come at a dangerous speed. Like a swarm of white bees attacking him, ready to sting.

He stands firm and raises his hands. As soon as a ball comes near, he waves his hand, and suddenly it uncrumples. The ball turns into a flat sheet of paper again, floating and drifting.

Waving and dancing, he turns all paper bullets into regular paper again. In the end, he doesn’t even have a scratch.

Now, dear reader, I agree that it’s not nice to be hit by pieces of paper. If someone ever does that to you, you’re right to be annoyed. Unless you were in need of some paper to draw on, then you can maybe thank them instead. But it doesn’t really hurt, does it? A piece of paper floating against you? Not like if someone throws a paper wad at your head.

Crumpleboy laughs. “Did you really think it was so easy, monster?”

Its shoulders sag. Its face is one of surprise and anger. “I had hoped so. But if you won’t play nice … I need to use my full magic.”

“What? Everyone knows the monsters don’t have magic. Someone else is controlling you—”

The monster roars. So loudly that Crumpleboy covers his ears. With such thick breath that Crumpleboy is blown off his feet. He lands further down the tunnel.

Its cardboard legs help the monster leap across the entire tunnel.

Crumpleboy looks up just in time to see the monster land on him.

His hands explore the ground around himself. They find some pieces of paper. Quickly, he turns them into paper wads and shoots them at the monster’s face.

Three holes appear in its body. The monster staggers, but otherwise doesn’t care.

Its hands—made of paper, cardboard, and a bit of clay—make some weird gestures. Like they can’t decide whether to wave, shake hands, or pick up a piece of paper.

Crumpleboy feels his body change. Like getting sick. But when he looks down, his body looks exactly the same.

His hands move around and find even more pieces of paper. Crumpleboy grins. Soon, he will have twenty paper bullets, and he will defeat the monster. Nothing to worry about. Nothing to—

The papers slip from his hands.

That never happened before.

When he tries to crumple the papers, they barely change. He isn’t strong enough to turn them into small cannonballs anymore. Instead, he has to throw sheets of paper at the monster. And, dear reader, didn’t I just say that such a thing barely hurts?

He looks at his hands.

They are bigger than before. They are blue, and he can see through them. As if they became windows. As if they are made of …

“Ice,” roars the monster. “Your hands are ice, Crumpleboy. No crumpling anymore for you. Now, prepare to die—”

Crumpleboy manages to snatch a paper with his feet. As the monster talks, going on and on about how much stronger it is, he turns the paper into a paper wad again. With his toes. This takes a long time, dear reader, and a lot of effort. In the end, what he creates barely looks like a ball.

But it’s enough.

The monster opens its mouth. Its scissor teeth come down on Crumpleboy.

He launches the paper wad. From below, right into the monster’s groin. Which, dear reader, I believe I don’t need to explain, hurts.

As the monster howls, Crumpleboy rolls back onto his feet. His hands hurt, cold and frozen. He can’t even use them to climb out of the tunnel. Instead he runs, and runs, and runs, until he has fled from the monster.

What a disaster! He almost lost. And now his powers are gone. No superhero can win against a monster like that. Not alone, in any case.

He runs away to warn the others.




Cutlass Creations

A boy named Cutlad stands before a wall. One so high and wide he cannot see the end of it. One made of the thickest cardboard, the clumpiest clay, held together by the strongest glue. An unbreakable wall.

He needs to get to the other side of the wall. Yes, dear reader, he wants this very much. Why? He … is not sure.

All he knows is that someone sent a signal. A superhero raised an “alarm”. At first, he thinks it is just a bird singing, or a baby crying. Perhaps the flashing lights behind the wall are just someone having a party. Or a tiny rainbow that fell down to earth.

Then, he slowly remembers what the alarm means.

There was an idea, years ago. An idea that superheroes should work together. Everyone laughed at it, pretended not to hear, and walked away. Doing their own thing; fighting their own monsters in their own town. Why would they help a hero on the other side of the world? When they did not live there? And when they already had so many monsters at home?

But one of them created The Alarm anyway. A way to tell other superheroes that help is needed. A way to point at a place and say “there’s a monster here” or “there’s a cute puppy in danger here”.

And, well, that Alarm is blaring on the other side of this wall.

Cutlad is not the boy’s real name, dear reader. You probably already knew that. It’s his superhero name. A fake name to sound cool. And to tell all the monsters his special powers, because that is, of course, a very smart thing to do. If they hear “Cutlad” is coming, they know they should wear uncuttable paper clothes.

Sometimes people would suggest picking names to confuse the monsters. Like “Afraid-of-scissors-man” or “I-promise-I-wont-cut-you-boy”. Monsters would not know what was coming! They would certainly lose! But alas, dear reader, superheroes refuse to pick better names.

And so, wherever Cutlad goes, he carries a cutlass. It’s a special kind of sword. Sharp, yes, but smaller and thicker. Easier to hold for a small boy with small hands. Lighter too. And if you combine two cutlasses, you get a sort of scissors.

“Who’s there?” yells Cutlad at the wall. He feels a bit silly for doing so.

Even so, his voice can barely be heard over the alarm. No response.

He sighs, raises his cutlass, and hacks into the wall.

A few tiny pieces fly off. Like sparks from a fire. Not enough to even create a dent in the wall.

“Huh. That usually does the trick.”

He tries again, his sword slashing the wall. But nothing happens. The wall wins.

So, he combines his two cutlasses into scissors. His thumb goes through the upper hole, his index finger through the lower one. His one hand leans against the wall; the other cuts into it.

He cuts and cuts … but the wall keeps winning. And all this time, The Alarm buzzes in his ears.

Finally, he gives up and walks away. Or so it seems.

“I’ll have to climb it then,” he mumbles to himself.

A few steps later, he picks up some pieces of paper and returns.

He starts cutting. Quickly. Precisely. The paper turns into something else: a long rope. As soon as he’s done, the rope becomes real.

The paper is gone. An actual thick rope, made of the right material, falls into his hands. He throws it as high as he can and manages to get it over the wall.

“Now,” he keeps mumbling to himself, “let’s make this even easier.”

He grabs another stack of papers and cuts them into a trampoline. When he’s done, an actual trampoline lands in the grass before him.

Immediately, he jumps on the trampoline. He flies some distance into the air, along the wall, until he grabs the rope. The top of the wall is visible now.

He climbs for a bit and reaches the top. He’s too high to see much, but he does recognize somebody below: his old friend Crumpleboy. He waves, but his friend doesn’t wave back.

The scissors are still in Cutlad’s hand. He starts to cut a nice big pillow to drop on the other side. For landing safely. And, maybe, a bit of sleeping, that’s always nice.

Unfortunately, dear reader, he is tired and clumsy and falls off.

A few seconds later he lands on top of his friend.

“Ouch!”

“Ouch!” Cutlad almost landed on his scissors. He rolled aside just in time, before he wounded himself. “Remind me … to never jump and run with scissors out again.”

“I already reminded you a hundred times, Cutlad. When I was still your neighbor.”

“Did you? Huh. Well, I promise to remember this time!”

Crumpleboy wiggles out from underneath Cutlad. “Just when I thought my day could not get any worse …”

“Did you raise The Alarm?”

“I did. We must go. Now!”

“Why—”

A roar sounds behind them. Cutlad slowly turns around, his face scrunched in fear.

The two boys stare down a black hole. It’s one end of the tunnel that Crumpleboy just escaped.

“Why didn’t you close the hole!?” yells Cutlad. “Create some big paper wads!”

“I can’t!”

Another roar. The monster is getting close. Cutlad peers into the tunnel and can make out some teeth and claws.

“Oh, just a monster.” Cutlad already starts cutting out a nice door. When done, it becomes real. A thick oak door to place over the hole. “They’re not smart enough to open a door, you know—”

“This is not just a monster!”

Crumpleboy raises his hands. Blue, ice cold, big and clumsy, like stone weighing him down.

“The monster … did … that?”

Cutlad starts to tremble.

“We need to run!”

Now, dear reader, a superhero does not like running. You feel like a coward. You feel weak, running away instead of fighting.

Fortunately, as you’ve already seen, Cutlad wasn’t much of a superhero at all. He had no issues with running away. In fact, he ran so fast that he almost left Crumpleboy behind.

Cutlad cut out another rope and threw it over the wall again.

“Too slow!” yells Crumpleboy. He raised his useless hands once more. “Can’t climb!”

The monster kicks open the door.

“Aw man,” says Cutlad. “I just installed that!”

Wood splinters rain down; another roar makes their ears buzz.

The monster is faster.

Cutlad stops moving and grabs some paper.

“What are you doing?”

“You just said I should not run and use scissors at the same time—”

“This is an emergency!”

The monster’s arms swoop around them. Like snakes about to grab them and squeeze them into pudding.

As the boys run away, Cutlad cuts paper after paper. Until he finishes … and an even bigger trampoline appears.

So big and strong, that they can jump over the wall.

The monster waves his hands, like it did before. Crumpleboy cringes—it’s the same spell that ruined his hands!

The spell flies at Cutlad’s hands. His friend quickly cuts out some gloves for himself. By now, he is almost out of paper.

The monster tries to use the trampoline, but it’s too heavy. The thing breaks apart beneath his feet. He is stuck behind the wall—for now.

Cutlad takes a deep breath. As the
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