[image: cover-image, Spider Boy]
 
 
Clive Oliver
Spider Boy
 
 
 
 

Dedicated to
 
All the children who stop to watch spiders build their webs instead of running away.
Sometimes the smallest creatures inspire the biggest adventures.
 
Chapter 1

The Boy Who Wasn't Afraid of Spiders
 
Most children in his school jumped, squealed or ran for the nearest grown-up whenever they spotted a spider. Ben Thomas never understood why. As far as he was concerned, spiders were some of the cleverest little creatures in the world. They built homes from silk, climbed almost anything and somehow managed to squeeze into places that even his little sister Lucy could not reach.
Ben especially loved spider webs. Every morning before breakfast, he walked around the garden looking for new ones. He liked the way they glittered in the sunshine and collected tiny drops of dew after rainy nights. To Ben, each web looked like a piece of art 
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that had appeared while everyone else had been asleep.
His mum, however, had a very different opinion about spiders. Whenever she found one in the kitchen, she called for Ben as if she were summoning the fire brigade. Ben would carefully pick up the spider and carry it outside while Mum stood at a safe distance with folded arms and a suspicious expression.
"You and those spiders of yours," she said one Tuesday morning as Ben rescued another tiny visitor from the fruit bowl. "One day they'll probably make you their king."
Ben laughed as he carried the spider into the garden. "I'd settle for being their football manager," he replied cheerfully while placing the tiny creature beside the garden fence.
The spider disappeared into the grass, and Ben turned to continue his morning web inspection. That was when he noticed something strange hanging between the apple tree and the old garden shed. At first he thought it was just another web catching the sunlight, but this one looked different somehow.
Right in the middle of the web hung a tiny silver box.
Ben stepped closer and frowned. The box was no bigger than a matchbox, yet it shimmered with colours that seemed to change every time he moved his head. One moment it looked silver, the next it glowed blue, green and purple like bubbles floating in the air.
He glanced back towards the house. Mum was still making breakfast and Lucy was singing loudly along to cartoons in the living room. Nobody else seemed to have noticed the mysterious box hanging in the garden.
Very carefully, Ben reached out and lifted it from the web.
Inside lay a bracelet made from what looked like silver thread. Next to it rested a tiny folded note written in neat handwriting that was almost too small to read. Ben unfolded it carefully and squinted at the words.
 
For the next Spider Boy. Use your powers wisely. Help others. Never use them to show off.
 
Ben blinked several times before reading it again.
"Powers?" he muttered to himself. "What sort of powers?"
He looked around the garden, half expecting someone to jump out from behind the shed and shout that it was all a joke. The garden remained completely quiet apart from birds singing somewhere nearby.
His curiosity won the battle almost immediately.
Ben slipped the bracelet onto his wrist.
The silver thread tightened gently until it fitted perfectly. A warm tingling feeling rushed through his fingers and travelled all the way to his toes. It felt a bit like the pins and needles he got after sitting on his foot for too long, except this feeling wasn't unpleasant at all.
Ben stared at his hand in surprise.
"That was weird," he whispered.
"Tell me about it."
Ben jumped so hard that he nearly dropped the box.
He looked around the garden but couldn't see anyone nearby. The voice had sounded small, almost squeaky, and definitely not like Mum or Lucy.
"Down here," the voice said patiently.
Ben looked down at the garden wall.
A small brown spider sat on one of the bricks, staring up at him.
The spider waved one leg.
"Morning," it said.
Ben's mouth slowly fell open.
Chapter 2 

The Time He Met Speedy
 
 
For several seconds, Ben simply stared at the spider while the spider stared back at him. Neither of them moved, and neither of them seemed entirely sure what should happen next. Eventually the spider sighed and tapped one tiny leg against the brick wall.
"You're going to keep doing that all day, are you?" the spider asked. "Because if so, I should mention that I've got places to be."
 
Ben blinked rapidly and pointed at the spider.
"You can talk!"
The spider tilted its head slightly to one side.
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"Technically, I've always been able to talk," it explained. "The exciting bit is that now you can understand me."
Ben crouched beside the wall and lowered his voice, just in case someone happened to be listening through the fence.
"How is this happening?" he asked.
The spider pointed towards the bracelet on Ben's wrist.
"That would be the Spider Bracelet," he replied matter-of-factly. "Very rare. Very magical. Slightly itchy for the first few hours, apparently."
Ben looked down at the silver thread around his wrist.
"So the note was real?"
"Oh yes," the spider answered proudly. "You've just become the new Spider Boy."
Ben stared at him for another moment.
"The new Spider Boy?"
The spider puffed out his tiny chest.
"My name's Speedy, by the way. Spider Scout, Web Division, Oak Street Branch."
Ben couldn't help smiling.
"There's an Oak Street Branch?"
"There was a committee meeting and everything," Speedy informed him. "Minutes were taken. Biscuits were provided."
Ben laughed.
"You are definitely making this up."
Speedy looked deeply offended by the suggestion.
"Spiders take biscuits very seriously," he replied.
Ben shook his head and grinned.
"So what exactly does Spider Boy do?"
Speedy climbed onto Ben's trainer and pointed towards the garden shed.
"Let's start with what Spider Boy can do," he suggested.
Ben looked at the shed.
"You want me to climb it?"
"I want you to climb it like a spider."
Ben raised an eyebrow but placed both hands against the wooden wall anyway. To his amazement, his palms stuck to the wood as though they had been glued there.
His eyes widened immediately.
"No way."
Very carefully, he lifted one foot and placed it higher up the wall. His trainer stuck instantly. A moment later he moved the other foot and discovered that it worked exactly the same way.
Slowly and carefully, Ben climbed higher.
Within seconds he had reached the roof.
Ben looked down at the garden below him and burst into delighted laughter. He wasn't holding on to anything except the roof itself, yet he felt perfectly safe.
"This is brilliant!" he shouted.
Speedy nodded proudly from below.
"Not bad for your first attempt," he called back. "You only looked terrified for most of it."
Ben climbed down again, although the final metre ended with him falling backwards into Mum's flower bed.
Speedy tried very hard not to laugh.
He failed almost immediately.
Chapter 3

The First Mission
 
Ben spent the next half hour discovering all the things he could suddenly do. He could climb walls, fences and trees without any effort at all. He could jump much further than before, and somehow he always landed perfectly on his feet.
Speedy watched the experiments with the expression of a football coach inspecting a promising new player.
"You're a natural," he announced eventually.
Ben brushed dirt from his shorts and grinned.
"Do all Spider Boys get these powers?"
Speedy rubbed his front legs together thoughtfully.
"There haven't actually been many Spider Boys," he admitted. "The last one retired years 
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ago and became a headteacher somewhere near Manchester."
Ben frowned.
"That's a strange career change for a superhero."
"Apparently he got tired of rescuing cats from trees and decided to rescue homework instead."
Before Ben could ask any more questions, a voice drifted over the fence from next door.
"Oh dear," Mrs Wilson sighed loudly. "Not again."
Ben hurried to the fence and peered through a gap between the boards. Mrs Wilson stood beneath her large oak tree with her hands on her hips and a worried expression on her face.
High above her, her ginger cat Mittens sat comfortably on a branch.
The cat looked perfectly happy.
Mrs Wilson did not.
"Mittens, come down this instant," she called.
Mittens yawned and ignored her completely.
Speedy climbed onto Ben's shoulder and nodded towards the tree.
"Congratulations," he said quietly. "Your first mission has arrived."
Ben swallowed nervously.
"I've never rescued anyone before."
Speedy looked up at the cat.
"Neither has Mittens," he pointed out. "Looks like you'll both be learning together."
Ben took a deep breath and approached the tree.
Mrs Wilson spotted him and smiled politely.
"Morning, Ben," she said. "I think Mittens has got himself stuck again."
Ben looked up at the cat and then at the branches above.
"I'll get him down," he offered.
Mrs Wilson looked doubtful but stepped aside anyway.
Ben placed his hands on the trunk and began climbing.
The bark felt rough beneath his fingers, but his hands and feet stuck firmly with every movement. He climbed past the bird feeder, past an old wooden swing and past the crooked branch that looked a bit like a dragon's neck.
Within moments he had reached Mittens.
The cat looked mildly surprised to discover that someone had climbed up to join him.
"Come on then," Ben said gently.
Mittens allowed himself to be picked up without the slightest complaint.
A few moments later Ben climbed safely back down and placed the cat into Mrs Wilson's arms.
She beamed at him.
"Well done, Ben," she said warmly. "You were very brave."
Ben smiled modestly, but inside he felt ten feet tall.
For the very first time, Spider Boy had saved the day.
Unfortunately for Ben, it would not be the last time that week.
Chapter 4

Something in the Night
 
Ben spent the rest of the afternoon trying very hard to behave as though nothing unusual had happened. Unfortunately, pretending to be an ordinary eight-year-old boy became surprisingly difficult once you had climbed a tree like a squirrel and rescued a cat before lunchtime. Every time he looked at the silver bracelet on his wrist, he felt a little flutter of excitement in his stomach.
During tea, Mum noticed that he was unusually quiet. She asked whether he was feeling poorly or worrying about something at school, but Ben quickly shook his head. Explaining that he had become Spider Boy and was now talking to spiders seemed like the sort of thing that might result in a visit to a doctor rather than congratulations.
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Later that evening, Ben was sitting on his bed reading a comic when he heard a gentle tapping against the window. At first he thought it was rain, but the sky outside was clear and full of stars. When he opened the curtains, he found Speedy standing on the windowsill with a serious expression on his tiny face.
"We've got a problem," Speedy announced as Ben opened the window to let him in. The little spider climbed onto the desk and folded his front legs together as though preparing for an important meeting. Ben immediately sat up straighter because he had already learned that Speedy only became serious when something important was happening.
"Has the Shadow Moth come back?" Ben asked quietly as he glanced towards
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