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Pet Spider Problems

The spider flicked its front leg up.
And down.
Up.
And down.
Sophie giggled as she waited by the 

school door for the morning bell to ring. 
In her hand was a glass jar. Inside the 
jar, a spider clung to a twig.

Sophie handed the jar back to Brayden 
just as their friend Enoli joined them. 
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“Your pet spider was waving at me, 
Brayden! Its mother sure taught it 
good manners.”

Brayden’s mouth dropped open. “Good  
manners?”

Sophie grinned. “Yes. It waved hello. 
I bet it wipes its mouth with a napkin 
after sucking the blood from its victims, 
too. And when your spider was a kid? It 
picked up its toys instead of leaving them 
all over the web.”

Enoli broke into a smile. “Its toys?”
“That’s so funny.” Brayden let out a 

snuffly laugh. “Someone should give 
you a trophy, Sophie, for the goofiest 
ideas ever.”

“Yeah,” said a voice behind them. It 
was Jordy. “Sophie Trophy! That’s what 
I’m going to call you from now on.”

Sophie huffed. Jordy’s always trying 
to embarrass me, she thought.
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The bell rang.
Brayden carefully slipped the spider 

jar into the side pocket of his backpack.
Sophie, Enoli, and Jordy quietly got 

into line behind him. Their Grade 3 class-
mates came running over to join them, 
laughing and yelling.

Miss Ruby swung the door open. “Good 
morning! Sophie, Enoli, and Brayden, you 
may come in. You, too, Jordy. When the 
rest of you are quiet, you may join them.”

“Good morning, Miss Ruby,” said Sophie 
and her friends. 

They hurried down the hall to their class.
“Where did you find your spider, 

Brayden?” Sophie asked as she hung up 
her coat.

“In my hedge, when I was playing  
hockey.”

Enoli took her library books out of her 
backpack. “What kind is it?” she asked. 
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“I’m not sure. I just like how big and 
round its body is.” He took out the jar and 
slowly spun it to show them.

Sophie’s face had a spider-scientist 
look as she squinted through the glass 
smudged with fingerprints. “Wow, it really 
is round. Probably from snacking on all 
those yummy flies.”

Brayden let out another snuffly laugh.
Sophie loved that laugh. It was as if 

Brayden’s nose thought her jokes were 
funny. He was the first friend she’d made 
when she came to Hilltop School two 
months ago. She’d found out right away 
that he liked her wacky ideas.

Enoli’s eyes brightened. “Maybe Miss  
Ruby will let us look up spiders on 
the computer.”

“Maybe. Let’s ask her.” Sophie liked 
how her quiet friend got excited about 
doing research.
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“I’m planning on putting my spider jar 
on the science table,” Brayden said. Then 
he placed it on the bench along with his 
hat. He turned to hang his backpack on 
his hook.

Sophie nodded. “Good idea.”
“Hey! What’s this?” Jordy stood there, 

Brayden’s jar in one hand and its lid in 
the other. He was peeking into the jar.

The spider bolted up the twig.
“Watch out, Jordy!” warned Sophie.
“Jordy, no!” cried Brayden.
The spider leaped onto Jordy’s nose. It 

scrambled around one of his nostrils and 
then around the other. “Get it off me!” He 
plunked the jar down on the bench and 
brushed madly at his face.

Sophie blinked. The spider was no 
longer on Jordy’s nose.

It wasn’t on the wall.
Or on the floor.
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Brayden knelt down to search for it 
inside a row of shoes. Enoli checked 
under the bench.

Sophie lifted Brayden’s hat. “Where 
is it?”

Their classmates flooded through the 
door. Miss Ruby came in with them, her 
giant earrings swinging. A smile danced 
on her face. “Where’s what?”

“My spider.” Brayden sighed. “It got 
out of its jar.”

Miss Ruby rose on tiptoes. “Bray-den! 
You let a spider loose? In here?”

Jordy stomped over to Miss Ruby. 
“It attacked my nose! I may have to go 
home sick.”

“Lots of legs on spiders, lots of legs,” 
whispered Miss Ruby, her breath ragged.

“Oh …,” said Sophie. It was clear her 
teacher did not like spiders. Not at all.

But Miss Ruby lifted her head and  
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squared her shoulders. “Everyone to 
your seats. Brayden and his friends need 
room to search for his spider.” Waving 
the last students out of the cloakroom, 
she hurried after them.

“Oh-oh.” Sophie shot a worried-girl 
look at her friends.

Brayden shook his head. “Double oh-oh.”
Sophie and her friends searched the 

room from top to bottom. But ten minutes 
later, they still couldn’t find the spider. 
They gave up and told Miss Ruby.

The spider was missing, and so was 
their teacher’s smile.

She kept glancing at the walls.
She kept glancing at the floor.
Sophie imagined Miss Ruby thinking, 

Where is that spider?
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