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PART I: The Initiative: The Beginning of the MOU 

By SuperFolder CJ 

 

TA: Director’s Log; tape number, zero-one-seven-nine; date, August fifteenth, two-thousand-and… 

TW: Whoa, is that what I think that is? 

TA: Uh, you mean the recording thing? 

TW: It’s more than that! That, sir, is a classic “Radio Shack Voice Actuated Desktop Cassette Tape 

Recorder CTR-67 Model 14-1152!” Where’d you get your hands on a beauty like that?! 

[Five seconds of silence.] 

TA: I just bought it off eBay… from some seller called “kcampbell999.” 

TW: Oh… cool! 

TA: Can you stop interrupting the log now? 

TW: Oops. Sorry. I’m just a tad enthusiastic about this whole secret organization stuff and- 

TA: Ahem! As Director of F.O.L.D., I am officially authorizing Operation 2K-Alpha, under the codename 

“The Initiative.” As of now, I am assigning Agents [TW], [RB], [MB], and [HE] to this operation. They are 

to carry out this operation’s purpose and directives, as outlined in the bulleted briefing they have all 

received- 

RB: Forgive me, sir, for interrupting, but I don’t believe I have a copy of, uh, the… the bulleted briefing… 

you just mentioned… now. 

[Another five seconds of silence.] 

TW: Wait a moment… I thought I printed five of them out. Let’s see… one for [TA], one for [MB], one 

for [HE], one for me, and… oh. Whoopsie-daisy! Silly me. The printer must’ve run out of paper or 

something… 

TA: Sweet mercy. How did you end up being my number-two again? 

HE: Heh. Number-two. 

MB: Oh my gosh. Grow up, dude. He meant his right-hand man. 

TW: Uh, that would be right-hand woman. 

HE: Whatever. Here, I’ll share mine. 

RB: Thanks, man. 

HE: No problem. 

TW: Sorry… again. 

TA: Y’all just shut up for a second so I can put this one in the books? Ahem. I shall now summarize the 

contents of the bulleted report for the sake of the conciseness of this log… and because I’m running out of 

space on this tape. This new operation is to take precedence above all current missions as it is imperative 

to the well-being and security of Kirby High School and to the strengthening of the school’s unsteady 

armistice with Wheeler Academy. “The Initiative” is to initially act as a program to recruit a group of 

remarkable teenagers, to see if they can become something more… to see if they can work together when 

we need them to fight the battles we can’t fight. 

TW: Whoa… that’s deep. 

TA: Now, here are each of your specific duties. First, [TW], you are to oversee “The Initiative,” and report 

to me. 

HE: Sounds like more paperwork for you. 

TW: I like paperwork! 
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TA: Second, [RB], while maintaining your position as a recruitment officer for other F.O.L.D. agents, I 

would like you to double-down your work on enlisting “the Consultant.” He’s made quite a stir in Kirby as 

of recently. He just might be exactly what 2K-Alpha needs right now. 

RB: Understood, sir. 

TA: Third, [MB], as you are now transferring to Wheeler Academy as a student, I also need to allocate your 

position to the F.O.L.D. branch at Wheeler. 

MB: Sounds alright to me. 

TA: That also means that you will have to infiltrate into the high-level cliques in order to be aware of the 

secret goings-on at Wheeler. 

MB: You mean those narcissist blondes and their dumb jock boyfriends? I hate that kind of people. 

HE: Oh, please, you’ve been breaking boys’ hearts since fifth grade, dating nearly every one of the kids on 

Kirby High’s basketball team. Believe me, you’ll fit right in. 

MB: I hate your guts. 

TA: On the bright side, that makes a perfect Segway to my fourth point: I’m keeping [HE] at Kirby as a 

trainer for our incoming members of “The Initiative.” Finally, I can split you two up. You’re always 

bickering and driving me crazy. 

HE: Good riddance. 

MB: Ditto. 

TA: Alright, that seems to be everything on the docket. [TW], can you transcribe this recording onto paper 

later? I need to put my signature on a hardcopy for the files. 

TW: Of course, sir. Would you like to me to redact all of the confidential names mentioned and substitute 

them with each person’s respective code initials, as you usually prefer? 

TA: Yes. However, I would like you to keep the following closing statement exactly as stated. Ready? 

TW: Go ahead, sir. 

TA: I, Trenton Adams the Third, Director of F.O.L.D. as of the current date, do solemnly confirm and seal 

this classified briefing, as recorded in the Director’s Log. “The Initiative” is now active. God bless F.O.L.D. 

and Kirby High School. Log over.  



 

3 

PART II: The Invincible Iron Fold 

By SuperFolder Noah 

 

Exposition Dump 

By Agent Tilly Waterson 

 

Oh, wow. This is my first actual, written chapter for a case file…wow. Okay. Keep it together, Tilly. 

Breathe. Okay. Got it. 

To understand the collected file before you, you must understand the long, storied history of the war 

between Kirby High and Wheeler Academy. Anyone who has ever lived nearby knows the story, and most 

have in some small way contributed to the battles. For reasons unknown, the town of Madison, New York 

has two schools. It’s not a big town by any means, and so both schools are relatively small. Families who 

come here usually end up settling, and because of that, many kids might be the third or fourth generation 

to go to these schools. This works against the war in some instances; the rivalries run deep. Very deep. 

For years, Kirby was the only school in Madison. However, during WWII, Wheeler was started, and 

somehow just after it started, some people who thought we were on the wrong side of the war, i.e. “Bad 

Guys” took over and planted seeds of aggression throughout the whole school. It was a jerk breeding 

ground. 

The students at Kirby had been antagonized by Wheeler ever since it was opened, but, in the 40’s, when 

our mascot Marvin Monkey was stolen, the war began. 

It started as mere pranks of the innocent sort, but evolved over the years into basically a gang war. People 

at both schools have been beaten up because of their association. Careers have been sabotaged. Walls have 

been graffitied. Attempts at a parlay have been attempted, but always fail spectacularly. 

That’s where the weird stuff comes in. 

The students of Kirby High are seemingly ingrained with a love of Marvel Comics. Could have something 

to do with our name. In some cases, these characters do more to influence us then our parents. For as long 

as we can remember, a love of folding origami has also deeply influenced this school. Marvel superheroes, 

usually Avengers and related characters-based, are created and wielded by those deemed worthy of the 

responsibility. The students of Wheeler Private have reacted accordingly, usually creating heroes for their 

own, but are usually not recognized by Kirbians. It’s a tradition that has carried us through the decades, 

with a new Avengers team forming every so often, the characters passed down from student to student. 

However, the OrigAvengers, as we call them, haven’t formed in years. Probably the work of the 2000’s. 

Gah. Many people believe the war has continued without origami for too long. But the Folded Origami 

Logistics Division, F.O.L.D. has remained strong through the years, working with Kirby this whole time to 

keep the war from reaching a head. But we’re outmatched. 

 

That’s why this case file was started. This is the case file that begins our efforts to reform the OrigAvengers. 

We have candidates all over Kirby High, collected data from several years. That’s what I’ve been told, at 

least. (I just joined F.O.L.D. so I still don’t have all the specifics.) The first candidate, however, is the only 

one who can bring together the OrigAvengers in a the way we need, and only one person can wield the Iron 

Fold. 

Just a shame he’s so adamant about not joining. 

 

Recruitment 
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By Agent Robby Boone 

 

I am Agent Boone of the Recruitment Sector of the Folded Origami Logistics Division, who’s been working 

for F.O.L.D. for about 2 years now. Like Agent Waterson said, the war has been getting worse through the 

years with no signs of stopping. The ruling council of F.O.L.D. decided that the OrigAvengers have to be 

reformed. New members, new origami, new everything, but it might be the only way to stop the war before 

more people get hurt. So, we have to recruit. Just my luck that the best candidate for Iron Fold is my best 

friend. A best friend who doesn’t want to join F.O.L.D. 

To illustrate this point, I have transcribed a meeting between me and The Consultant about the proposition. 

Recorded on the new recorder thingy that Trent got: 

RB (Me): So, Clark, what’s 12 divided by 8 again? 

C (Consultant): 96. 

RB: Duh. Thanks. 

C: Dude. Pay attention. 

RB: Huh? 

C: It’s 1.5. I’m messing with you. 

RB: Oh. 

(Awkward silence.) 

RB: So, Clark, did you hear about what Nard did to those Wheeler kids? 

C: Those were the blackest black-eyes I have ever seen. 

RB: Totally. Um…don’t you think the war is getting out of hand? Things like this are happening every 

other day now. 

C: To be perfectly honest I could care less about the war. 

RB: Why? 

C: It doesn’t really affect me at all. I keep to myself. I’m not involved. As far as I’m concerned, the war 

isn’t happening. 

RB: But what about the kids constantly being picked on and tortured just because of their school’s history? 

C: If they want the fighting to stop, just ask one of the sides to offer up a surrender. And honestly, Rob, we 

need to stop calling it a ‘war’. It’s little more than a prank fight that’s lasted way longer than it should have. 

RB: But…say it isn’t. What if…the school needed defenders again? 

C: Oooooh no. Not this again. 

RB: I’m just saying- 

C: Rob, I’m not joining your super secret boy band just to wave around a piece of paper. It’s humiliating. 

RB: It’s not humiliating…well it kind of is, but it can be cool. Look at the one I have. (I produce Cardboard 

Machine from my back pocket. He is black, silver, and really shiny.) 

C: So, what does that make me…Iron Crease? 

RB: Iron…Fold… 

C: You actually have a name for him. This is ridiculous. 

RB: Clark, just give it a chance. 

C: Heck. No. Come on, we haven’t even discussed what Emily would think about it. And Emily is amazing. 

I don’t wanna get rid of her like that. 

RB: Well, fine. 

C: Don’t ask again. 

I am planning on asking him again tomorrow. 
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It’s a tough job, but I’m the only one willing to do it. Or, they give it to me because they want to torture 

me…I dunno. The jury’s still out. 

 

The Plan 

By Tilly 

 

The OrigAvengers needed to start with an Iron Fold. He was essential, as was whoever used him. The 

person to use him would have to be smart, mechanically inclined, a leader; The Consultant is all of this. He 

even has the legacy to match. He just won’t join. 

I had to report this, once again, to Director Adams. Trenton Adams, to be precise. 

I was waiting for Trent as he came down the steps into the school’s basement (F.O.L.D.’s headquarters), 

clipboard in hand. Trent’s eyepatch was slightly askew, so I helped him fix it before launching into my 

report. 

“That isn’t good enough,” he muttered. His jaw twitched. It always did that when he was annoyed. 

“I’m sorry sir. I don’t know what else to do. Robby is doing the best he can.” 

“Hmph.” He walked into the file room, and he like always does when he’s stressed, just started thumbing 

through files absentmindedly. He pulled out one from the 90’s, which had a red origami figure with what 

appeared to be a blue hoodie on the front. He started reading, silently. 

“Sir?” I asked. “What…what do we do?” 

Trent placed the file back in the cabinet. He turned and walked back into the main room. I followed. 

“Agent Waterson, how many assets do we have hidden at Wheeler?” 

“Sir?” 

“You heard me.” 

“Um…” I flipped through the myriad papers on my clipboard. “Why do you ask?” 

“I’ve seen Clark. How he acts. How he reacts. I know he’ll join the Initiative if he has enough incentive. 

This might give us that incentive.” 

I gulped. I could see where this was going. “But, sir…isn’t that…underhanded?” 

“Not if he doesn’t find out.” He turned to look directly at me. “Contact a few of our assets. Let me talk to 

them. If the Consultant doesn’t do anything after my idea is put into action, consider him a lost cause and 

find a new candidate. Got it?” 

“Yes sir.” 

“Thanks, Tilly.” 

 

Annoyed Rant 

By Clark Largent (In email to Agent Robby Boone) 

 

Why don’t I want to join this elusive F.O.L.D.? It’s because I have what I like to call A REPUTATION. 

Dude, we’re sophomores. I’ve built up a reputation that I don’t want to lose. I qualify, I believe, as a jock. 

I’ve led our Lego robots team with my fellow engineers Lane and Leena. I’m on the student council. My 

younger brother isn’t a pain in the butt. I have a, if you don’t mind my saying, super hot girlfriend, Emily 

Madison. You should know all of this. 

If I relent and you get me a finger puppet, all of the popularity points I’ve gained go down the drain. It 

won’t take long for people to start thinking I’m some kind of idiot by walking everywhere with a Marvel 

finger puppet. 



 

6 

I mean, in the past weren’t there kids like me who just wanted to have a normal school experience? No 

origami, no wars, just education, friends, and the occasional prank on the teachers. 

I’ve asked Emily what she thinks of all this and she totally agrees with me. She seems to have pretty strong 

feelings about it, which surprised me. She’s usually really chill. 

“Clark, I’m not the type that will break up with you just because you put on a finger puppet and start waving 

it around,” she told me. Is there a type that does that? “But I don’t want you to either. Finger puppets can 

have…interesting effects on those who constantly wear them.” 

I’m pretty sure she’s just referring to that weird school board fiasco in Virginia from a few years back. 

Anyway, that’s why. So stop asking. 

 

Spoilers: We Get Him 

By Director Adams 

 

My plan worked perfect. 

Clark has finally listened. 

At long last, he’s in. 

 

I Changed My Mind 

By Clark (In Email to Agent Robby Boone) 

 

I can already hear you saying ‘I told you so’ so shut up before you say it again. 

I left the cafeteria with Emily and walked outside on the way to the second building for English with Mr. 

Raisey. We were talking, joking, normal stuff. 

“Yo!” shouted a kid on the other side of the fence. He looked big. Really big. He had another thug right 

beside him. They had obviously walked over from Wheeler. I think I’d seen them on Wheeler’s football 

team. 

“Yo yourself,” Emily shouted back. 

“You’re at the wrong school, dude. Or did you get lost?” I said. Probably not the best idea, I realize. 

“Nah. We’re ditching, but for good reason. You beat Wheeler in the Lego Robots tournament last month, 

didn’t you?” 

I smirked. “Wheeler’s ‘bot looked like it was made with Mega Bloks. I didn’t beat them so much as put 

them out their misery.” 

“Come on, Clark, these guys aren’t worth our time.” Emily grabbed my hand. 

“Okay.” We started walking across the yard again. 

“Wouldn’t want to forget this…” The meathead said, mysteriously. I turned around. He produced from his 

backpack the winning Mindstorms robot that me, Lane and Leena had spent countless hours constructing. 

It’s name was Dummy. If it was alive, it’s photoreceptors would have been begging for help. I didn’t know 

how they’d gotten him, but I wanted him back immediately. 

“You put that down, dude,” I ordered. I ran to the fence. They were too far for me to reach. 

“Very poor choice of words.” The thug grinned. His buddy started laughing. Then…oh, it’s too horrible to 

say. Let’s just say that in a matter of seconds, Dummy was no more. His pieces lay strewn about all over 

the outer lawn, his motherboard split in two. Both of his photoreceptors were obliterated. Emily walked 

over, stunned. I was absolutely furious. 



 

7 

“You’re gonna regret that, man.” I clenched my fists as the two idiots ran back in the direction of Wheeler, 

cackling and high-fiving. 

I was late to class trying to pick up Dummy’s hacked-up corpse. Emily helped too, so that made it a tiny 

bit better. 

“It’s okay Clark. They’re just some dumb jocks looking to pick a fight.” 

“They want a fight?” I muttered. “Ha.” 

“Don’t you dare do anything stupid, Clark.” 

I grinned in spite of myself. “Robby’s getting that new recruit after all.” 

So, here I am, Rob. Sign me up. Wheeler’s gettin’ what’s coming to them. 

 

The Other Side 

By Nard Broderick 

 

It’s a difficult thing to keep up with so many students, but I do my job well. 

I dropped the first paint bomb; a balloon filled with paint. Very effective for area damage and overall mess. 

It landed on one of the girls’ head, and exploded. The ground was coated dark red, the girl’s clothes were 

ruined, and the friends she was walking with were affected as well. Might as well drop the rest on them, 

too. 

I you haven’t guessed by now, those are Wheelerians. I am a Kirbian. I’m just giving the Wheelerians what 

they deserve. 

It’s my self-appointed mission to make life a living heck for anybody who goes to Wheeler. Teachers, 

students, you name it. It’s their fault they go there, so I’m making them pay for it. 

You might think I’m misguided, but there is a reason for it. They made my older sister suffer, so I’m going 

to make them suffer. 

Oh, here comes their principal to help those girls clean up. I’m glad I have one more. 

As soon as the balloon hits the principal, I leap out of the tree and run off Wheeler property. A few of my 

friends high five me when I make it home free. But, I don’t think it’s something worth being celebrated. 

It’s just my duty. 

 

First Impressions 

By Agent Robby Boone 

 

“Dude, why are you wearing a bow tie?” 

“I want to look good. 

“Why? Don’t these people already know you?” 

“Well…yeah, but I still want to look good. You’ve been my mission for about the last four months. I finally 

completed it.” 

“But don’t you think a blue polka dot bow tie is a bit much?” 

“Shut up.” 

The day had finally come. And it was easier than expected, actually; Clark had come to me instead of me 

to him. I wonder what happened. 

The regular school day had ended, and most students had already gone home. I led Clark down the hallway 

until we got to the basement door. I slipped Cardboard Machine on my finger, opened the door and led 

Clark down the stairs. 
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Director Adams was standing where he usually was; the middle of the main room, surrounded by students 

working on their laptops, giving orders whenever the need arose. Agent Tilly was standing right next to 

him. 

“Agent Boone,” Trent started. “I see your mission was finally a success.” 

“Yes sir. Introducing Clark Largent, the Consultant, and new recruit.” I stepped aside so introductions could 

be made. 

“I know you…” Clark began, looking inquisitive. “Aren’t you the kid in elementary school who would 

bring a glue bottle from home every single day and drink it when the teacher wasn’t looking?” 

Trent cleared his throat. “Not important.” 

“By the way, the eye patch is fake.” 

“It’s ceremonial. Passed down from F.O.L.D. Director to F.O.L.D. Director. Just like the origami.” 

“Isn’t your depth perception severely impaired? I mean, I know you got that whole Nick Fury thing going 

on, but at least Fury needed one.” 

Tilly giggled. 

Trent sighed. “I’m regretting this already. Mr. Largent, do you know why you are here?” 

Clark looked around the room absentmindedly, tapping on computers nobody was using. “I believe so. You 

want to start a group of those weird OrigAvengers that everybody had here. The OrigAvengers don’t exist 

anymore, and with the war getting worse we apparently need them. I’m your first recruit. Which means I’m 

Iron Man. Excuse me: Iron Fold.” 

“Exactly. Remember, your role is not to go around picking fights,” Trent said, taking a clipboard from a 

nearby table. “You protect people. First priority will always been Kirby, but your reach even extends to 

Wheeler when it needs to.” 

Trent took a page of red and yellow paper off of the clipboard and handed it to Clark. He produced three 

Sharpies from his jacket-gold, blue, and silver. “This will be your starting point to create Iron Fold. I’d 

suggest making some prototypes first. And, it can be based off of any Iron Man armor that Stark has created, 

comics or movies. 

“Clark Largent. Do you understand the role given you, and will only use your role as the Iron Fold for 

protect, not harm, and, as the first OrigAvenger, agree to helping recruit others like you?” 

Clark shrugged. “Whatever. As long as Dummy can be avenged.” 

Trent turned to me. “Robby, I want you to go with him and help him make his puppet. Take the engineering 

room.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

As we left the basement, I could hear Trent mutter one last thing; “Finally. We’re on the clock now.” 

 

Suiting Up 

By Clark 

 

Robby led me into the art room of the school. It didn’t make sense to me that F.O.L.D. apparently have all 

access to the school in the off hours but here we were. Rob turned on the light and sat down at one of the 

tables. He motioned for me to sit as well. 

“So, since Director Adams gave you a red and yellow paper, he obviously wants you to make one of the 

more iconic armors, like the Mark 3, maybe. No other colors, like the Mark 1, or the Gemini, or even the 

awesome Endo-Sym. However, if you really want to make any of those, I bet Director Adams would let 

you; just please, promise me that you won’t make the Liefeld armor.” 
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I stared at him like a deer caught in headlights. 

“I have no idea what you just said.” 

One reason I was kind of surprised that they wanted me for this job is that I’m not that big of a Marvel fan. 

I mean, I watch the movies when they come out…sometimes…so I really had no idea what he was talking 

about. 

He looked at me like I was a complete and total idiot. 

I sputtered. “Ah…how bout the one that was in the newest movie? The one with all the nanobots and crud.” 

Robby rolled his eyes. “You mean the Mark 50. Yeah, that’s fine.” He pushed the paper and the Sharpies 

over to me. 

“Woah, man, I can’t make this. I’ve never folded a piece of origami in my life.” 

“It’s protocol. Every OrigAvenger folds their own character.” He grabbed a few pieces of regular paper 

from a nearby table and handed them to me. “Practice folding with these. And I promise you, you’ll 

probably be surprised with what you come up with.” 

“How come?” 

“It’s in your blood, man.” 

I had no idea what he was talking about, but under Robby’s watchful eye I learned all about folding, pleats, 

creases, reverse-folds…everything. And, even though Robby’s statement was weird, I could do it. I 

completely messed up the first piece of paper, but by the third even single one of my folds my perfectly 

crisp, not a pleat out of place. It felt…good. Folding is a great stress reliever, I gotta say. It has nothing on 

assembling a Bionicle figure, or snapping on a Mindstorms hinge…huh. I made myself sad again. 

It took about an hour of sitting there; aside from folding, I also had to practice the drawing design on some 

scrap paper. I never realized how complex all the doodads on Iron Man’s armor is. Robby showed me the 

best way to get it a bit stylized with his own Cardboard Machine. 

Finally, I held it up, and for the first time, put an origami figure on my finger. It was…interesting. Suddenly, 

it didn’t seem quite so stupid. It was pretty fun, to be honest. 

“I christen thee Iron Fold!” I announced. 

Robby rolled his eyes. “You could at least quote Iron Man, for crying out loud..” 

 

Evil Plans 

By Nard 

 

My least favorite teacher is Mr. Rainey. He doesn’t understand my vendetta. 

For instance, after dropping the paint bombs yesterday, it was Mr. Rainey who grabbed me and gave me 

my third detention of the month. He doesn’t understand that my jobs need to done. 

“Please tell me you at least understand why you’re here,” Rainey groaned while babysitting me in detention. 

“I do,” I stated, mildly. 

“Okay, why are you here?” 

“Because you’re a stinking pacifist who won’t look the war in the face and avenge the casualties.” 

Mr. Rainey groaned once again. He put his fingers to his temples, like he had a headache. I’d seen that 

move a hundred times, probably; it signaled to the kid that the adult was smarter, that he knew better, and 

that the kid was not worth their time and every second spent with them was torture. Like I said, I’d seen it 

a hundred times; it didn’t phase me. 

“Another incident like that, and you’ll be suspended. After that, expulsion. Contrary to popular belief, I 

don’t want you gone. You annoy the heck out of me, but you’re still one of my students. Get it?” 
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And then I said it. Something along the lines of “If you weren’t such a *BLEEP* *BLEEP* you’d 

understand.” I had never cussed like that at a teacher before, but it was necessary. He needed to know my 

stance and that I was sticking to it. 

Mr. Rainey just sighed. “Now I don’t know what to do. I have to let you go, as time’s up. Can’t do anything 

more today except send your parents a note. Just…don’t do anything again. Please?” 

I had him pleading. That’s when I knew I’d won. And I needed him to know that because of his position in 

my way, he needed to be removed. So, I did the one thing that would show him he had no power, and that 

his end was coming soon. 

“Yes, sir.” 

And then I left the room. 

 

History Class 

By Tilly 

 

It had been a simple day. A very normal Friday. 

I’d made it to school, same way I always did; I walked in with my friend Andy, then split up to go to our 

classes. Homeroom was fine, all my classes were fine…until right after lunch. 

First, let’s talk about Leonard Broderick. Broderick, or ‘Nard’, as he prefers to be called, in an extremist in 

this war. He thinks that anyone that goes to Wheeler deserves what he does to them, and that’s bullying the 

shorts off of anyone from that school. In some cases, literally. It doesn’t seem like the war is ending anytime 

soon, and it’s people like Nard that keep it going. 

F.O.L.D. has had to deal with him a few times. Sometimes…rarely…someone from Kirby will see what 

he’s doing and stand up to him. They usually get the same treatment. A crew of agents once had to unstick 

Bobby Lang from the wall. That was some strong Gorilla Glue. 

He’d never done much of anything to get on F.O.L.D.’s main radar, because frankly most agents don’t care 

about what happens to the Wheeler kids. Today, however, he made a name for himself. A bad one. 

Back to the story. In the middle of History class with Mrs. McGregor, the fire alarm went off. Of course, 

immediately Mrs. McGregor stopped teaching and led us outside. As soon as we got outside, I looked all 

around the school. No smoke anywhere. Suspicious. I met up with Trent. 

“No smoke,” I started. 

Trent nodded. He took his eyepatch out of his pocket and put it on over his left eye. “Of course there’s no 

smoke, Tilly. No fire.” 

“How do you know?” 

“I had agents in every corner of the school when the alarm went off. None of them saw or smelled smoke 

anywhere. Of course, they left their position due to protocol, but there is no fire. This was either some 

idiot’s prank…or someone wanted the school empty.” 

The firemen came about five minutes later and explored. Trent’s assessment was correct, as no fire had 

been started. And pretty soon, a blinking blue light on my watch meant that F.O.L.D. headquarters had been 

infiltrated. 

“Who would want the school empty, sir?” I asked later, as we were all walking back inside. 

“I have sources that told me Leonard Broderick was in detention again yesterday, while we were meeting 

with the Consultant. He was with Rainey. He became exceptionally irritated during detention, and cussed 

Rainey out. Their feud seems to finally be coming to a head.” 

“But why would he flush out the school in the middle of the day?” 
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“Broderick might be looking for some way to get Rainey back. It’s a weak lead, I’ll admit, but it’s the only 

one we’ve got at the moment. As soon as the day ends, go down to the file room. See if any of the teachers 

files are missing.” 

“How does- nevermind. Yes sir.” 

 

Spoilers: The File Room 

By Director Adams 

 

Of course, I was right. 

Mr. Rainey’s file was gone. 

I hate being right. 

 

Target: The File 

By Robby 

 

It was on Monday that we learned the full extent of Nard’s agenda. 

He had had the file since Friday, and no one knew what exactly he wanted to do with it. Trent seemed to 

have a bit of an idea, but he didn’t share it all with any of us. 

“But what could he do with a file like that?” I asked him immediately after class on Friday. 

“Just take my word for it when I say it could be very bad. And Rainey’s one of the good ones, a teacher 

that almost everybody likes. We can’t lose him.” Trent looked me in the eye. In the stress of the ordeal, his 

eyepatch was sliding off and his other eye was just poking through. “Do all you can to get it back, Boone. 

Before it’s too late.” 

Well, I was at least partially too late. 

On Monday, as soon as everyone walked into the school, there was papers clipped to every visible surface. 

They were photocopies of a newspaper clipping from the 90’s. It looked front page, and Mr. Rainey’s name 

was on the headline. 

“Woah, can you believe it?” 

“Mr. Rainey would never…” 

“Dude, that’s awesome.” 

All of these were responses to the posted newspaper clipping. I grabbed one from off the wall and read: 

MICHAEL RAINEY SUSPENDED: KIRBY HIGH STUDENT CAUGHT VANDALIZING SCHOOL 

WITH PROFANITIES; BY DANIELLE DAWSON 

How had I not known about this? I prided myself on my unprecedented knowledge of all the teachers, and 

yet I’d known nothing about this incident. I knew there were many possible ways this could be very bad. 

One: It could lose Rainey all of the respect he’d gained from the students. Two: Rainey could be suspended 

from his position, giving Nard his revenge. Or even three: Rainey could be fired from his position. I knew 

that this single headline wouldn’t necessarily do that much, but I suddenly started wondering what else was 

in that file. 

If Nard had many more of these, he could plant them everywhere, each one that much more damaging to 

Rainey’s reputation, finally ending in the man’s utter defeat. This was a maniacal plan at it’s finest. Nard 

was obviously a threat, now. 

“Hey Rob. You seen the headlines?” I turned and Clark and Emily standing behind me, each looking at a 

clipping. 



 

12 

“This is terrible,” Emily said. “Rainey’s a great teacher. This could really hurt him, and I don’t want to see 

him leave.” 

“That’s the conclusion I came to as well.” 

“So, what are you going to do, man?” Clark asked. 

“Actually…” I looked at Clark, then at Emily, finally at Clark’s shirt pocket. In it, he could see the head of 

Clark’s Iron Fold just barely peeking out. After all, as the only OrigAvenger currently active, Clark’s duty 

was to protect the people of Kirby from threats that arose, and Nard was obviously one of them. “How’s 

your Wheeler vendetta coming along?” 

Clark clenched his fist. “I’m working on it. I’ve been working on a hydraulic mud pie launcher.” 

“Well, your revenge is going to have to wait.” 

“What?” Clark and Emily said at the same time. 

“Then, as of right now, Nard’s your mission. Find the file. Stop him from spreading this chaos.” 

“But-” Clark sputtered. 

This proposition made Emily mad. “He can’t do that! I mean, I know he did join your Men-In-Black crud, 

but he can’t just take down Nard by himself. I’ve seen how Nard works. Wheeler is has always been his 

main target for personal reasons, but anybody that gets in his way from Kirby is his enemy too. That kid is 

way too smart for his own good. Clark…might even get hurt.” 

“He knew that when he signed up.” 

“But…Dummy…I must avenge him…” Clark looked down, dejected. 

“This could be your chance. Not against Wheeler, but by not letting Dummy die in vain. Do right.” 

Clark thought for a moment, then looked up at me. “Fine. I’ll do it.” 

“Clark…” Emily started, knowing she wasn’t going to get through to him. 

“Great. So, come down to the basement after lunch. Emily can come too. There, Trent will brief you. You 

got this, man.” 

 

Briefing (That’s A Funny Word) 

By Clark 

 

Let me first of all say that I am not okay with this. I joined F.O.L.D. and the OrigAvengers to get back at 

Wheeler for destroying one of my most prized possessions, and I have not had the chance too. However, 

I’m still working on that catapult. 

But, I did it, because that’s what they want me to do. And Nard’s been a jerk for awhile, so it might be good 

to knock him down a few pegs. 

As soon as me, Emily and Robby walked into the “briefing room” (the boiler room with a table in it), 

Trenton Adams and his assistant were already standing there. Trent groaned. He turned to Robby. 

“First of all, how dare you. Second of all, how dare you. Clark is nowhere near ready for this.” 

“See, I told you,” Emily whispered to me. 

“You trust my judgement, yes?” Robby asked. That was the most confidence in a single sentence I had ever 

seen Robby display. 

“Most the time, yes. But this time…fine. We’ll go through with it. Tilly?” 

His assistant, Tilly, pulled a sheet from her ever-present clipboard. 

“This is everything we currently know about Leonard Broderick, Mr. Rainey, and the events surrounding 

the two,” she explained. 
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“With a name like Leonard Broderick, no wonder he’s the villain,” I muttered. Emily punched me. Then, 

she stepped forward. 

“Trent, why is this going on? Why can’t the principal take care of this?” 

“Um, his first name is Director,” I interrupted. 

“Emily, the principal has given us free rein in areas of this sort. He trusts us with this responsibility, and 

that’s the way it’s been ever since F.O.L.D. was started. Don’t ask me why, but that’s just how it is. And 

since Clark joined, it’s now part of his responsibility too.” 

“Since when have you guys been on a first name basis?” 

Trent glared at me. “Now, Clark, it’s your mission to simply get the file back that Nard stole. Rainey’s 

career depends on it. We’ll provide assistance, of course, but this is on you. I may not think you’re ready, 

but this is your time to prove you have what it takes to be the Invincible Iron Fold.” 

Iron Fold waggled on my finger. “Great!” 

“And Clark? Work on the Iron Man quotes. Know your character. It makes the puppets feel more real.” 

“Uh, sure,” Iron Fold said. 

 

Probably Was A Mistake 

By Trenton Adams 

 

I trust Clark Largent. 

But he’s a big idiot. 

I hope this won’t fail. 

 

Mother/Son Bonding 

By Clark 

 

So I had no idea how to go about doing this. 

I asked Emily: She won’t talk to me about this at all, and still says it’s really dangerous to go after Nard. 

So that went nowhere. 

I asked Robby: He said I should drop an anvil on him then steal the file. No word on how to get the anvil. 

I asked whoever I could find at F.O.L.D.: Nobody answered. So much for assistance. 

I asked Lane and Leena, my Mindstorms partners: They just helped me finish my hydraulic mud pie 

launcher by using a lab in the F.O.L.D. headquarters. Also, turns out they were secretly F.O.L.D. agents 

this whole time. You think you know a guy/girl. 

I asked my younger brother, Cal: He laughed at my problems, thought this whole thing was amazing, and 

wanted a puppet of his own. I told him not until high school. He shrugged and started doodling again. 

I asked my mouse, Mario: He didn’t answer. He just gulped. 

So, I finally turned to the last person I could think to ask: my mom. 

My mom and I are not currently on the best of terms. A long, long time ago, my dad walked out on us and 

I haven’t seen him since. Good riddance; he was a jerk. Anyways, it didn’t really affect me and my brother, 

but my relationship with my mom hasn’t been the same ever since. We talk…sometimes. We watch 

movies…occasionally. We try to reconnect, but every time we think things are going good some big fight 

comes along and ruins it all. The last fight we had was about the fact that my mom didn’t think I was old 

enough to have a girlfriend. That fight has been hanging over us since the beginning of the school year, and 

Emily hasn’t been at my house in the same amount of time. And, I know my mom is doing the best she can, 
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but sometimes…she annoys the ever-loving heck out of me. But, she was the last person I could go to. So 

I did. 

“Hey, um…mom?” I asked as I came down the stairs. My mom was sitting at the table balancing the 

checkbooks. My brother was playing Fortnite on the TV. He started shouting excitedly as he got a “Victory 

Royale,” whatever the heck that means. 

“Yes, Clark?” She replied. She looked up. She looked exhausted. 

“Uh, well, I’ve been having some problems at school…” 

“Sounds fun. Related to Emily at all?” 

How dare she play that card. But, I pushed onward, ignoring that hurtful comment. “No…no. It’s related to 

a…well, a club I joined recently…” 

Suddenly, Mom immediately perked up. “Club. Honey, what club?” 

Huh, she hadn’t called me honey since dad left. “Yeah, it’s like, um, S.H.I.E.L.D., from those superhero 

movies. The ones with the Avengers.” 

Mom jumped out of her chair and looked straight at me. “Tell me Clark, who are you?” 

“What?” 

“Who are you? Who did you get?” 

I was flabbergasted by this sudden burst of energy, energy I hadn’t seen in a long time. “It was, uh, Iron 

Man- um, Iron Fold.” 

“Yes!” Mom shouted. She was so excited, and I had no idea why. “I knew you would be. Alden had told 

me you’d be first in line when the time was right, and I knew it!” 

“Knew what, mom?” 

“Wait here.” She bolted off, upstairs to her room. After I heard her rummage through her drawers for awhile, 

she came downstairs holding something behind her back. I had a feeling I knew what was going on. “Okay, 

Clark. Show me your version first.” 

“Okay…” I stuck my hand in my shirt pocket, and pulled out Iron Fold. I hadn’t put him on my finger since 

I had made him. He was still perfectly crisp. I handed it to her. 

“It’s adorable…” She held it and inspected it from every angle. “This would be the armor that he had in 

Infinity War, right? Who helped you fold it?” 

“Robby,” I replied. “He has Iron Man’s sidekick.” 

“Robby has Cardboard Machine?” She giggled. “Your uncle was Cardboard Machine back in the day. But 

then, that would make me Iron Fold, wouldn’t it?” I knew it. 

She handed my puppet back to me and held out hers. It was a bit well-worn, but it held up remarkably well 

for being made in the early 90’s. It had a much simpler design than mine, and the yellows and reds were 

much brighter. 

“You were Iron Fold when you were my age?” 

She nodded. “I was. I started when I was a freshman, and kept it until I graduated. Maria Leon, the Iron 

Fold. Sure, I was teased quite a bit for taking on the boy’s role, but I led the team for a long time…who’s 

the new team?” 

“Team?” 

“The OrigAvengers, of course!” 

“Oh.” I told her all about how the OrigAvengers hadn’t been a thing since the early 2000’s. How the war 

was getting worse, and how I was the first recruit of the new team. 

“Well, that’s terrible. No wonder it’s been getting worse. The OrigAvengers protected everybody.” 
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“Yeah well, not anymore. Now, that job is all up to me.” And then I told her the whole story of Nard and 

Mr. Rainey. 

“Ugh, Rainey…he was my nemesis back in the day. But I don’t wish that on him. Now, if I were you…and 

I was, to an extent,” she started, “I’d let this Nard kid destroy himself.” 

“What?” 

“He thrives off of other people’s suffering and his own twisted brand of justice and revenge. If you can turn 

him against himself, nobody will get hurt, he’ll be defeated and you’ll win the day.” 

“Huh. Uh, thanks, Mom.” 

“No problem, um, sweetie.” She smiled. A true smile. That was another rarity these days. Finally, she gave 

me a hug. A true, honest-to-goodness Mom Hug™. It felt so good. I had forgotten how much I had missed 

it. It made it even better to think that I now had the inklings of an idea on how to beat Nard. So, of course, 

I hugged her back. Then Cal jumped on both of us, and we spent the rest of the afternoon in a giant pillow 

fight. 

 

In the Way 

By Nard 

 

Well, the plan was working well. 

Mr. Rainey was losing his respect at a remarkable rate. His class was well known for being one of the most 

well-behaved, but after those newspaper clippings mysteriously appeared his class was turned into a rowdy 

barn-house overnight. 

As I walked into his Math class, I could see the toll already having an affect. He glared at me. He knew I 

was the one to blame, but he had no proof that I had done anything. 

See, that’s how I worked best: in ways that cannot be traced. I never let myself get caught. While my crusade 

against Wheeler is obviously justified, some of the stunts I’ve pulled would get me in some serious trouble. 

No, I’m not going to record them here. That’d be idiotic. 

Anyway, like I said, my plan was working. And with Rainey’s file, his career would be ruined within the 

next week; Rainey had apparently been a bit of wild child when he went to Kirby. There was a wealth of 

material to use. 

However, an unforeseen kink in my machine showed up. 

I was in the cafeteria, just disposing of some soggy pizza boats when a guy came up to me. I knew him at 

once; one of the most popular kids of Kirby, star football player, Lego Mindstorms champion, and an all-

around nice guy: Clark Largent. The only flaw I knew about the guy was that he cared next to nothing about 

the war between the schools. He was sipping a coffee as he walked up. 

“Leonard Broderick?” he asked. 

“I prefer ‘Nard’, but yes, that’s me.” 

“The name’s Clark. I’m a part of…ahem…the Folded Origami Logistics Division.” He was obviously 

uncomfortable in the role. And he should be. 

I audibly groaned. “Don’t tell me you joined the safety patrol. F.O.L.D. are sticklers and they’ve got their 

heads wound way too tight.” 

“True. However, I,” he pulled an origami figure out of his pocket, “and Iron Fold have a few questions.” 

“Shoot.” 

“So, is it true that you’re the guy that’s been posting the newspaper articles?” 

I chuckled. “Kid, how many times have you led an interrogation?” 
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“This is my first time.” 

“Obviously. You don’t go for the kill immediately. You let the subject get comfortable, then you strike 

when they don’t expect it. And even if you had, I wouldn’t tell you a thing.” 

“So you did. Great. I would like to ask you to stop…pretty please.” 

“Pretty please?” 

“With a cherry on top.” 

Okay, I’d found another flaw; he was an idiot. “Rainey deserves it. He’s in my way of defeating Wheeler. 

He needs to learn; People who get in my way usually get worse than wedgies.” I turned to leave. “The 

schools are better off warring. Wheeler needs to learn that we can’t be beat.” 

“Can’t let you do that.” 

“So, you’re in my way now?” 

In response, Clark ‘accidentally’ slipped, and his still-steaming coffee cup spilled all over my white t-shirt. 

I growled. 

“If this is my Iron Man origin story, that must make you Obadiah Coffee-Stain,” he chuckled. 

“Congratulations, Mr. Largent. You have just made an enemy.” 

 

The Second Story 

By Emily 

 

Pretty soon, another clipping appeared around the halls of Kirby. It said, in a big, bold headline: STUDENT 

MICHAEL RAINEY STRIKES AGAIN: PLAYGROUND EQUIPMENT BROKEN. This story 

recounted, in great detail, how the young Mr. Rainey and his posse had destroyed the local parks’ monkey 

bars, broke the slide, and thrown the swings all the way to the other side of the playground. It was so 

interesting, and kind of depressing, to learn how big of a delinquent Rainey had been. I wondered how 

many other teachers had pasts like that. 

As I was walking down the hall and passing the lockers, trying to collect as many clippings as possible (to 

dispose of them, of course), a loud bang came from inside the one of the lockers. Clark’s, to be exact. 

“Hello?” the muffled voice of Clark Anthony Largent called from inside his locker. “I’m a little stuck.” 

“Clark, it’s me, Emily,” I replied. 

“Oh, hey. What’s up?” 

“Clark, why are you in your locker?” 

“Reasons.” 

“Do you need help?” 

“Yeah, could you let me out?” 

“Sure.” I sighed, set down my stack of paper and turned to his lock. “What’s your combination?” 

“It’s 39, 4, 63.” 

I turned the key and it clicked. Immediately, the door flung open and Clark tumbled out, clutching his 

backpack. 

I put my hands on hips. “Now, what were you doing in there?” 

He looked up at me, sheepishly. “Uh…it was Nard.” 

“Clark!” I helped him up, then lightly smacked him on the face. “Does my opinion mean nothing to you?” 

“Of course it means something,” he replied. “Just…I have to do this.” 

“You’ve just been shoved into a locker for, I’m assuming, standing up to him. You still want to go through 

with this?” 
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“Emily, this is very important. If I can take Nard down, then I can finally take my revenge on Wheeler.” 

“Clark, this is what I was worried about. Yes, you getting hurt, but I’m also worried that you’ll lose yourself. 

All of this over a robot that can be rebuilt?” 

“But-“ 

“As soon as you take revenge on Wheeler for what they did, you will become no better than Nard. It’s 

people like him, and potentially you, that keep the war going. And if you say anything about the puppet 

wanting you to, don’t.” 

“But I wasn’t-“ 

“These origami puppets, as stupid as it sounds, can very influential. Don’t let them take control.” 

He nodded. “But…I still made a promise to help F.O.L.D. with this problem. If you want to help me, help 

me, but if not, just let me do this. Even if I don’t get payback, it still feels…right.” 

It surprised me, but he sounded genuine. He sounded like the old Clark, one not obsessed with revenge and 

finger puppets. 

“Ugh…fine. Do it. I won’t be much help to you, but you can do it now. Got it?” 

He nodded. He placed Iron Fold on his finger. “Uh, thanks,” it said. 

“You have no idea what Tony Stark would say, do you?” 

“No clue.” 

I gingerly picked Iron Fold off of his finger and placed it on my own. I always loved the feel on the paper 

sliding on, making a character your own. “Okay, Clark,” I/Iron Fold said in my best Stark impression, “It’s 

time you work for a living.” I handed him back. 

“Yes, ma’am,” Clark chuckled, with a mock salute. “Now let’s go get that idiot.” 

 

Plan of Attack 

By Robby 

 

The school of Kirby High is always unlocked, which seems like a stupid policy. However, F.O.L.D. agents 

have used Kirby after hours many a time, so the faculty, which is almost completely made up of ex-agents 

leave it unlocked for the purposes of the active members. This gave us a very good opening for our 

procedure to start to unfold. Excuse me; Clark’s procedure. 

“Could you lead me to the security cameras, Rob?” he had asked me that afternoon. 

“Why?” 

“Nard has the entire school covered in clippings before anybody else gets to the building in the mornings. 

Thus, he has to do it at night. I want to check the cams to see when he does it.” 

“Uh, sure.” 

F.O.L.D. agents also have access to all of the school systems. Side note, it does seem pretty idiotic to have 

kids run a school, but it’s worked for the past 80 years, hasn’t it? 

Sure enough, after checking the camera feed for the past week, Nard came in at around 9:00 PM and posted 

the clippings. 

“Well, that’s when we strike.” 

“But don’t we have to be at home at that time?” 

“What time is your curfew, man?” 

“Um…I have to be in bed by 10:00.” 

“Dude.” He groaned. “Fine, we’ll catch him in an hour. We can do that.” 
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So, here we were, at 9:15 on a Thursday night, searching through the school for Leonard Broderick and his 

Papers of Doom. 

“This feels stupid,” Emily confessed at around 9:16. 

“Tell me about it. I told my parents I’d be back in about…” I checked my watch. “44 minutes from now.” 

“Dude, stop,” Clark moaned. 

Our march brought us outside the teacher’s lounge. We were about to pass, before we heard the hum of the 

copy machine. 

“Aha!” Clark tried the door, but it was locked. “You got any F.O.L.D. stuff that could open the door?” 

“Nope.” 

“Well, he has to come out at some point.” 

So we all sat down. And waited. And waited. Until 9:30. 

“He could just be taking a very long time to copy things,” Emily offered, helpfully. 

“I doubt it. I have the sneaking suspicion that A) he knows we are here. B) This is a diversion,” I replied. 

We stood up to leave, but when we got to the hallways, they were covered in the biggest newspaper clipping 

of all, each blaring the words “MICHAEL RAINEY EXPELLED; PRANKS GO TOO FAR.” 

“Holy crap,” Clark gasped. 

“He works efficiently,” I admired. 

“This is terrible,” Emily breathed. 

“We have to take these down,” I said. We all three immediately started working on taking down the papers, 

but they were printed on huge sheets and were hard to carry. They weren’t just down that first hall, either; 

they were everywhere. Man, was that guy malicious. And efficient. But mostly malicious. 

After seemingly completing the task, and exhausting ourselves in the process, I checked my watch to see 

how much time was left. It was 9:45. But more importantly, it was blinking blue. Somebody had infiltrated 

the headquarters, which was all the way at the other end of the school. I ran across the school for the third 

time that night and downstairs, with Clark and Emily following. 

“Robby, what’s wrong?” Emily asked. 

“Infiltration.” 

I checked the file room first, but a quick scan told me nothing had been touched since the prior afternoon. 

Then into the computer room; again, nothing tampered with. Finally, into the makeshift lab; something 

important was missing. 

“Hey, Clark?” 

“Yeah, Rob?” 

“You were working on a special mud-pie launcher, right?” 

“Yeah, why?” 

He walked into the lab and gulped. As I guessed, the launcher was missing. Nard had stolen it. 

“You gotta admit, he’s pretty smart,” I chuckled. 

“I told you guys,” Emily groaned. 

I checked my watch. I was 9:53. 

“Your parents are gonna be mad, man,” Clark said, looking over my shoulder. 

“You think?” 

 

Fruition 

By Leonard Broderick 
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I must admit, I really like most of my plans. But this one was something special. 

The catapult addition was a last minute add-on, as soon as I saw that Clark was in the building. See, I’d 

stumbled on it the first time I’d broken into the headquarters and hadn’t thought much of it. However, when 

the trio tried to catch me last night, I knew I could assimilate it into my plans pretty flawlessly. 

Anyway, in their frenzy to remove every paper in the halls, they neglected to remove a single paper from 

the most obvious place you can think; the bulletin board. The unrest was immediate. And I knew, within 

12 hours, parents would demanding Rainey step down and a new teacher reinstated. 

I also left a special note, just as I left last night; “Clark Largent, meet me on the playground immediately.” 

And thus, the tacked-on yet completely fantastic part of the plan was in motion. I stood on the lawn chips 

playground, looking the launcher all over. I’d made a few modifications, such as adding a firing chair to 

the side, but it was admittedly very cool by itself. It was mostly made of plastic, so it was easy to carry. It 

had a shape a lot like a trebuchet, but with no cloth pouch; it was more of a catapult’s bucket. The bucket 

itself, which could be filled with whatever projectile the user desired, was very round and disproportionately 

large. It was intended to fire mud, but for my purposes it was filled with a paint balloon the size of Kentucky. 

Anything struck by this would come out looking like a tie-dye factory gone wild. 

As expected, Clark stepped outside first thing. Robby and Emily were with him. 

“What do you want, Nard?” Robby asked. 

“Nothing from you, Mr. Boone. However, Clark’s expertise is needed.” 

“Yeah, right,” Clark sneered. 

“See, Mr. Largent, I need help using this catapult. It’s a marvel of invention, especially considering the fact 

you built it in a little over a week. I can’t quite figure out the more precise mechanics.” 

“Why would I help you?” he shouted. “You just destroyed a teacher’s career, and stole that thing in the first 

place!” 

“Eh, Rainey was collateral damage that could have been avoided if he’d just listened. However, I stole it 

for your benefit. Observe.” 

I snapped my fingers, and two people walked onto the playground. I’d snagged them on their way to school. 

Nothing illegal, of course; I just gave them the promise of cake and they came willingly. They weren’t the 

brightest thugs in the world. 

“If I remember correctly, these are the two goons that destroyed your robot.” 

I angled the catapult accordingly, then jumped down. 

“See, Clark? I grabbed this for a reason. It’s time you got your revenge.” 

Clark just stared, blindly. Emily grabbed him. “Don’t do it,” she urged him. It wouldn’t work. He started 

to walk over, in a trance. 

“There’s no catch?” 

“None at all. Balloon pops, soaking them, destroying their phones, schoolwork, everything on them. Pretty 

full-on vengeance.” 

The man actually sat down in the seat. He fingered the extended control panel I had installed, and placed 

his hand on the firing button. 

“Clark!” his friends shouted. Emily herself ran in front of the catapult firing line. “He’s using you, trying 

to turn you against us.” 

He shook his head. 

“Press that button, and you become just like him.” 

He stared. What did she mean by that, just like me? However, I didn’t have the time to react. 

“Yeah, I’ve already figured out who I’m ‘just like’.” 
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“And who is that, Clark?” I asked. 

“I am Iron Fold.” 

Clark swiveled the catapult, so it was facing me. He pressed the fire button, then he jerked the arm 

backwards, snapping its connection. 

“No, don’t,” I stammered in vain. The enormous paint balloon was flung into the air, hovering there for a 

moment, before coming crashing down, right on top of me, Clark, Robby, the catapult, and Emily. The two 

muscle-heads were unscathed. Bored, and seeing there was no cake anywhere, they just left. 

“HOW DARE YOU!” I shouted. “If you had just let me mess with Rainey without you ruining everything, 

Wheeler would pay. I’d finish my personal war, and you’d get your vengeance, but no. You just had to be 

the hero. Well, Rainey lost, now you’re going to lose too.” 

“Well, I dunno…performance issues can occur, one out of five…” 

A crowd of students who had been witnessing the unfolding events from the windows and ran outside to 

see what happened next. Suddenly, I realized I’d sabotaged myself; I’d given a confession. And what 

happened next, I will admit, wasn’t pretty. 

 

Blood on the Battlefield 

By Clark 

 

I stood facing Nard on the school playground, covered in paint on every surface of my body, a rainbow Iron 

Fold held proudly on my finger. The crowd of students all around didn’t make a single sound. I could see 

his anger starting to boil to the surface. I may not have exactly…won, but he’d certainly lost. 

“You…you can’t…” he sputtered. 

“You lost, man. Rainey might have been ruined, but now everybody knows that it was you that sabotaged 

him. If you want, I could pull some strings, let your suspension be a bit lighter…” 

“No!” He lunged at me and tackled me to the ground. The wind was knocked out of me as my back hit the 

hard, packed dirt. 

“You could have had your revenge. Wheeler would pay. But you just had to lose your sense.” He picked 

me up and threw me up against the wall. “Now it’s your turn to pay for what you were too scared to finish.” 

“Scared, or smart?” I croaked. 

He punched me in the nose, and immediately I could feel blood starting to spill down my face. A couple 

girls in the nearby crowd gasped. It almost certainly felt broken. So, Emily was right; I did end up getting 

hurt. 

“Hey!” I heard a voice yell. An older voice. Even through the paint, I could tell Nard was white as a sheet. 

He dropped me, and turned around to face the irate mug of Mr. Michael Rainey. “Mr. Leonard Broderick, 

did you or did you not just punch that student in the face?” 

“The name’s Clark,” I croaked, as I stood up. The blood was still streaming. It had even dripped onto Iron 

Fold, turning the bright rainbow/red of his design into a much darker shade of brown. “And yeah, he totally 

did. He also tried to ruin your reputation, and shoved me into a locker. He’s a jerk.” 

“Mr. Broderick…” 

“He got what he deserved,” Nard growled. “All of you should see that.” He turned to face the crowd. “You 

guys don’t realize that it’s us, or them. They tortured my sister…so I have to torture them. So, the war goes 

on, whether you like it or not. But it doesn’t have to, if you’d just let me win! Do you think the war hasn’t 

gone unnoticed by the higher-ups? It’s gone on for a long time, but it can’t go on forever. Something is 
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going to have to happen to stop it. And Wheeler is a school for complete jerks…they deserve what’s coming 

to them.” 

“And what have you become trying to stop your enemies?” I asked. “Wouldn’t you say your actions are 

those of a complete jerk?” 

All of a sudden, Nard stopped. He didn’t have a single retort, and I knew that he realized what I meant. 

With no struggle, he let Rainey take him off the playground, presumably to his demise at the hands of the 

principal. 

Emily came running up to me. “You’re an idiot.” 

“I won, didn’t I?” I grinned. 

“If you’re expecting a congratulatory kiss or something like that, it’s not coming. You look terrible.” 

“Says the walking bowl of rainbow Trix.” 

“Ha.” She did, however, give me a hug. “Good job, Clark.” 

“Group hug,” I heard Robby say as he grabbed us both from behind and lifted us up. 

“I did not give permission,” I croaked as my ribs cracked. 

 

Afterwords 

By Tilly 

 

Rainey was not fired, surprisingly. Most of the parents, since they had gone to school with him, knew of 

the whole affair already and Rainey was saved. So, it was a full victory for the latest iteration of Iron Fold 

any way you shake it. 

It came to my responsibility, as one of the more public faces of F.O.L.D., to talk with Nard after the fight. 

He was sitting outside the principal’s office as his suspension was discussed with his parents. 

“Leonard Broderick?” I asked, rhetorically. I sat down next to him. He was still covered in paint, but it was 

dried and crusty now. 

“Agent Tilly Waterson of F.O.L.D., I presume,” he replied. I didn’t ask how he got that information. 

“So what’s your suspension time?” 

“A while.” He sat quietly for a moment. “I became the thing I’m trying to destroy, didn’t I?” 

“Yes.” I twiddled my thumbs. “I’d have to work it out with the higher-ups, but if you come back to school 

rehabilitated, and are still interested, I could probably find you work as a F.O.L.D. strategist. Even get you 

a puppet of your own. We could use your help in ending the war.” 

“So you don’t know.” 

“Don’t know what?” 

He chuckled a deep, dark chuckle. “T.H.A.N.O.S.” 

“Thanos? Like the Titan, Thanos? Infinity Gauntlet Thanos? What’s that got to do with anything?” 

“No, not Thanos. T.H.A.N.O.S. As in, an acronym. I don’t know what they stand for, but sources tell me 

it’s names within a name. They’re a radical group, and they want retribution for both schools. They’re 

everywhere.” 

The principal’s door opened, and his parents walked out. They started to leave and motioned for Leonard 

to follow. 

“Think about that before you go all in. It was nice to meet you, Tilly.” 

He left. 

 

Epilogue 



 

22 

By Agent Andrew Gardner 

 

As a new agent, recruitment has often become my responsibility. That’s where I was after school, sitting in 

an empty hallway with a clipboard and a very angry girl staring at me. 

“So, Ally Weber, are you interested at all?” 

“Why should I be? It’ll just give people more of a reason to think I’m a weirdo.” 

“That might be true.” 

We sat in silence. 

“But it also gives them a chance to see you for more than you appear.” 

She perked up. 

“The OrigAvengers protect people. Didn’t you see what happened with Clark Largent?” 

“But he did totally sell that kid out.” 

“Maybe. But, he saved two other people from a colorful calamity. The OrigAvengers are needed for things 

like that.” 

She looked deep in thought. 

“So, do you want in?” 

“Which puppet will I have?” 

“I think you can figure that out for yourself.” 

I handed her a big, green square of paper. 

I grinned at her. “Make it…unshreddible.”  
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PART III: Thorigami: Lord of Folders 

By SuperFolder CJ 

 

Prologue: The Nine Realms 

By Shelby Solstice 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

I speak of a universe wherein there is love and hate, magic and reality, chaos and order, wonder and 

monotony. A place nearly every child knows of, and nearly every adult remembers. A land where battles 

are fought everyday – some between clans, some between individuals, and some within the battlegrounds 

of a person’s own intellect and soul. Yes, I speak of the world that is… 

 

… high school. 

 

Surprised? If so, you shouldn’t be. High school is everything that I claim it to be. It tests every part of a 

teenager’s mental, physical, and spiritual being. Tis the very place where lovers find each other and enemies 

clash against one another. Everyone is attempting to discover who they are, what they want, and where they 

want to be. To some, high school is their favorite place in the world; to the majority… it is nothing but a 

living nightmare of torture and suffering. 

 

As a Twelfth Grader at Wheeler Academy, I can easily say that I know it all by now. Not to brag, but I’m 

basically an expert on everything high-school-related. It’s been a difficult journey, but I’ve climbed the 

social ladder and found a group of friends that I can call my own. But those poor freshmen are always get 

it the worst. Some think it’s funny when the freshmen, ignorant but generally happy kids, walk through the 

doors of Wheeler, only to get slammed face-first with reality and find that high school is much worse than 

middle school ever was. After that, though, it usually gets better. I found my place as a member of the 

Speech and Debate team at my school; not to mention, I just recently was elected Student Body President. 

So… I’m kind of a big deal in my social group. Yay me! 

 

Sorry, that probably made me sound like an airhead. But like I said before, it’s not easy getting through 

high school, so when you finally become popular or at least recognized within a group of friends and 

acquaintances, it feels really good. 

 

Speaking of social groups… ahem! Within the vast boundaries of Wheeler Academy, there exists eight 

realms, plus a separate ninth realm (I’ll get to that one later). First, my very own, the Student Body 

Government as well as the Speech & Debate (Forensics) Club. We like to think of ourselves as the leaders 

of the school, the ones who try to make things better and help in any way we can. One may compare us to 

the Asgardians of Norse mythology and Marvel comic book lore. 

 

Second, there are the athletes. You know… the jocks, the most cliché social clique of them all. Wheeler 

Academy’s sports teams are just as jock-y as they come; they’re annoying, arrogant, bigmouthed, no-

nothing jerks… for the most part at least. I mean, I might be a bit biased seeing as jocks and student 

government have been butting heads for a long time. Jocks, typical of the “macho men” stereotype, often 
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try to make decisions around the school, and they threaten/bully anyone who gets in their way. In keeping 

with the Norse/Marvel comparison, they are the Frost Giants of this land – members of the second realm, 

Jotunheim. My friends, as members of the student government, make it our primary goal to protect the 

Wheeler students, especially from jocks. 

 

Third is the Cheerleader Squad, AKA the “mean girls.” They’re pretty much the feminine version of the 

jocks. In fact, you will often see those two social groups mingling and flirting with each other. It’s so gross. 

They are the most exclusive clique (and personally my least favorite.) Best three words to describe them 

would be the following: gossipy, judgmental, and snooty. They are of the Niflheim/Helheim realm, because 

when you’re associated with that social group, you’re either the fawning “dead” followers or the tyrant 

leaders. 

 

The fourth of the “realms” is the Theater Club. Most of these teens are pretty nice, minus the occasional 

diva. In fact, the Speech & Debate Team generally gets along well with the Theater Club because of one 

thing they both share: love for speaking. Thus, it would be reasonable to have the Drama kids be represented 

by the Vanir, the race of the world Vanaheim, a close ally to Asgard. 

 

Fifthly, the kids from Woodshop Class are alike to the dwarves of Nidavellir – hardworking, ruff around 

the edges, but still genuine and kind. They make some amazing things with wood, and some are even into 

origami-folding… like, incredible origami. Japanese master-level stuff. Anyways, these are the teens who 

are looking for average, blue-collar jobs, but they are some of the most loyal and trustworthy people I know. 

 

The sixth clique would be the Nerd Squad… sorry, I mean the Chess Club. However, for the most part, 

they are nerds. They’re intelligent and generally good-natured, but kind of annoying and haughty, too. 

However, if there are any jocks in the area, the nerds disappear fast. They are likened to the Light Elves of 

Alfheim. 

 

Seventhly, there is the Yearbook Club. While most of the kids from this club are okay, some of them are 

kind of strange. They have access to a lot of information, since they are the keepers of the “Dark Shelves” 

of Wheeler’s past yearbooks and all the embarrassing pictures inside them. Also, because they are usually 

free to sneak around the halls to take photographs, I am often suspicious about them, especially since… 

never mind. Let’s just say they’re similar to the Dark Elves of Svartalfheim. 

 

The eighth and final realm within Wheeler Academy is the outcasts. Every school has these people… the 

ones who just don’t fit in anywhere. It’s kind of sad that so many people who go to high school are 

friendless. They are compared to the Fire Demons of Muspelheim. These kids are always living lives of 

burning emotional and mental torment. However, the student government takes great lengths to include 

loners and wanderers in school activities. 

 

Obviously, there are other, smaller sects of people who share common interests, but these eight are the 

major ones. Oh, and of course, there’s the ninth realm – Midgard, the land of the humans, which in this 

case is the symbol for Kirby High School, the rival school to Wheeler Academy. Just as Midgard is 

separated from the rest of the nine realms in the Marvel universe, so Kirby is from all the social groups of 

Wheeler. To many of us Wheeler kids, we view Kirby with a grudge. I guess that’s just how school rivalries 
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go. But it’s unfortunate; personally, I have seen firsthand how amazing and unique these Kirbians can be. 

I honestly wish this whole competition would just cease to exist. It’s not healthy… in fact, it often tends to 

be the opposite. 

 

Now, most people from Wheeler think this kind of comparison between Marvel and Norse lore and the 

cliques of Wheeler Academy itself is stupid. But honestly, they make a lot of sense. And in today’s world, 

where things are constantly changing and shifting, many things don’t make sense. Sometimes it takes some 

silly superhero comics and papery puppets to give some sense and meaning to a teenager’s life… to help 

them cope. It sure gave meaning to mine. 

 

Oh, and on the topic of superheroes and origami… well, let’s just say that somehow these two items have 

become very important to both Kirby High and Wheeler Academy. If anything could bring these two 

schools together, it would be those things. Both schools share a tradition of kids walking down the halls 

while pretending to be Marvel superheroes and supervillains, folding origami puppets to match their 

respective characters. Is it dumb and immature? Maybe. But it’s also unique and really fun. Personally, I 

really dig Odin, the king of the Norse gods in the Marvel comics. I even made an origami Odin and gave 

him a name. Want to hear it? Okay. Here it is… 

 

… Foldin. 

 

I know, I know. It’s pretty punny, but it’s the best I got. Maybe Odingami would be better? Anyway, as a 

leader of Wheeler Academy, I feel like I can relate to Odin, who is often seen as this far-off, all-powerful 

character that is feared and barely known. Yet, Odin does have emotions as well as the stress of having the 

weight of nine literal worlds put upon his shoulders. By keeping Foldin as a bookmark in my backpack, I 

feel like I can get a little of Odin’s strength, so I can carry out my duties as Student Body President. There’s 

just something about having an image – a piece of a personal role model – that makes all the difference in 

how someone acts. I bet you ten dollars that it can even make an underconfident newbie into a hero… 

maybe the hero both Kirby and Wheeler needs. 

 

Oh! Speaking of newbies, I get to give a tour around campus to the new exchange student tomorrow! 

Woohoo! 

 

Sincerely, 

Shelby 

 

Chapter I: A New School, a New Girl 

By Dove MacLeash 

 

Hello, my name is Dover MacLeash, but all my friends call me Dove. I am writing this essay to talk about 

my heritage and new life in Wheeler Academy. My father is a Scotsman who visited Iceland many years 

ago. I do not know why he decided to make a trip to the little rock I now call home, but he did. And, lo and 

behold, he fell in love with my mother. Because my mother was so attached to her family, my father 

immigrated to Iceland, and… well, I am sure you can figure out the rest. However, my father always dreamt 

of seeing the world, especially America; sadly, as a full-time worker and a much older man, he is no longer 
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capable of doing so. Yet, he wished that a child of his would be able to fulfill his wish for him; as providence 

would have it, I have gained myself in an educational transfer program to United States so that I may attend 

school at Wheeler Academy. 

 

When I started school, I was barely fluent in English. I knew just enough to pass by. Thankfully, my teachers 

were patient enough to help me. Despite being new to Wheeler Academy, I have found people who are very 

supportive and helpful, people I am happy to call friends. One person, in specific, I have become quite fond 

of. Her name is Miss Shelby Solstice. 

 

After my American guardian had dropped me off at Wheeler on my first day of education, I met Shelby 

waiting for me at the entrance door to the school. She was very eager to meet me, which, for me, is very 

uncommon, as I have never been a very noticeable person. Perhaps this is why I became so fascinated by 

her. However, I do not believe that this is what you would call “love at first sight.” I merely believe that 

this was the moment when I first formed a bond with a person who was just as interested in me as I was in 

them. Believe me, there is a difference! Unless… I am misunderstanding this concept. American romance 

movies are confusing. 

 

Anyway, it is because of my attachment to Shelby Solstice that I became involved in the odd happenings 

that occurred in Wheeler. If I had not found favor with her, I probably would have stayed out of everything 

that would happen next. But I did not, and I have no regrets. Well, maybe a few regrets. But I hope I can 

fix them… the regrets, I mean. Oh, for the love of Òlafur, how do I explain this? 

 

To put it simply, a boy will do many things to impress a girl, and sometimes that involves folding white 

paper into the likeness of a comic book person. 

 

Uh… that was not simple, was it? 

 

I apologize for going off on this tangent, but it has a purpose. Anyway, I will now tell you the tales of my 

misadventures at Wheeler Academy. So, as they say back in my homeland, “On with the butter!” (That 

phrase means “Onwards!” or “Carry on!” in English.) 

 

Miss Solstice was giving me a tour of Wheeler. I was very impressed by the school. Of course, my school 

back in Iceland was not that great anyway, so any American school would probably look good to me. For 

the most part, our conversation consisted of Shelby talking a great deal about Wheeler, while I nodded and 

sometimes spoke a word of agreement in reply. 

 

Like I said, I was barely fluent in English! When someone talked, it took all my focus to understand what 

they were speaking of; trying to talk back was overkill. The good thing, however, was that Shelby did not 

speak to me as if was an alien. In fact, she probably did not even realize how much of a foreigner I was. 

That is one thing I really liked about Shelby. She treated me like an actual person, not like an invisible 

ghost. She was kind… and gentle… and pretty… and… 

 

Maybe it was “love at first sight” after all… oh, goodness gracious! I feel so embarrassed and stupid now. 

No matter. It is not like anyone is ever actually going to read this. This is just a journal passage that I am 
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writing down because my literature teacher thought it might help me understand my thoughts and emotions. 

Perhaps, I have lied to myself this whole time. Maybe I really do like Shelby… uh, moving along! 

 

As we walked to my first class of the day, she told me about some of the traditions of Wheeler Academy. 

Apparently, both Wheeler and the nearby Kirby High School have had a strong connection to comic books 

from the company Marvel as well as origami paper folding from Japanese culture. I do not have the slightest 

idea why those two things would be so important to both schools, but I suppose destiny works in strange 

and wonderous ways sometimes. At one point, Shelby and I walked passed a glass case full of Wheeler 

awards and memorabilia. In one section of the case was, as Shelby explained, a minted edition of the first 

comic book in which Thor appeared. I was immediately fascinated by this because I had grown up listening 

to the myths of the Norse gods of old. Thor was always my favorite… but then again, Thor was everyone’s 

favorite. He was so mighty, daring, and inspiring! 

 

Finally, I spoke something to Shelby. “There have been comic books of Thor this whole time, and I did not 

know?” 

 

Shelby turned towards me and smiled. “I’m glad you’ve found such an interest in the Thunderer. Yes, Thor 

is one of the most famous Marvel superheroes. He’s in a lot of movies, too! Maybe we could watch them 

together sometime.” 

 

When she said this, my heart… how do Americans say it? “My heart skipped a beat?” Yes, I think that is 

it. Shelby wanted to watch movies with me! I had just met her, and she already wanted to… uh… “hang 

out with me.” My goodness, Americans talk so strangely! 

 

After a momentary shock, I soon recovered. “Yes,” I replied, “I would like that very much. I am afraid I do 

not have many friends to do things with. You are very kind.” 

 

For a moment, Shelby turned away, as if pondering about something. I am not sure why. I hoped I had not 

said something inappropriate in English by mistake and embarrassed her. She beckoned me to continue 

walking, and I obeyed. 

 

Eventually, we reached the classroom I was supposed to go to first. I smiled, thanked her for helping me, 

and turned to go into the class. However, before I entered, she tapped me on the shoulder. I turned around. 

She had a piece of paper in her hand. 

 

“As president of Wheeler Academy’s Student Body Government, I would like to offer you a position in my 

cabinet as Secretary of Treasury. I’d also like to invite you to join the Speech and Debate club. I think you 

might like it. Plus, we’d be able to hang out together a lot more.” 

 

My heart was on fire now. But I was still confused as to whether or not this was a sign Shelby really liked 

me or was just trying to be friendly. Because of this, I hesitated, and tried to make excuses. 

 

“Oh, that is very nice of you, but I cannot speak English well, and I have never done… uh… ‘Student Body 

Government’ before.” 
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Shelby raised her eyebrow and smirked. “Oh please, everyone says that. Are you any good at math?” 

 

“Yes, I suppose so. I had to help manage my father’s store back home, and that involved keeping track of 

the money and…” 

 

“Perfect! You would be great as the Secretary of Treasury. And as for Speech and Debate, I can help you 

practice speaking and writing better. Sound good?” 

 

At this point, I could not really say no… so I agreed. Shelby thrusted two papers she had been holding into 

my hands. They were schedules for the meetings for student body government as well as Speech and Debate 

club. With that, Shelby nodded with approval. She walked away, then turned to wave again. 

 

“Bye, Dover!” she said. 

 

“Farewell, Shelby! Oh, and you can just call me Dove!” 

 

I waved back, and then entered into class. Yes, I was definitely in love. I wonder how Shelby felt about all 

this… 

 

Chapter II: An Old School, a New Boy 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

OH. MY. GOSH. I have a crush on the Icelandic sophomore who I just met today!!! He is SO cute-looking, 

with his blonde hair and dimpled cheeks. I can’t believe it. I thought I was better than this. But… I can’t 

help myself. He’s too perfect. When he called me kind, I blushed so hard I had to hide my face! He’s just 

as good-looking and tall as any other jock at Wheeler, but he’s so much nicer and totally not a jerk. In fact, 

he seems really shy and doesn’t talk too much. Maybe that was because he doesn’t speak English well, or 

something. I don’t know. But he’s a great listener, and seemed interested in me, too! 

 

Wow. Wow. Just wow. I honestly thought I was mature enough that I would stop having these silly little 

high school crush things. I mean, I’m a senior! I thought, if anything, I would be going on dates with other 

senior guys. But those of them are just jocks or nerds. And they’re not my kind. A few of senior guys are 

in Speech and Debate Club and Student Body Government. I like them as friends, but they really just feel 

like coworkers. 

 

But Dover… I mean Dove… he is something else. He is not of any of the nine realms. He’s so unique and 

different. I’m sure he could easily become a loner if he wasn’t given any help. But I’m going to make sure 

he does well. I can’t wait to hang out with him more! Whoohoo! 

 

Sincerely, 

Shelby 
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Chapter III: A New School, a New Nightmare 

By Judah Decassius 

 

I’m just going to come out now and say that I hate high school. There’s no other way to put it. Whether it’s 

back in Israel, or in the U.S., I just hate it. In high school, everyone hates everyone else. It’s a dog-eat-dog 

world where social status is the only currency and education, which is ostensibly why we are there in the 

first place, is worth nothing to other people. 

 

Yeah, I’m a Jew from Israel. My family moved to the States recently, and I got enrolled in Kirby High 

School. I was kind of hoping it would be better than the school back home. 

 

It wasn’t. 

 

But that’s beside the point. I’m used to no one hanging out with me. I don’t know why. Maybe I’m annoying 

to them or something; but I learned to stop caring and just move on with life. 

 

Oh, and bullies and jocks are the worst. They seem to be the only ones who notice me. I’ve been running 

from them my whole life. Not to brag, but I’ve become pretty good at it. Practically no one can catch me. 

But all of this changed one day when I decided to pay a visit to Wheeler Academy. 

 

Once the day was over, I decided to bicycle my way over to Wheeler. My parents both work and, since I’m 

an only child, there’s no one else at home for a while. So, I’ve got a lot of freedom, and decided to check 

the place out. Besides being fast, my other talent is sneaking around. I eavesdropped on a lot of people, and 

one of the major topics is the feud between Kirby and Wheeler. Apparently, things have gotten pretty tense 

ever since some kid named Clark duked it out with a fellow Kirbian. It involved a paint cannon or 

something. Hah. What a bunch of losers. 

 

Curious to see Kirby’s competition and how I might profit from this school rivalry ordeal, I snooped around 

until I found the Wheeler sports field. A bunch of jocks were exercising in front of some cheerleaders who 

were eyeing them. Eventually, I got close enough so I could clearly hear their conversation. 

 

“Hey,” one jock said, “did you hear about the confrontation between Grover and that stupid school 

president?” 

 

“Oh yeah, yeah, I did hear about that!” the other replied. “Wasn’t Grover getting payback on some nerd 

who tried wiggling out of a deal they had made?” 

 

“Uh-huh! Then, her majesty herself, Miss Shelby Solstice, got up in Grover’s face about it. And, of course, 

Grover would never hurt a girl, so he backed off, being a gentleman and such.” 

 

“Those student body government kids think they are in charge of this school, when they’re really all 

figureheads who ain’t got nothing better to do with their lives.” 

 

“They make me sick! In fact–” 
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The conversation would have continued, if it hadn’t been for the fact that I had been spotted by one of the 

bigger guys there. 

 

“Hey! We’ve got a snoop in our mist!” he yelled. 

 

“Probably one of those darn Kirbians!” hollered another. 

 

“Someone grab the punk!” cried a third jock. 

 

Remember what I said about how I had a knack for outrunning bullies? Well, that skill was put to the test 

as I sprinted away from the most athletic bunch of Wheeler. I ran nearly half a lap, and no one could touch 

me. I thought I was home free… until I ran into the alpha dog of the lot himself – Grover. 

 

With ease, the teenager with a titan body snatched me by my shirt collar and hoisted me up until I couldn’t 

touch the ground. I stared into his eyes. They were a cold, icy blue… unfeeling and malicious. I gulped and 

prepared myself for what was coming. Here comes the blow now… 

 

He started laughing. Laughing, I tell you! All the other jocks looked at Grover in disbelief. He dropped me 

to the ground and slapped me hard on my back. It stung a little, but it definitely wasn’t a painful punch to 

the stomach. 

 

“You guys couldn’t catch this pipsqueak?!” he roared. “Alright, ladies, that means five more laps! Until 

you can outrun this little guy, none of you deserve to be on the Track and Field Team. Come on, get moving! 

Move! MOVE!!!” 

 

He acted as if he were the coach of the whole team. Although grudgingly, the whole team obeyed him, and 

started jogging around the field. I was about to sneak off, but Grover wasn’t done with me yet. 

 

“Don’t leave just yet, kid,” he commanded. “Come here for a sec. Don’t worry, I won’t hurt ya.” 

 

I glared at him. “So, the hungry lion speaks kind words to his prey, does he?” 

 

This made Grover laugh again. “You’re funny. You know who I am, boy?” 

 

“Grover, the top dog, right?” 

 

“I see my reputation proceeds me! State your name, school, and rank.” 

 

“Judah Decassius. Kirby High School. Nobody important.” 

 

“Well, Jude… can I call you Jude?” he asked without waiting for my answer. “As I see it, you’re the fastest 

runner I’ve seen in a while. If none of my peeps could catch you, I doubt anyone can. Our Track and Field 

Team needs a champ like you. How ‘bout you join us and leave your ‘nobody important’ days behind? 
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You’ll get to hang out with the boys and the cheerleading chicks. And man, oh man, those girls would love 

a Usain Bolt type like you.” 

 

I raised my eyebrow. “Didn’t you just hear? I go to Kirby. I can’t be on a Wheeler team.” 

 

Grover gave a big, devilish grin. “You just leave that to me. I’ve got some power in this school. Let me pull 

a few strings, and you’ll find yourself a place on the team. We meet up Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays 

after school. Come on… whad’ya say?” 

 

The monster of a boy lifted his meaty hand out to me. I looked him over, trying to find any sign that he was 

just lying. I didn’t trust him… but the idea of being recognized within a top-level group of peers was too 

delicious for me to resist. I didn’t care if they weren’t really my friends. I didn’t want friends. I wanted 

power. I wanted respect. 

 

I shook his hand. The bargain was struck. 

 

“We’re going to do great things together, Jude,” said Grover. “Or my name isn’t Grover Jotunheimer. Now, 

my amigo, would ya mind telling me the inside scoop on Kirby now and then? Especially ones about their 

sports teams. We’ve got a bit of a vendetta against ‘em. It’d be nice to know some of their secrets… to give 

us the upper edge.” 

 

“Gladly,” I replied. 

 

Chapter IV: The Folding of a Hero 

By Dove MacLeash 

 

I was having the best days of my life ever since I met Shelby Solstice. She was the best thing that had 

happened in my life. We started doing everything together. First, it was just Student Body Government and 

Speech and Debate meets. Then, we started sitting together at lunch together, and even going to each other’s 

houses to study and do homework. Oh, and I also made friends with all of her friends. I had real friends! 

 

It was all going great. And then, things started changing once Shelby let me in on a secret about Wheeler. 

I think I started to change… probably for the better. 

 

Shelby invited me to meet with her after school at a local Wendy’s fast-food chain restaurant. I had never 

been there before, so I was very intrigued. By the way, it was not a date. At least, not that I was aware of… 

 

I found her inside, waiting for me. She patted on the seat next to her, beckoning me to sit with her. As I sat 

down, I was presented with a drink she had bought for me. 

 

“Here’s a present for winning third place in Oratory at the Speech and Debate competition last week!” she 

said happily. 

 

“Oh, thank you,” I replied. “Uh, what kind of beverage is this?” 
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“It’s Dr. Pepper – my favorite soda pop! Go on, try it!” 

 

Somewhat reluctantly, I sipped the straw. To my surprise, the drink was quite tasty. 

 

She cocked her head and raised her eyebrow playfully. “So… is it good?” 

 

I nodded. “Yes, it is very good; however, I hear that you Americans get addicted to this stuff, so I am not 

sure how good it is for my health.” 

 

Shelby giggled, then opened her purse. “That’s not the only reason I asked you to come here. You see, it’s 

been about a month since we met, and I feel like I can trust you. So, I’m going to tell you a little secret, 

okay? Promise you won’t tell anyone else?” 

 

I was suspicious as to what this secret was, but, nonetheless, I nodded in agreement 

 

“Alright… check this out.” 

 

She took a book from of her purse. Opening it up to a certain page, she took out what seemed to be a 

bookmark. However, on closer inspection, I found that it was really a small piece of paper designed to look 

like a little man. The paper man was excellently made. He had a long beard, an eyepatch, a golden robe, 

and a small paper staff. Shelby proceeded to place the paper man on her finger, and wave him around. 

 

“That is a very cute paper doll,” I said, trying to be polite. “But what are you doing with him? Is this 

supposed to be some joke?” 

 

“No, silly!” she said with her signature sunny smile. “It’s an origami Odin. You know, the All-Father of 

Asgard from the Marvel comics?” 

 

“Yes, of course I know who Odin is. But why have you made a flimsy image of him?” 

 

“Well, you remember what I told you about the traditions of Wheeler and Kirby?” 

 

That’s when it all started to make sense. It turns out that Shelby was one of those who carried this tradition 

of roleplaying. I suppose that, since she is a natural-born leader, she obviously had to adopt the persona of 

Odin. 

 

“Oh, I see. Well, why are you telling me about this? Why is it such a secret?” 

 

Shelby put her origami figurine down and looked at me seriously. “Well, believe it or not, but these origami 

characters have become somewhat notorious these days. People who have them and show them off tend to 

be judged as immature and weird. While I don’t really care what most people think about me, I’m afraid 

that people won’t follow me as a leader with this kind of widespread perspective of origami characters. I 

wish I could change that.” 
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I nodded in understanding. “Well, I think your origami Odin is really cool.” 

 

Her somber face regained a warm, glowing grin. “Thanks, Dove. But the reason I wanted to show you 

Foldin… that’s what I call this guy… is because I want to bring back origami characters to Wheeler 

Academy. I think it could really benefit others, especially loners, by giving them a sense of identity and 

unity. They’ll have a character they can act as, and if enough people do it, they’ll start socializing and stop 

judging each other. Or at least, in an ideal world they would. But if we could make a positive impact on 

one person’s life… wouldn’t that be totally worth it?” 

 

I stared into space for a moment, pondering Shelby’s question. I finally replied, “Yes, it would be. Shelby, 

if I can be honest, you have made my life a lot happier by being my friend. I would love to do the same 

thing for someone else. And if that means I have to fold a hero out of paper to do it… even if I am judged… 

then it shall be done. So sayeth Thorigami.” 

 

Shelby made a little squeal when I added that last line about Thorigami in. I had come up with the name 

right after Shelby had mentioned the name Foldin. I thought she might like that. 

 

“You’re the best, Dove!” With that, she embraced her arms around me. I smiled and took another swig of 

Dr. Pepper. After that, she showed me how to fold an origami Thor puppet. I was not very good at it. Our 

hands may have touched while she tried to show me how to do it properly. It was the best date… I mean, 

hang-out… ever. 

 

Chapter V: The Creasing of a Trickster 

By Jude Decassius 

 

I tell ya, being a jock is fun. Grover was totally right. You get everything: glory, popularity, power, and 

respect. Also, because of the little stunt I pulled, I’m basically Grover’s righthand man. I don’t think anyone 

else likes me that much, but they can’t say anything bad about me without putting themselves in danger of 

angering Grover. Plus, those cheerleader babes are always fawning over me. The really hot one, Sophia, 

even gave me her phone number. 

 

Life is good. 

 

Of course, I’m still a full-time Kirby student, which stinks a lot. At that school, I’m still invisible; but after 

regular school hours, when I hop over to Wheeler… oh ho, I am a king! I’m still the fastest runner, so 

Grover can keep busting everyone else’s chops and making fun of them for their inability to keep up with 

me. They keep getting humiliated, while I sit on top of them all! Welcome to my world, boys! 

 

But still… I wish I had more. I’ve suffered so long in school. In Kindergarten, everyone laughed at me 

when my mom gave me a bad haircut for Yearbook Picture Day. Ever since then, I was always made the 

laughingstock of the class, the punchline to every joke. Whether it was my braces, my clothes, my packed 

lunch… it just all exploded in my face. Sure, my grades have always been nearly perfect; the teachers pat 

you on the back and say, “Good job!” My parents look at my report card approvingly and that’s that. But 
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nothing more. They didn’t even take me out for a special dinner or anything. So, after all that, don’t I 

deserve a to have my time in the sun? After nearly a DECADE of being scorned and forgotten, is it wrong 

for me to want to have a higher social standing? 

 

Why… why does everyone hate me? 

 

Alright, I’m back now. Had to go chill out for a minute. I’m fine. Everything’s fine. Just had to let my 

feelings out and wash my face off. When you’re a teenager, emotions can be a little overwhelming, and 

sometimes I can’t control them. 

 

On a separate note, I just got a phone call from Grover. He said he’s got a proposition for me. Since I am 

his most capable ally and am mostly unknown to the rest of Wheeler Academy, he wants me to infiltrate 

the other leading force in Wheeler Academy – Student Body Government. Hah! At least Grover seems to 

recognize that there’s more to me than meets the eye. Anyway, this is how it’s going to go down: because 

of a special “program” authorized by both Kirby and Wheeler, I will be transferred to Wheeler and go to 

school there for two weeks, while another student takes my place at Kirby for the same amount of time. 

During that time, I will choose Student Body Government as my extracurricular activity and work my way 

into their ranks. Once I do, I will search through the Government Archives for any dirt on President Solstice. 

Now, I don’t have much time… not counting the weekends, I have only ten days total to complete this gig. 

But, then again, I became one of the top jocks in one day, so how hard could this be? 

 

I’ve also been digging into the histories of Kirby High School and Wheeler Academy, and boy, oh boy, 

I’ve found some interesting stuff. Apparently, these two schools first started fighting all because of some 

dumb mascot. And then there’s this weird tradition where people fold origami Marvel puppets as a 

roleplaying exercise. 

 

At first, I was thinking, “These two schools are really peculiar.” But then, I realized that such a practice 

might be enjoyable, and allow me to express myself. So, I selected my favorite character from the Marvel 

Cinematic Universe to fold… that being the great Loki himself. Tom Hiddleston, the actor of Loki, portrays 

him so well. He’s likeable, charismatic, and charming. That’s all the things I need in order that I might 

make the Wheeler athletes supreme to those snobby mock-government officials. 

 

Origami is actually really fun to do. After practicing by making some origami birds, I finally attempted to 

create what I hoped would be a masterpiece. With paper in one hand, and art supplies in the other, I spent 

much time working on my beautiful design. Finally, before me laid a matchless figure that looked like a 

miniature Tom Hiddleston himself. 

 

Thus… Lokrease was born. 

 

Chapter VI: A Day of Reckoning 

By Dove MacLeash 

 

Backpack? Check. 
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AC/DC hoodie? Check. 

 

Vegvísir necklace? Check. 

 

Thorigami in my pocket? Check. All good to go. 

 

That was how this specific Monday began. I had high hopes for the week, as I was preparing to ask Shelby 

on an official date. Seeing as our relationship had held strong up until now, I thought it was finally time I 

make my move. For once in my life, I was actually feeling confident. 

 

Upon entering school, I handed Kevin, one of the Student Body Government staff members, a clipboard 

with the most recent report I had made on the Government’s Treasury. Thanks to my experience in basic 

accounting and budgeting, the Treasury was, how you would say, “in good shape.” I continued to stroll 

down the hall and was congratulated on my most recent victory at last Saturday’s Speech & Debate 

tournament. I do not know how, but I won first place in my category. Thanks to Shelby’s help, I had learned 

to be a fairly good speaker, and the judges seemed to like my creative speech on lucid dreaming. The day 

was off to a good start. 

 

In fact, the whole morning went well. When I came to the cafeteria for lunch, I was greeted by a shining, 

beautiful smile emanating from Lady Solstice herself. Instead of beckoning me, she came rushing to me. I 

could see the excitement in her glittering blue eyes. I was very fortunate to have her as a friend… and 

hopefully even more than a friend. 

 

We had exchanged some “small talk” before she told me something that, for some reason, disturbed me. 

“We’ve got a new member for Student Body Government!” she said eagerly. “His name is Jude Decassius. 

He is a Jewish student from Israel. Originally, he transferred to Kirby High School, but now, thanks to some 

new Kirby-Wheeler cooperation program, he is going to be a student at Wheeler Academy for two weeks 

while someone from here goes to Kirby High School for two weeks.” 

 

“That is… very interesting,” I said, hesitating on how to respond to this strange turn of events. “And he has 

already been accepted to Student Body Government? That was fast…” 

 

Shelby laughed. “Oh, come on, Dove! I asked you to join Student Body Government on the first day you 

came to school, too! I mean, this kid sounds a lot like you, as far as the circumstances you have both been 

in. If he is even sort of similar to you, I bet he’ll do really well here.” 

 

I continued to stay stoic and thoughtful for the moment. This news just did not make sense to my mind for 

some reason. Shelby nudged my shoulder several times playfully. “Uh, hello? Earth to Dove? That was 

what we Americans call a ‘compliment.’” 

 

Realizing I might ruin the mood for Shelby if I continued to act like this, I quickly made a grin and replied, 

“I know what a compliment is, Shel.” 
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Suddenly, I spotted, out in the distant part of the cafeteria, a jock prodding two students, one of them being 

in a wheelchair, out through the hallway doors, while nobody else noticed. I had a pretty good idea of what 

was bound to happen. 

 

“Hey, uh, Shel, I apologize greatly for leaving you right now, but I think I see some kids who need my 

help!” 

 

By the time I said the final words of this sentence, I was already moving quickly towards the same way I 

saw those teens go. I crashed through the double-doors to see that they were already turning the corner at 

the end of the hallway. I started to pull Thorigami out of my pocket, feeling a rush of adrenaline as I ran 

down the hallway towards what I knew, in my heart, was to be my destiny. 

 

But then I got stopped by a stupid hall monitor. 

 

“Hey, slow down, buddy,” he said to me. “Yo, dude, I’m afraid I can’t let you go anywhere unless you’ve 

got a pass.” 

 

“Hálfviti…” I mumbled under my breath in my native Icelandic tongue. 

 

“What you just call me?” he asked. 

 

“Look, I am afraid that I do not have time for this. I must find those kids who were being punished by that 

bully. You must let me through.” 

 

The hall monitor crossed his arms. “A likely story,” he said with a sarcastic emphasis added to it. 

 

“Please, I will do anything for you if you just let me through!” 

 

I noticed that this hall monitor, wearing a cap printed with the words “Wheeler Academy Hall Monitor” as 

well as a blue vest, only seemed to be of the same age as I. I would have assumed a person with such power 

as guarding the sacred hallways would be of an elder, wiser age. And yet, here he stood. What an interesting 

fellow. 

 

He finally replied, “How much cash you got on you, man?” 

 

I fished through my pockets only to feel Thorigami and an American five-dollar piece of currency I had. I 

held it out to him. With a smirk, he snatched it up, and then stood out of my way. As I rushed past him, he 

said, “Good luck, hero kid.” 

 

While wondering if all heroes had to “dish out” their extra lunch money in order to save the day, I followed 

the sound of yelling and whimpering. The sounds grew louder until I could distinctly understand what was 

being spoken. Slowly, I peeked around the corner. My suspicions were correct. A dwarfish young man and 

a disabled teen, both appearing to be freshmen, were being helped up against a wall of lockers by the bully, 

who was wearing a varsity sports jacket. 
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“So, you two are the ones who have been causing trouble,” said the bully. “First, you boys try whistle-

blowing to the principal when you made Grover angry. Then, after Grover gave you a warning, you pranked 

his shoes by covering the bottoms with glue. I bet you thought it was real funny at the time. I bet you 

laughed.” He pushed in against their chests a little harder after saying those words. 

 

“We’re…. we’re sorry,” uttered the lanky, handicapped boy in a wheelchair wearing an Animal Planet shirt. 

“We didn’t know what we were-” 

 

“We knew exactly what we were doing!” stated the other one, who, despite being short in stature, wore an 

oversized, plaid button-up shirt. His face was burning red with anger. “And guess what?! We don’t care! 

Do your worse, you super-sized, undercooked, misshaped Chicken McNugget!” 

 

The shaved-headed bully, who I realized was one of the jocks, snarled and picked the smaller kid by his 

shirt. The kid spun around, hanging from his loose button-up shirt, yelling and kicking in rage, while the 

taller one in the wheelchair watched on in terror. 

 

Now was the time for action. 

 

“Oh, ho, ho! You’re feisty!” taunted the jock as I sneakily ran up behind him. “I’m going to enjoy beating 

the living daylights out of you-OOF!” 

 

At that moment, I jumped onto the back of the big guy and pulled my arms around his neck in order to 

subdue him. The smaller victim fell out of his extra-large shirt and into the ground. I hung onto the bully 

for dear life as he grabbed for me. The shirtless dwarf of a teenager started punching the jock in his side. 

Then, the big man ran back and rammed me into the wall of lockers multiple times. My back ached badly, 

and my arms were tiring out. Then, in a surprise move, the handicapped student came speeding in on his 

wheelchair and rammed into the bully, causing him to fall down to his knees. 

 

“Submit, you Raggeit!” I declared, throwing another Icelandic insult in for good measure. “You, the small 

one, go find a teacher!” 

 

“Who’ya calling ‘small one?'” snapped back the dwarf, who was putting his shirt back on. However, he 

still obeyed, albeit reluctantly. 

 

Eventually, the jock stopped struggling. It was not long before the short one returned with a school staff 

member. With three witnesses present, the teacher did not hesitate to deliver the rogue student to the 

principal’s office. 

 

The small one looked up at me. “Well, I guess you’re expecting a thank-you, aren’t ya?” 

 

“Seeing that scoundrel receive justice is rewarding enough, friend,” I replied. “My name is Dove. May I 

ask what your names are?” 

 



 

38 

“I’m Peter. That’s my bro, Paul.” 

 

The shy Paul, who was adjusting his wheelchair, looked up and gently waved to me. I smiled. These two 

were quite an unusual, contrasting duo, but I liked them nonetheless. I took out Thorigami and held him 

proudl 

 

“A great pleasure it has been, Peter and Paul,” I said, using my best Chris Hemsworth voice. “May thy 

future flourish with great fortune and success according to thy good works and courage. Thou art truly what 

the stuff of heroes art made of.” 

 

“Uh, right back at ya… Paperman,” said Peter, scratching his head. 

 

“Oh my, is that an origami Thor Odinson?” quietly asked Paul. 

 

“Thorigami, yes – Wheeler’s very own seeker of goodness and justice!” 

 

“Oh, you’re one of those tradition wackos who-OOF!” 

 

Peter’s rant was interrupted by a sharp jab in his chest from the elbow of Paul, who politely asked for 

forgiveness for his brother’s crude behavior. 

 

I suddenly remembered I had ditched Shelby. “Well, best I take my leave!” Thorigami pronounced. “Fare 

thee well, friends!” 

 

“Goodbye, Dove and Thorigami,” said Paul. 

 

As I walked away, I could hear he brothers talking about this encounter. 

 

“What a weirdo, dude,” said Peter. “I mean, yeah, a nice weirdo, but seriously, the paperwad thing? I 

thought that craze was over a long time ago.” 

 

“Perhaps, Pete, Thorigami and other heroes may just be the thing this school needs,” Paul replied wisely. 

“In fact…” 

 

“Oh no, don’t you try jumping on this paper hero bandwagon!” 

 

I was back in the cafeteria before long. Lunch was almost over, but I still found Shelby right where I left 

her earlier. To my surprise, she was not angry or disappointed at me for my sudden departure. Instead, she 

gave a wide smile that made that whole ordeal totally worth it. 

 

“Did you save the day, Dove?” she asked. 

 

“I suppose so. A jock is in the principal’s office and two kids are safe from harm. Although, I was afraid I 

had ruined the day when I left you like that.” 
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“Worth it. But you still have to make it up to me now.” Shelby raised her eyebrow at me. Obviously, she 

was strongly hinting to me. 

 

“Oh… well, would a date at the park work?” 

 

“Perfect.” 

 

Chapter VII: The Plot Thickens 

By Adrian Collins 

 

Weird stuff happens at Wheeler, like kids roleplaying with paper puppets. I kind of like it, though. Back at 

Kirby H.S., there’s this Origami Club I’ve gone to, where we make legitimately cool origami. There’s a lot 

of neato origami designs, patterns, styles, techniques, and structures, like in architecture. I want to be 

architect someday. There’s just something about the intricacies of designing and building that I really like. 

 

Creation… 

 

The formation of a world… 

 

Making reality… 

 

Good stuff, right? 

 

There was an assembly on Thursday. It was arranged and hosted by this Jude guy. Brand new student, a 

temporary transfer from Kirby. Right now, he and I are probably the only two non-Wheelerians who are at 

Wheeler a lot. I mean, I just do hall monitoring, but I have to do it for a one period for every school day, so 

I end up talking with a lot of the students there. They’re not nearly as bad as us Kirby folks say they are. In 

fact, I’d say that the students from both schools are pretty much the same. 

 

It’s a shame this rivalry war has caused so much pain and division. Maybe a solution shall be made 

someday… a balance will hopefully be achieved. 

 

So, this assembly wasn’t supposed to be a big deal, but Jude did an awesome job. Since I was patrolling the 

halls at the time, I was able to look inside the auditorium to see what was going on. There was a band 

playing old rock songs, and all the students were loving it. There was also popcorn and juice on a nearby 

snacks table. Apparently, this was supposed to be an “educational” assembly on music history. 

 

Heh, clever Jude. 

 

While I stood outside, the hero kid I had met earlier in the week came out. I could see he bulge in his pocket 

where he had put that origami Thor. Oh yeah, I noticed and knew what he had with him the first time I me 

him. Ever since that Clark boy at Kirby became Iron Fold, it seems origami Marvel characters have been 

on a rebound. 
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The dude looked at me, nodded, and offered me some popcorn, of which I happily partook. 

 

“Didn’t catch your name before, hero kid,” I stated. 

 

“I am Dover MacLeash,” he replied. “Everyone calls me Dove.” 

 

“Well, Dove, I’m Adrian Collins.” 

 

“You are not from around here, are you?” Dove asked. I detected some kind of European accent in his 

voice. 

 

“I just monitor the halls, one period each day. Actually, I’m from Kirby. Hope you don’t hate my guts.” 

 

Dove chuckled. “Well, between being from an arch-rival school and taking my money, I may be inclined 

to have an unfavorable opinion of you.” 

 

This made me laugh. “Yo, bro, I didn’t spend your money. Actually, you can have it back if you want. I 

was just bored and wanted to fold something.” 

 

Rummaging through my pockets, I pulled out the five dollar bill I had borrowed from Dove. He took it and 

inspected it. I grinned. 

 

After looking at it, he looked up. “You have made origami out of a dollar?” 

 

“Dude, you can make origami out of anything that’s flat and foldable. You should see what I do with 

napkins.” 

 

Dove smiled. “Who is it?” 

 

“Well, I was inspired by your origami Thor to create my own papery Asgardian. He’s an origami Heimdall, 

keeper of the Bifrost. I call him Heimdollar!” 

 

“And here I thought that ‘Thorigami’ was a cheesy pun.” 

 

We both had a good laugh over this odd moment, as we both munched on popcorn and discussed origami. 

Instead of keeping him, he handed back Heimdollar. What a pal, I tell ya. Sounds like the beginning of a 

beautiful friendship, am I right? 

 

“So, did you just come out here to talk to me, or were you going to the bathroom, or, like, what?” I asked. 

 

“I just wanted to talk to you privately.” His voice lowered to little more than a whisper. “Even when I first 

met you, I could tell you were a shrewd, knowledgeable man.” 
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“Oh my, you’re making me blush.” 

 

“Also, you said you are from Kirby High School, correct?” 

 

“Correct-a-mundo.” 

 

“Do you know anything about Mr. Decassius?” 

 

“Not much. All I know is that his family moved here from Israel, he’s only been at Kirby High for a short 

while, he’s in Student Gov., and he’s on the Wheeler Track and Field Team, which effectively makes him 

one of the jocks.” 

 

“He is a jock?” asked a surprised Dove. “I knew there was something about him I did not like.” 

 

“Yeah, most of the jocks are jerks of a feather. But maybe you should talk it out with him, like you did with 

me.” 

 

“That seems to be the most logical and safest course of action.” 

 

I took out a piece of paper and wrote down my phone number. “Call me and tell me how it works out. I 

think we can help each other out.” 

 

With one hand, Dove took the paper, and with the other, he squeezed my shoulder, while nodding with a 

deep appreciation in his eyes. He returned to the party… I mean, “assembly.” 

 

It’s nice to have friends like Dove. Most of my friends at Kirby are always working so hard that we barely 

get to hang out like we used to. But Dove is just laid-back and cool. 

 

I stared at Heimdollar in my hand, thinking. Then, I stuffed him in my pocket, and continued my parole 

down the hallway. 

 

Chapter VIII: All Enemies, No Friends 

By Jude Decassius 

 

Grover told me to meet him at the school on Friday night. So far, the week had been an absolute success. 

After that assembly I cooked up, everyone of every social group practically worships me. Things are going 

better than I could have possibly imagined. 

 

That’s the thing about high-schoolers: they’re so easily manipulated, not to mention INCREDIBLY 

predictable. 

 

Well, at least, most of them are. You see, I was starting to pack up for the day, thinking about going to the 

Track & Field meeting and then sneaking into the school at the night, and what great things me and Grover 
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would be doing. The big man had actually started to grow on me a little. Anyway, at that moment, this 

blonde kid walked up to me and introduced himself. 

 

“Pardon me, Mr. Judah Decassius…” he started. 

 

“For Pete’s sake, just call me Jude,” I remarked. “Who are you?” 

 

“Dove MacLeash. I work on the Student Body Government, like you. It is a pleasure to speak to you.” 

 

“Oh yeah, you’re the Secretary of Treasury and the president’s boyfriend.” 

 

Referring to him as Shelby’s boyfriend seemed to startle the hefty, blonde-haired teen. Although he quickly 

composed himself, I could already tell he was a student who was unconfident in himself due to his inability 

to completely adapt to the English language. His accent and facial features signaled that he was certainly 

of some other country, probably Scandinavian. Although he seemed like he had the potential height, build, 

and structure to be a wrestler, his attitude already suggested he was not totally aware of his strength capacity 

and was more inclined to use his intellect. If he was a potential threat, which might be indicated by how he 

was privately confronting me at this moment, then he would be a dangerous one, since a person who is 

deceivingly smart and, if provoked, powerful has all the makings of the worst kind of enemy. 

 

Strange how I figured all that out in the moment, huh? Besides my speediness, my analytical, deductive 

brain is my greatest skill. I already had an idea about who this kid was before he could say more than a 

handful of words. Thus, I had time to design the best replies to whatever he wanted to tell me. 

 

“Anyway, I wanted to congratulate you on organizing and planning the school assembly. It was very good. 

Everyone seemed to have a good time.” 

 

Ah, this kid is smart. He is giving me praise and flattery before he starts criticizing me. But I couldn’t let 

him know I knew that, so I replied, “Thanks. It wasn’t a big deal, but I’m glad everyone had fun. School 

can be such a drag sometimes, so it’s nice to kickback, chill to music, eat some snacks, and socialize. Don’t 

you think so?” 

 

“When it is appropriate, yes,” Dove asserted “Anyway, we are both new to this school, yes? And I think all 

new kids deserve a chance to find their way in the school. However, I am slightly curious about why you 

are only coming to this school for two weeks. Also, I am concerned because you have shown lack of caution 

in your speech and actions. Although your assembly was entertaining, many teachers and school staff 

thought it was not educational. Also, your other propositions at the Student Body Government meetings 

have been, well, uh…” His eyes wandered a little. He was trying to decide whether or not to bring forth the 

real problem he had on his mind. However, I wanted to wrap this conversation up fast and go to the Track 

& Field meet, so what I did next may have been somewhat rude. 

 

“Look, buddy, I don’t know what you’re blabbering about, but I’ve got things to do, places to see. If you’re 

worried about me being in Student Government and suddenly becoming a hotshot in the school, don’t 

worry. It’s not like I’m gonna steal your girlfriend’s heart or anything.” 
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This remark caused a fire to light up in Dove’s eyes. No, not a fire… a flash of lightning. He moved forward 

and clenched his fists. “Why would you say something like that?” he asked. 

 

At this moment, I didn’t even think about fixing my mistake. “I’ve got Track & Field stuff, okay, bud? So 

get out of my way!” 

 

I tried to push past him, but this just made him push back harder. Then, he grabbed me by my shoulders 

and pushed me against a wall. He wasn’t rough, but he definitely was mad at me. 

 

“You are a jock, and a friend of Grover, yes? And yet, you also are in Student Body Government. That 

makes me suspicious of you. To my knowledge, no Wheeler jock has ever done Government as an 

extracurricular activity.” 

 

Now I was mad, too. “Oh, so you’re scared of me, are ya chump?! You’ve been the cool new student that 

somehow found this school, and now I’ve replaced you, is that right? Well, guess what? It’s a dog-eat-dog 

world out there! Everyone wants popularity. Everyone wants to be somebody. Sometimes, though, we don’t 

always get what we want. So, tough luck for you, pal! Hope you like getting swallowed into the destructive 

whirlpool that is, has been, and always will be ‘HIGH SCHOOL!’” 

 

I could tell Dove wanted to kill me right now. His blinking eyes were flashing a white-blue light. His veins 

were bulging. I had successfully turned the gentle blonde giant into a beast. Despite the fact I was about to 

get pummelled, this thought made me smile wide. 

 

“D-d-dove?!” uttered a stammering, feminine voice. 

 

Dove and I both froze, only moving our heads to see where the voice came from. 

 

Oh my. It was too good. 

 

HAHAHA!!! 

 

It… was… SHELBY! 

 

After being spotted, Shelby immediately dropped some papers she was holding and ran off. The lightning 

in Dove’s eyes diminished. He looked back at me, not with anger, but with real dread. Now, he knew that 

I was in control. The beast had been subdued. With that, Dove bolted after Shelby, trying to pick up the 

papers she dropped, while I brushed off my shirt and sauntered out through the school hallway. 

 

I couldn’t wait to tell Grover what I had done. Quickly changing into my workout clothes, I jogged over to 

see the big cheese himself. He looked down at me and patted me on the head, as if I were a dog. This slightly 

annoyed me, but I shook it off. 

 

“How ya doin’, lil’ man?” he said. “Ready to win one for the real men of Wheeler tonight?” 
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“Speaking of, what exactly is the plan?” I inquired. 

 

“Well, tonight, like every Friday night, is when the Government kids stay late doing their big end-of-week 

meeting stuff at the school. You’ll offer to clean up after everyone, or give some excuse to be the last one 

to lockup. Something like that. Then, I’ll meet with ya after everyone else is gone, so I can find what I’m 

looking for…” 

 

I waited a moment before asking, “Which is?” 

 

“Heh, sorry, lil’ Jude, I gotta keep a lid on that one for now. You’ll find out when it happens. Anyway, 

that’s all you gotta do for me, alright?” 

 

On the outside, I nodded in affirmation, but inside, I didn’t agree at all. This bothered me. In fact, this 

angered me. Grover was keeping secrets from me, which means he didn’t trust me. At that moment, some 

of the jocks were passing by. They talked to Grover, telling him how great he was and everything. Then, 

one of them, Heath, noticed me and made a cheap shot. 

 

“Say, Groovy,” he said using one of Grover’s nicknames, “how much longer are you gonna keep your pet 

around?” 

 

Grover raised his eye at Heath, but didn’t say anything. The other jocks with Heath started laughing and 

tried to noogie me. 

 

Not cool. Not cool at all. 

 

I now realized that I was still a pawn of Grover’s. Plus, after this next week was over, I would be back in 

Kirby High as a nobody. And even if I could keep being on the Track & Field Team here, I would never 

gain full respect. I’d always be in Grover’s shadow, being used like a marionette for whatever whims and 

machinations he felt inclined to put into action. 

 

A smile crept onto my face, as I was hit with an epiphany. This thought lingered and festered in my mind 

even after I got home. I opened my desk drawer and pulled out a carefully preserved Lokrease out of a 

plastic bag. This made me laugh a little. 

 

Tonight, we would play a little trick… on everyone. 

 

Chapter IX: Foldin Weeps 

By Shelby Solstice 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

Today was the worst day… ever. 
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I broke up with Dove. Even though we had only gone on that one date at the park. It hurts… a lot. It’s like 

I said before: I thought I was above all this. I thought I had figured out high school and all the stuff that 

comes with it, like relationships. But I guess I hadn’t. 

 

High school really is educational, isn’t it? I guess I learned a new lesson. 

 

I sound really overdramatic and immature right now, don’t I? It’s because I’m still in shock, I think. I just 

can’t believe Dove could be like that. I thought he was always kind-hearted, not a bully like so many other 

high-schoolers. After I saw him holding Jude like that, I was gone. Of course, he chased me down and tried 

to make excuses and blaming Jude. How pathetic of him. 

 

I… I can’t write anymore tonight. I’m gonna go to bed early. 

 

Sincerely and sadly, 

 

Shelby 

 

Chapter X: A Night of Treachery 

By Jude Decassius 

 

It was 7:45 P.M. The rest of the Student Body Government had left. Dove and Shelby were absent, which 

made me feel better about this plan. Now nobody would get in my way. 

 

The Vice President was in charge since Shelby wasn’t there. He was totally fine with letting me be the last 

one to leave, since that gave him one more reason to leave early and go home, play video games, and eat 

Swedish Fish. 

 

So, there I was, waiting in the doorway of the Student Body Government HQ, leaning on the wooden door. 

Then, I heard some heavy steps come through the hallway. Lo and behold, it was the Groovy Giant 

himself… with two Starbucks coffees. 

 

“Nicely done, my friend,” said Grover happily. He handed me one of the coffees and gave me a fistbump. 

 

This was definitely not what I was expecting. 

 

He continued talking. “I figured you might need some caffeine after that snooze-fest meeting. Mind 

showing me to the secret S.B. Government archives?” 

 

We both went inside the room. I showed him the file cabinet where the President and Cabinet Scribe kept 

any and all important documents or meeting transcripts. 

 

“Thanks, bro. You’re a real friend, ya know. You know, you should just get your parents to transfer you 

from Kirby to here permanently. You’d be a lot happier then, wouldn’t ya?” 
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“Probably.” 

 

“Well, I can handle it from here. Why don’t you head home now?” 

 

I nodded in compliance and made my exit from the HQ. But I didn’t go home. Instead, I waited on the side 

of the road across from the school. I just waited… 

 

Then everything fell into place. 

 

A police car pulled up in front of the school. An officer went in, and a few minutes later, he came out with 

Grover in handcuffs. 

 

Oh my. I bet you’re wondering what happened. Hmm, perhaps an anonymous tip to the Wheeler principal 

about someone being in the school after hours and sneaking into the S.B.G. HQ. I don’t know if that’s 

exactly breaking or entering, but it was enough that the principal might want to call up a friend of his from 

the police station. 

 

I drank the Starbucks coffee. It burned a little. Made me feel a little guilty too. Grover wasn’t half a bad 

guy. In fact, he was the closest thing I had ever had to a friend… 

 

Oh, well, that’s life! 

 

I walked up to the police officer and Grover. As a random passerby who happened to be a part of Student 

Body Government (as proven my S.B.G. card), I was fully trusted by the officer to hold onto the files that 

he had taken off Grover. The best part is that Grover didn’t even try incriminating me. He just watched me 

with a piercing, icy glare. Then, right before he was put in the police car, he whispered to me these words: 

“Well played, Judah Decassius. But I’m afraid that after all this, you’re gonna be in a lot more trouble than 

I’m in.” 

 

“You threatening me, buddy?” I stated smugly. 

 

“Hey, I’m not gonna do anything to you. You’ll do it to yourself. You’ll see.” 

 

With that, Grover was put in the police car and was driven off into the distance, while I sipped my coffee 

and stared off at the silver moon in the sky. I pulled out Lokrease. 

 

I spoke through Lokrease, “The trick has been played. The trap has been sprung. Now, I am the king of 

Wheeler Academy. I am the king of the Nine Realms.” 

 

Chapter XI: Lokrease Rules the School 

By Adrian Collins 

 

Man, things have been weird this week. I haven’t seen President Solstice, Dove, or even that head jock 

Grover. Believe me, I tried. Being a hall monitor, it’s my job to traverse the whole school checking for 
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students who aren’t in class, so I checked every class I went by to see if they were there. Either they’re all 

absent, or are really good at hiding. So strange. 

 

However, there is one person who I have seen. It’s hard to miss him. Jude has been the talk of the school 

recently. I heard he’s gonna transfer to Wheeler Academy permanently. He’s always surrounded by a 

crowd. Everyone loves him. 

 

I wonder how his talk with Dove went. Wait a moment, isn’t he the one person that ties all three of the 

missing teens together? I started thinking these thoughts while I did my daily patrol on Wednesday. He’s 

Grover’s right-hand man, but since Grover’s gone, he’s basically taken his place. Shelby and Dove had 

been the leading force of the S.B.G., but if they’re both gone, that means Jude can practically do anything 

he wants with the Government. All this hit me hard in the face. I felt so stupid. 

 

Jude was basically taking over the school by ruling the leading social groups! How nefarious. I couldn’t let 

him get away with this. I was thinking of what I could tell the Wheeler principal that would make him 

believe me… but then again I’m from Kirby. I’m just here because of a duel-school program. I’m probably 

the last person he’d believe. How frustrating. 

 

At the moment, I was washing my hands in the bathroom, when I heard a whisper come from one of the 

stalls. 

 

“Adrian!” the voice gently called. 

 

“Dove?” I asked, recognizing the accent. 

 

“Is anyone else out there?” 

 

“You’re all clear.” 

 

“Uh, would that be an American expression for yes or no?” 

 

“No one else is around. You’re fine.” 

 

Dove came out of the stall. He had Thorigami on his finger. 

 

I chuckled. “Please tell me you didn’t use the bathroom with that guy on your finger.” 

 

“Of course not. I was just waiting there for you to come in.” 

 

“Dude, where have you been? Did Jude do something to you?” 

 

“Well, it is really what I did to him. Shelby caught me cornering Jude because he was being very rude and 

mean while I was trying to get an answer from him. Shel… she… she dumped me… is that the right 

phrase?” 
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“Dang, man. That really stinks. I’m so sorry.” 

 

Dove wiped some water that was forming in his eyes. “Yes, I am still recovering from it. I was so upset and 

angry that I threw up. My guardians thought I was sick. That is why I was gone most of this week. But I 

cannot keep crying while Jude tries to ruin everything.” 

 

“What’s the plan, bro? I’m behind you one-hundred percent, whatever you decide to do.” 

 

“Jude has become the hero of the whole school. Thus, we must prove to the whole school that he is a fraud. 

There is another assembly today, correct?” 

 

“Yep,” I said with a smile. I already knew what Dove was thinking. 

 

****************** 

 

I was watching the assembly from right outside the auditorium door, which I cracked open slightly so I 

could hear what was going on. A few minutes earlier, I had helped Dove sneak back behind the auditorium 

stage using a shortcut I knew about. Some teachers asked me why Dove was not in the assembly, but I just 

made some excuses about him being on the auditorium’s technical crew and that I was helping him out. 

 

What? I’m the hall monitor. I can get away with a lot of stuff. Anyway, the cheerleaders had just performed 

a cool dance for the school, and now Jude was going up to give a speech. 

 

“Hey, what’s up, Wheeler?!” he said with a voice that sounded like that of one of those hosts from a TV 

talk show. “How’s everyone doing? Good? Good! Weren’t those cheerleaders great? Oh, how about the 

snacks? The ice cream sandwiches were my idea, but they were funded by the Student Body Government. 

How about we give all those folks an applause? There we go.” 

 

“WE LOVE YOU, JUDE!!!” screamed one girl. 

 

“YOU’RE THE BEST!!!” hollered a dude. 

 

Then, everyone started chanting Jude’s name. He acted so humble about it, asking them to stop, but I could 

see the giddy glee on his face. He was loving it. 

 

“Alright, settle down. I appreciate the support, though. In fact, it’s because of people like you, all of you, 

that we have such a great school. In fact, I love this school so much, it looks like I’ll be staying here for 

say… the rest of my high school career?” 

 

Everyone went nuts with applause. I facepalmed hard. 

 

“But, you know, there are always room for improvements. I mean, even though we’re the best school in the 

area, we still have to keep on top of our game. We can’t let Kirby get the upper hand on us, can we?” 
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Many booes and insults against Kirby High School errupted. I’m glad no one noticed I was there, or else I 

might have been chased out of the school and called a spy. 

 

“So, that’s why I’m happy to announce that Wheeler Academy’s Athletics Department and Student Body 

Government will be pooling funds in order to improve the school in every way possible. And I’m not just 

talking about getting better school supplies and fixing-up the school, although that is really important and 

will be taken into account. No, I am talking about bringing this school closer together. Uniting everyone 

under one banner – the banner of ‘Wheeler Academy!’” 

 

I closed the auditorium door. The cheering had gotten so loud that it was hurting my ears. 

 

Jude took a sip from a glass of water before he continued. “Like in any school, social cliques form and 

divisions rise. This is basic stuff, you guys already know this. You watch it in high school drama movies. 

You see it everyday in real life. This is nothing new. However, the way we can be the best school ever is 

by breaking down those barriers that we keep between each other. Drama students are just as valuable as 

the athletes, the woodshop class, or anyone in our school. I especially want all of us to reach out to the 

loners, the people who need friends the most. And we can all do this together!” 

 

For a moment, I really wanted to join the cheering. Jude was saying some great stuff up there on that stage. 

But then his speech shifted into something I really didn’t like. 

 

“We’re better than any other school, and we know that. But to prove it to them, we’ve got to prove it to 

ourselves. That’s what this is all about! We all have to be supportive of this plan if we want it to succeed. 

There can’t be any loose ends. So, if you see anyone who is trying to hurt our school, it becomes your 

personal mission to stop their negativity, no matter what! Use any means necessary.” 

 

Jude took something out of his pocket. 

 

“You see this? This is an origami puppet, designed to appear as a character from Marvel comic books and 

movies. This is something of a tradition in Wheeler, right? And yet, such things have been scorned for so 

long because it seems ‘different’ and ‘unusual.’ Well, what I am asking you to do today is also different 

and unusual! So, by folding these, we can prove our unity to this new plan. I have some people passing out 

pieces of paper right now. That’s right! Fold something! Anything! Here, I’ll show you!” 

 

Jude demonstrated how to fold an easy origami puppet. Everyone was doing it now. I was flabbergasted. 

 

“Nice job, guys! Those look great! Now, stick them on your fingers and wave them in the air. See? Together, 

we can do anything. We can stop those out there who would rather see everyone fight against each other. 

It’s sad that there are people like that, but it is true. There are just some who would rather see us divided, 

and…” 

 

“And there are some people who just want to rule the world,” stated another voice. 
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Like magic, Dove appeared from behind the stage curtains. All the cheering died. It was just confused 

murmuring and whispering now. 

 

I watched from my post with my eyes glued to the stage. Things were about to get good. 

 

Chapter XII: Thorigami Returns 

By Dove MacLeash 

 

“End all of this now, Judah Decassius,” I said, pointing Thorigami at him. “Just because you cannot rule 

Kirby High School does not mean you can rule Wheeler Academy. Be gone, villain!” 

 

“Dove! What are you doing here?” Jude replied through clenched teeth. 

 

Since I did not have a microphone like Jude, I had to speak loudly to the audience. “Jude, you are not even 

a real student at Wheeler yet. You have been trying to sneak your way into this school for a several weeks 

now. You have fooled everyone, except myself and one or two others.” 

 

I looked out to see Adrian smiling behind the window of one of the auditorium doors. Then I brought my 

gaze back to Jude. I could see the panic in his face. But he was still going to try to hold on to his power. 

 

“See, everyone?” he said, pointing towards me. “Dover MacLeash is exactly the type of person I have just 

warned you about. The type of person who spreads negativity-” 

 

“Oh, Jude, please do shut up,” I stated bluntly. The audience gasped, but I did not care in the least. “You 

have spoken things which you have designed to sound good, but these are not your true intentions. You 

know how I know? I know because no person who desires good for his school would try to hurt a fellow 

student in the process. Yet, that is exactly what you did. Last Friday night, you helped Grover Jotunheimer 

gain access to the designated Student Body Government classroom. Although Grover was caught by a 

police officer and suspended, you were never caught. However, the officer did see you, and apparently gave 

you a file that Grover had stolen because you have been working on the Student Body Government for a 

little while. Would you mind if I checked your backpack?” 

 

I did not even give Jude a chance to reply. I grabbed his backpack, which was nearby, and pulled out a 

manilla folder that had the words “PRIVATE S.B.G. FILE NO. 237” written on in big, bold letters so all 

could see. The audience gasped again. 

 

“I have been watching you for a while, Jude. You caused me emotional pain, for which I forgive you. But 

I cannot let you hurt anyone else anymore. Everyone, do you even see the origami puppet he is holding? 

That is an origami Loki, the Norse god of trickery and mischief! I have presented you with evidence and 

reason. I do not support hate against Wheeler Academy. But I would rather everyone know the truth, then 

be bounded together by promises and lies.” 

 

The audience stood silent for a while. Finally, someone yelled, “GO BACK TO KIRBY, DECASSIUS!” 

Others protested against Jude, while many just sat watching him, shaking their heads. 
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I was suddenly pushed back by a small yet strong force. Jude was trying to tackle me. I was on the ground 

for a moment. He was crying, his face scrunched up in rage. 

 

“YOU RUINED EVERYTHING! I HATE YOU! I HATE YOU SO MUCH!” he yelled. He had lost all 

reason and was trying to punch me. I covered my face as he hit as hard as he could. I waited to give a well-

timed blow to his chin. It was not a hard punch, but it dazed him. I threw him off me as some teachers came 

to restrain him. He was still yelling even as they pulled him out. I looked out at the shocked audience. 

 

All I could do was shrug. “He was a very sore loser, am I right?” 

 

The silence was broken by some laughter which grew until almost everyone was in a good mood again. I 

thought this would be a good time to wrap this messy ordeal with a positive message that might still boost 

the school morale. I walked up to the podium with the microphone. 

 

“I am sorry for what happened. I did not want to cause a problem, but I felt that Jude needed to be revealed 

for who he was. You all deserve the truth. However, not all of what he said was untrue. This school would 

be much better off if we tried to encourage each other. High school is hard enough as it is. We do not need 

others to tear us down, too. Also, his idea about bringing back origami Marvel puppets is a good idea as 

well. I have one. His name is Thorigami, Lord of Folders. Yes, it is a very bad pun.” Many people laughed 

at this. “But he is a symbol. It is something that helps me everyday. I look at this piece of paper, and I see 

Thor, who, in the movies, is a person who seeks to be a worthy hero. I have many problems with confidence, 

and if it were not for Thorigami, I doubt I could have come on this stage and speak in front of all of you. 

Thank you for your time. I apologize again for this disappointing turn of events, but I hope that this is 

something which we can all learn from.” 

 

I left the podium and walked down the stage. The audience was very quiet still. For a moment, I wondered 

if what I had said had changed anything. Then, I saw Adrian walk out towards me, chanting “worthy” over 

and over again. Others started doing it, too. Before long, everyone was doing it. Earlier, they had chanted 

Jude’s name with chaotic yells and fanatic screams; but now, they cheered me on with a united voice that 

made my heart warm. Suddenly, Shelby appeared from the crowd. She ran up to me and hugged me hard. 

I hugged her back. There was some snickering from the crowd, but I did not care. 

 

“I am sorry for doubting you, Dove,” she said, her face buried in my shirt. “You really are the hero that 

Wheeler needed.” 

 

I smiled. “I could not have done it without you, Shelby.” 

 

For the first time, I truly felt at home at Wheeler Academy. 

 

Epilogue: The End of the Beginning 

By Shelby Solstice 

 

Dear Diary, 
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After that fiasco of an assembly, things got back to normal… more or less. I mean, a lot of people were 

roleplaying as their respective origami Marvel characters, so that’s new. It also meant I didn’t have to hide 

Foldin anymore. Now, Dove and I carry our puppets around with us wherever we go. 

 

Jude’s plans for future programs and all that have been undone completely. He got sent back to Kirby High. 

Hopefully, we never have to see his face again. However, I kind of feel bad for Kirby for sending back 

Jude. I mean, who knows what scheme he’ll try to concoct next. 

 

I’m back in place as the head of the Student Body Government. The jocks, having been put to shame by 

Jude and Grover, have lost any control they have had over the school… for now. But for now, the S.B.G. 

has been making a lot of progress, reaching out to everyone in school who needs help. With this revival of 

origami roleplaying, it’s making our work a lot easier, since people are more open-minded and connected 

to their fellow folders. 

 

Two people who have been the driving forces behind this revival are Peter and Paul Prawley, the school 

pranksters. Those guys are a bit… ahem… how can I put this nicely? They’re kind of… scrappy and 

swashbuckling. But they try their best to be heroes. Last I heard, they were racing down a school hallway 

on Paul’s wheelchair, waving around a paper tree and a raccoon sock puppet. So weird… 

 

Also, I recently met Dove’s new friend, Adrian, who’s from Kirby and works as one of Wheeler’s hall 

monitors. We all hang out after school a lot now. I hope he doesn’t feel like a third wheel since… well… 

since Dove and I got back together. He’s so chill about everything, though, so he’s probably fine with it. 

Oh, and I totally love his Heimdollar puppet, too! 

 

And of course, Dove is great now. When I found out the truth about what happened between him and Jude, 

I realized that I had jumped to conclusions too quickly. Poor Dovey… he had been heartbroken. But he’s 

alright now that we’re together again. And we’re happy. The only problem is that I’m graduating at the end 

of the school year, and in a few more years, Dove will be going back home to Iceland. But… I don’t want 

to think about that. Hopefully, we’ll find a way. 

 

True love and all that jazz, right? 

 

Sincerely, 

Shelby 

 

P.S. There’s this kid who keeps following Dove around everywhere. He keeps twirling around this 

origami… what was it? Oh, yeah… Beta Ray Bill. But the kid calls it Paper Ray Bill. I wonder what that’s 

all about… LOL!  
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PART IV: The Unshreddible Hulk 

By SuperFolder Cam 

 

Prologue 

By Agent Robby Boone 

 

I sprinted through hallway, ducking past Ms. McGregor. 

 

“Don’t run to the exit!” she hollered. 

 

School was finished. It had been the final day of the first semester at Kirby High. Everyone was excited to 

leave, but that’s not why I was running. 

 

I turned the corner. This particular hallway was empty. Finally, I made it to the door. Checking each way 

to make sure I was alone, I flung open the door and ran down the steps. 

 

F.O.L.D.’s headquarters looked the same as usual. Agents were on their laptops, typing away, while 

Director Adams strutted about the room. They hadn’t heard the news yet. 

 

“Robby?” asked Tilly in surprise as I crashed into the room. 

 

“Sir!” I said to Director Adams. “There’s a message for you. Someone put it in my backpack when I wasn’t 

looking.” Director Adam’s face went from surprise to concern very fast. 

 

“Show me,” he said. 

 

I pulled it out. The paper had been folded before, so the unfolded version was wrinkled and uneven. It was 

simple as ever. 

 

See you behind January. 

 

Oh, and give my regards to the Director. 

 

H 

 

Director Adams looked me straight in the eyes. “Get me Agent Gardner.” 

Online Diary Entry #1 

 

By Ally Weber 

 

I almost miss Wheeler. 

 

Wait, this is an online diary. I’ve never done one of these before. Am I supposed to start with “Dear Diary”, 

“Hey”, “Howdy”, or something else? 
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Anyway… I almost miss Wheeler. 

 

Sure, that school had been a mess. It was a battle to survive the first day of school. The cafeteria food was 

less than okay. The teachers were sometimes oblivious to anything that was going on right under their 

noses. 

 

It had some positives. Most of the kids there liked Marvel. We had a common characteristic there. I loved 

Marvel. Plus, I met my best friend, Mars, there. 

 

Well, his real name is Martin, but I call him Mars. When I’m in a bad mood, which tends to happen 

occasionally, he’ll call me Al. For some reason, it’s always made me laugh. It’s kind of an inside joke. 

 

Mars was the only friend that seemed to really understand me. Everybody else saw a troublemaking girl 

that ended up in detention a lot. Mars actually saw that I was the one standing up for myself. Unfortunately, 

when I switched schools, Mars remained at Wheeler. 

 

I started my first term in Wheeler, but my Mom and I decided to transfer to Kirby for the second. 

 

We had promised to meet up at his house after our first day of the spring semester. 

 

Right now, that day is tomorrow. I’m sitting in my room, typing this all up. My computer is the nicest thing 

I have. My parents are some of the few people that know I’m a writer. They got it for me for my birthday. 

It’s a laptop. Theoretically, this means I could take it to school, but I’ve learned to be careful about bringing 

what you care about to school, especially when it’s high school. 

 

I like my room. Posters hang on the walls, some of my drawings are pinned to the corkboard, and strings 

of lights connect the room from corner to corner. My laptop is on my desk. Pictures sit on either side of it. 

 

The pictures are nostalgic for me. One shows me and Martin at one of our birthday parties. I’m wearing a 

bright green t-shirt. I’ve always liked the color. To say party is an overstatement because usually it’s just 

us and our families. We don’t have many friends. Did I mention that already? 

 

Despite the positives Wheeler had, it was definitely time for a change. I hoped Kirby would be better. 

 

When I transferred, I was hoping for a fresh start. Wheeler had given me a rough first half year of high 

school. Kirby is apparently a rival of Wheeler, so maybe they’ll band behind me for deserting Wheeler. 

 

I hope they do, anyway. 

Disclaimer: They Did Not 

 

By Ally 

 

Hey y’all, 
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Hmm… sorry for that start. I’m experimenting with ways to open an online diary. 

 

Well, that was not a perfect first day at Kirby. I didn’t expect it to be, and some things did go well. Still, it 

was far from good. 

 

It started out okay. My Mom dropped me off at the front of Kirby’s entrance. The school’s brick wall filled 

my view. Everyone was heading toward the front doors, so I did, too. I pushed into the crowd, and soon 

was absorbed into the chaos that is high school. 

 

Given it was the first day, everyone seemed to be extra energized. The inside of the halls sounded louder 

than a jet plane taking off. A paper airplane whirled past my shoulder. Everyone was talking, having known 

each other from past school years. 

 

That’s the problem with transferring schools. Whenever you do, you have to meet people and make new 

friends. For some people, that sounds like a fun opportunity. Not me. 

 

You know how I mentioned I get in a bad mood occasionally? It was one of those mornings. I was tired, 

nervous, and bewildered. I hoped it would pass. Nobody likes me when I’m angry. 

 

We all went to homeroom for our orientation. I had Mr. Rainey as my homeroom teacher. As Mr. Rainey 

talked, I ended up looking around the classroom. There were tons of posters all over the walls. Some of 

them had quotes, and others had puns. A few had both. One of them advertised an upcoming soccer game 

between Kirby and Wheeler. Behind Mr. Rainey’s classroom desk was a giant calendar. 

 

“Welcome to the second term here at Kir… Robby, please sit down. Ahem. Welcome to the second term 

here at Kirby. Today is January 3.” Mr. Rainey pointed to the day on the calendar behind him. “I am Mr. 

Rainey, Social Studies teacher. I understand that we have two transfer students for this new semester. Ally 

and Jasmine, could you both please stand up?” 

 

I felt my face turn red. I hated being a point of attention. I stood up awkwardly. To my left, Jasmine stood 

up. She had short, curly brown hair, freckles, and brown eyes. Her expression looked just as nervous as I 

was, but she stood up with determination. To be completely honest, I hadn’t seen her before. She seemed 

to blend in with the classroom itself. Sometimes I wish I was better at doing that. 

 

The rest of the classroom was watching both of us. “Ally and Jasmine, could you please introduce 

yourselves?” 

 

“Hi,” said Jasmine. It was loud, clear, and confident. I was impressed. “I’m Jasmine Verninski, and I 

transferred from Tippett Academy.” There was a bit of nodding, and then an awkward silence. Then I 

realized I was causing it. 

 

“Oh. Uh… I’m Al. Ally. From Wheeler.” Immediately I regretted saying it. There was a general murmur 

of disgust. 
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“Wheeler?” demanded one kid loudly. I glanced over at him. He was sitting back in his chair with a look 

of revulsion. He quickly tried to modify it into a look of curiosity. 

 

Another kid snickered, “We’re going to destroy them in the soccer game.” 

 

“Enough, James,” Mr. Rainey said. “It’s our job to welcome any new students. Ally and Jasmine, welcome 

to Kirby. If you have any questions, please feel free to stay after session. Now, when…” I realized I was 

still standing up and quickly sat down. 

 

I heard some snickers. I tried not to let it get to me. I glanced over at Jasmine. She smiled and gave me a 

thumbs up. 

 

Once orientation had concluded, Mr. Rainey asked Jasmine and I to stay. The kid named James also stayed. 

 

“James will show you your lockers,” Mr. Rainey said. “Numbers 1212 and 1213, James.” 

 

“Will do, sir.” 

 

I made my way toward the door with Jasmine and James. As they went out, I heard Mr. Rainey’s voice 

behind me. 

 

“Ally,” called Mr. Rainey. I turned. “If anyone from Kirby gives you trouble, let me know.” I nodded and 

stepped out. 

 

I caught up with James and Jasmine. We walked in silence for a minute, then James started talking. 

 

“So you’re from Wheeler?” he droned. “I didn’t know they had humans there. Unless… are you a scientific 

experiment?” I said nothing. I had seen James’s type too many times before. I knew better than to engage. 

 

Another kid joined our group. “Hey, James. What’s going on?” 

 

“Sup, Brian. Just showing these transfers their lockers. One’s a Wheelian.” 

 

“No way,” gasped the kid dramatically. “She won’t survive two days. They just aren’t as clever—” 

 

“Shut up.” If I hadn’t seen Jasmine’s mouth move, I wouldn’t have believed it. 

 

James stopped walking and turned around with a look of fake surprise. “What did you just say?” 

 

“Shut up. I’m new, so I have no idea what this whole feud is, but I hate it already.” For a second there 

seemed to be a standoff between James and Jasmine, then James just shrugged and went back to leading us 

through the halls. 
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“You can’t avoid it,” he said sympathetically. “Nobody, not Wheelian, nor Kirbian, will stand for this. It’s 

just the way it is. Sorry. Here are your lockers. Oh, and—” he bowed mockingly to me. “Welcome. Glad 

to see you have a pet already.” Jasmine glared at him and he disappeared back into the crowd. Then she 

started unpacking her backpack and putting some of it in the lockers. 

 

“Be careful,” I said suddenly. 

 

She looked up. “What? From them? No. Bullying is an age-old problem, and while everyone else just 

watches, I am going to stand up for myself. You should, too.” 

 

I took a deep breath. “Uh… I… I do. I did, anyway. That’s why I’m here.” 

 

“Hmm?” asked Jasmine, confused. 

 

“I tend to lash out when that happens. That’s why I had to leave Wheeler.” 

 

“Ah,” nodded Jasmine. “Well, there are other ways to communicate.” 

 

“Yeah, well, I’ve never been very good at them.” 

 

“That’s what practice is for.” She placed several large books in her locker. 

 

“You’re a nerd,” I noted. 

 

“A public speaking club nerd.” 

 

“That’s why you’re so good at talking to the class? You do public speaking?” 

 

“Signed up the week before term began,” she said. “I also did it at Tippett Academy, though.” The bell 

rang. “Come on, high school is a storm. Let’s brave it together.” 

 

Making a friend? Positive. I ended up sitting with Jasmine at lunch, and she was really nice. We sat alone 

at a table with several seats still open. Nobody wanted to sit with us, but we didn’t really care. We talked 

about movies, family, art, and anything else we could cram into the lunch segment. However, the rest of 

the day was less positive. I ended up getting a lot of evil glances from Kirby students. I felt like a bit like 

an alien. Kirby students seemed to think there was nothing worse than someone from Wheeler. Worst of 

all, I still managed to get myself in detention. 

 

The setting of the showdown was just before Math class. I had run to my locker to get some of my books, 

but immediately I was distracted by the fact that the locker had thick tape over the combination thing. 

Someone had literally put tape over my lock. I had never heard of that before. By the time I had finally 

taken the tape off of the lock and retrieved my books, I was at least ten minutes late for the class. From 

there, the math teacher swiftly gave me a note for being tardy. 
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I was frustrated. I had come into Kirby looking for fresh starts, and now it seemed as though it was going 

to be worse than Wheeler had been. For the rest of the day, I felt like a cloud was hanging over me. 

 

I was glad to go home. 

Meeting 2,084 

 

By Agent Tilly Waterson 

 

After successfully recruiting Iron Fold to the team, our next focus was looking for other members for our 

team. One, in particular, was a Hulk. We knew that the Hulk was an essential part of the OrigAvengers. In 

the first instances when a Hulk had joined the OrigAvengers, the entire tide of the war had shifted, if only 

briefly. That was something we needed right now. 

 

I borrowed the Director’s Radio Shack Voice Actuated Desktop Cassette Tape Recorder CTR-67 Model 

14-1152 for our 2,084th meeting. It’s an absolutely beautiful device. Some kids prefer to use their phones 

to record things, but I love the look of the Radio Shack Voice Actuated— 

 

Sorry. I’m getting off-topic. 

 

Anyway, I recorded the following conversation about the Hulk recruitment. 

 

TW (Me): We are rolling. This thing is so awesome. 

 

TA: Ahem. Attendance in meeting… [TW]? 

 

TW: Present. 

 

TA: [RB]? 

 

RB: Present. 

 

TA: [JV]? 

 

JV: Present. 

 

TA: [AG]? 

 

AG: Present. 

 

TA: [HE]? 

 

HE: Always watching… muahaha. 

 

TA [sighing]: Can you say it normally for once, just for the recording? 
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HE: Fine… present. 

 

TA: This recording regards the recruitment of the Hulk, student number… 

 

RB: Can we just say their name? 

 

TA: No. [RB], you know very well that this is a secret operation and we must keep it as such. This student 

has the qualifications to be the Hulk. They are strong and are learning when to stand up for themself. They 

can be lonely but they care about others. We also think that they like green. [AG], you will be overseeing 

this mission and its subsequent recruitment. Please make it quicker than Iron Fold’s. 

 

RB: Heh. 

 

AG: Will do, sir. When will I begin? 

 

TA: Immediately. 

 

AG: Like, tomorrow immediately or tonight immediately? 

 

TA: Whichever works best. 

 

AG: Tomorrow. There’s a meteor shower tonight and I’m going to a clear area to watch. 

 

RB: That sounds— 

 

TW: Can we focus, please? 

 

TA: Thank you, [TW]. Now… a quick word on H. 

 

[Silence.] 

 

TA: While we have not heard again from the entity known as H, their message was clear that we would 

meet them in January. Part of the reason for this recruitment is to counter this force. Understood? 

 

[Muttered agreement.] 

 

TA: Good. Now, let me conclude the meeting. Now, as I mentioned, [AG] will oversee this mission. You 

have a deadline of by the end of the week. The rest of you, back to your normal duties. 

 

HE: Wait, if only [AG] gets a job from this meeting, why did you invite us all? 

 

TA: As members of F.O.L.D., you all must be kept in the loop. The Hulk is a project of utmost importance. 

Understood? 
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[Muttered agreement from the rest of the group.] 

 

TA: Meeting adjourned. 

Series of Texts 

 

By Mars 

 

Uh, I’m not totally sure what this whole case file thing is yet, but Ally said I should send these texts over 

to her. 

 

ALLY: hey mars, you free? 

 

MARTIN: ya! how was day 1? 

 

ALLY: imma come by ur garage in 5m ill tell you 

 

MARTIN: k cya soon 

Journey to Mars 

 

By Ally 

 

What’s up? (Better than “hey y’all”, I suppose.) 

 

I went by Mars’s house after the first day. I was tired, but I’ve never regretted a trip to his garage. 

 

Mars’s garage is where he does every single project he has in mind. Materials for future projects are stowed 

on shelves to the right. Random creations are dispersed all about the garage. There is no car. Mars’s parents 

park their car in the street. A wooden desk is against the back wall of the garage. It could be described in a 

whole chapter on its own. Its drawers are filled with drawings and the surface has all sorts of tools and 

equipment, varying from pencils to X-Acto knives. 

 

As I walked up to the garage, Mars greeted me with a wave. He appeared to be working on a bike. It was 

raised up. Mars was holding up a wheel near it, as if checking how it looked. Then he set it down. 

 

“Hey Al,” he yelled. He ducked under a wire coming out from the ceiling. These were new. There were 

wires hanging all about the ceiling, stretching across the entire garage. 

 

“You called me Al,” I noted. “You already knew I had a bad first day?” 

 

“Well, it wasn’t much better at Wheeler. Someone, ah, accidentally tripped me while I was carrying my 

lunch tray. My next project is a grave for the never eaten pasta. My condolences to Mr. Spaghetti and Ms. 

Ravioli. Oh, and the sauce has destroyed one of my shirts and now it looks like there is blood on it. 

Anyway… how about you?” 
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“Not great. Detention because someone taped my lock on my locker. I was late for class,” I informed him. 

 

“Never heard that one before,” Mars said, raising his eyebrows. “Sounds like a sticky situation.” I chuckled, 

somewhat with humor and also with weariness. I crushed Mars with a hug. 

 

“Hey, on the bright side, I made a friend!” I said. 

 

“Really?” 

 

“Don’t sound so surprised,” I muttered. Mars laughed. “She’s on a public speaking club, apparently.” 

 

“Hey, check this out.” He motioned me over to his desk. I had been lingering outside the garage, but now I 

finally stepped inside. I had to lean down under a wire hanging from the ceiling. As I made my way over 

to Mars, I saw that switch next to his desk. 

 

Mars looked at me happily. “Go ahead, flip it on.” I did. Suddenly, I noticed all of the wires hanging from 

the ceiling were actually strings of lights. They flickered to life. Mars dimmed the normal lights. It felt like 

we were in outer space. We were silent for a minute. 

 

I sighed. “I wish there was a way to make school as peaceful as this.” 

 

“Hey, did you hear about those kids, uh… what were they named… oh, Clark Largent and Dove 

MacLeash?” 

 

“I was at Wheeler for the first semester, Mars. Of course I know who Dove is. It was kind of hard to miss 

that showdown between him and Jude. As for Clark… who is he?” 

 

“He’s at Kirby. He seems to be part of a beginning of new origami characters. Marvel ones.” 

 

“Well, it sounds pretty silly, but at least they chose Marvel.” 

 

“I don’t think it’s silly,” Mars said. “Maybe they can do something about this rivalry thing between Wheeler 

and Kirby. Everyone’s always fighting.” 

 

I nodded hopefully. “I wouldn’t get involved, though.” 

 

Mars sighed. “You can’t give up, Ally. You can’t keep running from this stuff. What happened at Wheeler 

wasn’t your fault. Anyone who looked close enough would have seen that you didn’t do anything wrong. 

I’m sorry I failed to help you. I should’ve—” 

 

“Hey, we’ve been over this. You’re my friend. Stop beating yourself up.” 
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“Yeah,” said Mars, subdued. There was a long pause between us, then he said, “Hey… if I became an 

Avenger, what character should I be?” 

 

“Stan Lee,” I suggested. 

 

Mars frowned. 

Recruitment 

 

By Agent Andrew Gardner 

 

Today was the big day. Recruitment time. 

 

I had asked Robby for some help in this one. I had never met Ally Weber, but just based on the fact that 

she was (hopefully) going to be the Hulk of the OrigAvengers, I was apprehensive. 

 

Robby and I had worked out a plan. Robby… ah, did not want to be involved in the recruitment mission 

itself. He hadn’t met Ally either and was worried about meeting her for the first time. Still, he helped me 

draw it out. The plan was extensively produced and rigorously worked through. 

 

Finally, we were ready. 

The Mysterious Note 

 

By Ally 

 

Howdy Diary, 

 

After getting lunch in line today, I made my way over to Jasmine and our table at the back. The day had 

been average so far. I had been able to concentrate a bit more in classes and was getting used to the crowd 

at Kirby. I was glad for a break with Jasmine. I walked through the center of the cafeteria. 

 

In an instant, I lost my balance. 

 

A force collided with me from the side. I was knocked over and my tray went sliding out of my hands. 

Everyone’s heads snapped to us. 

 

My head snapped to the one who had run into me. I did not recognize him. It was a lanky boy with long, 

light brown hair. I could not concentrate on his face because he was frantically making apologies. 

 

“Oh my gosh, I am so, so sorry. Oh my gosh. Are you okay?” 

 

“Fine,” I said, dazed. 

 

“Right then. Here’s your tray. Sorry about that.” 
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“It’s okay,” I replied, trying to calm him down. “Thank you.” I took my tray back. Luckily, neither of our 

lunch trays had been lost to the collision. He picked up his tray and walked away. 

 

I frowned confusedly at the sudden departure, but continued walking toward Jasmine. The rest of the 

cafeteria returned to talking, as if nothing had happened. 

 

I sat down with Jasmine. “Are you okay?” she asked with concern. 

 

“Yeah, fine. Who was that kid?” 

 

“Not sure.” 

 

I looked around. I didn’t see him anywhere in the cafeteria. He must have disappeared into the giant crowd 

of people. 

 

Shrugging the event off, I took a bite of my sandwich. 

 

“Ugh—what in the world?” 

 

“What is it?” asked Jasmine. 

 

“There’s…” I looked in my sandwich. A piece of paper jutted out from the bite I had just taken. 

 

I held the note in my hand. 

 

Meet us outside Social Studies class. 4:00 P.M. 

 

I turned it over. On the back were four letters. 

 

F.O.L.D. 

4:00 

 

By Ally 

 

I wasn’t sure what to expect when I stayed behind after school. The note and entire situation leading up to 

it was confusing. Yet, here it was. A note from F.O.L.D., whoever they were. Jasmine offered to come 

along, but I decided it would be best to go alone. 

 

So, there I was, outside of Social Studies class in the school hallway. I checked my watch. It read 3:59. I 

slid back against the wall and sat by the classroom door, tapping my foot nervously. 

 

Then, 4:00. I looked up from my watch. Sitting in front of me was the scrawny kid from lunch. 
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“What in the world—” I started. I’m not sure where he came from. I looked down at my watch and when I 

looked up he was right in front of me. It was a bit of a jump scare. “What—how did—” 

 

“Are you interested in joining?” he interrupted. 

 

Curiosity helped me recover quickly from the shock. “Joining what? What is going on?” 

 

“Come on, Ally Weber. Surely you’ve figured it out by now.” 

 

“Can you not use my full name?” I requested. “That’s creepy.” 

 

“Don’t change the subject. You know who we are.” 

 

I thought back to the note. “F.O.L.D.,” I remembered. “You’re, what… starting the Origami Avengers 

again?” 

 

He tilted his head. “OrigAvengers.” 

 

“So, not only are you trying to start a crazy group, but you’re also using puns for the names?” 

 

“We already have started, Ally Weber.” 

 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Ah, okay, uh…” I frowned. “What’s your name?” 

 

“Agent Andrew Gardner,” he supplied. 

 

“Okay… can I call you Andy?” He shrugged. “Okay… Andy,” I went on, “I transferred to Kirby because I 

tried to fight for what I believed in Wheeler.” 

 

“We are aware.” 

 

“So, how is this any different from that?” I demanded. “If you F.O.L.D. people are so sophisticated and 

have spies and everything, surely you saw what happened to Dove? He was punched in the face.” 

 

“In the process, he stood up to Jude and saved the school from being ruled by a villain.” 

 

I was quiet. I had been there at that school gathering. At the time, Jude had seemed like a cool person. When 

Dove stood up to him, he helped the school, but I couldn’t help feeling that it had shook Wheeler. Ignorance 

is bliss, right? It was a rude awakening to find out Jude had been a fraud. 

 

“So, Ally Weber, are you interested at all?” he prompted. I really wished he would stop using my full name. 

 

“Why should I be? It’ll just give people more of a reason to think I’m a weirdo,” I said. 
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“That might be true,” he admitted. “But it also gives them a chance to see you for more than you appear.” 

 

I sat up a bit straighter. 

 

“The OrigAvengers protect people,” Andy said. “Didn’t you see what happened with Clark Largent?” 

 

“But he did totally sell that kid out,” I pointed out. 

 

“Maybe. But, he saved two other people from a colorful calamity. The OrigAvengers are needed for things 

like that.” 

 

I thought carefully. In a few sentences, Andrew Gardner had managed to appeal to part of me. A part that 

wanted to be understood. I was tired of others judging me for what they heard or how I looked. The 

OrigAvengers would give me a chance to show the school—both schools—who I truly was. 

 

“So, do you want in?” Andy prompted again. 

 

I took a deep, calm breath. “Which puppet will I have?” 

 

“I think you can figure that out for yourself,” Andy smiled. He handed me a green sheet of paper. “Make 

it… unshreddible.” 

 

There was a moment of silence. Andy stood up. “Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me,” I complained. “That 

was a pun, wasn’t it? I’m the Incre—Unshreddible Hulk? Also, why all of the fuss with the note in the 

sandwich? You could have just talked to me, you know. Plus, that was gross. Just put it in the backpack 

next time. It was coated in peanut butter! What I don’t get is… how? How did you plant a note inside my 

sandwich without ever having time to open it up? And—” 

 

“I’ll tell you how it was done in a case file chapter,” said Andy. He started walking down the hallway. 

 

“What case file?” I yelled. 

 

“The case file of the Unshreddible Hulk! Come on, I have to introduce you to the Director.” 

She Joined 

 

By Director Adams 

 

Ally Weber joined. 

 

She is intimidating. 

 

The perfect Hulk, though. 

The Unshreddible Hulk 
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By Tilly 

 

There I was, back in the school basement. It’s pretty dull there, but F.O.L.D.’s headquarters make it a bit 

more interesting. Our team sets up laptops while Director Adams walks around with an eye patch like a 

supreme, very important pirate. It does feel weird occasionally. 

 

Anyway, that’s when it happened. Agent Andrew Gardner came down the stairs, followed by Ally Weber. 

I looked closely. She was carrying the green paper of the Hulk. Apparently this recruitment had gone a 

million times better than Robby’s recruitment of Clark Largent. (I don’t care if Robby reads this. It’s true.) 

 

Director Adams walked forward to meet the two of them. “Ally Weber,” he said. “Well done, Agent 

Gardner. Ally Weber, welcome to the team.” 

 

“Hi,” Ally said. She appeared to look tough, but I noticed hints of self-consciousness. She hesitated for a 

split second before shaking Director Adams’s extended hand. I expected that he noticed as well, but he 

continued on as if he did not. 

 

“I am Director Adams. We are F.O.L.D.,” introduced Director Adams. 

 

“Nice eyepatch,” noted Ally. I couldn’t tell if she was being sarcastic or not. “So… what is F.O.L.D.?” 

 

“F.O.L.D. is a secret student organization that monitors Wheeler and Kirby High School. We have been 

trying to put an end to the… feud between the two of them.” 

 

“That feud, as I’ve seen it, has been pretty intense. How do you expect me to help?” asked Ally. 

 

“We are reassembling the most powerful team these two schools have seen. Years ago, they helped greatly 

with the war. Helped continue it, maybe, but helped. Now the roles must be passed on. It is time for the 

OrigAvengers to reform.” 

 

There was a dramatic pause. Then Ally said, “And I’m Hulk.” 

 

“The Unshreddible Hulk,” agreed Agent Andrew Gardner. 

 

“As such, you need a case file.” Director Adams handed her the folder. “This is what we have so far. If you 

have anything you’ve written over the past week or two, feel free to add it in.” 

 

“Like diary entries?” Ally asked. Agent Robby Boone snickered next to me, and I slapped his arm. 

 

“Um, yes. Those work fine,” responded Director Adams. 

 

“Okay… so… uh, what do I do?” asked Ally. 
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Director Adams turned and started pacing again. “You’ve seen each school, Ally Weber. You know the 

problems. If you focus on fixing those, we can start to transition to the big ones.” 

 

“What happens if I find a big one?” asked Ally. 

 

Director Adams stopped and looked at her. “The teachers of the school—even those who were formerly 

part of F.O.L.D.—have agreed that the Dove MacLeash situation got out of hand. It is lucky for us that 

Clark’s main showdown was under the radar. At any rate, keep vigilant and don’t make any of these 

problems a big deal. If you do find something big… we can’t help you. The events of the Thorigami crisis 

are too fresh on the minds of everyone. They need a bit more time to die down. For the next week or two, 

our operations must be completely quiet.” 

 

Ally dropped her gaze to the floor. “I guess the Hulk isn’t very quiet.” There was an awkward pause. 

 

Director Adams sighed. “Ally, you are very important to the team. That’s why we did not wait to recruit 

you. Fold the Hulk. Write. Record. Become acclimated with the schools. These situations… Dove’s, 

Clark’s… they tend to happen on their own.” 

 

“I was in a situation at Wheeler,” Ally reminded the director. “It didn’t go so well.” 

 

“That is in the past. We believe in you.” 

 

There was another silence, but this time Ally looked up. She nodded in understanding and turned to leave. 

Then she looked back at Agent Andrew Gardner. “So, when are you going to tell me how you planted a 

note in my sandwich?” 

 

Agent Gardner shrugged. “I’ll add a chapter below this one.” 

 

“We’re in a chapter right now?” 

 

“Of course. Tilly records everything.” Ally nodded once more, then walked up the stairs and out the door. 

I watched her go. 

 

Once he was sure she was gone, Director Adams turned to Agent Gardner. 

 

“You planted a note in her sandwich?” he asked, with a hint of admiration. 

 

“I knew you would be proud.” 

How It Was Done 

 

By Andrew 

 

Perhaps you’re wondering how I planted a note in Ally’s sandwich without ever having the time to take her 

sandwich from her, open it up, and place a note inside. 
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Look, it was a recruitment. I wanted to do a good job for the director. Recently, he’s been on my back about 

everything. Recruitments, schedules… all of it. Oh, and there was a little thing involving pizza. Anyway, 

this was a chance to prove myself as an agent of F.O.L.D. 

 

I didn’t want to risk placing the note in her backpack only for her to find it later. The note needed to be 

found before 4:00. It was guaranteed that Ally was going to bite that sandwich before then. A perfect 

element in the plan. 

 

So, here’s my official report on how it was done. 

 

I followed Ally up to the lunch line. As predicted, she ordered a sandwich and apple. We had researched 

her lunch from the previous day in hopes that she would make the same order. Our agents at Wheeler had 

informed us that had been her general lunch at their school as well. 

 

Now came my turn. I ordered the same lunch as Ally. A sandwich and apple. Ally exited the line ahead of 

me and started to her table at the back of the cafeteria. She walked straight down the middle of the cafeteria. 

I had to move quickly. 

 

I performed the master trick. Taking the note, I placed it inside my own sandwich. Speed-walking, I 

deviated around other tables until I was ahead of Ally on her way to the back. Now was the time. 

 

Sprinting across as fast as I could without attracting attention, I cut into the middle of the cafeteria and 

collided with Ally. I really am sorry, by the way. It had to be done. 

 

To my defense, I did it lightly enough that I was able to prevent either tray from losing the food on top of 

it. They landed right side up and the food was preserved. 

 

Now I needed any of my acting skills to come into play. 

 

“Oh my gosh, I am so, so sorry!” I said. “Oh my gosh. Are you okay?” 

 

“Fine,” Ally said. She looked a bit confused. 

 

“Right then,” I said, continuing to act extremely surprised by the turn of events. “Here’s your tray.” I pushed 

my own tray to her, giving her the sandwich with the note in it. Of course, it looked identical to hers, so she 

did not notice the difference. Luckily, she did not see that our trays had the same food. 

 

“Sorry about that,” I apologized again. 

 

“It’s okay,” she replied. “Thank you.” She looked pretty confused by the very fast turn of events. I swept 

the remaining tray, without the note in it, into my arms. 

 

Well, the seed had been planted. I got up quickly and disappeared into the crowd, my mission complete. 
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Crumpled Note in Trash 

 

By Agent Robby Boone (Recovered by Tilly) 

 

Ugh, Andrew already recruited her? 

 

I mean, I helped with the plan, but that was too quick. 

 

It took me forever to get Clark to join as Iron Fold. Hope Director Adams doesn’t hold this against me. 

Folding the Hulk 

 

By Ally 

 

Well, this is my first chapter written specifically for the case file of the Unshreddible Hulk. 

 

That whole F.O.L.D. thing was weird. A couple of the agents in F.O.L.D. have given me chapters to add to 

the case file. I’m a bit uncomfortable with the fact that the guy with the eyepatch (Director Adams?) said 

that situations seemed to find those within the OrigAvengers. I’m certainly not ready for another one. 

 

Then, I got this casefile. 

 

Look, the Hulk is a chance for a renewed attempt. That’s what Kirby is about. I am stepping up. It’s a little 

scary. Plus, I do have to admit that I’m not too happy that we’re calling this a “case file”. That means that 

there is a case. I really don’t want to make this a bigger deal than it has to be. 

 

After I biked home from school (I apologized to my Mom for being a couple of minutes late) and had 

dinner, I decided to head to Mars’s house again. He wasn’t expecting me, but I knew he was always in his 

garage during the evening. 

 

I had two main reasons for going to Mars’s house. One was that a trip to his house almost always cleared 

my head. The other was slightly embarrassing, but I guess I should tell the truth about everything. 

 

I have no idea how to fold origami. Mars does a ton of projects like this. Don’t get me wrong, I didn’t want 

him to fold the Hulk. The Hulk was my piece, and it was important that I folded it myself. Rather, I wanted 

to learn how to fold pieces in the first place. For the first time in a long time, I was starting to feel pride. 

 

The OrigAvengers have been my first chance since Wheeler that I have a sense of unity. I wanted to make 

a Hulk that would show the school who Ally Weber was. 

 

So, off I went to Mars’s house. It didn’t take me long to find him. There he was, as usual, working in the 

garage. This time he appeared to be handling a kite. 

 

I was hesitant about talking to Mars. F.O.L.D. had seemed very secretive. Plus, I was uncomfortable talking 

to him about joining the entire OrigAvengers thing. It was a whole new level of nerdy. 



 

70 

 

Yet I did talk to him. If I couldn’t trust Mars, I couldn’t trust anyone. It took me about twenty minutes to 

explain everything. Mars’s expression made it seem like the holidays had come early. 

 

“Well, what character are you?” he asked in awe. 

 

“The, uh, Unshreddible Hulk,” I muttered. That pun would have to take some getting used to. 

 

“That makes so much sense,” he whooped. He went into a mini dance. 

 

“Why does it make sense?” I demanded. “Because I’m angry all of the time?” 

 

Mars stopped. “No!” he said. “You’re just like the Hulk. You have anger, sure, but you’re learning to 

manage it. You’re strong. You’re awesome. And… you, uh, like green.” 

 

“Great,” I frowned. “Now that you’ve finished your speech, can you teach me how to fold origami?” 

 

“Sure. Wait… do you have a Hulk roar?” 

 

“What?” 

 

“Like Hulk roars in the movies. Can you do that?” 

 

I put a palm to my face. “Just teach me origami.” 

 

The lesson was simple enough. I had never realized origami took so much patience before. I ended up 

practicing with a bunch of Mars’s plain paper first. A lot of them came out weird. In addition, I guessed 

that it had to be a finger puppet. Both Dove and Clark had put their puppets on their fingers. Still, at the 

end of the night, I was able to have the satisfaction of making a good design. 

 

I took out the green paper F.O.L.D. had given me and made it. By the time it was done, I felt a joyful sense 

of pride. 

 

Mars had taught me well. It really looked like the Hulk. 

Notes from Economics Class 

 

By James and Brian – Gathered by Agent Tilly Waterson 

 

James: dude what is that green thing in the wheeler girl’s hand 

 

Brian: dunno 

 

James: K 

First Day Updates 
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By Tilly 

 

6:34 A.M. The Unshreddible Hulk’s first day is upon us. 

 

I feel slightly uncomfortable because we withheld a couple of details from Ally on that first meeting. I 

understand the secrecy of F.O.L.D., but given the mystery behind the entity that had given us just one note 

at the end of the first semester, I’m on edge. Ally’s recruitment had been greatly influenced by that single 

event. 

 

9:15 A.M. Despite the anticipation behind the first day of the Unshreddible Hulk, nothing big is happening, 

according to our agents around school, anyway. 

 

12:04 P.M. A couple of kids (James and Brian) evidently intended to find out what Ally has been holding, 

but they seemed to back down at lunch. 

 

2:36 P.M. It still looks like few people actually know that Ally is wielding the Unshreddible Hulk. She 

hasn’t bothered to make it too obvious yet. It looks as though she wants to introduce it gradually. 

 

3:33 Well… that ends the first day, I suppose. That wasn’t too eventful. 

Soccer Soundbites 

 

By Ally 

 

Everyone in the school keeps discussing the upcoming soccer game between Kirby and Wheeler. As a 

former Wheeler student, the students seem to think that they can use their intimidating lines to Wheeler on 

me because I used to go to that school. Some have been inappropriate, but most are just annoying. It’s all 

really annoying. 

 

As the game gets closer, I think it’s been getting worse. This school feud is really starting to annoy me. Did 

I mention that? 

 

So, to deal with it, I have listed the common ones out. Here are the Top Three Most Common Annoying 

Soccer Soundbites. 

 

 “Haha, Wheeler’s gonna lose.” 

 “My prediction is 6-0, Wheeler wins.” 

 “Go Kirby!” 

 

I keep hearing these three lines. Everyone is shouting at me like it’s supposed to help them win a soccer 

game. 

 

The Unshreddible Hulk hasn’t done much, yet. I mean, how exactly do you respond to lines like this? 

Mars’s Solution 



 

72 

 

By Ally and Mars 

 

When the game was a day away, I decided to text Mars. 

 

ALLY: hey mars remember the soccer game this saturday? 

 

MARS: ye? 

 

ALLY: people keep taking out their hate toward me cuz im from wheeler 

 

MARS: dont respond. not worth it. or ask jasmin 

Jasmine’s Solution 

 

By Ally and Jasmine 

 

After trying to continue to not respond to the Kirbians, I finally gave in. At lunch, I asked Jasmine what I 

should do. 

 

“You’ve got to have a comeback,” she said immediately. “I’ll show you.” It didn’t take long for another 

Kirby student to say something. 

 

“Yo, Wheeler’s going down!” someone called out to us. Her friend snickered. 

 

“Well, uh… wheels!” fired back Jasmine. 

 

“What?” asked the girl in confusion. 

 

“Great response, Jasmine,” I nodded. “That’s how I’ll fend them off.” 

 

She sighed. “I have a speech at the game as part of the public speaking club. I’m nervous.” 

The Message 

 

By Andrew 

 

“She still hasn’t used Hulk,” Robby said. “Why?” 

 

Robby and I were heading toward the doors of Kirby after another tiring Wednesday. We were walking 

with a bit of a crowd, so it was taking forever to make it out there. It was our shift today, so we would be 

patrolling the school once outside. 

 

“Andy?” Robby said. 

 

“Yeah?” I asked. 
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“I was wondering why Ally hasn’t used the Unshreddible Hulk.” 

 

I thought back to my recruitment of Ally. She had seemed to be determined to show the school a different 

side of her. Still, I had noticed that she was a very conscious person. “I guess she wants to use it well. She 

hasn’t seen anything big enough yet.” 

 

We pushed our way out of the school doors and turned, starting our patrol around the school. The sounds 

of the crowd died away as we made our way around the first corner. 

 

Suddenly, Robby stopped walking. I tripped over his leg. “Dude, what—” 

 

“The wall,” Robby said in a near whisper. 

 

“Huh?” I looked up, and my blood chilled. An envelope was taped to the brick wall of the school, just below 

the window of Social Studies class. Inked on the outside was a thick, black H. 

 

There was a moment of silence between us. We had not seen a message from the so-called H since the end 

of the previous semester. With shaky hands, Robby took the envelope from the wall. Inside was a folded, 

square piece of paper. 

 

We read the riddle. 

 

Congratulations on the recruit. 

 

Consider my message as a thank you for that move. Even I can see that F.O.L.D. is trying to lay low about 

previous events. Remember that by giving me an opponent, you have just elevated the situation. Good luck 

at looking beyond words and laying low in the midst of my ideas for your Unshreddible Hulk. 

 

H 

(Unofficial) Meeting 2,093 

 

By Tilly 

 

RB: This is crazy! Who is H? 

 

AG: And why are they showing up now? Why? 

 

HE: The envelope smells like the cafeteria! 

 

TA: Enough. [AG], H is showing up now because they know we are vulnerable. As the letter said, we are 

trying to lay low. Our involvement in the events of Iron Fold was too high. Despite less involvement with 

Thorigami, it nevertheless has brought tensions high.” 
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RB: So what do we do? 

 

TA: Don’t you understand, [RB]? We shouldn’t do anything. If F.O.L.D. is exposed, then the Initiative and 

the OrigAvengers cannot survive. It pains me to say this, but H somehow has information from inside 

F.O.L.D. If we are incompetent, H could reveal it to the entire school. F.O.L.D. simply cannot solve this 

case. 

 

[Angry shouts from agents, including me.] 

 

TA: But there is someone who can. 

 

[Shouts die down.] 

 

JV: Who? [Iron Fold]? 

 

TA: With all due respect to [Iron Fold], he is not the choice for this mission. H has used wits against us. It 

is time that we countered it with strength. 

 

[Pause.] 

 

TA: It’s time to contact Ally Weber. 

(Unofficial) Meeting 2,094 

 

By Tilly 

 

AW: I don’t get it. Why me? 

 

TA: Like we discussed, the entity in question has employed tactics of deceit and mystery to give power to 

their name. All in all, they are using wits. 

 

AW: Isn’t there a saying that goes something like, “Strength has to bow to wisdom”? 

 

TA: Well, yes, but there is a difference between wit and wisdom. 

 

AW: Whatever. What do I need to do to solve this? 

 

[Silence.] 

 

AW: So… nobody knows? You’ve had these notes for weeks, and still nothing? 

 

AG: Um… I’ll help. 

 

RB: Yeah, me too. 
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TA: No, you won’t. F.O.L.D. is going under, starting today. My apologies [AW], but we can’t help you. 

F.O.L.D. has a larger fight. 

 

AW: So… I’m alone? 

 

[Silence.] 

 

TA: Look… we’ll help you where we can. [TW], where’s the other note? 

 

TW (me): It’s… here… 

 

[I find the first note from H and hand it to TA.] 

 

TA: [AW], this is the first, and only other note H has given us. 

 

[AW accepts the note from TA.] 

 

AG: This is your chance, [AW]. Use the Unshreddible Hulk. Show the school who you are. 

Examining the Notes 

 

By Ally 

 

I stumbled out of the F.O.L.D. headquarters in a daze, holding two notes in one hand and Hulk in the other. 

I knew that when I joined the OrigAvengers I was going into a group that would protect the schools. I had 

little idea that there would actually be villains. 

 

I mean, I’m not a superhero. I’m just a person trying to survive high school. 

 

I turned the corner and started making my way toward the school doors. They shined brightly, straight 

ahead. I picked up my pace. I needed to get outside. 

 

Wrapped in my thoughts, I hardly noticed that I was about to run into someone. 

 

I looked up Jasmine. “What—Jasmine? What are you doing here? It’s after school.” 

 

“I, uh, saw you run back in,” she said. “Everything okay?” 

 

“Fine,” I said. I hesitated. Mars was the only friend I had told about Hulk. Still, I needed help. If F.O.L.D. 

wasn’t going to give me help, I might as well talk to my friends. “I need help with something. Can you 

come with me to Mars’s house?” 

 

Before I knew it, we were biking furiously down the street. 

 

“Ally!” Jasmine yelled. “What’s so important?” 
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“I… I can’t really tell you.” 

 

“Why?” 

 

“I can’t tell you that either.” 

 

“Great.” 

 

When I brought up the idea to him, Mars was just as confused as Jasmine was. “What is going on?” We 

were once again in Mars’s garage. He set down a bike gear and looked at me in question. 

 

“I need you to look at these two notes,” I said. “They’re… uh, from that thing I’m doing. You remember, 

right? That thing? So, this is for my first, uh, thing.” 

 

Mars failed to maintain a poker face. “Woah, so this is like… wow, thanks for thinking of me.” 

 

“Uh, am I missing something here?” asked Jasmine. She was lingering in the corner of the garage. 

 

“Oh, hey! You must be Jasmine. I’m Mars.” 

 

“Hi. So, what am I missing?” 

 

“Wait, you haven’t told—” Mars started. I glared at him. “You haven’t told her about the, uh, job, have 

you? That you got accepted?” The tension was thick. It was far too obvious that Mars was lying. Jasmine 

frowned. 

 

“Fine,” I sighed. “Jasmine, you know that thing that happened with Clark Largent? The Iron Fold incident?” 

 

“Yeah…” said Jasmine, raising an eyebrow. 

 

“And Dove MacLeash?” I added. 

 

“Yep… what about it?” 

 

“I joined that group. The OrigAvengers. I’m the Unshreddible Hulk.” 

 

“Oh,” said Jasmine in a small voice. 

 

“Right, that’s sorted.” I put the notes on Mars’s desk, sat down in a chair, and turned around to look at 

them. Both Mars and Jasmine looked very apprehensive of me. I took a deep breath. “Look, I know this is 

weird, but this person has been sending creepy messages to F.O.L.D. I need you two to help me solve this 

fiasco, because I don’t know where to start.” 
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They looked at me silently, and then Jasmine said, “We’ll do it.” Mars nodded in agreement. 

 

“Thank you,” I said. 

 

“So, what do we have?” asked Mars, looking closely at the notes. 

 

“Note number one,” narrated Jasmine. “‘See you behind January. Oh, and give my regards to the Director.’” 

 

“See you ‘behind’ January?” Mars asked with confusion. I shrugged in agreement. 

 

“Note number two,” said Jasmine. “‘Congratulations on the recruit. Consider my message as a thank you 

for that move. Even I can see that F.O.L.D. is trying to lay low about previous events. Remember that by 

giving me an opponent, you have just elevated the situation. Good luck at looking beyond words and laying 

low in the midst of my ideas for your Unshreddible Hulk.’” Once she reached the end, Jasmine continued 

to stare at the notes. 

 

“These notes are worded weirdly,” Mars said. 

 

“F.O.L.D. told me that this person is using wit,” I remembered. “There has to be something more to this.” 

 

“A hidden message?” asked Mars. 

 

“Why not? They know that I’m the Hulk,” I thought aloud. “So they know that one of my attributes is 

strength. They’re playing me at a game that they think I can’t handle. They’re testing my own wit.” Jasmine 

stopped looking at the notes and watched me. 

 

“What if they’re right?” I asked. With that, all of the doubts I had been enduring in myself came out. “What 

if I’m only strong? What if I let everyone down? I’ve never been good under pressure. That’s why I stutter 

when I speak in public. It’s why I don’t respond well to bullying. I’m not good enough to solve this.” I 

buried my face in my hands. 

 

“You’re smart, Ally,” Mars said suddenly. “This is what everyone has been missing. They don’t see past 

who you look like to understand that you’re a very smart person. Prove them wrong, Al. This is your 

chance.” 

 

I let out a breath and took my face out of my hands. “Okay.” I studied the notes and thought aloud again. 

 

“Okay… let’s see… the notes were found outside the wall of the school once, and in Robby’s backpack. 

To be in the high school and put the note in his backpack, they would have to be a student. This person is 

using wit. That’s why their notes sound weird. It has to be why… I mean, nobody is this pretentious in high 

school, right?” 

 

Jasmine nodded vigorously (while Mars looked unsure). “So, it’s probably a student, and the notes are 

probably riddles,” Jasmine summed up. 
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“What about that really weird line?” I asked. “The ‘behind January’ one.” 

 

“How could something be behind January?” asked Mars. “Do they mean they’ll see us in February?” 

 

“No, it has to mean more than that.” I closed my eyes, frustrated. “January would have to be something 

physical, like something in January, or…” I opened my eyes. “Or a calendar.” 

 

“Mr. Rainey’s calendar!” cried Jasmine excitedly. 

 

“Of course!” I realized. “One of the notes was found below the Social Studies window. H is trying to point 

us in that direction. They’re testing us.” 

 

“Let’s go!” Mars said, stuffing the notes in his backpack. 

 

“It’s after school hours, though,” I said. “How will we get in?” 

 

“We’ll do it in the morning,” suggested Jasmine. “The public speaking club sometimes practices over the 

weekend. If anyone asks, I can tell them that I’m practicing for a speech.” 

Kirby Patrol Report 

 

By Agent Molly Watkins 

 

Incident Report: At 10:11 A.M. this Saturday morning, three unidentified subjects ran through the main 

entrance. The Kirby and Wheeler soccer game is at noon. It probably has something to do with that. 

 

Personal Notes: They were running super fast, like they were excited to go inside. Since when have people 

been excited to go to school? 

Social Studies Class 

 

By Ally 

 

“We’re here!” I said, creaking the door open. 

 

The Social Studies class looked the same as it had on the first day. Posters covered the walls. Light filtered 

through the window. Mr. Rainey’s desk had a neat stack of books. 

 

Also similar was the fact that Mr. Rainey was sitting behind that desk. 

 

“Oh,” I said. 

 

“Morning, Ally and Jasmine,” said Mr. Rainey, looking up from his book in surprise. “What can I do for 

you?” 
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“Uh, hi, Mr. Rainey. We’re sorry to bother you, we just have to look at your, um, calendar.” 

 

“My calendar?” 

 

“Yes.” There was a long, awkward pause. 

 

Suddenly, Mr. Rainey smiled. “F.O.L.D. business, I take it? I was never part of the OrigAvengers or 

F.O.L.D. when I was a student, but I’ve come to admire it.” 

 

Astonished by the turn of events, I walked over to his calendar. The large sheet read January. My hands 

trembling slightly, I lifted the page up. Taped onto February was a plain white envelope. Mars gasped. 

 

“Thank you, sir,” said Jasmine. 

 

Mr. Rainey simply nodded and returned to reading his book. Unnerved by our luck, I stumbled out of Social 

Studies class, carrying the clue. As soon as we were in the hallway, I opened the envelope. Inside was a 

tiny, folded square piece of paper covered by another H. 

 

Mars at my one side and Jasmine at the other, I unfolded the paper and read. 

 

Awful, naughty one, 

 

Might you stop and take a seat? 

 

End your bleak hiding. 

 

“A haiku?” asked Jasmine. 

 

“A what?” asked Mars. 

 

“It’s a type of poem,” explained Jasmine. “There are five syllables in the first line, seven in the second, and 

five in the third.” 

 

“Weird… that reminds me of something…” I murmured. There was something there. Something about a 

haiku, but I just couldn’t remember it. The three of us started to walk down the hallway. 

 

“Okay…” Mars said. “What else?” 

 

I looked at the crumpled note again. “Are there any patterns in the folding? Both of the notes were folded 

into a square, too, right?” 

 

“I’ll fold it up again,” said Jasmine. Once she was done, the note looked the same as how we had found 

it—a little, square piece of paper with the letter H spanning its width. 
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I started to brainstorm aloud again. “The letter is lined up perfectly with the sides,” I muttered. 

 

“Is that to look elegant?” wondered Mars. “This person’s wording sure sounds like their going for the 

elegant vibe.” 

 

“No, they’re trying to get us to think bigger than that… but what are they trying to communicate? The H 

also creates a line across the middle… oh.” I stopped walking. 

 

“What?” asked Mars slowly. 

 

“It’s a soccer field. The soccer game,” I said with absolute certainty. “The H is creating the lines of a field. 

This H person is going to make a move there.” 

 

“Are you sure?” asked Jasmine. 

 

“Yes,” I said. “I know it sounds crazy, but I’m positive. What about the other notes?” 

 

Mars took them out of his backpack and folded them back up. “They were folded the same as the haiku,” 

he noted. “Ally, this H could mean anything. These two previous notes look the same.” 

 

“But the letter H isn’t covering each of them,” Jasmine pointed out. “Ally’s right. It’s making a soccer field. 

We’ve got to go there!” 

 

“This doesn’t make sense, though,” protested Mars, unfolding the notes again. “We’re going to make this 

decision based on a whim?” 

 

“Welcome to the OrigAvengers,” I said flatly. 

 

“Is there a connection between the notes?” asked Jasmine. 

 

“Other than the haiku being hidden behind Mr. Rainey’s calendar?” I asked, looking over at Mars. He 

looked at the notes again and shrugged. We had made it to the doors of the school. We pushed them open 

and started walking outside. 

 

“Wait… look at the first letter of every sentence,” Jasmine realized. 

 

“What about them?” asked Mars, annoyed. 

 

“Look!” insisted Jasmine. “Put them together!” We stacked the notes on top of each other. 

 

See you behind January. 

 

Oh, and give my regards to the Director. 
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Congratulations on the recruit. 

 

Consider my message as a thank you for that move. 

 

Even I can see that F.O.L.D. is trying to lay low about previous events. 

 

Remember that by giving me an opponent, you have just elevated the situation. 

 

Good luck at looking beyond words and laying low in the midst of my ideas for your Unshreddible Hulk. 

 

Awful, naughty one, 

 

Might you stop and take a seat? 

 

End your bleak hiding. 

 

“Read the first letter of each sentence, Mars,” said Jasmine with a hushed voice. 

 

“S, O, C, C, E, R, G, A, M, E,” read Mars. 

 

“Soccer game,” I translated. 

 

“Okay, it is the soccer game,” Mars said in awe. “Jasmine, you’re a genius. How’d you notice that?” 

 

“We learned about it in poetry class once.” 

 

“Okay… what about the haiku itself?” Mars asked. “What does it mean?” 

 

“Let’s figure that out at the soccer fields,” I suggested, turning toward the direction that they were in. I had 

never been to the soccer fields before. 

 

Mars checked his watch. “But the game’s in one and a half hours.” 

 

“I’m going to have to do a public speech at halftime,” offered Jasmine. “We didn’t have to come until the 

game begins, but I guess it wouldn’t hurt to be early.” 

Kirby Patrol Report #2 

 

By Agent Molly Watkins 

 

Incident Report: At 10:43 A.M. this Saturday morning, the same three subjects exited back out of the school 

and headed toward the soccer fields. 

 

Personal Notes: I guess they’re trying to get good seats for the game. Kirby does have loyal fans. 

F.O.L.D. Agent’s Group Chat 
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By F.O.L.D. Agents 

 

ROBBY: lol that cat is so cute 

 

MOLLY: ikr 

 

ANDREW: Hey guys, have any of you seen the director this morning? 

 

ROBBY: gosh andy why u always use proper grammar 

 

TILLY: lol 

 

MOLLY: nah andy but three people went in the school 

 

ANDREW: Who? 

 

MOLLY: dunno 

Public Speaking Practice 

 

By Leslie Green 

 

Okay, Andy, here you go. An email about what happened before all of the drama at the game. 

 

Our speeches as part of the club were going to happen at halftime. The participants were myself, Jasmine, 

Mark, Todd, and Chloe. Since the teachers were quite aware that this soccer game was showing the rift 

between Wheeler and Kirby, they asked us to write speeches that would, as they put it, “bring us together”. 

 

It took us forever to get this chance to speak at a game, so we agreed. 

 

At practice, we lined up at center field and worked on a couple of exercises. There are a couple of weird 

lines you can say that help you loosen up and your vocal cords are better equipped to speak. At halftime, 

we would walk out onto the field, pass around a microphone, and give our speeches. They were to be about 

two minutes each. 

 

Nobody was really talking. We were all nervous. I had to speak first, then Todd, then Chloe, then Mark, 

and finally, Jasmine. 

 

So, yeah, that was our practice. 

 

Now can you stop emailing me? It’s driving me crazy. 

Waiting 

 

By Ally 
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Mars and I waited in the bleachers while everyone arrived. The teams eventually made their way out, while 

Jasmine and her public speaking club stood just off the field. 

 

Both of us were on edge. I could tell we were both wondering the same thing—how are we going to find H 

before they made a move at the soccer game? The crowd around us at the bleachers was growing larger by 

the minute. It would be hard to spot anything suspicious. 

 

Then, of course, there was the last puzzle piece. 

 

“What did that haiku mean?” Mars asked, taking out the paper again. 

 

“Can you read it again?” I requested. 

 

“Sure. ‘Awful, naughty one, Might you stop and take a seat? End your bleak hiding.’” 

 

I concentrated. “Okay… uh, where would a naughty one sit down to end their ‘bleak hiding’?” 

 

“Prison?” 

 

“Um, no.” 

 

“Detention?” asked Mars. 

 

“Detention?” I wondered. “Detention. Detention! Mars, that’s it!” 

 

“I was joking,” Mars said, looking at me like I was crazy. 

 

“It makes sense! Where else would one sit down in school for being naughty?” 

 

Mars scowled. “Okay… what does this mean, though?” 

 

I concentrated harder, my head buzzing. “I don’t know,” I admitted, “but we have to check detention for 

clues.” 

 

Mars continued to look reluctant. “What if something happens here?” 

 

I stood up. “Look, stay if you want, but I’m going to detention.” The sound of a kick broke my 

concentration. The crowd roared. The game had begun. 

Detention 

 

By Ally 
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I ran through the school hallways again, this time alone. I followed my familiar route to detention. This 

time, I needed to be there. There was the door at the end of the hall. I charged toward the door. 

 

Before I opened it, I hesitated. Then I put Unshreddible Hulk on my finger. I had held it before, but this 

was the first time I had put it on. 

 

I flung the door open. What confronted me was not what I expected. 

 

Nobody was there. Detention was empty. I turned on the light. The desks were the same as ever. 

 

There was only one difference. On the desk in the middle of the room lay an envelope. I felt my hands curl 

into fists. It had all been a diversion from the game. I had left the soccer game undefended from whatever 

was going to happen. 

 

I picked up the envelope. To my surprise, there was not an H on the outside. It was a name. I could hardly 

believe the name. It wasn’t sealed. I opened the envelope and took out the paper inside. 

 

Dear Ally, 

 

It has been only two weeks since we met, but you have been an incredible friend. When I moved north and 

we transferred from Tippett Academy to Kirby, I was looking for a new path. 

 

F.O.L.D. was almost immediately in touch. As a transfer student, I was a new, unknown face among the 

crowd. I had a lot of appeal to F.O.L.D. They approached me for recruitment as an agent of F.O.L.D. I 

accepted. 

 

However, soon after I accepted, I was also approached by “H”. They explained to me the flaws in F.O.L.D., 

and how it had corrupted the two schools. F.O.L.D. is fighting a lost cause. The rivalry between these two 

high schools is keeping them alive. 

 

You can disagree with me on this, but the competition between Wheeler and Kirby is allowing a whole 

spurt of Marvel characters and battles. I suddenly have purpose. 

 

Then H asked me for a favor—to be a spy. 

 

H asked me to write the messages that have placed F.O.L.D at risk. I fed H inside information about 

F.O.L.D., and in return, I have the satisfaction of knowing that I am continuing the prosperity of the schools. 

 

My first job was to monitor you. Protect you. So I did, and to my surprise, I actually became true friends 

with you. I am your friend. Yet it has only made me more convinced that I am doing the right thing. By 

maintaining the divide, you continue to have a purpose as the Unshreddible Hulk. Do you think that 

F.O.L.D. will care about you once the war is finally over? 
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I had to divert you away from the game because I knew you wouldn’t listen to my speech. The teachers 

won’t agree, but all it takes are a couple of words to fuel the flame between these schools. Did you enjoy 

how I suggested the director was trapped in detention? I even wrote in a haiku, like he does. 

 

No, I am not H, but as their messenger I ask you to consider their view and remember that the competition 

is the reason you are who you are today. 

 

Love, 

 

Jasmine Verninski 

Betrayal 

 

By Ally 

 

“So, are you going to solve your first case?” 

 

I spun around, the letter still in my hand. Director Adams stood in the room’s doorway. 

 

“What are you doing here?” I asked. 

 

“Ally,” Director Adams said, “I have F.O.L.D. agents throughout the entire school. While we cannot get 

involved, we can watch.” 

 

“You had Jasmine watch me,” I said angrily. “You had me monitored.” 

 

“She was there to protect you.” 

 

My mind was swimming. “But Jasmine… she betrayed us.” 

 

“Yes,” sighed Director Adams. “She will believe what she wants to believe. Now… are you going to solve 

your first case?” 

 

“How can I?” I asked in desperation. “Jasmine could be making her speech right now.” 

 

“There are different ways to save the day,” smiled Director Adams. “As a Hulk, I understand your 

appreciation of strength, but there is more to strength than physical power.” With that, he stepped out of 

the room. 

 

“But—” I followed him out the doorway, but by the time I did, the director was nowhere in sight. It was as 

if he had vanished. I was getting tired of F.O.L.D. doing that. 

 

Then, I remembered the speech. I had to get to Jasmine. I dropped the letter and ran, pushing open the doors 

and sprinting to the fields. With a crowd of both Kirby students and Wheeler students, Jasmine could turn 

them against each other easily, pushing the war on for even longer. 
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I had made it outside. I ran along the pathways, finally turning toward the fields and then sprinting across 

grass. I squinted. There were five kids out on the field, standing around a microphone. It was half-time; the 

public speaking had begun. 

 

“No,” I murmured as I finally made it to the edge of field. My legs were burning. I hunched over to catch 

my breath. Everything had gone strangely silent. I wearily looked up at the public speakers. 

 

They were leaving the field. 

 

I looked at the crowd. Wheeler students and Kirby students in the bleachers were pushing each other and 

arguing. The atmosphere was heated. 

 

I had failed. Jasmine had already made her speech. 

The Speech 

 

By Ally 

 

I glanced over at the bleachers. Mars was trying to push his way onto the field, but evidently he had been 

stopped by a teacher. The teachers who were at the game were standing, desperately trying to get the crowd 

to calm down, with no luck. 

 

I turned back to look at the microphone at the center of the field. I couldn’t believe it. Jasmine had made 

her speech, and there was nothing I could do to reverse what had been said. A teacher was going out into 

the field to take down the microphone. I remembered what Director Adams had said. 

 

There are different ways to save the day, he had said. This was my chance. In a moment, several things 

happened. I had my idea, my hearing returned, I listened to the angry crowd, and I ran out to the microphone. 

 

I was able to make it there before the teacher. I stepped back. Public speaking had always been one of my 

greatest fears. I struggled to even speak to my Social Studies class. 

 

This time… I felt different. I stepped up to the mic. 

 

“Wheeler and Kirby high schools,” I said. The rowdy crowd died down for a moment. The teacher on their 

way to get the mic paused in the center of the field, and, to my relief, turned back. “My name is Ally Weber, 

wielder of the Unshreddible Hulk. I’m afraid I was too late to hear the speech that Jasmine Verninski just 

made. Clearly, it has turned the two schools against each other. 

 

“I ran out onto the field because there’s something else you all need to hear.” I took a deep breath. “You 

know, I’m from both Kirby and Wheeler. Neither school has been perfect. Yet there is something between 

both of you that connects you. Each other. 

 



 

87 

“Look at the rivalry. I agree that the schools can compete, but are we going to forget that we have friends 

on the other side? Neither school is good and the other bad. Both schools have both good and bad. You 

have a choice on whether to tear yourselves apart or work to build something more. 

 

“I’m proud of both of these schools. They have given me a home. Teachers at both schools, with all due 

respect—” I looked around at the teachers in the stands, “—you have often not seen me for who I truly am. 

There have been times where I have stood up for myself, and the teachers have been convinced that I am at 

fault. I’m not. I’m just a kid trying to survive high school. 

 

“Kirby and Wheeler, please don’t make the same mistake. See each other for more than the surface, and I 

promise you will find a layer of peace. Some of you may choose to ignore me, and some of you may listen. 

Whichever it be, I love you both. And… that’s all I have to say.” 

 

The crowd broke out into a cheer. I wouldn’t say everyone was cheering, but I had said my message. I had 

calmed the storm that Jasmine had caused. I walked off the field and back up into the stands, ready to watch 

the second half of the game. 

Meeting 2,103 

 

By Tilly 

 

TA: Well done, [AW]. You solved the case. 

 

AW: I mean, not completely. We still don’t know who H is. 

 

TA: It doesn’t matter. H made their move. They tried to take advantage of a time when F.O.L.D. had to be 

quiet. They tried to turn the two schools against each other. 

 

TW (me): They succeeded, to a degree. 

 

TA: Perhaps, but [AW], you went out there and gave a counterargument. You told the schools a message 

that they weren’t expecting to hear, but desperately needed. In that light, you have completed your first 

mission. 

 

[AW nods and walks toward the exit. She stops.] 

 

AW: Hey… you know why I got kicked out of Wheeler, right? 

 

TA: Yes. 

 

AW: You know the truth, right? 

 

TA: Of course. 

 

AW: Good. 
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[AW exits.] 

 

TW: She’s a good Unshreddible Hulk. 

 

TA: I knew she would be. 

 

TW: Sir, this whole H business… do you think that this revolves around the threat that Leonard Broderick 

had told us about? 

 

TA: Of course. It looks like we have had our first encounters with the H in T.H.A.N.O.S. Five more letters 

to go; five more people to find. 

Epilogue 

 

By Ally 

 

Jasmine has remained at Kirby. There was no reason for her to leave the school. All she had done was make 

a speech that divided the schools. While it might not have been good, there was no reason for her to be 

kicked from the school. 

 

However, we do not talk as often as we used to. Jasmine has even apologized for what she did, but she still 

seems to believe it was for the greater good. It’s a shame; she was my best friend at Kirby. 

 

I’ve made other friends, though. Since I made the speech, more people have approached me as friends. It’s 

been a nice change. 

 

Mars is back at his house, now. He apologized for not doing anything to stop Jasmine. Apparently he 

couldn’t get past the teachers. It was actually lucky that I went to the detention room before Jasmine’s 

speech, as I wasn’t trapped in the bleachers. It gave me a chance to make my own speech. I’m getting better 

at speaking in public. 

 

I still have the Hulk. I carry it around in my backpack and watch the schools closely. Maybe I helped a bit 

with the rift, but there are always bullies. So, I am here to help. I might not need to make an inspirational 

speech every day, but if I am here to give strength to those who need it, I will have done my job. 

 

I am Ally Weber, student of both Kirby and Wheeler. 

 

I am the Unshreddible Hulk.  
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PART V: Captain Americrease: The First Fold 

By Superfolder Noah 

 

 Disclaimer: For this story in particular, we, the Special Council of the MOU, have tried to stay as true to 

the official events as possible. However, as must occur with fictional tales of this sort, many liberties have 

been taken, most notably in timeline alterations. So, bear with us in this, and enjoy the story. ~~SuperFolder 

Noah R.~~ 

 

  

*As collected from an old transcript held in the F.O.L.D. file room. Accessed by Agent Andrew Gardner 

for inspiration in his own heroics.* 

 

 True Believers, I now bring you a tale of great adventure, heroics, and excitement, all from the halls of 

Benjamin Kirby High School. Of heroes, villains, and an alarming amount of folded paper. Events occurred 

within these very walls surprising even I, your guide on this written journey. 

 

To tell this story in its whole, we must go back to the earliest of days. Now, the narrator, of course, was a 

student at Benjamin Kirby High. About that time, a war started. A Great War, even greater than the Great 

War prior. 

 

Now, we Americans were staying out of it pretty well. We did a great job of making the problem seem like 

it wasn’t ours, and we did for a that for a very long time. However, there was a brave company, purveyor 

of illustrated stories called comic books; back in those days, it went by the name of Timely Comics. Run 

by my big uncle, Timely decided that the good ole’ USA needed to be involved. And what better way to 

establish their ever-popular stance than by writing a book about it? 

 

And thus, the name ‘Captain America’ was thrown onto magazine racks, and youngsters like me 

immediately latched onto it like glue. The image on that colorful cover of our hero, Cap, slugging the big 

bad guy, Hitler, was an image burned into my brain and I would carry it with me forever. I still do, in fact. 

It was a thing of great beauty to a kid like me. It made me want to enlist in the Army as soon as I was able. 

Which I did. But, it also started giving me some thoughts of my own. 

 

Why weren’t we fighting? Bullies like the Germans, they existed everywhere. They could infiltrate the 

firmest of fortresses and install ideals of indecency even in the minds of the most mighty. I would learn that 

lessen well in the coming days. And bullies like that; they needed to be shown who was boss. 

 

I was about to learn that lessen in way that could only be described as ginormous. 

 

My friends and I all took to Captain America with a feverish passion. Before I get into anymore of the 

unfolding tale, I must introduce you to my pals. There is Nancy Jean, Johnny Richardson, Ray Joyce, and 

Norm Goss. They are the chums that I’ve gathered over the years, and we’ve stuck like glue through thick 

and thin. These four also love the escapades of the Star-Spangled Man, almost as much as me. That bonds 

us all. 
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Returning to the tales of our greatest escapades, our gang loved Captain America but had very little to apply 

that love to. We would doodle our hearts’ out, of course, but we wanted something to show our deep, deep 

passion. 

 

Wouldn’t you know that for a semester, we got a new teacher; his name was Mr. Yang. He was a splendid 

fellow who had come over from Japan to escape from his country’s current malevolence. With him he 

brought a love and fascination with little pieces of folded paper; he called them ‘origami’. 

 

The class was a spectacular success, and within days the halls of Kirby was covered in creases, bombasted 

by water-bombs, and swamped in shawl folds. Cranes, Planes, and even origami automobiles were 

everywhere. Some even folded origami likenesses mimicking the grinning mug of Kirby’s mascot, Sammy 

the Squirrel. 

 

And with this new way of expressing ourselves, me and my gang decided to make folded versions of our 

collective hero, Captain America. I was the first to fold him, and while my creases were never the cleanest, 

soon my hero was staring back at me, ready to face evil in any of its many malicious forms. 

 

At the same time as Captain America, the Super Soldier was in another book, where he was starring 

alongside other heroes of the time; they were Namor the Sub-Mariner, stoic king of the lost city of Atlantis; 

the Human Torch, a synthetic android with the ability to coat himself in a sheath of flame; the Whizzer, a 

super-speedster faster than the speed of sound; and finally, Miss America, stronger than a hundred men. 

They called themselves the “All-Winners,” and more often than not, that was a very accurate name! The 

All-Winners defeated the worst of the baddies, and me and the gang wanted to be just like them. So, Johnny, 

Ray, Norm and Nancy all took on their respective heroes and we became the All-Winners of Kirby High. 

 

The last featuring character of this tale is our friend Gordie. He’d shown up when his father had gotten a 

job in the nearby factory. He didn’t know how long he’d be staying; his family moved around a lot. But, 

we were glad he was here in any case. He was a very kind, sweet boy with skin as dark as dark chocolate. 

Because of his skin color he wasn’t necessarily allowed to be a Kirby student, but he was an honorary one 

by anyone’s count. He never folded an origami character, as there was no one he ‘identified with.’ Oh well, 

he was still a member of our gang. Us six friends most of all hung around after school, read comics and 

created our own story scenario. Not to pat myself on the back, but even then I had a real knack for telling 

stories.  The problem; we didn’t have anything to always win against. 

 

All that changed when, a couple blocks away, a new school started to go up during the fall, and it was 

completed right before the spring semester started. It called itself Wheeler Academy, and I was happy to 

have what I assumed would become a healthy academic rival. Competition is great for you, I always say. 

 

That’s not what Wheeler turned out to be at all, but I’d find this out later. 

 

  

 

“So, what do you think Wheeler will be like?” Nancy asked me one day during spring break. 

“Better be good. I’d like some new friends and a change of pace. No offense to you,” I laughed. 
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“Of course not, you big lug.” She stopped, a thoughtful look on her face. “But what if they’re not like 

anything we’d like?” 

 

“What do you mean?” 

 

“What if these people are people who wouldn’t like us? We’re a pretty welcoming school. For instance, 

we’re all pals with Gordie. Some people wouldn’t like that, would they?” 

 

I scoffed at the idea. Kirby was known for its reputation of being a very charming school, filled with pals 

and chums aplenty. If somebody didn’t like us, they must have a chip on their shoulder the size of Texas. 

 

“I don’t think we’ll have to worry about this, Nancy,” I replied. 

 

“Not everybody is as positive as you, buddy.” 

 

We walked the rest of the way, discussing the newest issue of the All-Winners Squad. 

 

  

 

It was the first day after Spring break. Wheeler was fully built, and it was near enough to Kirby that we 

could see it from the recess yard. Why it was built so close I’ll never know. To begin the festivities, the 

Kirby and Wheeler higher-ups decided to have a day of meeting and greeting the students of the opposite 

schools. I had been looking forward to this; I may not like meeting new people all that much, but this was 

a special occasion. Indeed, it was actually exciting about this exhilarating opportunity. 

 

It started well, with kids from both schools greeting each other, shaking hands and being good chums. Ray 

was telling jokes to Nancy and the other girls, but mostly Nancy. Johnny was sampling some of the light 

munches that were arranged. I thought it was going very well! 

 

It all ended as soon as Gordie walked over. 

 

Like I said, he always came over and talked with us. We thought he was a pretty swell guy. So, he wanted 

to participate in the festivities. He’d even cleaned up a bit. He walked over, greeted Ray, talked with Nancy 

and Norm, and then came over to where me and Johnny, done with the snacks, were talking some older, 

more muscular members of Wheeler. 

 

“Morning fellas,” Gordie said. 

 

I shook his hand. “Good to see you Gordie.” 

 

The leader of the guys, a big, burly jock, looked astounded. “You actually talk with this guy?” 

 

“Yeah, what’s it to you?” I answered. “This is Gordie. He’s a good man.” 



 

92 

 

“That’s my name, what’s yours?” Gordie held out his hand for the Jock to shake. 

 

“How dare you!” the Jock shouted. “You don’t know your place here, boy.” 

 

Gordie moved his hand back to his side. 

 

“So, you actually let him be here?” 

 

“Of course we do!” Johnny piped up. “We like him.” 

 

This was too much. The Jock and his cronies started to chuckle. “You can’t like him! He doesn’t belong 

here! I can’t believe this school is one of those people!” He shoved Gordie to the ground. “You all are 

imbeciles!” 

 

The rest of the kids had turned from their various activities and were now focusing on the occurring ordeal. 

Nancy, Ray and Norm all pushed their way to the front of the crowd to get a closer at the goings-on. Nancy 

bent down and helped Gordie back to his feet. 

 

“Well, you aren’t a nice guy at all,” Gordie mumbled. 

 

“Your opinion doesn’t matter,” the Jock hissed. The rest of the Wheeler students had gathered behind the 

Jock and his cronies. They were all nodding their heads in agreement. I heard several ‘he’s right’ and ‘you 

tell ‘em!’ 

 

“We can’t have this going on with our new neighbors. You’ll regret ever messing with people like him,” 

the Jock threatened. 

 

“We’ll beat you to the ground before that happens,” Ray replied, helpfully. 

 

“I’m sure you will. It’s time to go, boys. We’ve seen enough.” 

 

Wheeler left the field, muttering curses under their breath. 

 

It seemed the All-Winners Squad finally had some villains to fight. 

 

  

 

I stood agape, flabbergasted by the sight: Marvin was gone, and in his place was a note taped to the lockers 

declaring ‘Hi-de-ho, and Kirb-y your enthusiasm! We are the top dogs now. We got your leapin’ lemur and 

we aren’t giving him back. Best regards; Wheeler Academy.’ 

 

“They can’t do this! Marvin’s not even a lemur, he’s a monkey!” Norm shouted. His origami Whizzer 

waggled with indignation. “These jokers aren’t getting away with this,” the yellow puppet said. 
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Ray stamped out of the locker rooms. He was irate. “I’m stomping over there right now to get Marvin back. 

This is an act of war.” 

 

“Now, now, Ray, let’s not be throwing out words like that,” Johnny squeaked. 

 

“Johnny, I think he’s right on target.” I pulled Captain Americrease out of my pocket. His smiling visage 

was enough to inspire bravery, courage and patriotism in even the coldest of hearts. “If it’s a fight Wheeler 

wants, then it’s a fight they’re gonna get. Get Nancy. We’ve got a monkey to save.” 

 

Our plan admittedly wasn’t much of a plan: We decided that we would go up to Wheeler and demand 

Marvin be returned. We didn’t want to resort to an ol’ bout of punch-em-up, but we were determined to 

complete our task at any cost. It’s what Captain America would have done, I decided. 

 

As soon as the doors opened at the end of the day, me and the gang marched our way over to Wheeler’s 

front lawn. Gordie had followed us but wouldn’t actually walk onto Wheeler property. 

 

“You don’t have to do this,” he told us. We all turned to look at him. 

 

“Why not? They have our monkey,” Ray replied. He was itching for a fight, too. His fists were clenched 

pretty tightly. 

 

“But violence breeds more violence,” he responded. Gordie was pretty wise beyond his years, I’d figured 

out. 

 

“We’re not planning to start a fight,” Nancy responded, looking at Ray when she said this. Ray relaxed his 

fists. “We’re just hoping to have a peaceful conversation and get our mascot back.” Because of her way 

with words, Nancy was elected to be our negotiator; she was at the same time the easiest to talk to and the 

scariest out of all of us. We were hoping to use this to our advantage. 

 

“And if that doesn’t work?” 

 

Norm rolled his eyes. “Of course it’s not gonna work. You saw how they treated us, and him. Wheeler is 

the enemy now.” 

 

“It’s okay, Gordie. We can take care of this lickety-split,” I reassured. 

 

Gordie sat down on the sidewalk, annoyed. “You don’t have to avenge me,” he mumbled. 

 

Huh. Avenge. I liked the sound of that. 

 

As we walked into the school, a teacher, still packing up for the day, stepped out of her classroom to greet 

us. “Hello? Are you kids students here?” she asked. 
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“No, ma’am,” Nancy replied. “We’re here to get back our stolen mascot.” 

 

“A mascot? Oh, dear, that sounds serious. I hope you don’t hold this against us…this is just a friendly 

school prank, of course!” She leaned down and whispered good-naturedly, “Some of these kids are real 

troublemakers!” She giggled. “Well, good luck!” 

 

I had to admit, that was a first class subterfuge if I ever saw one. But I recognized that teacher; she had been 

one of the chaperones to the welcome group. If she let those thugs push us around like that, I doubt she’d 

do anything about a debacle like this. 

 

Sure enough, our presence was alerted to the jocks of the school, and as we wandered the halls, trying to 

figure out where a giant monkey suit would be kept, a low, booming voice echoed down to us. 

 

“You lost, nerds?” 

 

Johnny gasped. I’d never heard that caliber of insult before. Standing before us was the same bully who’d 

shoved our agitated ally days before. 

“We are exactly where we’re supposed to be, kid,” Nancy sneered. Miss America was already held proudly 

on her finger. 

 

“Nice paper doll. Looks almost as pretty as you.” He swaggered closer, swelling up his already sizable 

muscles to either impress or intimidate us. He smirked at Nancy. “What say you and I ditch these posers 

and go out for milkshakes this afternoon?” 

 

I noticed Ray clench his fists. 

 

“I don’t date pond scum, sorry.” She smacked the Jock across the face. Johnny gasped again. Negotiation 

was obviously off the table. 

 

“Give us back our monkey,” Johnny blurted. 

 

“Oh, you want your bumbling baboon returned? Fat chance, tiny.” He picked the kid up by the collar. “You 

can’t do anything about it. You know why?” 

 

“Why?” the victim squeaked. 

 

“Kirby High is a disgrace. You’re all best pals with a kid who doesn’t belong there and should never belong 

there. You’ve got girls like that one thinking they know better. We can’t take that. It’s ‘cause of people like 

that that this war got started. If they were gone we’d not be in this mess in the first place. Maybe the bad 

guys have the right idea.” 

 

The Sub-Mariner fell out of Johnny’s pocket and plunked to the ground. The Jock noticed and busted out 

laughing. “You’ve got the paper dolls too? That’s rich. Besides, the girl’s is much better.” 
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In support, Me, Norm and Ray all produced our puppets from our pockets; Norm held the Whizzer, Ray 

the Human Torch, and I Captain Americrease, and all of us were looking for a fight. 

 

“Leave him alone,” I growled. 

“Can we punch him yet?” Ray whispered to me. 

 

“It’s four and half against one,” Norm added. 

 

“Have at it,” I replied. I turned to the Jock. “You can’t beat us. We stand for truth, justice, and the American 

way!” 

 

The Jock cackled again. 

 

The two boys lunged at the Jock, causing him to drop Johnny. The small boy curled up into a ball and hid 

in a corner and Nancy ran to tend to his broken ego. The Jock knew how to fight; he must have been on the 

wrestling team. He threw a nasty right hook and knocked Norm to the floor. I jumped into the fight to take 

Norm’s place and immediately took a punch to the forehead. My teeth rattled and stars popped around my 

vision. I was down. 

I couldn’t see it, was told later that Ray held his own quite well. The boy was tall and lanky, but he could 

control all his movements. He got a few good punches in before the Jock charged and tackled him to the 

hard floor. 

 

“I told you nerds,” he gloated, “Wheeler is the superior school now. Kirby should either shape up, get rid 

of the weak links and become an ally, or keep at what you’re doing and stay our enemy. It’s your choice.” 

He leaned down to look me directly in the face. “And kid, that quote you used; that’s Superman. Nobody 

at Timely Comics ever used that phrase.” 

 

  

 

We walked out of Wheeler, dejected. We had been beaten by that dastardly dolt, and we didn’t even have 

the mascot to prove make up our losses. Norm had a pretty sizable shiner. Johnny’s Sub-Mariner was a bit 

crumpled. I had a splitting headache. 

 

Gordie was still sitting outside and noted our mournful mugs. 

 

“I told you it wouldn’t work,” he chastised. 

 

“Yeah, yeah, the ‘I told you so’ bit isn’t appreciated at the moment,” Ray snapped. 

 

“We can’t let this get us down, guys!” I wasn’t at all ready to give up. And I’m formulated a new plan. 

 

“The Wheeler thugs obviously got the mascot suit somehow, and it wasn’t by going through the front door. 

If we want our Marvin back, we’re gonna have to use the same tactics.” 
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Gordie groaned. “Don’t tell me you’re gonna try and get it back again!” 

 

The rest of the crew was in. We were back in business. 

 

The next day, we waited until we were sure everybody at Wheeler had gone home. That was when we 

walked into the school to start our rescue mission. 

We split with Nancy and Ray, and I led Norm and Johnny into the Wheeler locker rooms. It was very 

similar to our own locker rooms. I don’t know why I would be expecting anything different; locker rooms 

are pretty universal in design. 

 

“If anybody sees anything monkey-like in form, tell me,” I ordered. 

 

“Yes, sir,” both boys replied. 

 

We opened every locker in the place. We rifled through bags, looked in showers, checked under sinks, until 

there was only one locker left. We knew our pal Marvin had to be in there. 

 

“Would you like to have the honor, Norman?” I asked. 

 

“Of course.” 

 

Norm yanked the door open, but instead of a monkey, we were met with the enormous pearly-whites of a 

giant, grinning rodent. I gasped. Maybe it wasn’t Marvin, but it was one better. This was the Wheeler 

mascot, Sammy the Squirrel. 

 

“Oh my word…” Johnny said, breathlessly. 

 

“Do unto others, right boys?” I grinned and began pulling it out of the locker. “Come on, guys. Let’s get 

this thing out of here.” 

 

As we rustled around, Johnny squeaked. We heard footsteps coming. I realized in a split second that we’d 

forgotten something; we hadn’t accounted for sports practice after school. 

We couldn’t be found here, so against better judgement we all piled into the open locker, one after another. 

The door closed none too soon. 

 

“Nice scrimmage, team. Our first game against the enemy isn’t going to be a fair game at all.” It was the 

voice of The Jock. 

 

“Oh, yeah, we’re way better,” a dumb voice replied. 

 

“Head for the showers, and meet back here tomorrow morning,” The Jock ordered. 

 

They obviously listened as a few minutes later I heard the hiss of a shower turning on. 
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“What are we going to do?” Johnny whimpered. 

 

“We’re stuck here,” Norm whined. 

 

“Maybe not,” I said thoughtfully. I looked at the face of the Wheeler squirrel and a plan formulated. 

 

Moments later, the three of us boys were piled into the buck-toothed buddy, shambling through the halls of 

Wheeler. I was on the bottom, working the legs, Norm was sitting on my shoulders, controlling the arms, 

and Johnny, being the smallest, fit right into the head. Nobody questioned the squirrel wandering the school. 

Some even gave us a high-five. Sure, it must have looked a bit bumpy from the outside, but we were hoping 

nobody would notice. 

 

We were home free, I knew it; until two bodies slammed into us, knocking us all to the ground. 

 

It was Nancy and Ray, out of breath. 

 

“Oh, sorry, uh, squirrel person,” Nancy apologized. 

 

“Nancy, it’s us!” Norm whispered loudly from inside the squirrel’s stomach. 

 

“What are you guys doing in there?” Ray questioned, flabbergasted. 

 

“We’re stealing the Wheeler mascot.” 

 

It was a difficult effort, but we were able to stand up again. We were ready to go back to Kirby. 

 

“Why were you guys running?” Johnny asked. 

 

“Oh, yeah, some of the cheerleaders saw Nancy in the locker room,” Ray started. “So…we have to go. 

Now.” 

 

I rolled my eyes, and we exited Wheeler and started making our way back to Kirby. I heard Gordie, who 

had once again been waiting for us, stand up and start following us. 

 

“What the heck are you doing with that, Nancy?” he asked. 

 

“The rest of the squad is in here. We’re stealing up. 

 

I heard him groan. 

 

Suddenly, something smacked the squirrel’s head, knocking it loose. The head, with Johnny in it, toppled 

to the ground. Johnny moaned. 

 

“Someone threw a football at you,” Ray informed. 
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“HEY! KIRBYS!” I heard a voice shout. And once again, it was the voice of our old friend, the Jock. 

 

Me and Norm knew it was useless to pretend not to hear him, so we climbed out of the squirrel’s body. 

 

“What do you think you’re doing?” the Jock shouted. He was very quickly approaching us. 

 

I turned to Johnny and Nancy. I handed them the rest of the costume. “Get this back to Kirby’s lockers,” I 

ordered. 

 

“But-” Johnny started to protest. 

 

“Stop it, Johnny. Man up. Go.” 

The two ran out, the squirrel’s tail trailing behind in the wind. It was quite a comical sight, to be honest 

with you. 

 

Me, Norm and Ray turned to face the Jock. We all produced our puppets. Gordie groaned and tried to act 

as inconspicuous as possible. 

 

“Give us the suit back, nerds,” the Jock ordered as he came to see us face-to-face. He seemed amused, 

actually, that we had at least succeeded this far into the heist. He still had a murderous look in his eyes, 

however. 

 

“Captain America doesn’t stand for bullies like you, so we don’t either,” I responded. I scared of whatever 

was going to happen next, but I also felt incredibly brave. I had never stood up to someone so big over 

something so big. 

 

Gordie looked at me admirably, and decided to stand next to us as well. This was too much for the Jock to 

handle. No matter how brave I felt it didn’t change the fact that I was at least a hundred pounds lighter and 

several notches weaker than the Jock. He socked me in the face and I crumpled like a house of cards. 

 

Ray jumped into the fight, once again getting several good punches in. Norm, finally making his favorite 

hero proud, zipped in and out of the Jock’s reach, but just like last time, they were both eventually defeated. 

 

The Jock turned to follow Johnny and Nancy, when he was stopped by none other than Gordie. 

 

“What are you gonna do, you freak?” The Jock sneered. “You don’t belong anywhere. Might as well just 

go on home.” 

 

Gordie glared. “I’m fine with you messing with me. I’ve been messed with my whole life and I’ve never 

given it that much thought. But, when you mess my friends, who were some of the only people to ever stand 

up for me, that’s when I’m not fine. This is for them.” 
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Gordie gave the Jock a wicked uppercut across the chin. The boy must’ve been stronger than he looked. 

The Jock staggered backwards, wobbled for a moment, and then fell to the ground, moaning. 

 

“Come on, guys,” Gordie implored us. My face hurt like the dickens but I got up, Ray and Norm following, 

and we all booked it right on back to Kirby. 

 

I was ecstatic. We had the mascot of our enemies, we had beaten the biggest bully I’d ever met, and I’d 

made Captain America proud. 

 

  

 

The next day, Gordie told us he was leaving. 

 

“What?!?!” we all asked. The news hit us like a gut punch. The news came right after our amazing victory, 

no less! 

 

“My dad got a job at a big factory up in New York City,” he explained. “It’s not much, but it pays better 

than what he has here. We have to take all we can get. We’re leaving first thing tomorrow.” That made total 

sense, but the news was no harder to swallow. 

 

“I just wanna thank you guys for being friends. I don’t have many of those here.” 

 

“Of course,” Nancy replied. She gave him a hug, and tried to hide the fact that she was starting to cry. 

 

“It won’t be the same without you,” Norm reassured. He gave Gordie a big pat on the back. 

 

“I’ll miss you,” Johnny squeaked. 

 

Ray gave him a handshake and turned aside. He was also trying to hide his watery eyes, especially from 

Nancy. 

 

Gordie turned to me. “Good luck at graduation tomorrow,” he said. “Are you enlisting soon after?” 

 

“Hopefully the next day,” I chuckled. 

 

“Well, the Army will be lucky to have you. You’re a great leader.” 

 

“I appreciate that a lot, buddy.” 

 

We shook hands. 

 

I never saw him again. 
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The next night, the graduation hall was open, and I and my fellow graduates stood awaiting our call. I was 

the only 16 year old graduating; there was a couple 17 year olds, but most were the normal 18. I was nervous 

and felt out of my league. But, I could feel Captain Americrease in my pocket under my robe, and 

remembering the support of my friends awaiting us, I knew I could do it. 

 

I and my fellow graduates made our long trek down the ceremony’s hall, as the principal made his speech 

to the class. All about how great of a class we had been. I once again felt left off out of the group, as he was 

mostly addressing my superiors, the 18 year olds. Oh well. 

 

We sat on the stage. The principal began to call names. I looked out into the crowd and found my chums 

waving to me, each with their respective origami characters just barely sticking out of their pockets. 

 

My name was called, I went up to the man in charge and shook his hand. I held my diploma up high as I 

bounded off the stage. 

 

  

 

“You’ve done it, old pal,” Ray laughed as he shook my hand. 

 

“It ain’t fair. My mom won’t let me leave early,” Norm complained. “Ah well. Hopefully the war’ll be there 

for me when I leave!” 

 

“Don’t wish that, Normy,” I replied. “This war has been terrible enough already.” 

 

“You’ll be joining up immediately?” Johnny asked. 

 

“‘Fraid so. Gonna do my duty for Uncle Sam.” 

 

I turned to leave before I was tackled in a massive hug from Nancy. Of all the gang, I’d miss her the most. 

Nancy had been my best friend. 

 

“I’ll miss you, you big lug,” she said as she ended the embrace. 

 

“Of course you will,” I grinned. 

 

I was going to be enlisted any day now, off to who knows where. I pulled Captain Americrease out of my 

pocket and looked at it. There wouldn’t be much time for superheroics in the army. I had an idea. I handed 

the puppet to Nancy. 

 

“Carry on the battle, friend. Wheeler isn’t going to be defeated that easily. They’ll be back.” 

 

“But…why me?” 
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“You’re the only one who can whip these dummies into shape,” I joked, pointing at the other three boys. “I 

need you to start something that could defend the school from Wheeler. Start the war. And…” 

 

I glanced at my puppet one last time. “I need you to find someone who could wield Captain Americrease. 

He’ll be needed.” 

 

“But…what do we do?” Johnny asked. 

 

“She’ll need help. You’ll be the first line of defense, boys. And when you get too old for the job, pass your 

titles down. Keep them going. Think you can handle that?” 

 

Ray nodded, Norm whooped, and Johnny shrugged. Nancy stepped back to the next to the rest of the boys, 

put Captain Americrease in her pocket next to Miss America, and started to cry. She laid her head on Ray’s 

shoulder. Ray grinned. 

 

“Stanley, it’s time to go!” 

 

I turned and saw my parents standing by the door. I shared one last hug with the group and started out the 

door. 

 

“Are you ready, Stan?” my dad asked. 

 

“Excelsior,” I replied. 

 

-From the journals of Stan Lee 

 

image1 

 

Epilogue 

By Tilly Waterson 

 

  

 

Andy Gardner looked up from the very end of the story and gasped. 

 

“Oh my gosh…you mean that…Stan Lee…” 

 

“He went to this school, yeah! Isn’t that amazing!” 

 

Andy suddenly looked quite serious. “But, why me? Wouldn’t anybody else do a better job than me?” 

 

I smiled. “Andy, you’re one of the kindest, most caring members of F.O.L.D. Your leadership skills are 

growing every day. You’re likable, and quite good-looking too.” Admittedly, I blushed a bit after that last 

part. “You’re perfect for the puppet, and the role that comes with it.” 
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“But…this legacy…I’ll be the first one to have him since the 40’s! I’m not sure I can lead the OrigAvengers-

” 

 

“You can handle this, Andy. Come on.” 

 

I handed him the shoebox. Inside was the original Captain Americrease puppet. It had held up surprisingly 

well, especially when considering the fact that it was seventy-seven years old. Nancy had never found 

somebody that could match Stan, but we had. Andy relented and carefully examined the puppet. 

 

“If I do this, could I change one thing?” 

 

“Of course. Make the role your own.” 

 

Andy breathed. “Okay, I’ll take the role. But the name Americrease won’t really fit me. My name will be 

Captain Americut.” 

 

“Seriously?” 

 

Andy grinned, sheepishly. “Be quiet, I’m not that great with puns.”  
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Part V: Captain Americrease: The First Fold 

By SuperFolder Noah 

  

Disclaimer: For this story in particular, we, the Special Council of the MOU, have tried to stay as true to 

the official events as possible. However, as must occur with fictional tales of this sort, many liberties have 

been taken, most notably in timeline alterations. So, bear with us in this, and enjoy the story. ~~SuperFolder 

Noah R.~~ 

  

*As collected from an old transcript held in the F.O.L.D. file room. Accessed by Agent Andrew Gardner 

for inspiration in his own heroics.* 

  

True Believers, I now bring you a tale of great adventure, heroics, and excitement, all from the halls of 

Benjamin Kirby High School. Of heroes, villains, and an alarming amount of folded paper. Events occurred 

within these very walls surprising even I, your guide on this written journey. 

To tell this story in its whole, we must go back to the earliest of days. Now, the narrator, of course, was a 

student at Benjamin Kirby High. About that time, a war started. A Great War, even greater than the Great 

War prior. 

Now, we Americans were staying out of it pretty well. We did a great job of making the problem seem like 

it wasn’t ours, and we did for a that for a very long time. However, there was a brave company, purveyor 

of illustrated stories called comic books; back in those days, it went by the name of Timely Comics. Run 

by my big uncle, Timely decided that the good ole’ USA needed to be involved. And what better way to 

establish their ever-popular stance than by writing a book about it? 

And thus, the name ‘Captain America’ was thrown onto magazine racks, and youngsters like me 

immediately latched onto it like glue. The image on that colorful cover of our hero, Cap, slugging the big 

bad guy, Hitler, was an image burned into my brain and I would carry it with me forever. I still do, in fact. 

It was a thing of great beauty to a kid like me. It made me want to enlist in the Army as soon as I was able. 

Which I did. But, it also started giving me some thoughts of my own. 

Why weren’t we fighting? Bullies like the Germans, they existed everywhere. They could infiltrate the 

firmest of fortresses and install ideals of indecency even in the minds of the most mighty. I would learn that 

lessen well in the coming days. And bullies like that; they needed to be shown who was boss. 

I was about to learn that lessen in way that could only be described as ginormous. 

My friends and I all took to Captain America with a feverish passion. Before I get into anymore of the 

unfolding tale, I must introduce you to my pals. There is Nancy Jean, Johnny Richardson, Ray Joyce, and 

Norm Goss. They are the chums that I’ve gathered over the years, and we’ve stuck like glue through thick 

and thin. These four also love the escapades of the Star-Spangled Man, almost as much as me. That bonds 

us all. 

Returning to the tales of our greatest escapades, our gang loved Captain America but had very little to apply 

that love to. We would doodle our hearts’ out, of course, but we wanted something to show our deep, deep 

passion. 

Wouldn’t you know that for a semester, we got a new teacher; his name was Mr. Yang. He was a splendid 

fellow who had come over from Japan to escape from his country’s current malevolence. With him he 

brought a love and fascination with little pieces of folded paper; he called them ‘origami’. 

The class was a spectacular success, and within days the halls of Kirby was covered in creases, bombasted 

by water-bombs, and swamped in shawl folds. Cranes, Planes, and even origami automobiles were 
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everywhere. Some even folded origami likenesses mimicking the grinning mug of Kirby’s mascot, Sammy 

the Squirrel. 

And with this new way of expressing ourselves, me and my gang decided to make folded versions of our 

collective hero, Captain America. I was the first to fold him, and while my creases were never the cleanest, 

soon my hero was staring back at me, ready to face evil in any of its many malicious forms. 

At the same time as Captain America, the Super Soldier was in another book, where he was starring 

alongside other heroes of the time; they were Namor the Sub-Mariner, stoic king of the lost city of Atlantis; 

the Human Torch, a synthetic android with the ability to coat himself in a sheath of flame; the Whizzer, a 

super-speedster faster than the speed of sound; and finally, Miss America, stronger than a hundred men. 

They called themselves the “All-Winners,” and more often than not, that was a very accurate name! The 

All-Winners defeated the worst of the baddies, and me and the gang wanted to be just like them. So, Johnny, 

Ray, Norm and Nancy all took on their respective heroes and we became the All-Winners of Kirby High. 

The last featuring character of this tale is our friend Gordie. He’d shown up when his father had gotten a 

job in the nearby factory. He didn’t know how long he’d be staying; his family moved around a lot. But, 

we were glad he was here in any case. He was a very kind, sweet boy with skin as dark as dark chocolate. 

Because of his skin color he wasn’t necessarily allowed to be a Kirby student, but he was an honorary one 

by anyone’s count. He never folded an origami character, as there was no one he ‘identified with.’ Oh well, 

he was still a member of our gang. Us six friends most of all hung around after school, read comics and 

created our own story scenario. Not to pat myself on the back, but even then I had a real knack for telling 

stories.  The problem; we didn’t have anything to always win against. 

All that changed when, a couple blocks away, a new school started to go up during the fall, and it was 

completed right before the spring semester started. It called itself Wheeler Academy, and I was happy to 

have what I assumed would become a healthy academic rival. Competition is great for you, I always say. 

That’s not what Wheeler turned out to be at all, but I’d find this out later. 

  

“So, what do you think Wheeler will be like?” Nancy asked me one day during spring break. 

“Better be good. I’d like some new friends and a change of pace. No offense to you,” I laughed. 

“Of course not, you big lug.” She stopped, a thoughtful look on her face. “But what if they’re not like 

anything we’d like?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“What if these people are people who wouldn’t like us? We’re a pretty welcoming school. For instance, 

we’re all pals with Gordie. Some people wouldn’t like that, would they?” 

I scoffed at the idea. Kirby was known for its reputation of being a very charming school, filled with pals 

and chums aplenty. If somebody didn’t like us, they must have a chip on their shoulder the size of Texas. 

“I don’t think we’ll have to worry about this, Nancy,” I replied. 

“Not everybody is as positive as you, buddy.” 

We walked the rest of the way, discussing the newest issue of the All-Winners Squad. 

  

It was the first day after Spring break. Wheeler was fully built, and it was near enough to Kirby that we 

could see it from the recess yard. Why it was built so close I’ll never know. To begin the festivities, the 

Kirby and Wheeler higher-ups decided to have a day of meeting and greeting the students of the opposite 

schools. I had been looking forward to this; I may not like meeting new people all that much, but this was 

a special occasion. Indeed, it was actually exciting about this exhilarating opportunity. 
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It started well, with kids from both schools greeting each other, shaking hands and being good chums. Ray 

was telling jokes to Nancy and the other girls, but mostly Nancy. Johnny was sampling some of the light 

munches that were arranged. I thought it was going very well! 

It all ended as soon as Gordie walked over. 

Like I said, he always came over and talked with us. We thought he was a pretty swell guy. So, he wanted 

to participate in the festivities. He’d even cleaned up a bit. He walked over, greeted Ray, talked with Nancy 

and Norm, and then came over to where me and Johnny, done with the snacks, were talking some older, 

more muscular members of Wheeler. 

“Morning fellas,” Gordie said. 

I shook his hand. “Good to see you Gordie.” 

The leader of the guys, a big, burly jock, looked astounded. “You actually talk with this guy?” 

“Yeah, what’s it to you?” I answered. “This is Gordie. He’s a good man.” 

“That’s my name, what’s yours?” Gordie held out his hand for the Jock to shake. 

“How dare you!” the Jock shouted. “You don’t know your place here, boy.” 

Gordie moved his hand back to his side. 

“So, you actually let him be here?” 

“Of course we do!” Johnny piped up. “We like him.” 

This was too much. The Jock and his cronies started to chuckle. “You can’t like him! He doesn’t belong 

here! I can’t believe this school is one of those people!” He shoved Gordie to the ground. “You all are 

imbeciles!” 

The rest of the kids had turned from their various activities and were now focusing on the occurring ordeal. 

Nancy, Ray and Norm all pushed their way to the front of the crowd to get a closer at the goings-on. Nancy 

bent down and helped Gordie back to his feet. 

“Well, you aren’t a nice guy at all,” Gordie mumbled. 

“Your opinion doesn’t matter,” the Jock hissed. The rest of the Wheeler students had gathered behind the 

Jock and his cronies. They were all nodding their heads in agreement. I heard several ‘he’s right’ and ‘you 

tell ‘em!’ 

“We can’t have this going on with our new neighbors. You’ll regret ever messing with people like him,” 

the Jock threatened. 

“We’ll beat you to the ground before that happens,” Ray replied, helpfully. 

“I’m sure you will. It’s time to go, boys. We’ve seen enough.” 

Wheeler left the field, muttering curses under their breath. 

It seemed the All-Winners Squad finally had some villains to fight. 

  

I stood agape, flabbergasted by the sight: Marvin was gone, and in his place was a note taped to the lockers 

declaring ‘Hi-de-ho, and Kirb-y your enthusiasm! We are the top dogs now. We got your leapin’ lemur and 

we aren’t giving him back. Best regards; Wheeler Academy.’ 

“They can’t do this! Marvin’s not even a lemur, he’s a monkey!” Norm shouted. His origami Whizzer 

waggled with indignation. “These jokers aren’t getting away with this,” the yellow puppet said. 

Ray stamped out of the locker rooms. He was irate. “I’m stomping over there right now to get Marvin back. 

This is an act of war.” 

“Now, now, Ray, let’s not be throwing out words like that,” Johnny squeaked. 
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“Johnny, I think he’s right on target.” I pulled Captain Americrease out of my pocket. His smiling visage 

was enough to inspire bravery, courage and patriotism in even the coldest of hearts. “If it’s a fight Wheeler 

wants, then it’s a fight they’re gonna get. Get Nancy. We’ve got a monkey to save.” 

Our plan admittedly wasn’t much of a plan: We decided that we would go up to Wheeler and demand 

Marvin be returned. We didn’t want to resort to an ol’ bout of punch-em-up, but we were determined to 

complete our task at any cost. It’s what Captain America would have done, I decided. 

As soon as the doors opened at the end of the day, me and the gang marched our way over to Wheeler’s 

front lawn. Gordie had followed us but wouldn’t actually walk onto Wheeler property. 

“You don’t have to do this,” he told us. We all turned to look at him. 

“Why not? They have our monkey,” Ray replied. He was itching for a fight, too. His fists were clenched 

pretty tightly. 

“But violence breeds more violence,” he responded. Gordie was pretty wise beyond his years, I’d figured 

out. 

“We’re not planning to start a fight,” Nancy responded, looking at Ray when she said this. Ray relaxed his 

fists. “We’re just hoping to have a peaceful conversation and get our mascot back.” Because of her way 

with words, Nancy was elected to be our negotiator; she was at the same time the easiest to talk to and the 

scariest out of all of us. We were hoping to use this to our advantage. 

“And if that doesn’t work?” 

Norm rolled his eyes. “Of course it’s not gonna work. You saw how they treated us, and him. Wheeler is 

the enemy now.” 

“It’s okay, Gordie. We can take care of this lickety-split,” I reassured. 

Gordie sat down on the sidewalk, annoyed. “You don’t have to avenge me,” he mumbled. 

Huh. Avenge. I liked the sound of that. 

As we walked into the school, a teacher, still packing up for the day, stepped out of her classroom to greet 

us. “Hello? Are you kids students here?” she asked. 

“No, ma’am,” Nancy replied. “We’re here to get back our stolen mascot.” 

“A mascot? Oh, dear, that sounds serious. I hope you don’t hold this against us…this is just a friendly 

school prank, of course!” She leaned down and whispered good-naturedly, “Some of these kids are real 

troublemakers!” She giggled. “Well, good luck!” 

I had to admit, that was a first class subterfuge if I ever saw one. But I recognized that teacher; she had been 

one of the chaperones to the welcome group. If she let those thugs push us around like that, I doubt she’d 

do anything about a debacle like this. 

Sure enough, our presence was alerted to the jocks of the school, and as we wandered the halls, trying to 

figure out where a giant monkey suit would be kept, a low, booming voice echoed down to us. 

“You lost, nerds?” 

Johnny gasped. I’d never heard that caliber of insult before. Standing before us was the same bully who’d 

shoved our agitated ally days before. 

“We are exactly where we’re supposed to be, kid,” Nancy sneered. Miss America was already held proudly 

on her finger. 

“Nice paper doll. Looks almost as pretty as you.” He swaggered closer, swelling up his already sizable 

muscles to either impress or intimidate us. He smirked at Nancy. “What say you and I ditch these posers 

and go out for milkshakes this afternoon?” 

I noticed Ray clench his fists. 



 

107 

“I don’t date pond scum, sorry.” She smacked the Jock across the face. Johnny gasped again. Negotiation 

was obviously off the table. 

“Give us back our monkey,” Johnny blurted. 

“Oh, you want your bumbling baboon returned? Fat chance, tiny.” He picked the kid up by the collar. “You 

can’t do anything about it. You know why?” 

“Why?” the victim squeaked. 

“Kirby High is a disgrace. You’re all best pals with a kid who doesn’t belong there and should never belong 

there. You’ve got girls like that one thinking they know better. We can’t take that. It’s ‘cause of people like 

that that this war got started. If they were gone we’d not be in this mess in the first place. Maybe the bad 

guys have the right idea.” 

The Sub-Mariner fell out of Johnny’s pocket and plunked to the ground. The Jock noticed and busted out 

laughing. “You’ve got the paper dolls too? That’s rich. Besides, the girl’s is much better.” 

In support, Me, Norm and Ray all produced our puppets from our pockets; Norm held the Whizzer, Ray 

the Human Torch, and I Captain Americrease, and all of us were looking for a fight. 

“Leave him alone,” I growled. 

“Can we punch him yet?” Ray whispered to me. 

“It’s four and half against one,” Norm added. 

“Have at it,” I replied. I turned to the Jock. “You can’t beat us. We stand for truth, justice, and the American 

way!” 

The Jock cackled again. 

The two boys lunged at the Jock, causing him to drop Johnny. The small boy curled up into a ball and hid 

in a corner and Nancy ran to tend to his broken ego. The Jock knew how to fight; he must have been on the 

wrestling team. He threw a nasty right hook and knocked Norm to the floor. I jumped into the fight to take 

Norm’s place and immediately took a punch to the forehead. My teeth rattled and stars popped around my 

vision. I was down. 

I couldn’t see it, was told later that Ray held his own quite well. The boy was tall and lanky, but he could 

control all his movements. He got a few good punches in before the Jock charged and tackled him to the 

hard floor. 

“I told you nerds,” he gloated, “Wheeler is the superior school now. Kirby should either shape up, get rid 

of the weak links and become an ally, or keep at what you’re doing and stay our enemy. It’s your choice.” 

He leaned down to look me directly in the face. “And kid, that quote you used; that’s Superman. Nobody 

at Timely Comics ever used that phrase.” 

  

We walked out of Wheeler, dejected. We had been beaten by that dastardly dolt, and we didn’t even have 

the mascot to prove make up our losses. Norm had a pretty sizable shiner. Johnny’s Sub-Mariner was a bit 

crumpled. I had a splitting headache. 

Gordie was still sitting outside and noted our mournful mugs. 

“I told you it wouldn’t work,” he chastised. 

“Yeah, yeah, the ‘I told you so’ bit isn’t appreciated at the moment,” Ray snapped. 

“We can’t let this get us down, guys!” I wasn’t at all ready to give up. And I’m formulated a new plan. 

“The Wheeler thugs obviously got the mascot suit somehow, and it wasn’t by going through the front door. 

If we want our Marvin back, we’re gonna have to use the same tactics.” 

Gordie groaned. “Don’t tell me you’re gonna try and get it back again!” 

The rest of the crew was in. We were back in business. 
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The next day, we waited until we were sure everybody at Wheeler had gone home. That was when we 

walked into the school to start our rescue mission. 

We split with Nancy and Ray, and I led Norm and Johnny into the Wheeler locker rooms. It was very 

similar to our own locker rooms. I don’t know why I would be expecting anything different; locker rooms 

are pretty universal in design. 

“If anybody sees anything monkey-like in form, tell me,” I ordered. 

“Yes, sir,” both boys replied. 

We opened every locker in the place. We rifled through bags, looked in showers, checked under sinks, until 

there was only one locker left. We knew our pal Marvin had to be in there. 

“Would you like to have the honor, Norman?” I asked. 

“Of course.” 

Norm yanked the door open, but instead of a monkey, we were met with the enormous pearly-whites of a 

giant, grinning rodent. I gasped. Maybe it wasn’t Marvin, but it was one better. This was the Wheeler 

mascot, Sammy the Squirrel. 

“Oh my word…” Johnny said, breathlessly. 

“Do unto others, right boys?” I grinned and began pulling it out of the locker. “Come on, guys. Let’s get 

this thing out of here.” 

As we rustled around, Johnny squeaked. We heard footsteps coming. I realized in a split second that we’d 

forgotten something; we hadn’t accounted for sports practice after school. 

We couldn’t be found here, so against better judgement we all piled into the open locker, one after another. 

The door closed none too soon. 

“Nice scrimmage, team. Our first game against the enemy isn’t going to be a fair game at all.” It was the 

voice of The Jock. 

“Oh, yeah, we’re way better,” a dumb voice replied. 

“Head for the showers, and meet back here tomorrow morning,” The Jock ordered. 

They obviously listened as a few minutes later I heard the hiss of a shower turning on. 

“What are we going to do?” Johnny whimpered. 

“We’re stuck here,” Norm whined. 

“Maybe not,” I said thoughtfully. I looked at the face of the Wheeler squirrel and a plan formulated. 

Moments later, the three of us boys were piled into the buck-toothed buddy, shambling through the halls of 

Wheeler. I was on the bottom, working the legs, Norm was sitting on my shoulders, controlling the arms, 

and Johnny, being the smallest, fit right into the head. Nobody questioned the squirrel wandering the school. 

Some even gave us a high-five. Sure, it must have looked a bit bumpy from the outside, but we were hoping 

nobody would notice. 

We were home free, I knew it; until two bodies slammed into us, knocking us all to the ground. 

It was Nancy and Ray, out of breath. 

“Oh, sorry, uh, squirrel person,” Nancy apologized. 

“Nancy, it’s us!” Norm whispered loudly from inside the squirrel’s stomach. 

“What are you guys doing in there?” Ray questioned, flabbergasted. 

“We’re stealing the Wheeler mascot.” 

It was a difficult effort, but we were able to stand up again. We were ready to go back to Kirby. 

“Why were you guys running?” Johnny asked. 

“Oh, yeah, some of the cheerleaders saw Nancy in the locker room,” Ray started. “So…we have to go. 

Now.” 
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I rolled my eyes, and we exited Wheeler and started making our way back to Kirby. I heard Gordie, who 

had once again been waiting for us, stand up and start following us. 

“What the heck are you doing with that, Nancy?” he asked. 

“The rest of the squad is in here. We’re stealing up. 

I heard him groan. 

Suddenly, something smacked the squirrel’s head, knocking it loose. The head, with Johnny in it, toppled 

to the ground. Johnny moaned. 

“Someone threw a football at you,” Ray informed. 

“HEY! KIRBYS!” I heard a voice shout. And once again, it was the voice of our old friend, the Jock. 

Me and Norm knew it was useless to pretend not to hear him, so we climbed out of the squirrel’s body. 

“What do you think you’re doing?” the Jock shouted. He was very quickly approaching us. 

I turned to Johnny and Nancy. I handed them the rest of the costume. “Get this back to Kirby’s lockers,” I 

ordered. 

“But-” Johnny started to protest. 

“Stop it, Johnny. Man up. Go.” 

The two ran out, the squirrel’s tail trailing behind in the wind. It was quite a comical sight, to be honest 

with you. 

Me, Norm and Ray turned to face the Jock. We all produced our puppets. Gordie groaned and tried to act 

as inconspicuous as possible. 

“Give us the suit back, nerds,” the Jock ordered as he came to see us face-to-face. He seemed amused, 

actually, that we had at least succeeded this far into the heist. He still had a murderous look in his eyes, 

however. 

“Captain America doesn’t stand for bullies like you, so we don’t either,” I responded. I scared of whatever 

was going to happen next, but I also felt incredibly brave. I had never stood up to someone so big over 

something so big. 

Gordie looked at me admirably, and decided to stand next to us as well. This was too much for the Jock to 

handle. No matter how brave I felt it didn’t change the fact that I was at least a hundred pounds lighter and 

several notches weaker than the Jock. He socked me in the face and I crumpled like a house of cards. 

Ray jumped into the fight, once again getting several good punches in. Norm, finally making his favorite 

hero proud, zipped in and out of the Jock’s reach, but just like last time, they were both eventually defeated. 

The Jock turned to follow Johnny and Nancy, when he was stopped by none other than Gordie. 

“What are you gonna do, you freak?” The Jock sneered. “You don’t belong anywhere. Might as well just 

go on home.” 

Gordie glared. “I’m fine with you messing with me. I’ve been messed with my whole life and I’ve never 

given it that much thought. But, when you mess my friends, who were some of the only people to ever stand 

up for me, that’s when I’m not fine. This is for them.” 

Gordie gave the Jock a wicked uppercut across the chin. The boy must’ve been stronger than he looked. 

The Jock staggered backwards, wobbled for a moment, and then fell to the ground, moaning. 

“Come on, guys,” Gordie implored us. My face hurt like the dickens but I got up, Ray and Norm following, 

and we all booked it right on back to Kirby. 

I was ecstatic. We had the mascot of our enemies, we had beaten the biggest bully I’d ever met, and I’d 

made Captain America proud. 

  

The next day, Gordie told us he was leaving. 
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“What?!?!” we all asked. The news hit us like a gut punch. The news came right after our amazing victory, 

no less! 

“My dad got a job at a big factory up in New York City,” he explained. “It’s not much, but it pays better 

than what he has here. We have to take all we can get. We’re leaving first thing tomorrow.” That made total 

sense, but the news was no harder to swallow. 

“I just wanna thank you guys for being friends. I don’t have many of those here.” 

“Of course,” Nancy replied. She gave him a hug, and tried to hide the fact that she was starting to cry. 

“It won’t be the same without you,” Norm reassured. He gave Gordie a big pat on the back. 

“I’ll miss you,” Johnny squeaked. 

Ray gave him a handshake and turned aside. He was also trying to hide his watery eyes, especially from 

Nancy. 

Gordie turned to me. “Good luck at graduation tomorrow,” he said. “Are you enlisting soon after?” 

“Hopefully the next day,” I chuckled. 

“Well, the Army will be lucky to have you. You’re a great leader.” 

“I appreciate that a lot, buddy.” 

We shook hands. 

I never saw him again. 

  

The next night, the graduation hall was open, and I and my fellow graduates stood awaiting our call. I was 

the only 16 year old graduating; there was a couple 17 year olds, but most were the normal 18. I was nervous 

and felt out of my league. But, I could feel Captain Americrease in my pocket under my robe, and 

remembering the support of my friends awaiting us, I knew I could do it. 

I and my fellow graduates made our long trek down the ceremony’s hall, as the principal made his speech 

to the class. All about how great of a class we had been. I once again felt left off out of the group, as he was 

mostly addressing my superiors, the 18 year olds. Oh well. 

We sat on the stage. The principal began to call names. I looked out into the crowd and found my chums 

waving to me, each with their respective origami characters just barely sticking out of their pockets. 

My name was called, I went up to the man in charge and shook his hand. I held my diploma up high as I 

bounded off the stage. 

  

“You’ve done it, old pal,” Ray laughed as he shook my hand. 

“It ain’t fair. My mom won’t let me leave early,” Norm complained. “Ah well. Hopefully the war’ll be there 

for me when I leave!” 

“Don’t wish that, Normy,” I replied. “This war has been terrible enough already.” 

“You’ll be joining up immediately?” Johnny asked. 

“‘Fraid so. Gonna do my duty for Uncle Sam.” 

I turned to leave before I was tackled in a massive hug from Nancy. Of all the gang, I’d miss her the most. 

Nancy had been my best friend. 

“I’ll miss you, you big lug,” she said as she ended the embrace. 

“Of course you will,” I grinned. 

I was going to be enlisted any day now, off to who knows where. I pulled Captain Americrease out of my 

pocket and looked at it. There wouldn’t be much time for superheroics in the army. I had an idea. I handed 

the puppet to Nancy. 

“Carry on the battle, friend. Wheeler isn’t going to be defeated that easily. They’ll be back.” 
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“But…why me?” 

“You’re the only one who can whip these dummies into shape,” I joked, pointing at the other three boys. “I 

need you to start something that could defend the school from Wheeler. Start the war. And…” 

I glanced at my puppet one last time. “I need you to find someone who could wield Captain Americrease. 

He’ll be needed.” 

“But…what do we do?” Johnny asked. 

“She’ll need help. You’ll be the first line of defense, boys. And when you get too old for the job, pass your 

titles down. Keep them going. Think you can handle that?” 

Ray nodded, Norm whooped, and Johnny shrugged. Nancy stepped back to the next to the rest of the boys, 

put Captain Americrease in her pocket next to Miss America, and started to cry. She laid her head on Ray’s 

shoulder. Ray grinned. 

“Stanley, it’s time to go!” 

I turned and saw my parents standing by the door. I shared one last hug with the group and started out the 

door. 

“Are you ready, Stan?” my dad asked. 

“Excelsior,” I replied. 

-From the journals of Stan Lee 

 
Epilogue 

By Tilly Waterson 
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Andy Gardner looked up from the very end of the story and gasped. 

“Oh my gosh…you mean that…Stan Lee…” 

“He went to this school, yeah! Isn’t that amazing!” 

Andy suddenly looked quite serious. “But, why me? Wouldn’t anybody else do a better job than me?” 

I smiled. “Andy, you’re one of the kindest, most caring members of F.O.L.D. Your leadership skills are 

growing every day. You’re likable, and quite good-looking too.” Admittedly, I blushed a bit after that last 

part. “You’re perfect for the puppet, and the role that comes with it.” 

“But…this legacy…I’ll be the first one to have him since the 40’s! I’m not sure I can lead the OrigAvengers-

” 

“You can handle this, Andy. Come on.” 

I handed him the shoebox. Inside was the original Captain Americrease puppet. It had held up surprisingly 

well, especially when considering the fact that it was seventy-seven years old. Nancy had never found 

somebody that could match Stan, but we had. Andy relented and carefully examined the puppet. 

“If I do this, could I change one thing?” 

“Of course. Make the role your own.” 

Andy breathed. “Okay, I’ll take the role. But the name Americrease won’t really fit me. My name will be 

Captain Americut.” 

“Seriously?” 

Andy grinned, sheepishly. “Be quiet, I’m not that great with puns.”  
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PART VI: Agents of F.O.L.D. 

By SuperFolder CJ 

 

Dear Diary, 

Journal Entry 1: 

Agent Waterson’s Log No. 001: 

 

Yeah, I think that’s a good way to start this off. I mean, that’s how Trent… I mean, how Director Adams 

does it. Although, he only records his logs, so I can transcribe them later. Hehe… whenever he records, he 

changes his voice so he sounds big, tough, and important. It’s kind of funny. Oh, and the few times the 

Director does write something, it’s always in haiku form. So weird, right? 

 

Anyway, the point is that I decided to start my own personal record of sorts, since it seems like everyone 

else is doing it. As the Director’s assistant and coordinator of Operation 2K-Alpha, I have been authorized 

to collect information and personal accounts of events that are related to the Operation. They’re what you 

might call “case files.” Recently, I just completed a file for the whole incident surrounding Clark Largent’s 

emergence as Iron Fold. I labeled the file, “The Invincible Iron Fold,” and put it in a box I marked with a 

sharpie as “FOLD 1.” I mean, technically it should be “PHASE 1,” since this is part of the first phase of 

“The Initiative,” but I thought it sounded clever. 

 

Honestly, I don’t know why I did it. To have a ‘Fold 1’ you have to have a ‘Fold 2’. I don’t know if we’ll 

ever get that far, but hey, it sounded cool when I did it. 

 

Okay… so I might have gotten a LITTLE carried away with the origami puns and stuff. But… I just… I 

can’t help myself! It’s too much fun! 

 

So, I guess I should cut to the chase: Director Trent Adams has given me his Toolbox and has made me to 

be his successor as Director. 

Oh. Wait. I think I cut to the chase too quickly… NOPE! Not going back. I said it. Forget spoiler alerts, 

I’m going head first into this! 

 

But still… maybe I should give more context. Alright, so, basically, I was reading over some paperwork 

concerning the induction of Ally Weber into Operation 2K-Alpha (a.k.a. The Initiative), while also putting 

the finishing touches on a case file that Agent Gardner had made concerning an ancient hero from Kirby’s 

past. I swiveled in my desk chair, trying to press out thoughts about after-school plans I had in the evening. 

 

I was sitting in one of F.O.L.D.’s main bases of operation, “Computer Lab – Room 164.” Kirby has several 

computer labs, and the principal doesn’t mind letting us use this one for F.O.L.D. activities. There are three 

rows of long rectangular tables, each table holding six computers. In front of all of these tables is a desk 

designated for a teacher, bearing a single computer. Us agents call this area “The Bridge,” since that’s 

where Director Adams usually sits. The rest of the room is filled with other agents of various ranks. I’ve 

always liked to think of this room as F.O.L.D.’s “Helicarrier”… the place where it all happens. 
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Since this is kind of a secret diary, I guess I can talk about my secret dream: being a leader of my own team. 

I mean, sure, I’m in charge of making sure “The Initiative” goes smoothly, but I’m not the leader of it. As 

much as I like my desk job, I would love to be a field agent with my own squad, taking down the enemies 

of Wheeler. Even at that moment while I was filing away documents, I was daydreaming about this thought. 

 

“Agent Waterson, may I please see you for a moment?” 

 

This snapped me out of it. I looked up at the Bridge to see Director Adams was the one who had summoned 

me. I expected to receive either an exasperated or stern look, but instead, his face had a softer appearance. 

He looked thoughtful. 

 

“Yes, sir,” I replied, and quickly made a beeline towards his desk. 

 

He stood up for a moment and motioned towards the door. “Do you mind if I take you on a stroll on school 

grounds? I need to talk to you about a few… um, things.” 

 

This question, as it was both unusual and bizarre of the Director, made me very curious and slightly scared. 

Yet, I hid my feelings and, after a brief hesitation, agreed. Because we were both F.O.L.D. agents, we were 

allowed free access to the majority of the facilities around Kirby H.S., as well as the external school grounds 

while classes were going on. 

 

As we walked down the stone pathway, I noticed that the budding Spring flowers were quite beautiful. The 

air still had a little of that post-winter chill to it, but I was wearing my favorite quilted scarf, which my 

Grandma made me when I turned ten. The dirt brown, burnt orange, and dark green colors of the scarf might 

have made it look unappealing to others, but I loved it. 

 

The Director pulled up the hood on his black Nike windrunner’s jacket. To the average eye, he looked 

completely calm and collected. However, I had been around him long enough to know that his true emotions 

were always found in his single, uncovered eye. Right now, I could see a quivering nervousness in his eye. 

Something was wrong. 

 

“Sir, do you want to tell me what’s going on?” I asked politely. 

 

The Director took a long sigh. “You don’t have to call me that when we’re alone. It’s just a formality meant 

to keep up appearances. I used to love being called by my professional title. It made me feel like I was 

worth something. But now… I kind of hate it. Gives me a bad taste in my mouth everytime someone says 

‘Director’ or ‘Sir.’” 

 

“Why is that?” 

 

“When I first started my career as Director, I was young, innocent… and a little naive. Kind of like you.” 

 

I rolled my eyes. “Wow. Thanks.” 
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“No, no, I’m sorry. That’s not what I meant. You’re great, Tilly. A real gem on our staff. Probably the most 

sincere and honest person I’ve ever had the pleasure to meet.” 

 

This comment MAY have made me blush a little. Also, the fact that it was just me and Trent, strolling 

outside alone… it kind of made me feel really nervous. I don’t know why. It’s not like I have a secret crush 

on him or anything. I mean… I don’t think I do… 

 

At that moment, Trent stopped. He turned towards me, and shook his head. 

 

“I can’t keep stalling. I gotta do this now, Tilly.” 

 

He leaned towards me, and put one hand on my shoulder. Now, I was getting really nervous. My whole 

body was shaking. I was sure he was going to try to kiss me… 

 

…so I slapped him. 

 

In fact, I slapped him hard enough to knock off his eyepatch. We looked back at each other, both of us in 

shock. 

 

“Ouch,” Trent groaned. “What was that for?!” 

 

“You… you were gonna kiss me! And… and I d-don’t like you that way, Trent! I’m sorry, I-I just… I’m 

not ready for any of that junk, alright?!?!” 

 

Both of Trent’s eyes went from surprise to anger to confusion. Then, he started to giggle. Yes, Trent Adams, 

the hardcore head of F.O.L.D., was trying to hold in a laugh. 

 

“It… it’s not funny, Trent!” I said, with some tears in my eyes. “Stop laughing at me!” 

 

Trent pulled himself together, then finally spoke. “I… I wasn’t going to kiss you, Tilly. But I guess my 

demeanor was a little too casual and friendly than usual. Yes, I can see how you could’ve gotten that idea. 

My apologies. I deserved that slap.” 

 

My face was as red as a tomato at this point. I had just attacked my innocent boss, and he was apologizing 

to ME. I was so embarrassed. 

 

“No, no, no! I’m the one who should be sorry,“ I said shamefully. 

 

Trent picked up his eyepatch and put it back on. “It’s fine, Tilly. Totally understandable. Now, I should 

probably give you this, which I was going to give you, you know, before you slapped me…” 

 

He took out a black box out of his coat pocket. It was a small paper cube… but not like the one that anyone 

can fold easily. It was much more complicated… 
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Director Trent gently placed it in my hand, and explained its purpose. “It’s a black origami Rubik’s Cube. 

It was patterned off an old design by Dror Vomberg. It’s name is the acronym 2L.B.O.C.S., pronounced 

“toolbox.” It stands for “Lucky LockTM-Brand Origami Cube Safe. The business that made it was once a 

sponsor of the Kirby High School sports teams back in the 80’s. Lucky LockTM was one of the finest 

locksmithing companies in the state until it filed for bankruptcy in 1992.” 

 

“What’s in here?” I asked. 

 

“A metal case with a flash drive inside,” he affirmed. “Valuable information is on it. Critically valuable.” 

 

“Why are you giving such important stuff to me?” 

 

“Um, it’s pretty obvious. You’re the person I trust most out of everyone I know. By assigning you as my 

assistant, you’ve proven your organization skills and your ability to keep F.O.L.D. secrets completely 

confidential. And by getting to know you, I can say that, without a doubt, you’ll always do the right thing 

when a hard decision must be made.” 

 

Now, I was really starting to cry. “Trent, you’re not leaving F.O.L.D., are you? I-I mean… you… you’re 

only a sophomore. F.O.L.D. needs you. Kirby needs you. I… I need you. I can’t handle this kind of… of 

responsibility.” 

 

Trent gave a sad smile. “I’m not leaving F.O.L.D., Tilly. Not quite yet. But I do feel that my time as Director 

is running short. You’re my chosen successor, Tilly.” 

 

I couldn’t take this anymore. I grabbed onto Trent and hugged him. I didn’t realize that I really have feelings 

for him… but more in a brother-sister way. He had always been there to help me, even if he was a little 

tough on me. He was a better mentor than any other teacher in Kirby. 

 

Trent patted his hand on my head as he accepted my hug. “Don’t worry, Tilly. I know you’ll do fantastic. 

In fact, I think you’ll be a better Director than I ever was. Director Waterson, leader of F.O.L.D. Has a nice 

ring to it, doesn’t it?” 

 

“Yeah… I guess so.” 

 

“Oh, don’t act like you haven’t always wanted to be Director.” 

 

“I mean, I always wanted my own team, and to be a field agent. But Director… it’s kind of always felt like 

an unreachable, superhero-level position.” 

 

“A magical place?” 

 

“Yeah… a magical place.” 
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“Well, I’m still going to be Director for a while. So, until then, how about I make your wish come true? It 

would be good training for when you take full control of F.O.L.D.” 

 

My attitude changed from sad to gleeful in a moment. “You… you would do that?!” 

 

“Absolutely. In fact, you can choose your team members, too. However, I have a few conditions. You’ve 

got to choose at least two people from the list of pending recruits as part of the team. It’ll be their initiation 

training. Then, you can pick any other two members in F.O.L.D., no matter their rank or the importance of 

their work. I’ll make sure they drop whatever they’re doing immediately. Oh, and another thing: you can’t 

tell anyone about this conversation or any of its details, alright?” 

 

“Of course. I’m a F.O.L.D. agent. You expect me to just spill the beans about all this?” 

 

“Just making sure. You can be a bit talkative sometimes. Come on, let’s get back to H.Q.” 

 

I nodded. As we walked back, I decided to ask him a question, since I felt this might be the only time we 

would be able to speak without being formal. 

 

“Hey, Trent?” 

 

“Yeah?” 

 

“Why do you always write your case file entries as haikus?” 

 

He raised his eyebrow at me. “Because I like Japanese culture and history. Plus, haikus are just plain 

awesome. Everyone knows that.” 

 

This made me smile. 

 

Agent Waterson’s Log No. 002: 

Team Log No. 002 (Agent Waterson): 

 

I GOT MY OWN TEAM! I GOT MY OWN TEAM! I GOT MY OWN TEAM 

YAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAY!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

 

Ahem. 

 

I got my own team. And all the members are great. I’m so happy. It’s the happiest day of my life! 

 

So, here’s the lineup: 

 

Tilly Waterson (Myself, Codename: F.O.L.D.’s Shield) – Team Leader, Tactician, and Arguably Second 

Highest-Ranking F.O.L.D. Agent with Basic Self-Defense Skills, Can’t Believe She Scored This Job 
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Lane Leicester – F.O.L.D. Rookie, Programmer in Java, C++, Python, and Ruby, and Kirby H.S. LEGO 

Robotics Team Member, Adorable. 

Jessie Rodriguez – Skilled in Stealth, Outdoorsman, Tracker, Marksman, and Above-Average F.O.L.D. 

Agent with Basic Self-Defense Skills, Loves Cheese Curds 

Leena Hiltondale – F.O.L.D. Rookie, Science and Engineering Whiz, and Kirby H.S. LEGO Robotics Team 

Member, Also Adorable. 

John Yeargensburg – Student of Muay Thai, Karate, & Various Other Martial Arts, One of the Best Fighters 

and Self-Defense Trainers in F.O.L.D., Too Cool For School 

 

So… are we awesome… OR ARE WE AWESOME?!?! It’s going to work out really well, I just know it! 

Team Log 003 (John Yeargensburg): 

 

This is not going to work at all. I just know it. I don’t like this “team” that Trent threw me into while I was 

perfectly happy with my current work. Just the other day, I stopped a kid who was selling cigarettes at 

Kirby. He resisted, so I had to… um… shake him up a little. He’s fine, of course, but his arm might be sore 

for a while after that armlock I put him in. 

 

Trent’s trying to make his little puppy dog assistant happy or something like that. That’s all well and good, 

but why me, though? I don’t work well with others. I do solo work. 

 

And to top it all off, everyone on Waterson’s Team has to take turns recording events and junk. That’s what 

I’m doing right now. Ugh, I hate school essays. 

 

Anyways, Trent gave us a briefing on our first (and hopefully last) mission: to retrieve Jessica Smith-Holt. 

 

Apparently, Jessica, a high-ranking agent of F.O.L.D., was sent transferred to Wheeler Academy. There’s 

a hidden F.O.L.D. branch group, and she was assigned to work as part of that group while blending into 

Wheeler’s atmosphere. Her main objective was to climb the social ranks so she became one of popular 

girls; that way, she’d know what’s really going on in Wheeler and alert F.O.L.D. of any information. In 

other words, Jessica’s a mole. 

 

Or at least, she was. Right now, it seems possible that her cover’s been compromised… or even worse: 

she’s gone turncoat on us. I mean, no one said she had betrayed us; Trent didn’t even imply the possibility. 

But I’m pretty sure we all knew, deep down, it could’ve happened. It wouldn’t be the first time, after all. 

But that’s another story for another time. 

 

Of course, our incredible and fearless leader Miss Tilly Waterson (yawn) had a game plan prepared for this 

operation. Here’s the low-down: 

 

Lane and Leena would be Tech Support, hiding out back at Kirby in HQ, controlling some hacked Wheeler 

security systems as well as a drone that would keep a bird’s-eye view of everything. 

Both Tilly and I would covertly sneak his way into Wheeler, pretending to be students there. Once we were 

sure we had adapted into our environment, we would split up and search the school for Jessica’s 

whereabouts in the school. 



 

119 

Jesse would hide outside the school, staying out of sight, while watching what was going on and being 

prepared if an emergency situation occurred. (Personally, I thought we didn’t really need him since we 

already had L-Squad watching everything through cameras, but Tilly insisted that we might need back-up. 

Pssh, I could literally do this whole mission myself. Even if I broke my cover, there wouldn’t be anyone 

who could get in my way. I specialize in beating the pulp out of people who interfere.) 

Once Jessica is found, we immediately get her out of Wheeler and back to Kirby so Trent can grill her. 

(Hehehe… I love a good interrogation.) 

Mission accomplished. Hoorah for everyone. I go back to my normal work. 

 

Is this plan generic? Yes. Does it have the potential to go wrong in many colorful and interesting ways? 

Yes. Do I care? No. Why? Well, honestly, if I get caught or get into some kind of trouble, I won’t sweat it. 

I never do. I’ve been suspended three times, almost got expelled once, and been in detention more times 

than I can count. 

 

So, frankly, I might like to see this all go downhill, especially if everything break out into chaos. I heard 

Jesse caused a food fight once at Kirby. I wonder if something similar might happen here… 

 

Tilly, if you’re reading this, I’m sure you’re wondering why I am writing all of my “negative and rude” 

opinions in this shared team case file. 

 

Like I said before: I just don’t care. 

 

Team Log 004 (Lane Leicester): 

 

Salutations, fellow comrades and partners-in-crime! My name is Lane Nathaniel Leicester, specialist in 

computer programming, computer systems, and information technology! I can fluently code in a variety of 

computer languages spanning from Java to Python! I have also competed in several hacking competitions 

and LEGO Robotics First Lego League tournaments. Admittedly, Lego Robots are INCREDIBLY easy to 

program since the interface is designed to be accessible by even children; however, the process of designing 

the robot to complete the perfect actions, even perfecting the most minute detail, is what makes it still a 

challenge. Honestly, I could go on and on about the beautiful and unique intricacies of each of the respective 

computer languages that I have studied since I was a seven-year-old. 

 

Oh, I was rambling again, wasn’t I? I do sincerely apologize. I can get a little caught up in talking about 

my interests and hobbies. Yet, fear not! I am not here to talk about computers in general, but how I and my 

fellow colleague, Leena Samantha Hiltondale, were able to direct the remainder of Agent Waterson’s Team 

from headquarters using our technologically-enhanced tools and equipment. 

 

I was doing an inspection of all the modems, computers, monitors, etc., to make sure the rescue operation 

would run as smoothly as possible. Leena was doing some final tweaks to the modified drone she had gotten 

for Christmas. (She literally took it apart, put it back together, and then added modifications whenever she 

got a spark of inspiration, which is often.) Satisfied to see that everything was functioning correctly, I sat 

down and returned to work on my favorite laptop. This baby is my pride and joy: 16 GB of RAM, four 

cores in the CPU, as well as spotless functionality and frame rate. I saved up for a long time, mowing lawns 
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and doing landscaping work since I was twelve, so I could get a computer that performed at such a high 

caliber. 

 

Leena walked over to me and scruffed up my hair is an affectionate way. I had grown up knowing Leena 

for a long time… even longer than I had known Clark Largent, one of my best friends. She was kind of like 

a sister to me. 

 

“How’s it looking, champ?” she asked. “All the engines fired up?” 

 

“If you are intending to ask whether or not all the necessary computer systems are prepared for the task that 

lies ahead, then my answer would be in the affirmative.” 

 

“A simple ‘yes’ would have done quite nicely.” 

 

I grinned cheekily. “Now, where would the fun be in that?” 

 

“Please, stop trying to show off your intellectual and linguistic knowledge. You don’t have to go nerd-fest 

in front of me. I know you better than that.” 

 

I shot her a smirk. “To quote Patrick Star in Season 2, Episode 35a of ‘Spongebob Squarepants,’ ‘The inner 

machinations of my mind are an enigma.’” 

 

Of course, I allowed her a brief moment for Leena to fact-check the contextual information for that quote. 

The satisfaction I received from seeing the incredulous look on her face was absolutely priceless. 

 

“My gosh. How do you remember that?” 

 

“Well, even as a child, homework was an incredibly simple task that usually took little more than fifteen 

minutes a day. Because I had so much time on my hands, I became quite familiar with our home television. 

‘Nickelodeon’ was my favorite channel. I know many of the ‘Spongebob Squarepants’ episodes and their 

respective lines by heart.” 

 

“Alright, wise guy. What was the name of the aforementioned episode and the airdate of it?” 

 

“‘The Secret Box.’ September 7, 2001.” 

 

“Running time?” 

 

“Eleven minutes.” 

 

“Sister episode?” 

 

“‘Band Geeks,’ which is one of my personal favorite episodes in the entire running of the television series.” 
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Leena gave a dramatic facepalm. “You must live under a rock being a nerdy hermit and have, like, zero 

life. I bet you got cancer from radio waves by watching TV 24/7.” 

 

“Oh, please, don’t butter me up. I’m blushing.” 

 

Ironically, it seemed that Leena’s face was turning red from her exasperation with me. She had forgotten 

this was just a small sibling-like jest. I almost thought she might pummel me, there and then. However, 

Leena is a fairly calm person; I tend to be the only person to get under her skin (although, Clark has proven 

to be equally if not more frustration-inducing to her as well). When she does get somewhat upset, she 

always quickly collects herself. Even at this moment, she simply sighed, laughed, scruffed my hair again, 

and returned to her drone workstation. 

 

I immediately got to work bypassing the Wheeler Academy firewalls and security defenses so that I could 

gain entrance into the security system. While this type of work could be so-called ‘illegal’ if discovered, I 

have been very careful to always cover my tracks when hacking into any kind of software. However, I do 

this kind of work for the betterment of both schools by being an agent of F.O.L.D. It can be risky, but this 

is why I have taken on this specialized position and made myself to carry the burden of full liability in case 

I was caught. Neither Kirby nor F.O.L.D. are responsible for my work because neither are fully aware of 

what my work is. That’s the beauty of compartmentalization and ‘need-to-know basises’ – having less 

people know means less people shall be found guilty. 

 

It gives me a kind a thrill to be doing this stuff, honestly. It’s almost as if I were a real secret agent. In fact, 

one of my dreams is to join the CIA and have a full-time career in all the computer-technology-related parts 

that come with worldwide espionage. 

 

I was inside Wheeler’s system in no time. It was a deliciously simple piece of cake. By the time I had access 

to all the needed security cameras, Leena had her drone flying above the Wheeler campus. 

 

All the engines were fired up and ready to go. 

Team Log 005 (Leena Hiltondale) 

 

Oh. My. Word. I just read Lane’s chapter. I can’t believe he did that JUST TO GET UNDER MY SKIN!!!! 

His stupid knowledge of stupid cartoons is such a stupid waste of stupid time! I mean, honestly, he hasn’t 

changed at all from when he was a kid. Couldn’t he be doing something better with his life than just 

programming and bingeing Netflix? Sure, I’m kind of a nerd too, but I do practical stuff, like studying and 

practicing mechanical and chemical engineering, physics, biology, and stuff that’ll get me into a good 

college and a great career! What’s he gonna do with the rest of his life? Stay in his parent’s basement, 

GLUED TO HIS COMPUTER FOR ETERNITY?!?! 

 

Whoa. Sorry about that. That… was uncalled for. I just get on these rants sometimes. They’re almost as 

common as Lane’s rambling analyses, but he’s a lot more logical in his conversations. I mean, I don’t try 

to rant a lot, but sometimes they just come out. Sometimes, I’m just kind of high-strung and emotional. 

Teenage problems, am I right? 
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So, yeah, Lane had just logged into Wheeler’s security system, and my drone was fully operational and 

already flying above Wheeler. I could spot Tilly and John walking towards the school doors. Everything 

seemed to be going fine… well, it was going fine until… 

 

“Wait, Lane, do you see John and Tilly?” I asked. 

 

He replied extensively, “I haven’t tried accessing the exterior security cameras since you and Agent 

Rodriguez were supposed to be watching the school grounds. Agents Yeargensburg and Waterson have yet 

to enter the school building so I am currently unable of seeing-” 

 

“Whatever, Lane! Just get over here and look at my screen!” 

 

“Alright, as you wish. Let’s see here… oh. Oh my. That certainly puts a complication in the plan.” 

 

From my drone’s perspective, I could see someone approaching John and Tilly. It seemed to be a teacher. 

 

“HEY, IS ANYONE THERE!? DOES ANYONE COPY?!” said a voice from Lane’s walkie-talkie. 

 

“What’s your status, Agent Rodriguez?” asked Lane, as he snatched the walkie-talkie from his belt. 

 

“I’m a-ok, but TW and JY are having some problems. A teacher is requesting their school identification 

cards. She doesn’t recognize them and wants to make sure they go to this school. Ever since Jude D. snuck 

into Wheeler, security’s gotten a lot stricter. What do I do? Over.” 

 

“As of now, do not blow your cover, Rodriguez,” replied Lane. “If matters get out of hand, we can easily 

and capably abort the mission. But we certainly don’t need three agents being caught today. I repeat, don’t 

blow your cover, and remain where you are. I think I can take care of this. Copy?” 

 

“Copy that, amigo! Over and out!” 

 

Lane had gotten real serious suddenly. He was in full mission-mode. Immediately, he bounded over to his 

laptop and started typing furiously. I continued to monitor the situation at Wheeler. Tilly was stalling for 

time, making big gestures with her hands (probably making up a story about why they didn’t have Wheeler 

identification cards). 

 

Suddenly, a loud ringing came out from the building. No, not just a ringing… a fire alarm! The teacher 

immediately ran towards the building to help get students out, allowing John and Tilly to slip away. The 

fire alarm was shut only a moment later, as the Wheeler principal’s voice rang over the outside speakers, 

saying that it was a false alarm and that something was broken in the alarm’s system. 

 

I spun around in my chair to see Lane fashioning a devilish grin. He was loving this. 

 

“You’re rotten, you know that, right?” I said, trying to hide my giddiness. 
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“Rotten? I prefer the term ‘dark and dangerous.’” 

 

“That is so not true. You’re too nerdy to be dark and dangerous.” 

 

“You obviously are not yet well acquainted with myself yet.” 

 

“WHAT?! I’VE KNOWN YOU MY WHOLE LIFE!!!” 

 

Lane is such a dork… but at least he’s a lovable dork. 

Team Log 006 (Tilly Waterson) 

 

The encounter with that nosey teacher was a close-call, but the mission was back on track. Immediately 

following Lane’s perfectly-timed distraction, John and I ran away to hide behind some shrubbery. As I 

caught my breath (realizing that fieldwork is intenser than I had originally thought it would be), I noticed 

John’s mouth was slowly cracking into a grin. 

 

“What, you actually enjoyed that?!” I asked. 

 

“Mmm, I was amused,” he replied. “Almost thought we were gonna be caught, but then the fire alarm 

thing… now that was funny. I don’t usually care for nerds, but I like Penn’s style.” 

 

“Uh… Penn?” 

 

“That’s my nickname for Lane. His name reminded me of “Penny Lane,” a song by the Beatles. I mentioned 

it to him after our team briefing, and he quoted the exact release date and album. Instead of calling him 

Penny Lane, or even P.L., I just started calling him Penn. Huh, I can’t believe I just explained all that 

nonsense to you.” 

 

“Oh, no, that’s really cool! It’s nice to show some team spirit and camaraderie, especially towards new guys 

like Lane.” 

 

“Yeah. Maybe. I guess so.” He paused for a moment, then added, “I also did it because some of the low-

class agents were making fun of him, calling him ‘Lame Leicester’ and ‘Professor Lame-O.’ After giving 

them all my demon-eyed stare, I thought giving him a cool nickname might get those jerks off his back.” 

 

“Why did you care about what those guys were saying about Lane?” 

 

“Uh… because… oh, nevermind.” 

 

“Uh-uh. I need the full story. I’m your boss, now, remember?” I said half-seriously. 

 

John scratched the back of his neck. “It’s… it’s because a similar thing happened to me when I first entered 

F.O.L.D. I wasn’t the same kid back then. It actually hurt, or whatever. I know, it’s stupid, but I wasn’t 

‘bout to just sit there and watch Penn take that junk.” 
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I patted John on the shoulder. “You’re a good guy, John. Under all that thick skin, you’ve got heart. I know 

you didn’t want to be on this team, as you so clearly put in your log for the team case file. But you manned 

up, didn’t argue about it, and just did it. And you helped a fellow agent find his place, too. That’s pretty 

impressive.” 

 

John smirked. “You say a word to anyone, even Trent, and I’ll…” 

 

“It’s between you, me, and this shrubbery between us.” 

 

At that moment, we heard a chuckle and a rustle coming from that very shrubbery. John, without flinching 

or making any major reaction, whipped his arm into them bush and locked onto something. With a strong 

tug, his hand came out of the bush, pulling out a certain nosey agent… Jesse Rodriguez (who was totally 

freaking out). 

 

“AAAAH!!!” yelled Jesse. “LET GO OF ME, YOU KARATE FREAK!” 

 

John, without showing and emotion, asked me, “What should I break first: his nose or one of his fingers?” 

 

“TILLY, SAVE ME FROM THIS FLIPPIN’ NEANDERTHAL!!!” 

 

“Oh, Jesse…” I said with a sigh. “You’re supposed to be spying on everyone EXCEPT us. Don’t hurt him, 

John.” 

 

Reluctantly complying with my order, John released his grip on Jesse’s arm. Jesse quickly scrambled back 

into the bush he had been hiding in. 

 

“This was my hiding location first, anyways, so it’s not my fault y’all decided to spill your feelings right 

here.” 

 

Before John could respond, I stated coldly, “If you don’t want to get manhandled by John, I suggest you 

shut up about this whole incident. No, actually that’s not a suggestion – that’s an order.” 

 

“Whatever,” said the defeated Jesse. Then his voice went stern. “You two better get back in there. That fire 

alarm thing is over. Good luck.” 

 

“Roger that. Let’s go, John.” 

 

With that, we left our hiding spot and walked into Wheeler with a crowd of students for cover. That nosey 

teach from earlier was nowhere to be seen. 

 

We had a slight delay. But now… it was go time. 

 

Team Log 007 (John Yeargensburg): 
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The major part of the mission, which was Tilly and I sweeping the premises, was pretty tedious and boring, 

so I’ll just summarize what happened inside Wheeler. 

 

Once we got inside Wheeler, Tilly and I changed clothes in the restroom (we each packed a second set in 

our backpacks). This way, it would be harder for anyone who had seen us enter the school earlier to 

remember us. Also, Tilly threw on some extra makeup and allowed her hair, which was tucked up inside 

her baseball bat, to come loose and cover her head and part of her face. As for me, I just put on a hoodie 

and kept the hood up. 

 

Once we were done, we split up and started scouring the halls. Even after the bell rang, we kept sneaking 

around. Apparently, Penn had not only taken over the security cameras inside the building, but had also put 

the video feed on a loop the halls appeared empty to whatever security guard that was watching the school. 

 

Jessica Smith-Holt had sent Trent a copy of her class schedule once she had transferred from Kirby to 

Wheeler. So we checked the Science classroom she was supposed to be in. She wasn’t there. After that, we 

scanned every single classroom through the windows. Penn also searched through all the camera footage 

he had, and couldn’t find her. 

 

Tilly started thinking that perhaps Jessica was absent that day. Penn decided to investigate this, giving the 

camera controls off to Leena, who had given the drone a break from flying. Penn worked quickly, and, 

using another computer, he hacked Wheeler again and found a document in the school system that 

confirmed Jessica’s absence for that day. In fact, she had a string of absences that had all occurred in the 

last two weeks. 

 

So, it appeared that are mission had failed. Tilly and I immediately left through an emergency fire exit 

which Penn had fixed so it wouldn’t alert any security guard that the door had been opened. We were gonna 

get away home free…. 

 

Or so we thought. 

 

Team Log 008 (Jesse Rodriguez): 

 

So this cool! I get to write about the most epic, bodacious part of the mission. Some real crazy stuff happens 

at this point. So, ladies and gentlemen, strap in, ‘cause this is ride is gonna get a little rocky. 

 

I was an eyewitness to what happened next. I had switched my hiding place from the shrubbery to one of 

the branches of a big oak. John and the boss were still on their (wo)manhunt inside Wheeler, so I was pretty 

much just chillin’. 

 

While I was up there, I happened to notice some people hanging out in a shadowy corner on the 

schoolground, right next to a brick Wheeler wall. There were three individuals. There appeared to be two 

boys and one girl. The girl was facing away from me, with her hair hiding most of her back. The two dudes 
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were deeper in the shadows, so all that I could make out was the shaved head and thick clothing of the one 

guy, and the suit and tie that the other kid, who, unlike his buddy, still had some hair. 

 

I tried to get a better look at these mysterious persons from my position, but I was too faraway. Instead, I 

shimmied down the tree, stealthily and quietly. But when I got down from the tree, I was unaware of a 

certain twig lying under me. When I stepped on it, I heard the loudest snap I ever heard in my life. 

Immediately, all three of the persons’ heads looked towards my position. 

 

Whoops. 

 

However, at that moment, I could now clearly see the face of the girl. Although covered by shadow, her 

beautiful eyes still penetrated through the thin darkness. Her hair moved gracefully around her shoulders. 

Without a doubt, I knew who that woman was. 

 

“Oh… oh my gosh…” I said, my voice barely able to say anything due to the shock that had just hit me. 

“Jeh… Jeh… Jessica?” 

 

She looked nearly as surprised as I looked. But she also looked angry. Really angry. And annoyed. Then 

again, she always kind of looks like that when she’s talking to me. 

 

“JESSE?! What are you doing here?!” she yelled. 

 

“We’ve been spotted, boss,” said the shaved-head guy, in a deep voice. “Whatcha want me to do?” 

 

“Beat the mustard out of him,” responded the suit kid. “We’ll finish this conversation later. I shall take my 

leave.” 

 

With that, the suit guy slid away into the shadows and was gone. However, the shaved guy started to 

approach me. He left the shadowy area, and entered the light. Now, I could see him clearly. He was wearing 

a leather jacket and tight black jeans. His face was very tan, and he had a single black eye. His shaved head 

glinted in the sun a little. 

 

“Wait, don’t hurt him!” demanded Jessica, who tried to stop him. However, the dude just threw her off 

when she tried to grab his arm. 

 

“Sorry, lady, but I’ve gotta reap in some justice. This kid is one of those F.O.L.D. goons. For serving that 

criminal organization, he deserves what’s coming. So stay out of this, or you might get hurt.” 

 

“HEY!” I yelled. “Don’t you dare lay a finger on her. You want a piece of me, huh? Well, come at me, 

bro!” 

 

“Challenge accepted,” replied the brute. 
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Alright, I’m just going to be honest. I’m not great at fighting. Yes, I can do basic self-defense, but this guy 

was tough. Like, as tough as nails. I literally made a clean kick to his stomach, and it did nothing. Then, he 

grabbed my leg and pulled me to the ground. Then he kicked me in the side a few times. It hurt. A lot. He 

pulled my limp body by my shirt, and slapped my face. 

 

“You’re weak and pathetic. Nothing but a F.O.L.D. lackey. That’s all you’ll ever be, you know that? You 

think you’re something, kid? You ain’t. You’re a pile a trash that needs to be burned. And who better to 

light you on fire than myself, the Ghost Folder.” 

 

He pulled out an origami skeleton guy. I think it was supposed to be Ghost Rider, but I didn’t realize it at 

the time… since I was, like, in a lot of pain. 

 

“Time to be punished,” stated the ghostly paperwad. Tucking away the puppet, the barbarian was about to 

give me a serious blow to the head with his fist, but then, he dropped me. I fell onto the ground, curled up 

in a ball, watching as John Yeargensburg made some powerful kicks and punches that really knocked the 

wind out of the thug. 

 

“Ah,” said Ghost Folder, wheezing. “A worthy opponent.” 

 

“Look, I’m not really in the mood for a serious fight,” said John. “I do my real matches on a mat. Why 

don’t you just get your butt out of here and we all call it a day?” 

 

Ghost Folder chuckled. “Surely, you are not also a sniffling F.O.L.D. servant, too?” 

 

John’s eyes narrowed. “Nah, I’m more than that. I’m a karate red belt who is gonna murder your stupid 

face for picking on an innocent kid.” 

 

“That goes against like, every policy on threats these schools have,” I gasped, still in the fetal position. 

 

“Shut up, Jesse,” John snapped back. 

 

“Hah! He’s hardly innocent, not to mention annoying and snoopy. You honestly want to defend this 

pipsqueak?” 

 

I wanted to yell a counterargument at Ghost Folder, but I was still hurting. Thankfully, Jessica had come to 

my side to defend me. 

 

“He’s more than that, you big bully!” Jessica declared. “He’s my friend! My best friend!” 

 

“Look here, buckaroo,” said John. “I’m tired of this already. No one is beating Jesse up, except maybe me. 

But if you still wanna go, then let’s do it now. And quickly. I don’t want to miss lunch.” 

 

I could also see Tilly in the background, a few yards behind John. She was smiling, happy to see John 

sticking up for me. 
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“Very well,” said Ghost Folder. “After all, it’s your funeral.” 

 

With that, Ghost Folder charged forward. He didn’t seemed as skilled as John, but he was a lot taller and 

heftier. However, John made graceful movements as he prepared to strike his opponent. An epic showdown 

was about to take place. 

 

However, due to the pain I was feeling, and all the stress of the moment, I think I finally succumbed and 

went unconscious. 

 

Dang it. I always miss the good stuff. 

 

Team Log 009 (Tilly Waterson): 

 

Well, I just finished writing down an account of the confrontation between “Ghost Folder” and John. 

However, due to the intense violent nature of the event, Director Adams had me shred all that stuff. He 

didn’t want anyone, especially the principal, to find out about this. 

 

All that writing work for nothing. Oh well! LOL. 

 

Anyway, I’ve decided to wrap up everything with a few final comments about after the mission. We 

managed to retrieve Jessica Smith-Holt from Wheeler. The director grilled her, but she keeps claiming that 

any contact she made with F.O.L.D. would’ve ruined her cover. Apparently, she had gotten deep into 

Wheeler’s “underworld” and discovered some things which Director Adams is keeping classified for now. 

 

The only one who had received any significant injuries was Jesse, but he shrugged it off and tried to be a 

tough guy (especially in front of Jessica). He was happy to have Jessica back at F.O.L.D. I think Jessica 

was happy to be with Jesse, too. Hehe, those two are SOOOOO cute together. I’m totally shipping them. 

 

John had a few bruises, but they didn’t seem to bother him. I’m really proud of that guy. He basically saved 

the whole mission. Of course, the most celebrated heroes of that day were Lane and Leen. The director did 

a little ceremony for them, and they went from rookies/trainees to Level 1 Agents. To celebrate both their 

graduation and a successful mission, the whole team, plus Jessica and Director Adams, went out for ice 

cream. 

 

Jessica and Jesse sat together at one table, laughing and yelling at each other while sharing a soft-serve 

vanilla dish. John, eating some rocky road, kept asking “Penn,” AKA Lane, about his pop culture 

knowledge, while Leena interjected some hilarious comments. Lane and Leena both had chocolate 

milkshakes. Soon, those two got into an argument over whether a spoon or a straw was better to use for a 

milkshake. 

 

As for me, I walked over to a nearby bridge to watch the stream below me flow into the distance. It was 

quite enchanting to watch in the afternoon light. A moment later, the director walked over. 
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“Hey, Director.” 

 

“We’re off-duty and alone, Tilly.” 

 

“Oh, sorry, Trent.” 

 

“That’s more like it. Hey, want a Tiger’s Blood snow cone? I know it’s your favorite flavor.” 

 

“Oh, sure. Thanks. Wait, they have snow cones, too? I didn’t realize that.” 

 

“It’s a recent thing they added to the menu. So, uh, good job in the mission, and all that.” 

 

“Thanks.” 

 

“Honestly, you did an excellent job. The team worked together perfectly. Lane is something of a computer 

prodigy. He’s gonna be a useful agent. Oh, and I can’t believe you kept John’s temper in check. He’s been 

something of a wild horse. He’s got a lot of scars from his past, too. But he worked well with everyone. 

He’s even socializing!” 

 

“Yeah, we had a little conversation before we went into Wheeler. He’s actually a good guy, once you get 

to know him.” 

 

“Well, that’s the thing Tilly. Several people have tried to reach out to John, but he’s been real cold to 

everyone. Then, you come in and totally change his attitude. I was a little concerned about having John on 

F.O.L.D., since he is so violence-prone. But with your help, I think his position on F.O.L.D. is safe.” 

 

“Wow, that’s great!” 

 

“Yep. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a better group of F.O.L.D. agents in all my time as director. I’ve certainly 

never seen such great cooperation and coordination in a team. You’re going to be a great director someday, 

Tilly.” 

 

“Hmm. Maybe I will. This whole field assignment has given me a new perspective on the risks that come 

with being a part of F.O.L.D. But there are a lot of rewards, too. Like seeing people grow and bond. It’s 

really something, Trent.” 

 

“You’ve matured a lot, too, Tilly. You’re not the same spunky, enthusiastic kid you were last year. You’re 

a lot calmer and determined… but you still got that burning passion that F.O.L.D. needs to stay alive.” 

 

There was a pause in our conversation. I could hear Jesse doing some shenanigans in the background. I 

could the flow of the water under the bridge. It was almost like a little river, weaving its way over rocks 

and other obstacles, moving towards some destination. That stream was kind of like all our lives. All our 

lives. 
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John, Lane, Leena, Trent, Jesse, Jessica, me. 

 

Clark, Emily, Robby, Nard. 

 

Dove, Shelby, Adrian, Jude. 

 

Ally, Mars, Andy, Jasmine. 

 

It’s all leading to something. This river. This life. This universe. We live in an ever-expanding universe. 

We grow. We mature. We learn. We change. But we still keep things with us. We still always have a part 

of ourselves inside each of us. 

 

Where is this river going to? Where is the final destination? 

 

Or who is the final destination? 

 

“Hey, Trent,” I asked. “Do you have any idea who that other mystery kid at Wheeler was? The one Jesse 

said had a suit and a tie? Didn’t Jessica talk to him?” 

 

“I told you that was confidential, Tilly,” replied Trent coldly. 

 

“Does that little black box you gave me know who that guy is?” I asked. 

 

Trent was quiet. Then he finally answered. “Yes. It does.” 

 

“That’s all I need to know.” 

 

“Are you going to read it?” 

 

“Nah. I think I’ll wait till you retire.” 

 

For the first time in a long time, Trent actually laughed. A good laugh. A nice laugh. A happy laugh. 

 

I’m gonna keep this off the record, but… uh, I think I might actually have a crush on him. Gosh. 

 

Epilogue (Trent Adams, added after Tilly Waterson finished this case file): 

 

A storm is coming. 

Now, nothing will be the same. 

Assemble them all.  
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PART VII: The OrigAvengers 

By SuperFolder Noah 

 

Cry For Help 

By Andy (in an email to Agent Tilly Waterson one week ago) 

 

  I’ve been Captain Americut for about a month now. Since then, I have been on many missions for F.O.L.D. 

I’ve been sent to capture test cheaters, I’ve chaperoned middle school field trips, I’ve done…other…things. 

I don’t know. To be honest, it’s been kind of boring. 

   You know, as Captain Americut, I thought I’d be doing more. Taking down bullies, drug busting (it’s a 

problem, probably), important stuff. At this point, I’ve been an overhyped hall monitor. I want to do more. 

To be honest, I kind of want something to happen so I can finally be a hero. 

 

  Could you do anything to help me out, Tilly? 

                                                                                              -Andy 

 

  P.S. I still haven’t finished designing Captain Americut, so don’t bother asking. 

 

This Isn’t Good 

 

By Agent Tilly 

 

  So, yeah…we have a big problem. 

 

  The Standards of Learning Tests are coming up. Those are the huge, statewide tests where we see where 

our school stacks up on the national level. If we do well, the school continues to get funded, we get to keep 

all of our regular classes plus electives, and everything is great. If we fail the tests, the standard goes down, 

we lose funding and we have to cut classes out of the school, which usually means electives and stuff. 

 

The Standards of Learning are extremely important to F.O.L.D., because we’ve been going for so long that 

we’re considered an official elective by the school proper, even if we operate mostly in secret. Almost every 

teacher and member of the faculty at Kirby was a member of F.O.L.D. when they were a kid. Of course, 

there are exceptions, but none too major to list. 

 

  If Kirby fails the Standards of Learning, we get electives cut, and F.O.L.D. might die. That would not be 

good for anybody. Thankfully, Kirby students are usually a very smart bunch. We’ve never been at the 

threat of closure before. 

 

  Until this year. 

 

  The whole grading system at our school is electronic. It’s very intuitive and advanced, and we’re all pretty 

proud of it. We perform the tests, the teachers input the answers in the computers, and the grades come out, 

crisp, clean and concise. But, being that it is technology, it’s susceptible to failures…or worse. 
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  It started last week. At the end of the week, I got my report card, took it home and looked over it with my 

parents. I don’t mean to brag, but I’m a fairly ‘Straight A’ student. But, to my horror, over every single 

subject was a malicious-looking ‘F’. I couldn’t believe it, and my mom and dad couldn’t either. It had to 

be a mistake. Or, I just had a very off week. 

 

  I returned to school on Monday pretty upset. But, I was determined to fix this problem. What I didn’t 

expect was to see every student I passed with the same look of melancholy sadness on their 

faces…including one of the smartest people in the school, Clark Largent. 

 

   “What’s wrong, Clark?” I asked, passing him in the hall. He was slurping a coffee and looking over a slip 

of paper with his girlfriend, Emily Madison. 

 

  He looked up at me, seemingly pretty annoyed. “Good morning, Tilly. Being one of the heads of F.O.L.D., 

and seeing as F.O.L.D. has their finger in every little thing that goes on at this  school,” he held up the paper 

so I could examine it for myself, “Could you explain why I went all the way from ‘A+’s to stinking ‘F’s?” 

 

  I took the paper, which turned out to be his report card, from his hand. It looked exactly like mine, with 

the big red ‘F’s stamped on every subject, like soul-crushing brands of pain. 

 

   “It’s the same with mine, as well,” Emily said, handing me her report card. Again, it looked just like mine. 

 

   “This is bad…” I murmured. “We have to go see Trent- er, Director Adams.” 

 

  Clark and Emily nodded, and the three of us headed down to the basement. We found Trent standing next 

to his laptop, monitoring…something. 

 

   “Tilly, great to have you,” he said, turning to look at us. His eyepatch was just slightly off kilter, so I 

could see his second brown eye underneath. “We have a situation.” 

 

  In answer, I held up both of Clark and Emily’s report cards, then fished mine out of my backpack. “I’ve 

noticed.” 

 

   “What the heck is going on, Trent?” Clark asked, indignantly. He took a big swig of coffee before 

continuing. “This could really hurt my college transcript unless this is fixed.” 

 

  Trent began typing away at his laptop, apparently monitoring something. Emily, who was known for her 

computer skills, walked over beside him. 

 

   “What’s with that internet spike on Thursday night?” she asked. “Nobody is supposed to be in the school 

that late.” 

 

   “And you’ve stuck to that rule hard and fast, haven’t you?” Trent chuckled. Emily grinned, sheepishly, 

before turning back to the screen. 
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   “This means that somebody was here on Thursday, using the Kirby internet.” 

 

   “And when are all of the report cards graded at this school?” Trent asked, rhetorically. 

 

Clark gasped, in spite of himself. “You’ve got to be kidding me.” 

 

   “Somebody has been hacking our grades.” 

 

   “Yeah, okay. That sucks,” Clark muttered. 

 

   “And this was found in the teacher’s computer room,” he continued. It was a patch with a big, bright blue 

‘W’ on the front. One that could only have been on a Wheeler jacket. Clark was now fully invested in the 

conversation. 

 

  “Okay, so, what is the plan for this one?” he asked, suddenly very focused. 

 

  “Well, I just got a new team-” I started, remembering our previous adventure. 

 

  “They’re a good team,” Trent interrupted, “But not the ones for this job. They operate more in the shadows. 

This is a very public problem, and I want a very public solution.” 

 

  Trent readjusted his eyepatch, then faced Clark directly. 

 

   “Do you have Iron Fold, Clark?” 

 

   “Of course, why?” 

 

   “It might be time to form the OrigAvengers.” 

 

  Clark choked on his drink. 

 

  

 

The Best Idea 

 

By Clark 

 

  Let me be honest; this made sense. 

 

  However, I was not at all ready to start working with a team. I was working perfectly fine on my own. 

 

   “Sir, do you really think this is the best idea?” I asked. “If Wheeler really did this, why don’t we just 

attack them back?” 
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   “That’s not how we work, Mr. Largent. That’s not how you work, either, if I remember correctly.” 

 

   “That was different! This is a huge deal. Why don’t we just hack them back?” 

 

  Trent paused and glared at him. “The best I can do explain it is that there are kids like you and me at 

Wheeler. But there are also kids like the ones who sabotaged the grades at Kirby. Kids who wouldn’t 

hesitate to give Wheeler worse than what they gave us. The innocents don’t deserve it.” 

 

  Trent led us out of the basement, as it was time to go to class. “And besides, Clark, a couple of your 

teammates are Wheeler alumni.” 

 

   “Wait, what?” 

 

   “Ask Tilly. See you later, Clark. I’m almost late for Physics.” Trent rounded the hallway, still wearing 

the eyepatch. 

 

   “Does he ever take that off?” I asked Tilly. 

 

   “I don’t think so. It gives him such a ‘Man of Mystery’ look, doesn’t it?” Tilly smiled, happily. 

 

   “Hello, Tilly?” Emily said, waving her hand in front of our dazed comrade’s face. 

 

   “Oh, yeah, the rest of the team. Sorry.” Tilly held out her ever-present clipboard, which had four different 

slips of paper clipped to it. Apparently, they were student files, as a file about me was the one on top. I was 

slightly offended; the picture for me was awful. “The OrigAvengers have slowly been forming these last 

few months, and I’m not just talking about you.” 

 

  She lifted up my sheet to a page about a girl named ‘Ally Weber.’ 

 

   “She’s the Unshreddible Hulk,” Tilly explained. “She transferred here from Wheeler last month. She’s 

cool, but a tiny bit shy.” 

 

  She turned to a page that was about two people, a guy and a girl. So, I guess the team includes five people, 

then? “These two are Jesse Rodriguez and Jessica Smith-Holt, but the two are basically inseparable so we 

save time by calling them ‘Jesseca’. They’ve been freelance F.O.L.D. Agents for a while, and part of my 

own awesome team. Jesse has Hawkpleats and Jessica has an Origami Mockingbird.” 

 

  She turned to the last page, about another F.O.L.D. Agent, a guy I’d actually seen walking around the 

school. He sort of acted like a hall monitor, looking over people’s’ shoulders to make sure nothing bad was 

happening. It got pretty annoying. He once busted me for eating one of the ‘banned’ sweets on the front 

lawn. (I was eating a beautiful chocolate Ding Dong…Andy grabbed it and just threw it away. I still haven’t 

forgiven him.)  “Andy Gardner is actually the newest origami wielder here. He has just been given Captain 

Americut. He’s also really cool.” 
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   “Fantastic,” I muttered. “So, how the heck am I supposed to get us together?” 

 

  Tilly shrugged. “Well, I can give you their phone numbers. Beyond that…to be honest, I never thought 

we’d get this far along.” 

 

   “That is really reassuring.” 

 

  Tilly walked off, leaving me and Emily behind. 

 

   “So, what are you going to do?” Emily asked me. 

 

   “No idea. Where’s Robby? He’s better at this kind of thing.” 

 

   “He’s in Colorado, remember?” 

 

   “Oh, yeah.” I shuffled my feet for a bit. “Could you do something?” 

 

  Emily rolled her eyes. “No, Clark. This is your job. You started this, so you’ve gotta bring this whole thing 

to fruition.” 

 

   “I really hate it when you make sense.” 

 

  

 

That Afternoon 

 

Conversation recorded by Jessica Holt, on official F.O.L.D. mission 

 

Place: Striker’s Bowling Alley 

 

Time: 4:00 EDT 

 

Jessica: Jesse, focus. 

 

Jesse: I am focused. 

 

Jessica: You have not taken your eyes off of those cheese curds since you got here. 

 

Jesse: If you honestly expect me to ignore a steaming batch of cheese curds like the ones in front of me you 

don’t know me at all. 

 

Jessica: You disgust me. 

 

Jesse: Love you too. 
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(Bell above bowling alley door rings. Sound of footsteps. Sound of a thud. Sound of scuffling on the floor.) 

 

Jesse: Did you see those reflexes? Tell me that wasn’t an awesome move. 

 

Jessica: You stuck your foot out, tripped him and then sat on him. 

 

The kid Jesse is sitting on: Let me go, jerks! 

 

(Sound of Jesse picking kid up and sitting him at the table.) 

 

Jessica: So, Mr. Malcolm Grant, is it, do you or do you not go to Wheeler Academy? 

 

Malcolm: Yes, I go to Wheeler. What’s the deal? 

 

Jessica: Has there been any plans going around Wheeler for a major strike against Kirby? 

 

Malcolm: No, why? 

 

Jessica: We’re asking the questions here. 

 

Malcolm: Well, why are you attacking me for answers? 

 

Jesse: Dude, you’re the smartest guy at Wheeler. You’ve planned so many attacks it’s staggering. Plus, you 

always come here after school and they have the best cheese curds in town, so we thought we’d kill two 

birds with one stone, you know? 

 

Jessica: He thought. 

 

Jesse: Shush. 

 

Malcolm: I don’t know where you got your info, but nothing is being planned or enacted at the moment. 

Granted, I wouldn’t tell you if there was, but I’m not a liar. So, leave me alone. I’ve got some bowling to 

do. 

 

(Sound of kid getting up from table. Sound of cheese curds being crunched.) 

 

Jesse (with mouth full.): So, do you trust him? 

 

Jessica: Not fully. There was no sign that he was lying, so…I don’t know. 

 

Jesse: That’s weird. You’re always so sure-of-yourself, calm, collected…ah, man, I got Hawkpleats greasy. 

 

Jessica: Jesse, you’re an idiot. 
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Morning Assembly 

 

By Ally 

 

  What’s up? Only THE END OF THE WORLD. 

 

  Not really, but close. 

 

  So, a big morning assembly was called this morning. It had to deal with the now infamous grade-hacking 

scandal. 

 

  The gym was full of kids, as they all got situated in their bleachers. There was a small podium with a mic 

in the center of the gym, which Principal Ainsley stood at. When all the commotion, died down, he did a 

mic check then started to speak. 

 

   “Good morning, kids. Thank you for being so punctual about this impromptu assembly. Most of you 

already know why this assembly has been called. It has to do with the hacking scandal, which we believe 

was pulled off by students of Wheeler Academy.” 

 

  For those who didn’t know what was going on, this was outrageous. Even the kids that knew the whole 

story weren’t any happier. ‘Boo’s were bellowed, jeers were thrown, and some of the worst insults I’d ever 

heard were uttered. High school, man. It’s a rough place. 

 

   “Quiet down! Yes, it’s terrible, but we must keep level heads about this. Let’s not overreact about the 

whole situation,” Ainsley shouted, trying to keep the peace. 

 

   “On the contrary, Principal Ainsley,” a calm, crisp and clear voice shouted over the din. I would know 

that voice anywhere; his attempt to take over Wheeler was legendary by now. “It’s a fight they want, so it’s 

a fight they’ll get.” 

 

  None other than Judah Decassius stepped down from the bleachers onto the court. I hadn’t seen him in 

months; his suspension had obviously ended. His failure hadn’t hurt his confidence, obviously; he strutted 

out onto the court like a circus ringmaster. His hair was shorter and he was even a bit more muscular. His 

face looked really determined. Just seeing him made my blood boil. Someone was walking behind him, 

too…no way. Was that Nard Broderick? His attempt to paint-bomb some Wheeler guys was legendary, too. 

 

  Ironically, knowing my place as the Unshreddible Hulk helped keep my anger in check. I wouldn’t make 

a scene right now, even though I really wanted to. Hulk himself was in my pocket, his head barely sticking 

out. 

 

   “Principal, if I may?” Jude asked when he got to the podium. 
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   “Only for five minutes, young man. Don’t think we haven’t forgotten your previous stunt,” the principal 

replied. 

 

   “That’s all I need,” Jude replied, smiling. 

 

  Ainsley stepped back, rolling his eyes, while Jude took full control of the microphone. Nard stepped 

behind him. “Wheeler has been relentless in the attacks performed against the school, haven’t they, Kirby?” 

 

  A few “Yeah!”s could be heard around the gymnasium. 

 

   “It’s never stopped, ever since the ‘40’s, when their own blatant racism and prejudice started the war. 

We’ve been way too accommodating of it over the years, I’d say. Sure, we’ve launched our fair share of 

attacks, but nothing like this. Even those of us who try to strike back are punished for it, like my friend 

Nard here.” Jude gestured to Nard, who stepped forward, looking very solemn. 

 

   “Wheeler students constantly bullied my older sister when she was a student here,” Nard started. “All I 

wanted to do was get back at them, but some Wheeler apologists stopped me.” He pointed dramatically at 

Clark Largent, one of the ‘apologists’ in question. 

 

  Clark stood up, quickly. “For your information, Nard was being pretty extreme. I totally would have let 

him paint the school if I’d known this was coming.” He sat back down again. I noticed his girlfriend punch 

him hard in the arm. I would have punched him, too. Wasn’t he Iron Fold, one of the first ‘revived’ heroes 

at Kirby? He wasn’t supposed to be such a wuss like that. 

 

  Jude returned to the podium. “Even I have been told to sit down and shut up after trying to strike against 

our enemy. After trying to show Wheeler the error of it’s ways and make it more like our own beloved 

school, I was beaten by it’s students and suspended, here, for what I’d done. That is not what I call fair. 

And after what happened last night, we couldn’t possibly have that happen again, now could we? 

 

   “So, what say you, students of Kirby High, that we launch a final, once and for all attack against our 

enemy? Give ’em a taste of their own medicine, or…worse?” 

 

   I couldn’t believe it. Jude had probably been waiting for an opportunity like this, to get his revenge on 

Wheeler for the problems he caused. This whole prospect was terrifying to me; Wheeler was my home 

school, after all. I still had friends there! I almost started to break down. But, Jude had a way with crowds, 

I’ll admit. They ate up every single word he said and at this last call-to-arms, the entire gym erupted with 

enthusiasm. I scanned the crowd for anybody I knew, and sure enough I saw a good amount of reactions 

from my friends. 

 

   Tilly looked dazed, even dropping her clipboard. Andy was scowling. And there was Jasmine…I hadn’t 

talked to her a lot lately, but I felt better seeing her as mad as I was. 

 

So…we are going to battle. That isn’t good. 
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  Immediately after the assembly, Clark Largent ran up to me. 

 

   “Meet on tomorrow morning after school. We’ve got some things to discuss.” 

 

   “What- why would I meet with you after what you said in there, traitor?” 

 

  Clark shuffled his feet, nervously. “I was saving face. We’re about to go public and we don’t need such 

bad PR this early.” 

 

   “‘Going public’? ‘Bad PR?’ Who or what are you even talking about?” 

 

  Clark handed me a card. It had a big letter ‘A’ on the front, styled just like the Avengers symbol. Suddenly, 

I knew exactly what this was about. “Tomorrow morning,” he repeated. 

 

   “But-” I sputtered. “Why not this afternoon or something?” 

 

   “I’ve got a date with my girlfriend! Wouldn’t dare cancel.” 

 

  That was the last I saw of him until the next day. 

 

  

 

Confrontation 

 

By Clark 

 

  So, I didn’t leave right away to get ready for my date (an afternoon screening of a new movie starring 

Roxie something or other, Emily had picked it out), because I had my own agenda at the moment; talking 

to Jude. 

 

  I found him in the hall next to the trophy case, Nard right behind him. They were waving and shaking 

hands like politicians. It was weird. 

 

  “Mr. Decassius?” I asked. 

 

  Nard stepped in front of me, blocking my path. “Jude, this looks like a potential threat.” 

 

  “Nard, you idiot, move over right now or I will-” 

 

  “That won’t be necessary,” Jude said calmly. Nard stepped aside and allowed me through. 

 

  “So, Jude, what’s your game?” I asked. “I’ve seen your work. It’s pretty impressive. You’ve always got 

huge elaborate schemes. So what’s the plan here?” 



 

140 

 

  “Payback, of course. Just payback, plain and simple.” 

 

  “I’ve read your F.O.L.D. file. You don’t work plain and simple.” 

 

  Jude shrugged. “Okay, maybe I have a few things running behind the scenes, but aside from that I saw an 

opportunity and took it. I’ve been looking for revenge against Wheeler and this came up. Carpe diem, as 

they say.” 

 

   “That was on Phineas and Ferb once,” I replied. “Wait, so, you’re not the bad guy here?” 

 

  Jude couldn’t believe it. “Of course not! I’m the one working for Kirby to defeat it’s enemy.” 

 

  “Oh, well, okay then.” 

 

  I walked away, thinking it over. He sounded great and I didn’t see anything wrong with the plans. 

 

  Maybe the OrigAvengers weren’t supposed to stop him, but to join him. 

 

    

 

Chillin’ At Wendy’s 

 

By Shelby 

 

Dear Diary, 

 

  Me, Dove and Adrian were all hanging out at Wendy’s on Monday night, as was the weekly standard. 

Technically, this was a weekly date for me and Dove. But, since Dove and Adrian are best friends, and 

Adrian is a really trustworthy guy, my parents and Dove’s parents agreed to send him on our dates to act as 

a chaperone. I didn’t like the idea at first, but he doesn’t do much to ruin the date, and he’s a pretty fun 

third-wheel! 

 

  

 

  So, End of the School Year plans is what we were discussing tonight. I’m the head of the Student Body 

Government still, so I explained how we were planning a final dance for the last week of the month. Every 

dance is themed, and the theme this year was Under the Sea! It’s going to be awesome! 

 

I could tell the boys couldn’t care less about it, though. The conversation was already getting a bit 

uncomfortable too, because we started dancing around the subject of graduation, and neither me or Dove 

want to think about that… 
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   “The dance will for sure be wonderful, Shelby,” Dove reassured. “Would you like to be my date to the 

dance?” 

 

  I giggled. He was so cute. “Of course, Mr. MacLeash. I would be honored.” Dove blushed. Adrian rolled 

his eyes. 

 

   “You guys are kind of…sickly-sweet adorable,” he said, laughing. 

 

  Dove blinked. “Is…that bad?” 

 

  Adrian playfully punched him in the shoulder. “Nah, man. It’s just like you guys are meant to be.” 

 

   “Ah, then yes. We are sickly-sweet adorable!” Dove announced. 

 

  At that moment, Adrian’s phone rang, some synthesized song. He answered. 

 

   “Uh huh. Oh. Yeah, that stinks. Okay. Cool.” He hung up and put the phone in his pocket. 

 

   “What is the matter?” Dove asked. 

 

   “Big problem at Kirby. We think it might have something to do with your archenemy.” Adrian looked at 

Dove. “And, they might need your help.” 

 

  

 

The First Assemblance 

 

By Andy 

 

  I think I might finally have a job. 

 

  Obviously, it’s related to the hacking. Now, also related to Jude. I’d read the F.O.L.D. file on that guy; he 

was devious. I refused to believe his motives were to help the school. 

 

  Anyway, that afternoon I got a text from a number I didn’t recognize. All it said was ‘Meet on the 

playground before school tomorrow. By the way, this is Clark.” 

 

  Clark Largent, the Iron Fold. This had to do with the OrigAvengers, I was sure of it. 

 

  I was right. 

 

  I arrived at the playground, bright and early. I was the first one there, which didn’t put my faith in our 

leadership at ease. A good leader always has to be the first to arrive and the last to leave. 

 



 

142 

  Two kids arrived soon after. One was a blonde girl, looking annoyed and sleepy, the other a shorter red 

haired boy, equally irritated. I had seen both of them around the F.O.L.D. base, always together. 

 

   “Morning,” I greeted. 

 

   “Wassup, Red,” the boy replied, noting my bright red hair. 

 

   “The name’s Andy. Yours?” 

 

   The boy climbed onto the nearby monkey bars and hung upside down, to apparently jog his senses. “Woo, 

head rush, “ he muttered. “Oh, yeah, uh, I’m Jesse. The grumpy one is Jessica. You must be the new Captain 

Americrease.” 

 

   “Americut, actually,” I corrected. 

 

   The girl glared at Jesse. She still didn’t say anything. 

 

  “So, are you guys a part of the OrigAvengers?” I asked. 

 

   Jessica rolled her eyes, which slightly offended me. “No way I’d be here if I wasn’t.” 

 

   “Ooooookay…” I muttered. “What’s your, uh, puppets?” 

 

   “I have Hawkpleats,” Jesse announced, pulling a smushed purple puppet out of his pocket. I noted how 

he’d gone for the old comics design, with the dumb purple face wings. 

 

   “I have Mockingbird,” Jessica said, producing her own puppet. It was also comic-based, with very large 

yellow goggles. 

 

  “You have your puppet?” Jesse asked. 

 

  “Uh…It’s not finished yet,” I replied. 

 

  “Not finished?” Jessica asked. “Why?” 

 

  “I’m too worried I’ll screw it up.” 

 

  “Okay then.” 

 

   Nobody said anything for a while. It was pretty awkward, with Jesse messing with Jessica and I having 

no one to talk to. I leaned against the school’s wall and waited. Just waited. 

 

   Thankfully I didn’t wait too long as another girl walked onto the playground. Again, thankfully, I knew 

who she was. This was Ally Weber, the Unshreddible Hulk, someone I had actually recruited to F.O.L.D. 
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I waved to her and she waved back. She walked over to where I was standing, avoiding eye-contact with 

Jesse and Jessica, who were now arguing about which Doctor was the best. 

 

 “So, how’s hero work treating you?” I asked. 

 

 “It’s been fine,” she said, quietly. “I mean, it’s about what I expected. Kinda boring. Aside from the big 

speech, there’s not much for an origami wielder to do.” 

 

 “Of course there is,” I replied, slightly surprised.  “It doesn’t really matter that we have origami figures. 

Granted, it’s fairly dorky. But the origami figures help to show the other kids that we’re the protectors of 

the school. That’s the reason we have the Marvel superheroes; they fight the jerks so the regular people 

don’t have to. We’re not rebelling against some bad regime, we’re not just waving them around for fun. 

We have been given the duty to protect the kids of this school, and I believe the duty to protect Wheeler, 

too. There’s injustice everywhere, and you should be doing your best to fight it day in and day out.” 

 

  Ally looked at me, a bit taken aback. Jesse and Jessica had stopped fighting to listen, apparently. And, 

while I was talking, Clark had finally shown up. He was giving me the finger guns. 

 

  “Beautiful speech, Captain America. Nice work. Okay, on to brass tacks.” 

 

  Jesse’s hand shot up. “Before we continue, I vote Red over there for team leader.” 

 

  “He can’t be the leader, he’s the newest one out of all of us.” 

 

  “He’s obviously the wisest,” Jessica added. “And way better looking than you.” I blushed. 

 

  “Okay, shut up,” Clark said, exasperated. “I’ve been here the longest, I’m the one that got you all here, 

and I am by far the best looking one here. I’m Iron Man, he’s the best. You guys are just the supporting 

characters like Captain America, Hulk, Hawkeye, and…Mockingjay, whoever that is. I’m the leader.” 

 

“Mockingbird,” Jessica replied, annoyed. 

 

  “It’s okay, Red, we all know you’re the real leader,” Jesse not-so-subtly whispered. 

 

  “This does not give me faith in our ability as a team,” Ally groaned. I agreed. 

 

  “Quiet, all of you,” Clark commanded. “Okay, so, the problem at hand is that Wheeler is hacking our 

grades and we have to do something about it. Who’s votes joining the Mob For Wheeler’s Annihilation?” 

Clark himself raised his hand. I couldn’t believe it. Did he not hear a word I said? 

 

 “Actually,” Ally interrupted, “I think we should be stopping the Declarations of Total Destruction. I’m 

from Wheeler, I know what it’s like there. They’re not all bad kids.” 
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 “I agree with Ally,” Jessica added. “Some people there are jerks, idiots, and (My note: she called them 

something bad so I’m editing it out). We have all of those at Kirby, too. Kirby and Wheeler have both 

pulled stunts like that; whatever happens, they should be given the same, equal consequence.” 

 

 “Now, wait a second, Jess,” Jesse said, “We’ve never pulled something as bad as attempting to kill any 

student’s hopes and dreams of a bright future. You were nearly brainwashed over there.” 

 

 “It was a cover, dork. Don’t tell me you’re agreeing with the Iron Warmonger over there?” Jessica replied, 

indignantly. 

 

 “Quiet, both of you,” I butted in. “While I may not agree with Clark’s idea, we’re still a team. We should 

function as a team. As such, let’s put this to a vote. Raise your hand if you’re for Kirby and Kirby only.” 

 

 Clark raised his hand. Jesse raised it slowly, trying and failing to ignore the infuriated look from Jessica. 

 

 “Now, who’s for Kirby and Wheeler?” 

 

 I raised my hand, of course. So did Ally and Jessica. 

 

 “Okay, so, majority rules. We fight for both schools. I feel like that’s a good place to end the meeting on. 

Homeroom starts in five minutes, anyway.” 

 

 So, we ended the first meeting of the OrigAvengers on a fairly sour note; Jessica kept giving Jesse the 

death glare and Clark looked disgusted at the losers he’d wound up with. Me and Ally were cheerful on the 

way to class, though. 

 

  

 

It’s Bad At Kirby 

 

By Ally 

 

  What’s up, again? Well, what’s up is that the hacking stuff is leading to even worse stuff. 

 

  I was in History Class with Mrs. McGregor. We’d been studying major conflicts, and today the subject 

was Pearl Harbor. I really did not like how apparently ‘applicable’ some kids found it. 

 

  “Very quick, simple pop quiz; who bombed Pearl Harbor?” 

 

A kid behind me answered “Japan.” 

 

  “Correct,” Mrs. McGregor replied. “Why was Operation Z, as the Japanese called it, launched?” 
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  I knew, but I hated to raise my hand in public. Nobody else seemed to know the answer. Mrs. McGregor 

waited a bit longer before explaining. 

 

  “Operation Z was launched as a preventative measure to make sure the US Pacific Fleet wouldn’t be able 

to move, so the Fleet wouldn’t be able to do anything about Japan’s planned attacks on various US allies. 

Why did this go very wrong, from the Japanese point of view?” 

 

  This time, a ton of hands went up. Everybody knew this answer. 

 

  “Ah, yes, Jasmine, what’s the answer?” 

 

  I glanced at Jasmine on the other side of the classroom. Since the Speech, she was kind of ignored. I was 

kind of proud of her for answering at all. 

 

  “The day after the attack the US declared war on Japan,” Jasmine began. “This led to Japan being on the 

losing side of the war and losing Hiroshima and Nagasaki.” 

 

  “Very good. And so-” 

 

  A kid in the back interrupted, “So, the enemy attacked and that’s when America went nuts?” 

 

  “I’d say so, yes,” Mrs. McGregor replied. “Until that point, America had done it’s best to remain neutral 

in the war. It wasn’t until Pearl Harbor that they decided to fight.” 

 

  “And that turned out to be the best course of action, right?” 

 

  “Yes.” 

 

  I could see where this was going and I didn’t like it. 

 

  “So, if someone who we’ve been way too nice to makes a devastating attack against us, shouldn’t we have 

the right to do the same?” Some kids around him seemed to agree. 

 

  Mrs. McGregor finally caught on, and she felt the same way I did. “Okay, kids, the grade hacking in very 

bad. However, I’ve heard some of your plans. You may not go to Wheeler with sledgehammers and try to 

destroy everything in your path. That is both illegal and nonsensical.” 

 

  “But it’s the Pearl Harbor method,” the kid replied. “And that attack won the war for the US.” 

 

  “You know it!” someone shouted. 

 

  “I totally agree,” someone else added. 
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  Finally, I was sick of it. I stood up and turned around. “SHUT UP, all of you. Wheeler doesn’t deserve 

this anymore than Kirby does, so stop it!” 

 

  “Oh, look, Weber is Hulking out,” the annoying kid snickered to his friend. Suddenly, I realized what I 

was doing and quickly sat down. I looked up at Mrs. McGregor and she smiled at me, so that gave me a bit 

of a confidence boost. 

 

  

 

It’s Bad At Wheeler 

 

By Dove 

 

  It has been awhile since I wrote a chapter for a story such as this, but I was told to do so to record the 

events taking place. 

 

  I learned things at Kirby were pretty horrible later, what with preventing a war march, but it was even 

worse here at Wheeler. 

 

  First and foremost, I do not believe that anybody at Wheeler Academy would perform an action so devious 

as mess with the grading system at Kirby. Up until this point, the troublemakers have only been pulling 

pranks against the students of Kirby. Nothing so serious as actually illegal hacking. I do not believe the 

hacking actually was done by Wheeler students. 

 

  Here is why: Adrian was given a tip from…someone (he didn’t say) that my old enemy Judah Decassius 

was in charge of the event. That possibility fits Jude very well; manipulative, very charismatic, and 

vengeful. Jude had been cast out of Wheeler at the peak of power by myself, and he would want revenge. 

This opportunity, if it went well, would utterly obliterate Wheeler if the threats the students have received 

are any indication. 

 

  However, that is not the point of this chapter. This chapter is supposed to tell you what is going on at 

Wheeler. 

 

  Students are actually scared, I believe. Just like Kirby, many students genuinely love going to school here, 

and the threat of a forced closure weighs heavy on all of their minds. Of course, the ‘bad eggs’ as you say 

here in America are planning some way to violently stop this impending doom, but most of the kids, good 

kids, I might add, just want the school to stay open. 

 

  My girlfriend, Shelby, who, as the head of the Student Body Government, is usually very calm under 

pressure, is worried. She has poured countless hours into making this school a very fun place, trying to wipe 

away the influence of its early days, and make it a very loving and accepting place for all kids. 
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  Even I am worried. Wheeler is the only American school I have ever attended, yet it feels like home. It is 

far better than any school Iceland has to offer, at least. I am worried that if the school is closed, I will have 

to return to Iceland for a long time. 

 

  When I told Shelby of this possibility, she was very upset. For a moment, she fished around her purse 

before pulling out an origami puppet. She wielded the Allfather of Asgard, Foldin (origami Odin, of course) 

which fit very well with her managerial position. She looked me in the eyes, very closely, and I felt 

compelled to pull out my own puppet, Thorigami. 

 

  “Thorigami, my son,” Shelby said in a very funny impression of Foldin. (She was probably doing it to 

keep my spirits up.) “You must do whatever you can to stop the closure of this school. Unlike Asgard, 

Wheeler is a place, not a people. It must not close.” 

 

  “Of course, Allfather,” I responded in my best impression of Chris Hemsworth. (It was not very good 

either.) 

 

  “Seriously, Dove,” Shelby said in his normal voice. “Don’t let the school close. You were able to stop 

Jude before, so I know you can do this too.” She gave me a very big hug. I hugged her back. 

 

  “I will do my best,” I murmured, a sudden wave of emotion almost making me cry. 

 

  Suddenly, I realized that I had no idea what to do. So, I needed an idea. Thankfully, I had my friend Adrian 

to help me out. I went to seek him out at his regular post; guarding the trophy case. He cared much for 

Wheeler, even though he was technically a Kirby student. He wanted the war to stop, and he was a big 

supporter of unifying the school. The fact that he knew what went on at Kirby mostly at all times was a 

very useful skill, too. I was proud to have him as a best friend. 

 

  “What do you require, Foldinson?” he greeted, in a pretend British accent. He held Heimdollar proudly 

on his finger. 

 

  “Assistance is what I need, my friend.” 

 

  “Just ask and I will provide it.” 

 

  “What do I do about Kirby?” 

 

  Adrian thought for a moment. “Hmm…I think I have an idea. “ 

 

  

 

Crowd Control 

By Clark 

 

  You gotta hand it to the students for waiting until school hours were over to start a war rally. 
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  As soon as school let out, almost nobody left. Most people went out behind the school, where Jude 

Decassius was leading what looked like a rally to inspire Kirby’s students to war. You’d think that would 

go against school rules, but I guess not. I’ve just stopped questioning things at this point. 

 

  If I’m being honest, Jude didn’t seem that bad. He seemed a bit haughty and self-important, but he was 

charismatic, smart, and able to get things done. I was half-tempted to join his cause, but what kept me back 

was the fact that he was working with Nard. Nard was still as soft-spoken as ever, and was still standing 

behind Jude like a bodyguard. Gosh, I hated that guy. 

 

  “Wheeler thinks they can stamp us into the ground. Let’s show them that’s the biggest mistake they’ve 

ever made!” Jude cried. The crowd shouted in agreement, mostly. 

 

  “What about F.O.L.D.?” one kid asked. 

 

  Jude smiled in reply. “F.O.L.D. as an organization doesn’t do much. It couldn’t prevent this attack, so I 

think you all should just forget about it!” 

 

   Emily came running up to me. 

 

  “Well?” she asked, expectantly. 

 

  “Well, what?” I responded. 

 

  “This is your job. Fix it.” 

 

  “Ugh, fine.” 

 

  I started pushing through the thick crowd to get to Jude’s makeshift stage, a chipped concrete slab leftover 

from Kirby’s construction. 

 

  “Show those Wheel-idiots who’s boss!” Jude shouted, once again garnering cheers. 

 

  “Let’s, uh, not that,” I interrupted. I jumped up onto the slab. 

 

  “Clark,” Nard, who was also on the podium, sneered. “Nice to see you again.” 

 

  “You know, I was really hoping I’d gotten rid of you, but you’re like a popcorn kernel stuck in my teeth. 

You just won’t leave.” 

 

  “I see you’ve just gotten snarkier, if that’s even possible,” Nard shot back. I ignored him, remembering 

my mission. I turned to the crowd. 
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  “Okay, so, Kirbians, maybe assault isn’t the best idea. There has to be a peaceful resolution to this. Or 

even a different, less violent one, where I’m not involved.” 

 

  “He’s right!” Emily shouted, supportively. I rolled my eyes. I couldn’t help glancing around the crowd, 

looking for any of my teammates. Why weren’t they jumping to help? My question was answered a second 

later as Andy came stumbling around the side of the building, looking kind of beat up with a giant black 

eye. 

 

  “What happened to you?” I asked. 

 

  “Some big guys wouldn’t let me out to see this rally,” Andy explained, stepping onto the slab. “So, I 

pushed my way through, and one of them punched me in the face.” He pointed to his black eye. 

 

  “Looking good, Red,” Jesse shouted, he too coming around the building pulling a guy much bigger than 

him behind him. Jessica held another guy by the ear. Ally was walking behind them. “Just so you know, 

Ally did this without even throwing a punch. She is fierce.” Ally sheepishly grinned, looking a bit shy. 

 

  Suddenly, I realized I recognized the ‘guards’; they were the same two guys who busted my Mindstorms 

bot awhile ago! Sure, I’d stopped them from getting paint-splattered, but I still hadn’t gotten over Dummy’s 

death. 

 

  “What the heck are they doing here?” I shouted at Jude. 

 

  “They’re still friends of Nard,” Jude said, looking surprised. “They are still students of Wheeler, too.” 

 

  “Yeah, so?” 

 

  Jude turned to the audience. “So, these White Knights apparently share the same ideals as we do! As you 

can see, even they aren’t above beating up Wheeler students!” 

 

  Andy stepped up front. “Now wait a second. We didn’t know these were Wheeler students, so Ally would 

have beaten them up anyway, probably.” Ally shrugged to confirm Andy’s claim. “And why were they 

stationed there in the first place? Obviously, Jude didn’t want us out here, did you, Jude?” Andy turned and 

glowered at the leader of the rally. I had to admit, Jude had played us and played us well. 

 

  Jude just grinned in answer to Andy’s questioning as the crowd of students started to boo us. 

 

  “Nothing different, is there?” one person shouted. 

 

  “More proof that we should get on with it!” another replied. 

 

  “Hypocrites!” people started chanting. 

 

  Andy looked around in horror. Jesse and Jessica joined us on stage, closely followed by Ally. 
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  “Seems like you’re not popular with the crowd, OrigAvengers,” Jude sneered. “I’d suggest getting rid of 

them,” Jude said, addressing the crowd. “They’re obviously the real troublemakers here.” Jude and Nard, 

left the slab, taking the two Wheeler grunts with them. 

 

  Some big kids jumped onto the slab to grab us, probably to hang us all on the flagpole or some other 

dastardly way of making sure we didn’t mess with their plans. The rest of the crowd dispersed, probably 

not wanting to get caught watching a fight and doing nothing. 

 

  “Get off the stage, losers,” one, a guy I recognized as Jameson Tanner, growled. Jameson was a huge 

member of the football team, always pulling pranks of Wheeler students. It didn’t surprise me that he was 

on Jude’s side. 

 

  “Nice work, Sparkplug,” Jesse said, looking at me. 

 

  “Not appreciated,” I shot back. 

 

  “Now, guys, let’s think about this,” Andy said, calmly, trying to diffuse the situation. “Violence only 

breeds more violence.” 

 

  “Only if the other guy gets back up,” Jameson replied. “That won’t be a problem with you.” He threw a 

powerful punch, sending Andy to the floor. 

 

  “We just lost Red,” Jesse murmured. 

 

  “Serves him right,” I muttered. 

 

  “We can still take them,” Jessica replied. 

 

  “Take us? You guys are all a foot smaller than us,” Jameson said, chuckling. 

 

  “However, I am not,” a European voice said. 

 

  Suddenly, one of Jameson’s buddies was thrown backward by a big fist, belonging to an equally big guy. 

He had blonde hair and an origami puppet on his finger. It looked like…Thor? 

 

  “My name is Dove, and this is Thorigami,” he said, courageously. “These kids are the protectors of Kirby, 

and I’m the protector of Wheeler. Thus, we are allies and you are our enemies. Understood?” 

 

  The new guy, Dove, bent down and helped Andy back to his feet. Andy’s lip was bleeding. 

 

  “Eh, so you guys have got a big guy on your side,” Jameson said, practically yawning. “Won’t matter.” 

 

  “Oh yeah?” Andy said, wiping blood from his lip. “OrigAvengers, assemble. You too, New Kid.” 
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  “Of course,” Dove replied. 

 

  “Hey!” I interrupted, quite angry. “That’s my line!” 

 

  “Since when?” Andy replied. 

 

  “Since I’m the leader!” 

 

  “Fine, say it then.” 

 

  “No, no,” I groaned, turning to face Jameson. “You ruined it already.” 

 

  

 

The Second Assemblance Plus One 

 

By Ally 

 

  I’ll admit it; we would’ve been toast. 

 

  However, the arrival of Dove gave us a fighting chance, even though 5 of us were way smaller than the 

big guy and his gang. 

 

  “Okay, guys, go for Jameson. He’s the biggest, and the toughest, probably,” Clark ordered. 

 

  “No, go for his two lackeys, three to a guy,” Andy re-ordered. “Do you see the size of their muscles? 

They’ll be the minibosses to the easier mega-boss.” 

 

  “Sure thing, Red,” Jesse replied. 

 

  “For crying out loud!” Clark shouted, exasperated. 

 

  “You do realize we can hear you, right?” one of Jameson’s friends said. 

 

  “Um….totally,” Clark said, not-so-confidently. 

 

  “Go!” Andy shouted. 

 

  One of the guys dove in my direction. I jumped backwards, really trying to avoid a fight. Since what had 

happened at Wheeler, I’d become wary of any physical confrontations. 

 

  “Thanks for the warm-up, actually,” the guy said, getting into a boxing stance. “This is great practice for 

our fight against the Wheeler kids.” 
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  “Yeah, uh, sure, goon-dude.” I wasn’t good with snappy comebacks. 

 

  “‘Goon dude’? I’m offended. We’re not just random muscle-heads.” 

 

  “You aren’t?” 

 

  The Goon dude looked pretty annoyed. “Of course not. We all have names. Mine is Brody.” 

 

  “Oh, sorry.” Realizing a me fighting was unavoidable at this point, I threw a punch. However, Brody 

grabbed my arm. 

 

  “I don’t think you guys realize we are trained members of the wrestling team,” Brody taunted. He grinned 

but a punch came out of nowhere and struck his cheek. Dove pulled his fist back. 

 

  “That doesn’t matter. We can still beat you,” Dove said, confidently. 

 

  “Okay, ow,” Brody said, rubbing his cheek. “Listen, lead-fist, I don’t really have any beef against Wheeler, 

but Jude promised me fifty bucks for beating you guys up. I intend to receive that money.” 

 

  “Hired hand, huh?” Jessica said, coming up to face Brody with me and Dove. “I’ve tangled with you types 

before. How are your grades doing?” 

 

  “…Not good…” Brody admitted. 

 

 “What if I told you I could get Lane Leicester to personally tutor you until testing week?” 

 

 Brody suddenly brightened up. “Holy- you could get Lane Leicester to help me? Dang.” He put his fists 

down, then looked at Jameson. “Sorry man, I need those grades more than fifty bucks.” Brody hopped off 

the slab and ran into the school. 

 

  I was relieved. Brody seemed like an okay guy. I didn’t want Dove to have to beat him up. But I had to 

admit, Dove looked good while doing it. 

 

  The other guy (who I now wondering the name of) was still fighting Clark, Jesse and Andy. He didn’t 

seem to want to go down as easily as Brody. 

 

  “You know, I’ve noticed I’ve had a one-hundred percent increase of brawls since joining F.O.L.D.,” Clark 

said, dodging a punch. “You guys stink at pacifism.” 

 

  “Tell me about it,” Jesse replied. He punched his opponent hard in the stomach, sending him falling 

backwards off the slab into the grass. The guy rolled over, accepting defeat. 

 

  Now it was just Jameson, who seemed less confident now that he was alone. 
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  Dove picked him up by his collar. “Do you have any idea what Jude is up to?” he interrogated. 

 

  “What do you mean?” Jameson asked, squirming, trying to get free from Dove’s grip. I noticed how strong 

Dove was. 

 

  “His behind-the-scenes plans, villain,” Dove replied. “How he is manipulating the schools against each 

other.” 

 

  “He’s manipulating the schools?” Andy asked. “How?” 

 

  “Wait, you were unaware of this?” Dove said, surprised. “A scoundrel like Jude shows up and takes control 

and that does not seem suspicious?” 

 

  “I thought it was suspicious, actually,” I said, suddenly. 

 

  “You’re saying Jude is behind it all?” Jessica questioned. “Why didn’t we know this?” 

 

  “Obliviousness, apparently,” Dove replied, annoyed. He turned back to Jameson, who he hadn’t set down. 

“Now, what is his plan?” 

 

  “Fine, fine!” Jameson blurted out. “He’s trying to get Kirby to totally destroy Wheeler as revenge for 

something that happened a few months ago.” 

 

  “The Student Body Council thing?” I asked. 

 

  “Something about that, yeah,” Jameson confirmed. “It’s not really much of a plan, kind of obvious really. 

But this war has been a powder keg and Jude lit the spark.” 

 

  “So Jude’s been the one hacking the grades? He framed Wheeler?” Andy asked, dumbfounded. 

 

  “Again, kind of obvious.” 

 

  Dove rolled his eyes. “Thank you for the information.” Dove tossed him onto the ground next to his friend. 

They both scrambled back into the school. 

 

   “So…Wheeler isn’t to blame?” Clark asked. 

 

   “Of course not. Wheeler did nothing wrong,” Dove replied. 

 

  “‘Nothing wrong?’ They’ve been worse to us than we have to them!” 

 

  “I could say the same thing to you, Kirbian.” 
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  “Well excuse me, Thor, god of Dunderheads!” 

 

  “Þú ert nú meiri lattelepjandi lopatrefillinn!” 

 

  “I don’t speak viking!” 

 

  Andy finally jumped in between Clark and Dove, putting a hand on both of their shoulders. “Quiet, both 

of you! Focus on the task at hand, which is taking down Jude.” 

 

  Dove backed down first. “Of course. I apologize, hot-headed boy.” 

 

  Clark had his fists in the air, but seeing us all glaring at him, he lowered them. “Fine.” 

 

   “Okay, now,” Andy started, “Dove thinks that Jude framed Wheeler, and I believe him.” 

 

  “Come on!” Clark shouted. “He’s a Wheeler student! He can’t join us!” Clark was really starting to get 

on my nerves. 

 

  “Clark, shut up!” Andy shouted. I jumped. “Dove is honestly the most connected to this problem, he brings 

some much-needed muscle and he’s got Thor. That works out really well, so he’s on the team. Got it?” 

 

  “Fine,” Clark grumbled. 

 

  “Okay, like I was saying…to get Jude, we need evidence. Tomorrow is Thursday night, when all the 

grades are gathered. Jesse, Jessica, you’re the spies, right?” 

 

 “That’s what we’ve been told,” Jesse replied, nonchalantly. 

 

 “Great. You two stake out the place. Wait for Jude.” 

 

 “Fantastic,” Jesse replied. 

 

 “The rest of us have to keep the peace. Got it?” 

 

 “Yeah, sure,” we all replied. 

 

  

 

Hurting Hearts 

 

By Dove 

 

  First of all, I would like to say that I am enjoying being a part of the ‘OrigAvengers.’ It gives me a sense 

of duty and responsibility I did not have even when I was just Thorigami. It feels very good. 
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  What does not feel good is the reaction to my new role. 

  “Traitor!” “Jerk!” and other, less kind American insults I have since learned were said by the more 

fanatical Wheeler students when I walked into school this morning. I was apparently considered an enemy 

since joining the mainly Kirby-centric group. I was no longer liked. That…did not feel good at all. 

 

  I was hoping to find Solstice solace from Shelby. She had supported me in everything I did. Well, besides 

that time when I first confronted Jude and she thought I was bullying him. But that was a misunderstanding 

which was quickly cleared up. For a long time, it seemed that everything was ”just peachy.” Oh wait, I 

think I may have messed up that phrase. Perhaps, I meant “just appley?” It was some kind of fruit… 

  Anyway, the current state of our relationship quickly changed the day after the fight at Kirby. While 

studying in the library with Shelby, I noticed her face was unusually tense. She seemed tired and perhaps 

even upset. For a moment, I thought it might be all the studying and homework that was causing her grief, 

but when I offered to help with some problems, she coldly “brushed me off.” Now, I knew something was 

on her mind. 

 

  “Shel, is everything okay?” I asked. 

 

  “I’m fine,” she said quickly. 

 

  “I have been told that, in American culture, whenever a female says she is so-called ‘fine,’ she is actually 

not doing well. You are acting unkind to me.” 

 

  “Oh, I am, am I? And you think you know me real well, don’t you, Dover McLeash?” 

 

  I reached for her trembling hand, but she yanked it away. 

 

  “Hey, look at me. Shel. Shelby. Please,” I pleaded with her. 

 

  Slowly, her eyes drifted back so that we were gazing into each other eyes. Much can be seen in one’s eyes. 

They are the “window into one’s soul.” When I looked into her eyes, I saw anguish, despair, and fear. Her 

whole body was starting to shake. 

 

  “Do you need a break?” I asked after a moment of quiet pause (and give that this was happening in the 

library, the silence of the moment was incredibly tense and dramatic). 

 

  She finally spoke, in a whisper, “We can’t do this anymore, Dove. I… I can’t do this anymore.” 

 

  I had a feeling I knew what Shelby was implying at, and I could feel fear wrap around my heart as I 

patiently awaited her next words. 

 

  “Dove… please, don’t look at me that way. I can’t bear it. I don’t know how I can put this into words. I 

just…” 
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  Shelby’s face squinted with emotional pain, like she was about to let loose a fountain of tears. Then, before 

I could do or say anything, she shoved her textbooks away, got up from her seat, and quickly walked out of 

the room. I thought she was going to the restroom so that she could compose and calm down herself. 

Because i felt very guilty for causing her so much pain, I decided to leave immediately, leaving a note 

telling her I was not mad at her, but I was extremely concerned for her. In the note, I also mentioned that if 

she wanted to finish explaining herself to me, we could meet together whenever she wanted. 

 

********************* 

 

  Later that night, Shelby texted me to tell me she was ready. We met together at a nearby park. She was 

sitting on a park bench. The moon and stars were sparkling in the sky. Her own face seemed to shimmer in 

the moonlight. She was no longer filled with pain; instead, she had a melancholy face, with wise eyes that 

seemed to be considering something, something of great gravity and importance. At that moment, I would 

have thought she was contemplating the movement of the cosmos, and could even feel the earth spinning 

underneath her feet. 

 

  I stood a distance away, watching her. However, after a moment, she noticed me and gave a sad smile. 

Then, she patted the spot on the bench next to her. I obeyed her wish, and for a minute that felt like eternity, 

we just sat there, listening to the chirping of the crickets. 

 

  Finally, with a deep inhale and exhale, Shelby took out a small book, her diary, from her purse, and started 

reading from it. “Dove, my love, I want you to know how happy you have made me. You are a simple joy, 

you know that? Who knew the cold lands of Iceland could have fashioned a warrior with a heart as warm 

as yours.” 

 

 Now, I was the one who was trying not to cry. Sensing that I was now feeling the same burden she felt, 

she moved closer to me and held my hand. 

 

  She continued reading. “I should have told you this much earlier: I got a full-ride scholarship to a college 

in Nevada. I will be living in one of the dormitories there. Now, this is not why I feel our relationship should 

come to an… an… an end.” 

 

  Shelby had to pause for a moment, since those last few words were especially difficult for her to say. 

However, she quickly recovered. 

 

  “No, that is not the entire reason. In fact, if I truly felt we were meant to be together, I would forget about 

college altogether and go back to Iceland with you. Yet, the truth is, you have been drifting away from me 

for a while already. You have dedicated so much of your time to the school, which is a wonderful and 

incredibly noble pursuit that I completely approve of as the current Wheeler Student Body President. 

However, as your girlfriend, I believe that I am not the most important thing that you cherish. I feel that I 

am being seconded by your steel dedication to your fellow students – your people – as a whole. It is not 

your fault you have such a passion. But this is how I feel. Am I wrong about this? Please tell me if I am, 

Dove.” 
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  Shelby finally stopped reading and look to me for a response. After a moment, I nodded and spoke while 

shedding a few tears. “I do love Wheeler. I have been very busy with things lately, especially Student Body 

Government. I did cancel some of dates a few times and I have been somewhat distant. The only thing 

we’ve done together recently was that Wendy’s date, and then studying together. Yes, yes, Shelby, you are 

right. As much as I would like to defend myself and protest, you are very much correct. I am a terrible 

boyfriend.” 

 

  “Oh, Dove, don’t say that. You’ve been fantastic. I think this is a lot of my fault, too. I haven’t told you 

everything that I should have because I was afraid. But… you’re so compassionate and understanding. I 

never had anything to fear.” 

 

  “So this is it? It will not be a normal break-up with shouting, anger, and hard feelings?” I asked. 

 

  Shelby shook her head. “Not at all. We will depart into the quiet night without any quarreling.” 

 

  I received a final, tight hug from Shelby, before she stood up, ready to leave. But before she did, she 

whispered, “I hope you find a woman who is kind and worthy of you.” 

 

  “I hope, with all my heart, you find what you are looking for, whether it be another guy, a successful 

career, a family, or anything like that.” 

 

  For one last time, Shelby gave me a smile that warmed my heart a little, the moonlight still on her face. 

Then, with that, she turned and walked away into the darkness. I stayed at that bench for a long time, until 

I finally gained the strength to walk back home. 

 

  That is when I felt brotið hjarta for the second time since coming to Wheeler. 

 

  

 

Espionage 

 

Recorded by Jessica Smith-Holt 

 

Jesse: How long have we been here? 

 

Jessica: About two hours. 

 

Jesse: Gosh, this is boring. Don’t know why we have to do this, either. 

 

Jessica: What are you talking about? 

 

Jesse: I dunno, maybe Wheeler…deserves what’s coming to them. 

 

Jessica: You can’t be serious. 
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Jesse: You’ve read the history, Jess. Wheeler started out as a bunch of racist dweebs. Who knows if it’s 

still like that? 

 

Jessica: Jesse, listen to me. Wheeler has changed. I don’t know why you don’t like them so much, but I was 

there. It’s different now. 

 

Jesse: Yeah…sure… 

 

*Sound of door opening* 

 

Jessica: Someone’s coming. 

 

Jesse: Oh boy, here we go. 

 

Jessica: Shut up. 

 

*Sound of footsteps, someone sitting down and typing on the computer* 

 

Jesse (whispering): It’s him! 

 

Jessica (whispering): Obviously. Snap a picture. 

 

*Jesse pulls out phone and takes picture of the silhouette at the computer. Accidentally leaves flash on.* 

 

Jude: Who’s there? 

 

Jesse: YOUR MOM! 

 

*Sound of Jesse trying to run out of room before slamming into another body. 

 

Jude: Nard, get the phone. 

 

Nard: Got it. 

 

*Sound of more struggling. Sound of Jessica running to assist Jesse. Sound of Nard slamming into wall. 

Sound of Jesse and Jessica running out into the hall chased by Nard. Sound of Jesse and Jessica running 

back to Jesse’s house.* 

 

Jesse: Thanks for that. 

 

Jessica: No problem. Got your phone? 

 

Jesse: Yeah, right here. 
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*Sound of Jesse pulling phone out of pocket.* 

 

Jesse: Um…problem. 

 

Jessica: What? 

Jesse: This isn’t my phone. Looks like it’s Nard’s. 

 

Jessica: *Bleep* you, Jesse. 

 

  

 

The Endgame 

 

By Tilly 

 

  We’re in a worse spot than we were before. 

 

  Dove seems to be right about Jude being behind everything. The only problem: we can’t prove it. 

 

  Jude is way too smart for his own good. There are security cameras everywhere in the school, of course, 

but they all conveniently shorted out on Thursday night. And since we don’t have the photo evidence on 

Jesse’s phone is lost. Jude is clean, at least from the public’s point of view. 

 

  What makes this worse is the fact that there is a bright blue ‘W’ spray painted onto Kirby’s front lawn. 

Massive, too. You could see that thing from a satellite. 

 

  As to be expected, people are outraged. 

 

  And so any possibility of a peaceful solution are out the window. 

 

  Plans have been made to go to Wheeler immediately after school with any busting weapon they can find, 

and F.O.L.D. is powerless to stop them. F.O.L.D. is fairly sizable, but only the best, hand-picked by Trent, 

get in. That means that there is still a huge majority of students not in F.O.L.D. heading to war, and Jude is 

the leader of the whole thing. 

 

  Our only chance of averting this huge crisis is the OrigAvengers. If they don’t succeed…it’ll be really 

bad. 

 

  

 

Preparations 

 

By Clark 
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  As soon as we heard that Jesse lost his dang phone, we knew the war was going to be coming soon. So, 

what did we do? 

 

  We set chairs in the middle of the dirt path to Wheeler and Kirby and waited. Just waited. 

 

  “This is so boring…” Jesse groaned so many times. Each time Jessica would flick him by the ear. 

 

  “You think we can stop it?” Ally asked to nobody in particular. 

 

  “It has to. There’s no way else I can think of,” Andy replied. He’d brought a Rubik’s Cube and was 

fiddling with it, probably to take his mind off the whole thing. 

 

  I’d been hooked on origami since folding Iron Fold, so I’d brought some origami paper to mess around 

with. I’d been working a huge origami fold lately; it was based on Yoda. I think some guy named Van 

Jahnke made it? I don’t know. In any case I was doing terrible. 

 

  Isn’t it in the middle of the school day, you ask? Well, being an OrigAvenger apparently means you have 

the ability to play hooky for a day if saving the schools are a priority. Maybe the school’s should be in 

danger more frequently, because I love me some chill time. 

 

  Everybody was apprehensive the whole time, so that lessened the fun. 

 

  Dove was even less fun than usual, because apparently his girlfriend broke up with him last night or 

something. 

 

  That…was rough. I actually felt for him. If Emily had dumped me, during this stupid feud no less, I’d 

feel…well, I wouldn’t feel good. At all. 

 

  He was sitting by himself, a good distance from everybody else. Andy had decided to leave him alone or 

something (Gosh, he was annoying) but I knew that wouldn’t help him at all. I moved my chair over by 

him. He didn’t look up at me. I thought about what you say. 

 

  “Uh…thanks for helping us,” I said, awkwardly. I didn’t really mean it, as I still didn’t fully trust him. 

 

  He thought I meant it, though. “It is no big deal,” he replied, quietly. “My job is to defend Wheeler. Your 

job is to defend Kirby. Our agendas are similar, so it was easy to join you. I didn’t…expect it to have such 

an impact.” His voice cracked at the last word. 

 

  I nodded. “Yeah, I guess.” I gingerly pat his back. “What’s this girl like?” 

 

  “She is amazing. She is my best friend, and my first friend after coming to the US. We have dated for a 

few months. I…don’t know at all why she broke up with me.” 
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  “How old is she?” 

 

  “She is 18.” 

 

  “Oh.” I figured something. “Do you think maybe this is her way of letting go?” 

 

  “What do you mean?” 

 

  “She is graduating at the end of the year. If what you told me is true from her point of view, too, she does 

really like you. What if she didn’t want to break up with you, really, but she knew she’d have to at some 

point, so she just bit the bullet and did it?” 

 

  Dove looked blank, processing the information. “So, she’s…saying goodbye?” 

 

  “Something like that, I guess.” 

 

  “I see.” 

 

   We sat in silence for a bit. I don’t know where all the advice had come from, but I realized I meant all of 

it. I hoped it had gotten through to Dove. “And I just gotta say…I don’t know what the kids are gonna be 

like when they get here. Whatever it’s like, I hate to say it, but we’ll have your back. Can’t have you 

blubbering the whole time. Got it?” 

 

  Dove sniffed. “Yes.” 

 

  I smiled. “Did the advice help?” 

 

  “I believe it did, yeah.” 

 

  “Fantastic.” 

 

  Suddenly, we both turned around when two voices started shouting at each other. Jesse and Jessica were 

fighting again. 

 

  

 

Love (And More Important Things) 

 

Recorded by Jessica Smith-Holt 

 

Jessica: I can’t believe you’re still willing to let Kirby destroy the ‘enemies’. Why the heck are you so 

against the Wheelers? What have they ever done to you? 

 

Jesse: It’s what they could have done, Jess. 
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Jessica: What the *bleep* does that mean? 

 

Jesse: Oh, for crying out loud. Must I tell you, Mockingbird? 

 

Jessica: You better, Hawkeye. 

 

Jesse (groaning): Fiiiiine. Back during the the mission with Tilly, when you were on your special espionage 

or whatever, I WAS WORRIED ABOUT YOU, OKAY? You were gone for a really long time! Trent said 

you’d been compromised. How was I supposed to know it was just deep cover? You’re too good for your 

own good. I was worried…because I didn’t want anything to happen to you. 

 

*Awkward pause* 

 

Jessica: You…were worried about me? 

 

Jesse: Well, yeah, of course. 

 

Jessica: Why? 

 

Jesse (stammering): Because, uh, well, I care about you, and I don’t- 

 

Jessica: Spit it out, Jesse. 

 

Jesse: Spit what out? 

 

Jessica: You know what. 

 

Jesse: I don’t- 

 

Jessica: For crying out loud, Hawkeye. It’s because you like me. 

 

Jesse: What? Nooooooo, I was…fine, yeah, I like you. 

 

Jessica: Aha! I knew it! 

 

Jesse: Knew it? What do mean knew it?!? You knew and didn’t tell me?!??!?! 

 

Jessica: Yeah. 

 

Jesse: What could possibly be your reasoning behind that? 

 

Jessica: I had to…decide. 
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Jesse: Decide what? 

 

Jessica: That I liked you too. 

 

(More awkward silence.) 

 

Jesse: So does this mean I can finally ask you out? 

 

Jessica: Of course it does, you idiot. 

 

(Even more awkward silence.) 

 

Jessica: We should probably focus on the task at hand. 

 

Jesse: Oh yeah, of course. Last thing, for our first date, wanna go to the theater downtown? I hear The 

Parasite Within 3: Internal Bleeding is actually really good. 

 

Jessica: Seriously? 

 

Jesse: Yeah, apparently Tevon Riley finally found his groove. He kills in the role. 

 

Jessica: Sure, yeah, let’s do it. 

 

Jesse: Awesome! 

 

*Sound of rest of the team clapping.* 

 

Andy: FINALLY! 

 

Ally: That took way too long. 

 

Dove: Congratulations, lovestruck dummies. 

 

  

 

The Dawn of Americut 

 

By Ally 

 

  I don’t think a ‘what’s up’ would be appropriate for this circumstance. 

 

  We hadn’t been able to stop Jude’s plan, and now we were paying for it. 
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  I sat next to Andy while we were waiting. It was about 2:30, then, so the army would be here any moment. 

I was scared. 

 

  One of the things with Andy is that he was so quiet, most of the time. That’s why he made a great leader; 

if he spoke up, people listened. However, when someone needed to talk, he usually didn’t say much. I 

couldn’t tell if it was because he was upset, planning something, or he just didn’t know what to say. So, I 

started the conversation. 

 

  “You think we can win?” 

 

  Andy shrugged. “Jude’s got pull. Not sure how to beat him. But hey, we’re pretty good ourselves. I think 

we have a chance.” 

  “How can you be so sure?” 

 

  “I can’t. I’ve just got a feeling.” 

 

  I didn’t know how he could feel that way, but I nodded. 

 

  Andy pulled a slip of blue paper out of his pocket and looked it over. I took a peek and noticed it was 

Captain Americut. It didn’t seem finished, though; the folding was completed, but any extra details weren’t 

drawn on yet. No star, no A on the head, none of that. He was even missing his shield. 

 

  “What’s up with that?” I asked. 

 

  “Oh, well, it’s, uh, not finished.” He turned it around in his hand a bit. “I’m so worried about drawing on 

it and screwing it up.” 

 

  “But then you’ll be able to make it your own.” 

 

  He shook his head. “No, no. I know it sounds ridiculous, but there is a lot of…stuff attached to this puppet. 

It’s previous owner was a big name, so…I don’t know if I can live up to that skill.” 

 

  I understood, a bit. I stuck my hand in my pocket and pulled out a sharpie. I took it with me everywhere, 

along with my diary, in case anything needed to be written down really quickly. I handed it to Andy. “Don’t 

worry. You’ll make this your own and you don’t have to worry about any legacies or anything. Got it?” 

 

  Andy smiled. He took the sharpie. “Yeah, I got it.” He popped the lid off and started to doodle. 

 

  It took a few minutes, but Captain Americut was finished pretty soon. Andy had decided to base the design 

after the Captain America costume from his first movie, with all the wartime stuff added. It looked very 

good. 

 

  “So, that’s Captain Americut?” Clark asked, coming over. 
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  “Yeah, it is,” Andy said, smiling proudly. 

 

  “He doesn’t have his shield.” 

 

  Andy’s smile drooped. “Crud, you’re right.” 

 

  Clark shook his head, then pulled Iron Fold out of his pocket. He looked at it for a moment, then turned it 

over and ripped a piece of red paper off the back. He handed it to Andy. “You can’t be Captain Americut 

without a shield, Andy.” 

 

   Andy took the paper. “Thanks, Clark.” 

 

  “Yeah, yeah, yeah. Now go ahead and get folding. I think I see the bad guys coming.” 

 

  Sure enough, on the horizon, a big group was stomping down the road. 

 

  It was time to get to work. 

 

  Andy jumped up, Captain Americut held high. “OrigAvengers, assemble!” 

 

  

 

The Third, More Epic, Assemblance 

 

By Andy 

 

  Ally’s talk had done wonders for my confidence. I stood up from my chair, finally with Americut held 

proudly on my finger. I looked around me, and all of the others had their puppets too; Jesse and Hawkpleats, 

Jessica with Origami Widow, Ally with Hulk, Dove with Thor, and even Clark with Iron Fold. He walked 

beside me, apparently finally accepting my leadership. We stepped down the dirt path, ready to face 

whatever problems Jude had to throw at us. 

 

  To my relief, the group before us was not as big as I expected. There were only a few people I knew 

personally. There was, of course, some of the bigger bullies like Jameson Tanner and James and Brian 

Faber. Some students I did recognize; disappointingly, some F.O.L.D. agents were in the mix like Bobby 

Lang and Avery Brawner. 

 

  “Afternoon, traitors,” Jude shouted upon seeing us. “If you’d step aside and let us do our work, we’ll 

forget about your previous actions.” 

 

  I stepped forward confidently, waving Captain Americut. “I’m afraid we can’t do that, Judah. We work 

for the good of both schools. You’re against all that, so, here we are.” 
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  “I’d suggest listening to him, Andy,” Nard, still standing behind Jude. “Demons run when a good man 

goes to war, and you’re a good man.” 

 

  “Oh heck no,” Clark breathed. “You did not just use that quote against us!” He started to move toward 

Nard, fists clenched, but I held my hand out. 

 

  “I don’t want to resort to violence, but we might have to. We’ll fight hard, too. Jameson over there can 

confirm.” I pointed to Jameson, who was in the pack. He glared. 

 

  “Well, we’ve got the numbers and the muscle,” Jude replied, smirking. “You’re not exactly the strongest 

there is. Except for maybe Dove. What’s up, Dove?” Jude waved to Dove genially. Dove growled. 

 

  “Well, I guess we’re going through you. Guys?” 

 

  Jameson, Brian, James and a few other guys and girls stepped forward, led by Nard. We squared up, ready 

to start fighting. Jesse stole Jessica’s phone and started playing the ‘Avengers Main Theme’ to get us in the 

right frame of mind. We were ready to throw down. 

 

  Jameson stepped forward and got ready to throw a punch…before he was interrupted by a loud “STOP!” 

 

  

 

Unexpected Assistance 

 

By Clark. 

 

Everybody froze and tried to find the source of the disturbance when who else but Mr. Leonard Broderick 

cleared his throat. 

 

  “Stop?” Jameson asked. “What do you mean, stop?” 

 

  “As in, stop, you idiot.” Nard walked over next to me. He pulled a phone out of his pocket and tossed it 

to Jesse. “I believe you still have my phone, Jesse.” 

 

  “Wait, what?” Jesse looked pretty confused. 

 

  “Jesse, can I please have my phone back?” 

 

  “Oh, yeah, sure.” He fished around in his jacket pocket for the phone and tossed it to Nard. 

 

  “Thanks.” 

 

  Jude strode over, looking as confused as the rest of us. “Nard, what the heck are you doing?” 
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  “Doing the right thing, Jude.” Nard looked him right in the eye. “You caught me at a bad time, Jude. Back 

before this idiot,” he gestured to me, “became Iron Fold, I would have joined your cause immediately, no 

hesitation. However, you caught me after I’d been suspended and taken down a peg. Some other stuff 

happened, and I realized that Wheeler isn’t the bad guy. Sure, I’m still mad at the stuff those Wheeler idiots 

did to my sister, but I’ve accepted that they’re not the whole school. Just some bad parts of it. Unfortunately, 

Jude, you’re a bad part of Kirby.” 

 

  “Oh, woe is me. I’m truly hurt, Nard,” Jude said, deadpan. 

 

 “Wait, so you’re on the side of us?” Dove asked. 

 

  “Yes, of course,” Nard replied. 

 

  “Woah, woah, woah,” I said, striding up next to him. “Last time I saw you you were ready to paint-splatter 

Wheeler. How could you ever think we’d believe you?” 

 

  “Because I’ve been working against Jude this whole time. Thankfully, you were never the wiser.” 

 

  Jude snickered. “No, I was, man. I was wiser when I realized you never deleted the classified stuff that 

got stolen from me and put on Jesse’s phone. So I made the switch pretty early on.” 

 

  I heard Jesse groan. He held up his phone, and the screensaver was a big picture of who else but Loki, the 

God of Mischief. 

 

  “Wait, that’s your screensaver?” Nard asked. “Weirdo.” 

 

  “Jesse’s screensaver is the Infinity War poster but every character is Hawkeye.” 

 

  Jesse shrugged. 

 

  “Wait, what classified stuff?” I heard someone ask from the group. 

 

  “Don’t worry about it,” Jude called back. “Thankfully, I’m pretty good at the mischief that comes with 

the character I own.” He pulled his own puppet, Loki, out of his pocket. “So the switcheroo was pretty 

easy.” 

 

  Nard growled. “You’re way too cocky for your own good.” 

 

  “Maybe.” Jude turned to the thugs, who were still standing, waiting for instructions. “Guys, get them. 

Nard too. Then, we march on Wheeler.” 

 

  “Get the phone,” Andy shouted. 

 

  “I can tell you’ve not been a good guy long, Nard,” I taunted. “That plan sucked.” 
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  “Quiet, Clark,” Andy ordered. 

 

  The bullies sprang into action, all ready to fight. Jesse, Jessica and Ally tried to evade and avoid to get 

Jesse’s phone. Me, Dove and Andy were the ones fighting the goons. Thankfully, Dove was massive so I 

was able to avoid most punches while Dove took them all. I noticed Andy was fighting Jameson. I noticed 

he needed help. 

 

 I jumped over to his side. “Art thou in need of any assistance, O Captain, My Captain?” 

 

  “I’d love some, buckethead.” 

 

  I shoved Jameson from behind, right into Andy’s fist. Jameson toppled to the ground. He got back up, but 

he was dizzy and dazed. 

 

  Ally was running towards Jude. Two of the kids noticed and chased after her. Noticing Ally’s problem, 

Dove bolted over to protect her. He picked up the two kids by their hoods and smashed them together 

effortlessly. They sprawled on the ground in a daze. 

 

  Ally, who had tripped and fallen onto the ground, looked up and sheepishly smiled at Dove. “Oh. Uh… 

thank you?” 

 

  Dove grabbed her hand and pulled her up quickly and nodded stoically. 

 

  “I SHIP IT!” Jesse shouted from across the path. 

 

  “Shut up!” Jessica shouted back. 

 

  “You are the last one who should be talking about shipping, Jesse,” I replied. “Especially after, ‘Oh, let’s 

go kiss at the movie theater’ garbage!” 

 

  “Hey, Clark, shut your pie-hole,” Jesse snapped. 

 

  Jesse and Jessica made it to Jude first. The both pounced on him and and tried to wrench the phone from 

Jude’s grip. I found it funny how none of the kids behind Jude did anything. They stood and watched, very 

entertained. 

 

  Jude shoved both of the lovebirds off of him and stood up, but not before Jessica got her hands around the 

phone and hurled it behind her. 

 

  I realized it was coming towards me. 

 

  I reached up and caught it. I knew what I had to do so I had to do it quickly. Thankfully, Jesse doesn’t 

keep his phone locked. I quickly typed some stuff in. 
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  “Give that back, Clark,” Jude shouted, barreling forward. He slammed into me, making me drop the phone. 

He grabbed it and swiped into it. 

 

  “You really need a passcode on this thing, Jesse,” Jude said snarkily. He held the phone up. 

“OrigAvengers, this is all that you’ve done to stop the inevitable. You’ve done nothing, actually.” He 

clicked on the camera application, swiped to gallery, and simply deleted the photo of him at the computer 

before anyone on his side could see. 

 

  “Oh, thank goodness,” Jesse said, breathing a sigh of relief. “I thought you were gonna stomp on it or 

something.” 

 

  “Thanks for the idea,” Jude smiled. He threw the phone of the ground and stomped his heel into the screen. 

Jesse was horrified. 

 

  “That’s the fifth phone this month…” he murmured, sadly. 

 

  “How rich are your parents?” I asked. 

 

  “Fairly…” 

 

  Taking in the sight of the now smushed phone, I noticed how upset everyone was. I wasn’t, though. 

 

  Because, pretty soon, two new people walked up to the group. It was Tilly and Trent. And Tilly was 

holding her phone up proudly. 

 

  “Thanks for the text, Mr. Largent,” Trent said gratefully to me. I nodded. “That’s some pretty good 

evidence.” 

 

  Jude looked dumbfounded. “What is he talking about?” 

 

  Nard looked at me, realized what I’d done and nodded approvingly. “Jesse has the Director of F.O.L.D. 

as one of his first contacts. I would have sent Trent the text last night, but you took it away before I could. 

I guess Clark had the same idea.” 

 

  Jude looked at Tilly and Trent, back and forth. “So you waited for the right dramatic moment, when all 

hope seemed lost?” Jude asked. 

 

  “Pretty much, yeah,” Tilly said, beaming. “Also, we have the phone numbers of everyone in the school, 

so you should all be getting a text from Trent right about now.” 

 

  Sure enough, phones starting dinging all through the group. Kids reached into their pockets and pulled out 

their phones. Each one contained the picture of Jude hacking into the school computers. Even mine got a 

text, along with a special ‘Thanks for the help’.” 
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  “Thanks, buckethead,” Nard replied. 

 

  “This still does not mean we’re friends,” I warned. I was willing to give him a shot, though. 

 

  Jude smiled. “First rate work, Clark, Nard, Trent, OrigAvengers. I’ve been beaten. Wheeler is saved. Nice 

work.” 

 

  Trent glared. “Oh, you’re not getting off that easy.” 

 

  On cue, I could hear police sirens wailing in the distance. 

 

  “Wait, what?” 

 

  “You’ve tried to take over or wreck Wheeler twice. You are legitimately trying to break the school. You 

hacked into school records. Those are illegal things, man.” 

 

  “You can’t be serious.” 

 

  Trent flipped his eye patch up, revealing both eyes, both narrowed in anger. “Dead serious, Judah 

Decassius.” 

 

 Jude gulped nervously, and started to back away from everyone as all eyes stared angrily at him. However, 

he immediately ran into an immovable object. Dove, actually. 

 

  “Going somewhere, old friend?” the blonde titan asked with a chuckle. 

 

  “Ah, Leif Erikson,” said a frustrated Jude. “Did I ever tell you how much I hate your guts?” 

 

  With a mighty pull, Dove threw Jude over his shoulder and marched towards the incoming police cars. 

 

  As he marched away, Jude, hanging over Dove’s shoulder like a dead deer, did some obscene gestures at 

all of us, which made us all boo at him as he got dragged away. 

 

  Ally laughed and ran after the two nemeses. “Hey, Dove, wait up! Do you need any help carrying him?” 

 

  “Not really, but thank you anyway,” Dove responded. “He is a very small man. Almost like a baby.” 

 

  Ally and Dove continued talking and walking off while Jesse tried not to die laughing. “Yeeeep, I’m 

shipping them.” 

 

  “I hate you,” said Jessica. 

 

  “I hate you even more,” replied Jesse gleefully. 
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  After Dove and Ally returned, the police and Jude left, and all of the mob returned to the Kirby school 

grounds, just leaving the OrigAvengers, Trent, and Tilly there in that dirt path. 

 

There was an awkward pause for a moment, until I asked, “So… who wants to go eat at IHOP? I hear they 

have excellent celebratory chocolate chip pancakes.” 

 

  

 

What Happened Next 

 

By Clark 

 

  So. Yeah. That happened. 

 

  Our celebratory pancakes were fantastic. Never eat them without heaping piles of whipped cream, 

however. 

 

  Jude was arrested, but only for a little bit. I don’t know why they bothered, because they just let him out 

a couple days later. However, after being a problem to both Wheeler and Kirby, he was expelled. Last I 

heard, his parents are starting to homeschool him for the last few years of high school. That’s gotta be 

rough. 

 

  Nard is actually reformed, from what I can tell. I still don’t fully trust him by any stretch of the imagination, 

but…I’ll give him a chance. I’ll have to wait till next semester to find out for sure, though. 

 

  Biggest thing: Testing went perfectly fine. By reevaluating all of the worksheets and crap written during 

the hack, all of the grades went back to normal. Testing came and went and Kirby is on top for yet another 

year. Take that, Wheeler. 

 

  But…after hanging around Dove and Ally for awhile, I realized how stupid this war is. Wheeler is…fine. 

But the war needs to end. That’s the next goal for the OrigAvengers. We have to bring the schools together. 

 

  All that will have to wait till next semester. Next semester will be strange, too. My younger brother, Cal, 

is finally coming up to high school and I have no idea what that will be like. Jesse and Jessica are a thing 

now, so good for them. Who knows if they make it through the summer. Dove is going back to Wheeler as 

it’s ‘sole protector,’ so hopefully he gets some help there. F.O.L.D. is doing what it does, Ally is now an 

Agent, and Andy has been throwing himself into learning the origami history of this school. It’s all 

interesting stuff. Interesting stuff makes for an interesting year. 

 

  And what am I planning on doing? Well, I’m planning on continuing to date Emily, win everything I’m a 

part of, and be an OrigAvenger. The name is dumb, hokey and whatever. But it’s still a title we’ve been 

given because we’re trusted. I don’t want to betray that trust. 
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  I can’t wait to see what brings us together the next time. 

 

  

 

Epilogue 

 

Recorded by Unknown Person; Acquired by Unknown Circumstances 

 

  O: Welcome, T. Thank you for assisting during the OrigAvengers fiasco. Judah had to be stopped. Also, 

meet the new N. He’s been delighted to replace the former N. 

 

  T: Nice to meet you. 

 

  N: The pleasure is mine. 

 

  T: So, anyway, I’ve been told that the next ‘mission’ for the OrigAvengers is to unify the schools. Should 

we move to stop them? 

 

  A: No, of course not! That’s a good thing! 

 

  O: A is correct. That’ll make our job so much easier. 

 

  S: But wouldn’t it make it easier for them to strike against us as one unified group? 

 

  O: It’ll make stopping this war a heckovalot easier, I think. 

 

  H: Yes. 

 

  O: So, nice work everyone. We’ll meet again soon. Good night.  
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