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FOREWORD
By SuperFolder JC
“Meet Dwight. A sixth-grade oddball.”
By reading these words, an 11 year-old boy was swept out of his everyday life and into the mysterious,
magical world of Origami Yoda and friends. Within the pages of The Strange Case of Origami Yoda, an
Origami Chewbacca sat patiently, awaiting his turn in the spotlight. So, a good year or so before The Secret
of the Fortune Wookiee was announced, I decided to write a story for him, where he was the star. Once my
friend Jawa and I decided we needed a website to showcase our stories, we created The Origami Yoda
Expanded Universe. Similar to Star Wars' Expanded Universe, our website was built to house the
SuperFolders' fan-fictions regarding everyone's favorite origami finger puppet.
And boy, the SuperFolders did not disappoint.
From tales of an Origami Cad Bane to the week-long reign of Emperor Papertine, the website had it all.
The only thing it lacked was coherency. And it didn't need it. The OY EU worked perfectly well as a collection
of individual stories based in the fictional world of Tom Angleberger's books. But when the website started
to run out of steam, and the writers and readers we'd grown so attached to began to depart, we knew we
had to do something big.
And man, we did not disappoint.
We sent out a call to aspiring SuperWriters to email in their Origami Yoda adventures to us, where we
would then build upon them and work together to make one grand interconnecting saga, set shortly after
the events of Emperor Pickletine Rides the Bus. The stories you are about to read may not always be
grammatically correct, nor may they contain the appropriate punctuation at times. But when it comes to
heart and personality, well, these stories are luminous.
The affectionately-called Bounty Hunters Saga tells the story of how Tommy and the gang carried on after
we last saw them, and how they deal with the wrath of McQuarrie Middle School's uprising scum and
villainy. Fans of the old OYEU may recognize some familiar faces, as even some of the fan-made characters
have grown in their popularity amongst SuperFolders, but none of them more than Jacob Minch. You'll read
about him soon.
For now, I hope you sit back, relax, kick up your feet, and curl up with a good book. Our book. Our love
letter to Tom Angleberger's intergalactic masterpiece.
Welcome to the Expanded Universe.
— Joshua Croyle (SuperFolder JC)
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EPISODE I
THE RISE OF JANGO FORTUNE
By SuperDoodler CJ
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EPISODE II
BOBA FELT’S MISSION
By SuperFolder StookyLukey

Chapter 1
By Tommy
It all began as a normal day. We were all sitting at the tables in the library before school. Harvey
and Kellen were arguing over why Darth Maul didn’t die in Episode I. Then, I saw a new kid walk
in. He was wearing a Star Wars t-shirt and jeans. The new kid just kind of wandered over here.
“Hi.” I said. “Hi,” he said back. “I see you like Star Wars” I said gesturing at his shirt. “Oh yeah” he
said. Then, He pulled out an origami Boba Fett. “Awesome” Kellen and I said at the same time.
As usual Harvey butted in “Is that supposed to be Boba Fett!?” Harvey snickered. “Shut up” I said
to Harvey “it’s awesome”. “My name is Jack” said the new kid,”Nice to meet you” I replied.
Chapter 2
By Harvey
After all those losers left, Jack and I were the only ones left. “So” I said, “How much will it cost for
Boba Felt to work for me?” “Umm.. He’s not really up for hire at the moment.” “Oh come on! He
has to want something!” Well… He has been eyeing an origami t-7 blaster rifle lately… “Great! I’ll
bring one tomorrow!” “So… What do you want in return?'' asked Jack. “I need you to bring me
Tommy’s past few case files, so I can write my comments through them!” I said. “I will be done
before you can say mandalore.” Said Jack in an Awesome Boba Fett impression.
“Good to work with you Boba Felt!” I said.
Chapter 3
By Jack
Umm.. hi. Tommy asked me to write a chapter, soo yeah. Um, well, a few people have been
wondering about Boba Felt and how he works so, I guess I’ll tell you. Boba Felt can be hired on
different missions… For a price. Usually, he doesn’t do anything that’s too crazy. Also if he is on
a mission he usually can be bribed for a higher price. So, yeah now you know how his system
works.
Chapter 4
By Tommy
I hired Jack and Boba to find out what Harvey was writing in his secret chapter. Great. This is just
what we needed. Another guy against us. We need to find a solution to the problem. “Lets ask
Yoda!” Said Kellen. So we walked over to Dwight. “Question you have?” Said Yoda. “Yes we do,
we need to know what to do about Boba Felt.” Said Kellen. “What mean do you?” Yoda screeched.
“Well, Harvey hired Jack and Boba Felt to steal the case files.” I said. ” Analyze Jacks chapter
more you must” Yoda said in a matter-of-fact tone. “Whatever you say” Kellen said
enthusiastically.
Chapter 5
By Kellen
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So, after Tommy and I re-read Jacks chapter multiple times, we think we know what Yoda meant.
“We need to bribe him at a higher price!” Tommy announced. “What do you mean?” Asked Sara.
So we explained it to her. “Sounds like a good plan to me!”
Chapter 6
By Jack
Right as Boba and I were about to steal the case files (which I didn’t really want to do in the first
place, because I really think Dwight and the gang is awesome), Tommy and Kellen walked up to
me. “We know what you’re up to” they said “we have a deal for you.” “What is it?” I said. “We offer
you a bag of Cheetos, in return for loyalty to the rebellion” they told us. After thinking for a moment,
I made up my mind. “It’s a deal!” I told them.
Chapter 7
By Harvey
So, I walked into the library and saw Jack talking to Tommy and Kellen. “What are you doing!?” I
demanded. Then, I pulled out Darth Paper and jumped on Jack. Tommy and Kellen pulled me off
of him. “Are you crazy!?” shouted Jack. Then, Jack pulled out Boba Felt and said “when you need
me again, and oh you will, the fee will be higher, and…you certainly won’t ever be the same.”
Then they walked away.
Chapter 8
By Tommy
So, after we walked away from Harvey, Jack told me that he would be needing his Cheetos now.
I laughed and gave them to him.
One month after these strange happenings, Jack moved away. He didn’t tell anybody, he just
disappeared. I did find a note in my locker, here it is:
Dear Tommy,
I’m sorry I didn’t tell you I was moving, I had urgent business to attend.
But I’ll see you guys again. This isn’t my last mission to McQuarrie Middle School. Ttyl.
- Jack
P.S. My Employer says, “Hello”
I put down the note, and turned around. Kellen was running towards me. “Tommy! Dude!”
He caught his breath. “Someone stole Yoda. He’s gone.”
THE END…THIS IS NOT!
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EPISODE III
THE REVENGE OF THE FELT
By SuperFolder JC

Boba Felt Strikes Back!
By Tommy
Lemme give you a super-duper quick review of what’s going on... Dwight made Yoda. Harvey
made Vader. Sara made Chewie. She found out about FunTime. Jabba and Leia stopped
FunTime. We stopped a new enemy. We met a kid with an origami Boba Fett. And he stole
Origami Yoda.
“What do we do, man?!” Kellen was freaking out. “Without Yoda...”
“…We’re doomed.” Lance joined in., with Origami C-3PO.
“There’s nothing for me here,” Kellen said. “I want to journey with you, Tommy, and save Origami
Yoda.”
“But, the odds of successfully making the perfect rescue are-” I cut Lance off.
“You’re coming too,” I said. “Get Amy. Art2 is key to this mission.”
So it was just the four of us. Me, Kellen, Lance, and Amy. (That’s right! No Harvey!)
Our first order of business: uhh...
Harvey’s Comment: Okay, first, HURTFUL! I am SO part of this case file! And secondly….C’mon,
Tommy! You should obviously know where to go next! But sigh…..whatever. It looks like it will
take my superior intelligence to help you guys out. Y’see, I snagged a piece of paper from Jack’s
backpack before he left. It was a list of “bounties,” followed by the school at which they reside.
And after “Origami Yoda at McQuarrie Middle School,” the next bounty read, “Heidelberg
Handlebar #7 at Sven’s Fair Price Store.”
Tommy’s Comment: Wow! I hate to admit it, but that was actually a smart move! And thanks. Now
we know where to go next...
The Fake Mustache
By Amy (and Art2-D2)
“What a piece of junk!” I exclaimed, as I entered Sven’s Fair Price Store. Every rack was filled
with useless trinkets and doo-dads. Jen’s dad would’ve freaked. We found a big glass stand in
the cashier corner of the store, which held a very realistic looking fake mustache. A couple of kids
were walking inside. The one kid was wearing really fancy clothes, and the other guy was just
kinda dorky looking. We ignored them. Walking up to the cashier, we met Sven. She’s actually
very sweet. We talked about all sorts of stuff, and in the end, we were able to purchase the
mustache at a DISCOUNT! Booyah for girl power!
“Hey!” the fancy clothed kid yelled. “That was my ticket to becoming President of the United
States!”
“Pssh, yeah,” I said. “Maybe in a parallel universe or something.”
We walked out of the store, and examined our findings. Lance got a big pack of vintage baseball
cards, all signed. Tommy got a rubber sticky-hand. And Kellen got those weird prank glasses.
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“So,” googly-eyed Kellen said. “Where’s Jack? He wasn’t even in the store, and it took US three
hours from my mom’s car-which I still have to repay in my allowance, by the way-to get here. Jack
probably has faster transportation than that! And he has a big headstart! How did we beat him
here?”
My muscles tensed. Someone was standing behind me. I was sure of it.
“Hey, guys.” Jack smiled. “It’s nothing personal, really, but I kinda need that mustache.”
Jack grabbed the mustache out of my hands. I tried to take it back, but he outran me and the guys
with ease. “Seeya guys later!”
Jack was giving the mustache AND Yoda to his Employer. I didn’t know what the mustache was
for, but I knew one thing.
If someone is gathering all these things together, it could get dangerous.
Harvey’s Comment: The next bounty on the list is...“A pack of Skittles from the Qwikpick.”
Tommy’s Comment: So, we’re going back home...poor Kellen...will his allowance even cover all
that?
The Qwikpick Bounty
By Lance
What. The. Heck. Happened. To. The. Qwikpick?
The shelves were all rearranged, the paint on the walls went from red to blue, and. . . . . no pork
rinds! I repeat! The Qwikpick no longer sells pork rinds! Dwight and Quavondo will freak!
It took a little bit of getting used to, but we made our way to where they stack the candy. But when
we got there, we saw this big sign that said:

“Wishing wells?” Tommy chuckled. “What, do you just make a wish, pop in some candy, and your
wish comes true?”
“Precisely,” Jack stood behind us. I jumped.
“Hey, look man, we don’t want any trouble.” I tried to keep my voice level.
“Same here. Now, if I may….” And he snatched one of the recalled Skittles packets from the tiedoff rack. Kellen and Amy grabbed the candy bag from his hands, but he was already opening it.
Magic Skittles littered the floor. Jack popped one in his mouth. “Seeya.”
And he was gone. So were all the Skittles. Not just that one bag, but all the other bags, too.
“He must’ve wished for himself-and the Skittles-to disappear,” Amy said.
“Well, now what?” I said.
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“We check up with Harvey,” Tommy said. “Maybe he has the next location and bounty for us.”
Harvey’s Comment: An Origami Yaddle from. . . . . oh. Oh no.
Tommy’s Comment: Where is it?
Harvey’s Other Comment: ….Tippett Academy. Dude, he’s going after Caroline.
The Caroline Caper
By Kellen
My mom drove us past Cascade Drive to pick up Dwight. Sara and Tommy briefly talked and
hugged and all that disgusting stuff, while we got Dwight into the car. He said he wouldn’t let us
go without him. So we played it safe and brought him along.
He wasn’t staring blankly into space or mumbling “FunTime Style” or even squirming around in
his seat. I’d never seen him this focused before. Captain Dwight just got promoted to Grand
Admiral Dwight.
When we got to the front doors of Tippett, Dwight bolted out of the car.
“Dude! Wait!” Lance called. But it was too late. Dwight was already in full-speed Jedi Warrior
mode.
When we found him, he was sitting down, talking to Caroline.
She looked a little upset, but mostly for Dwight. We talked with her, and she told us that about an
hour ago, some guy came over to her, and politely asked her to borrow her Origami Yaddle. She
nicely declined, so he said “I’m really sorry,” and snatched it from her. She tried following him, but
he popped something colorful into his mouth and disappeared.
“The Skittles,” Tommy said.
“What?” Caroline rested her head in her hands.
“They grant any wish you give them. Now he can use them to teleport.” Tommy bent over to
examine something.
“And look,” he said. “It looks like he dropped one.” He popped the Skittle into his mouth, and with
a blinding flash, Tommy and Dwight were gone, leaving me, Amy, Caroline, and Kellen to get
back to our regular schedule.
All Roads Lead To Home
By Tommy
“I wish for me and Dwight to get to wherever Jack is right now,” I silently wished, as I popped the
candy into my mouth. I braced myself for something weird.
When I opened my eyes, I was back at McQuarrie.
“Stupid thing,” I murmured to the candy. “Why’d you take me HERE?”
“Look,” Dwight pointed ahead of me.
This isn’t my last mission to McQuarrie Middle School. Jack’s words echoed in my head, as I saw
him walking through the cafeteria, straight towards Harvey.
“Harvey! Look out!” I cried. Jack must’ve been trying to capture Darth Paper!
Jack, instead of lunging at Harvey, gave him a high-five, and started taking stuff out of his
backpack. The Mustache. The Skittles. Yaddle. Yoda.
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“Harvey. You’re the Employer,” I felt a cold shiver run down my spine.
“That’s right!” Harvey smirked. “It’s a long story, but, long story short…Jack’s last mission here
was misdirection. The case file. The bounty. Everything. Even the list was a distraction! I couldn’t
have you guys find out my involvement! Plus, no offense, I knew Jack would outrun and
outmaneuver you, so it was worth the risk.”
“Dude, I thought your Dark Side days were done.”
“They are! This isn’t anything bad or dark, Tommy! This is a...
Surprise!!!
By Harvey
“Happy birthday, Dwight!” I shouted. Quavondo, Sara, Cassie, Mike, and Murky all started
chewing on Skittles. Party balloons, a birthday banner, and a huge cake appeared out of thin air.
“What?!?” Tommy got that dumb look on his face again. Ha! Priceless!
“I was TRYING to give Dwight a surprise birthday party,” Harvey said. “Don’t worry! Caroline was
in on it, too. And actually, I never technically stole ANYTHING! The Mustache? Pre-ordered. The
Skittles? I asked, and they just told me not to get sick! Yoda…well…okay, that was just me
messing with you guys. I never actually thought it would work!”
Caroline smiled at Dwight. “And that ‘forgotten’ Skittle was SUPPOSED to be my ticket to getting
here! But, thanks to Tommy…” She chuckled. “Well, it all worked out in the end.”
Dwight looked–well, okay, Dwight never really smiles–but he looked happy. He went up to Harvey,
and actually–get this–hugged him!
So, the mystery of Boba Felt was solved; Dwight was happy; Harvey (uncharacteristically) gave
Kellen a refund on his allowance; and I got a BIG slice of cake!
...I just wish it didn’t taste like skittles.
THE END
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EPISODE IV
THE ADVENTURES OF ORIGAMI YODA
By SuperFolders Ricky and CJ
Prologue
By Kellen
So, I was, um, kinda tired…. And I fell asleep, and had this dream, so I decided to write about it in my own
mini case-file. (With doodles!)
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Epilogue
By Kellen
I still don’t entirely understand what this dream was all about (especially with those three guys….Tom
AngusBurger, Jessie, and BJ, was it?) But this morning, when I showed the case file to my friends, we met
this kid named Jacob, and he said he really liked it! So, I guess I’d make a good writer! (Y’know, when I’m
not using my recording thingy……)

18

EPISODE V
THE WEEK OF EMPEROR PAPERTINE
By SuperFolder JohnF

DAY 1
By Tommy
It started on Monday and lasted for one school week. The first day seemed fine. We were just
hanging around at our table, Yoda giving advice, when suddenly this kid walks over. He said, “Hi,
my name is Jacob. Jacob Minch. Would you mind if I sit with you guys?” I let him sit down, and
he seemed okay. We talked for a little bit and he told us a cool story about how he met Dwight
back in preschool. They used to be best friends, but they both grew more and more distant, until
they stopped being friends. But Jacob found out that Dwight went to McQuarrie, and decided to
transfer schools here. On our way to homeroom, Jacob told us he had to go to the bathroom. I
kept walking, but out of the corner of my eye I saw Jacob round the corner, and go past the
bathrooms. It seemed a little weird, but I went to homeroom anyway.
THE CLONE WARS
By Kellen
When I came out of homeroom, it was nonstop CHAOS! Kids had clones and battle droids and
they were all throwing paper airplanes at each other. Some were old foes, like Jack and Tony,
and some were friends, like Murky and Remi. One guy ran up to me and told me to get out my
Luke SkyFolder from the Origami Rebel Alliance. I complied. Charging out into the cafeteria, I
saw students jumping on the tables, engaging in a massive food fight; while some kids were just
hiding behind turned-around tables, trying to avoid RibBQs and hoagies. Finally, Principal
Rabbski walked in and told everybody to stop. Because Rabbski couldn’t figure out exactly who
started the whole mess, every student in the cafeteria was given detention! Not cool, man! And
that was only the FIRST DAY of the week!
DAY 2
By Murky
Remi, Kellen, and I were going to class when this Pikpok Pete wearing a hoodie came over and
demanded that we give him our lunch money.
I said “Okay…”, but Kellen stood in front of Remi protecting her and said “No!”
We were looking at a total Fishmaster Disaster when the jerk guy backed off and ran away.
I think he was scared of Kellen.
Later, I was walking through the hallways when the same hoodie guy as before started asking
other people for their lunch money! Not cool, man! I ran up to him and said, “Stop it you Goobler!”
which is my new nickname for anyone who is really, really, mean.
He glared at me angrily, but I stood my ground and he backed away.
Afterwards I talked to Origami Yoda who said “Brave you are, hrm?” So I took that as a
compliment.
DAY 3
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By Lance
The third day actually had a beacon of hope. You remember the new guy, Jacob? Well, he signed
up to be Class President! He made a speech today, in the middle of lunch:
“I promise freedom from the one who has been stealing lunches and sparking battles. I also
promise a better environment! NO bullies, NO disruptions, and NO mean comments! I know what
it’s like to lose friends,” He gulped. “But I swear that for as long as I am Class President, NOBODY
will lose their friends!”
Everybody clapped.
“How liberty dies, this is,” Origami Yoda said. “With thunderous applause.”
Then, out of nowhere, someone started firing an actual paintball gun at Jacob!
I shouted “NOOOO!!!!” and jumped in the way of the paintball. It hit my right arm. Hard. I landed
on the cold cafeteria floor. I think it was wet with spilled orange juice or something. At least, I really
hope it was orange juice.
Oh. I was wearing a long-sleeved white shirt. Now the arm was splattered blue, and the bottom
was soaked orange. JUST GREAT.
Nobody else had signed up for the election besides Jacob, so he won anyway.
Aside from the paintball disaster, everything worked out pretty well on Day 3...Aside from the fact
that we never did figure out who had the paintball gun…
DAY 4
By Sara
I was in the middle of LEGO Robotics class, when Jacob walked over.
“Hey, Sara,” he said. “So...I had an extra ticket to tonight’s baseball game, and I was
wondering...would you be interested?”
I cringed a little bit. “Sorry Jacob, but I actually have other plans.”
Jacob’s smile faded. “Oh. Okay. I totally understand.”
I felt kinda bad, but I think I made the right decision.
Later that day, I was cleaning out my backpack, and noticed a letter stuffed in there. I pulled it out
and read it to myself:
Dear Sara,
I completely understand about tonight not working out. Maybe some other time? I think you’re
really sweet.
Love, Jacob.
After youth group with Tommy, he stumbled on the letter, and now he thinks Jacob and I are an
item.
I’m sure Jacob is a sweet guy at heart, but he certainly made my relationship with Tommy hit a
bump in the road.
DAY 5
By Harvey
I don’t know what it is, but I don’t really trust that Jacob guy. Call me crazy.
Tommy’s Note: You’re crazy!
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Anyway, on Day 4, I was sitting in the library, when I heard that annoying paperwad’s voice. “To
a dark place, this day will carry us. Great care we must take.”
I turned over to Dwight. “If it has anything to do with Jacob, I get how Yoda feels. That guy gives
me the creeps.”
“Dark Side, he is,” Paperwad Yoda said. “Destroy the Sith, we must.”
If Paperward Yoda and I were AGREEING on something, then this Jacob guy must be really bad
news.
Jacob walked into the library, as if on-cue. “Hey, everybody!” he said. “As your new Class
President, I hereby ban all origami from this school.”
“WHAT?!?” Tommy and Kellen cried. “But, that’s what SAVED this school from FunTime!”
“Yes, and it had its time for heroics,” Jacob said. “Now, it is time for a new era. A McQuarrie
Middle School…..paperless. Oh, and we ARE going to be trying Edu-Fun’s new, updated
program.”
“NO!!!” Kellen cried. “You ARE a Sith!!”
“Once more, the electives will be core focus for our school! And, we shall have...peace.” He
smiled.
Just then, Mrs. Calhoun walked over to us, holding a bucket. Everybody but Dwight and Tommy
and I instinctively stuck their origami puppets in there. Mrs. Calhoun didn’t look particularly thrilled
by this change, either. She rolled her eyes at Jacob. “Jacob, I think the power of being Class
President MAY be going to your head.”
“SILENCE!” Jacob yelled. “This is MY school now! MY school, MY rules!”
“This is not your school, Jacob,” Mrs. Calhoun took a deep breath, and set down the bin with our
origami. “This school belongs to the community at large.”
Jacob smiled grimly as he looked at Mrs. Calhoun. “You’re fired.”
Mrs. Calhoun raised an eyebrow. “You can’t do that. Being Class President doesn’t give you that
kind of power!”
“Oh?” Jacob slowly grinned. “What if the school board agrees with my decision?”
Mrs. Calhoun’s face turned white. “I, um...”
“Get out.”
Mrs. Calhoun left the library.
“Now that our intrusion has been dealt with,” Jacob said. “let’s bring in our secret weapon. Wheel
it in, boys!”
Two kids–John Oxley and Tony D. Struction–brought in a portable shredder. It was painted silver,
and it looked vaguely familiar.
“Introducing….The Death Shredder!” Jacob boomed. “Mr. Randall, if you’d please.
Mr. Randall walked up to the Death Shredder (looking just as excited about it as Mrs. Calhoun
did), taking the bin with everyone’s origami. He was about to shred them all…..forever.
“Don’t even think about it, Minch!” I said as I ran up to the Death Shredder. I tried to find a way to
turn it off, but Tony blocked my path. I sidestepped him, but bumped into John Oxley. Perfect.
“Tommy!” I cried. “Pull the plug!”
Tommy jumped up, and ran towards the power outlet in the wall. But before he could get over
there, Jacob blocked his path. Then he pulled something out of his back pocket. Something that
made Tommy step back.
“But that’s–that’s–” He stumbled.
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Jacob snickered. “Emperor Papertine.”
“You just said we couldn’t have origami anymore,” I said. “So, aren’t you breaking your own rule?”
“Class President rewards,” Jacob cracked his knuckles. “The origami. Now.”
Mr. Randall paused. “No.”
And he snagged the cord from the wall, and turned off the Death Shredder!
“At an end, your rule is!” Yoda shouted. “And not short enough, it was.”
I pushed over the Death Shredder, and Dwight ran after Jacob, chasing him out of the library.
EMPEROR PAPERTINE’S RISE
By Tommy
We followed Dwight and Jacob. They were running outside. I know Yoda said, “Wars do not make
one great.” but I guess when the Class President tries to throw you in a shredder, all bets are off,
because Dwight was on the ground wrestling with Jacob over Papertine. Oh, and did I mention
that Papertine had “Sith Lightning” blue sparklers taped to his front? So far, they hadn’t done
anything other than blind us for a couple seconds, but I was worried. What if the tape didn’t hold?
What if……
A sparkler went flying into the air. It was just about to land on top of Jacob, when Dwight grabbed
it.
“Dwight is my ally,” Origami Yoda said. “And a powerful ally, he is. Grace, he’s provided you. Now
go. Leave the school, you must.”
Jacob got up, dropped Papertine, and boy, did he run! I didn’t stop him. Hopefully, that would be
the last we’d see of Jacob.
After spreading the word that Jacob was gone (and apparently, he wasn’t actually enrolled in the
school to begin with), we found Dwight in the science room with Papertine taped to the bottom of
a jar with water in it. Dwight took some tongs and put some dry ice in the jar. The water froze and
Dwight put the jar in a box and buried it somewhere, but even we don’t know where.
THE ALMOST-DANGEROUS PART
By Tommy
I was just getting in my dad’s car to leave, when I heard him gasp. I turned around, and blinked.
I must be dreaming. I must be dreaming. I kept repeating it over and over in my head. I must be
dreaming. Flames were coming from McQuarrie Middle School.
Despite the warnings of my dad, I ran towards the school. I tried to find the origin of the fire. It was
the other sparkler. When Jacob dropped Papertine, the second sparkler must’ve caught the grass
on fire, leading to the school!
I ran inside the building (thank goodness Lunchman Jeff left the doors open again), and I grabbed
a big pitcher of water from the room where we have science class. I drenched the fire in the liquid.
The flames rose higher than before, and were getting even closer to the school.
“Drat,” I mumbled to myself. “That wasn’t water.”
Whatever that chemical was, it most certainly wasn’t helping. I ran back inside, went to the water
fountain, and filled a pitcher. I poured it over the fire, and set it out, just as it touched the doorway.
A trail of dead grass had spread out behind me. I tried my best to hide any evidence that there
had ever been a fire. I saved McQuarrie Middle School.
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I broke the news about Jacob to Sara that night, cause she was sick that day. She looked sad.
“I’m sure there’s good in Jacob. He was really nice to me. Don’t give up on him.”
“Promise me you won’t fall for him? Even if he comes back?” I said.
“Promise.”
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EPISODE VI
ORIGAMI YODA AND BATTLES!
By SuperFolder StookySauce

McQuarrie
and
Battles
By
Connor
So, my mom is taking us on a trip to Virginia to do some stuff for her job and see Uncle Jimmy,
for one week! Not wanting us to miss our education, she enrolled Sean and Meghan to the nearest
Elementary School, and Katie and I to the nearest Middle School (with fourth and fifth). That
school, as it would be, was McQuarrie Middle School! I can’t believe they’re real, even though
they
are
in
8th
grade.
So, my first day there. So… weird. During lunch, I instantly looked for the gang. Sure enough,
there they were, Tommy and Sara, Dwight, Harvey (still here?), Rhondella, Amy, Dwight, you get
the picture. So I sat down, and they all just stared at me like I just dropped down from the sky.
“Sorry,”
I
said,
“Mind
if
I
sit
with
you?”
“Fine with me,” Tommy said. Sara, Kellen, and everyone nodded in agreement. Harvey… was
just Harvey. “I am not letting some fifth grader sit at our table. It’ll make us look weird,” he said.
“Like we’re not weird already?” Kellen said. “Origami Yoda, what do you think we should do
about…
this
kid?”
Sara
asked.
“Connor,”
I
said.
Dwight held up Origami Yoda and said, “Let him sit, we must. A valuable asset in the near future,
he may be.” Dwight put down Yoda, and started chewing on his Rib-Q. Boy, when they said it was
squeaky, they weren’t kidding. “So, what are your hobbies, Connor?” Rhondella asked. I put down
my lunch and fished around my backpack, until I found my drawing book. “Something I do back
at my school, I call it Battles.” Harvey snorted. I gave him a dirty look, and continued. “The main
mascot is Twister, champion of Battles: October, and the finale.”
“What else is there?” Mike asked. “You can find out more on my website I made for it.” I handed
Tommy a slip of paper, which was passed around. “expandeduniversedotorg.wordpress.com?
That’s the longest word since-” I cut him off and said “smiles. Heard that one already.” So we all
continued
eating,
unaware
of
what
was
later
to
come…
The
Explanation
By
Tommy
So I went to the website, and it was amazing. The kid had only five fan stories (one of them his),
but he had two followers, and there was that “The Start” story that explained everything! The
whole thing, stooky! Even with the doodles of the champions. For a fifth grader, he’s imaginative!
So the next day we asked for Connor to come over, which he seemed excited to do. “So,” he
asked, “Did you look up the site?” I nodded my head. “Dude, your doodles were stooky!” Kellen
exclaimed. “I liked the Portal Somewhere,” Sara added. Harvey snorted and said, “Snore-fest, I
say. That Coat Boy was bad. I don’t know how you kept it up.” Connor rolled his eyes.
“Skateboarding Sweatshirt. You didn’t even look at the website, did you?”
“Correction,” Harvey retorted, “I looked at one character, your only evil champion. Twisted
Twizzler. Also, Flying Tie, really?” Connor just went into his lunchbox and fished something out;
origami, but I couldn’t tell who it was. “This,” Connor explained, “Is Origami Twister, Twister-gami!”
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There were a couple of ohs and ahs. “I could fold a better piece of origami then that!” Harvey said.
“Then why don’t you,” Lance asked sarcastically. “Because I don’t want to,” he retorted. So we
changed
the
subject,
and
things
just
went
downhill
there.
Paper
Twizzler
By
Kellen
So I decided to hang out with Connor, him being stooky and all. So we were just leaving school
with some other kids when one came up to us. “Hello,” he said, “I am Arnold.” Connor shook his
hand. “Nice to meet you,” he said. I didn’t know why he was acting so nice to a totally unknown
kid, but I shook Arnold’s hand anyway.
“I heard about that Battles thing,” Arnold spoke, “and I made one of the characters. Meet… Paper
Twizzler!” He took out a fold paper shaped like a Twizzler. “That is cool!” I exclaimed, “What are
you going to do with it?” Arnold smiled a devious smile, one that reminded me of Jacob. “I am
going to destroy Battles from the inside-out!”
He ran off, and we gave chase. He went under and over the playground, through the crowds of
kids, and eventually lost us. “Well, that leaves us with two things,” Connor muttered. “I know that
one is we have a new enemy on our hands,” I replied, “but what is the second?”
“We
only
have
until
Saturday
to
defeat
him.”
The
Plan
By
Sara
Kellen and Connor told us everything they saw. “Do you know this kid?” Tommy asked. “Maybe
he’s a viewer on the site and seriously dislikes Battles,” Connor replied, “or…” Everyone looked
at Harvey. “What?!” Harvey complained, “I may like the kid’s style, but I didn’t ask him to do it.
Also I’m [mumbles].”
“What?” Lance asked. “I might be liking Battles a LITTLE,” Harvey said clearly. “Finally,” I said,
“Something you like!” Harvey rolled his eyes. “Don’t get your hopes up,” he replied nastily.
“Anyway,” Connor interrupted, “We need a plan. Thoughts?”
“Maybe we should follow him to his locker, and see what he’s doing,” Tommy suggested.
“Actually,” I replied,”That’s not bad.” So we all agreed on who would do what. I think the next
chapter
will
explain
better
who
is
with
who.
Investigate
By
Connor
I got teamed with Sara and Tommy, who were pretty much just talking with each other most of
the time. I looked over to our look-out team, pointing to my mouth and saying, “Mouthwash.” We
found Arnold’s locker. “Guys,” I said, “Arnold might be expecting us, so look out for traps.”
As soon as I said it, a couple of kids jumped out of nowhere and started shooting spitballs at
Tommy. “TOMMY!” Sara shouted. She jumped in front of him, and they chased after the two kids,
leaving me to check out the locker. When I opened it, I couldn’t believe my eyes. There were
posters of amazing creative ideas, countless ideas.
One of them was buried beneath most of them, barely seen. I pullled it out, and it was a comic
idea. Comedy and action was in it, and it was signed by Arnold. I realized that he must have had
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such a good idea, and was shunned and teased for it. After all these years, he has been scarred,
and now tries to get rid of everything creative. Including Battles.
Either I stop him, or persuade him to turn back to the Light Side.
May-Day!
By
Harvey
So we were all doing our job, and for some reason everyone was saying I was annoying. Can you
believe that? Suddenly, Tommy and Sara came running down the hall, followed by two other kids
with spitballs. “They’re in trouble!” Rhondella yelled. We ran after them.
The two kids started firing spitballs at us. I deflected them with Darth Paper’s lightsaber, hitting
the two guys with their own spitballs. We finally got a good look at who they were. “Craig,” Sara
said. “And Kurt. Tater Tot’s nostrul friends. Why am I not surprised?”
When we made it to Arnold’s locker, Connor explained everything that had happened. Suddenly,
there was a whirring sound. Tens of that sound. We all turned, and right in front of us were a
bunch of paper air planes, dressed up to look like human dragons. “DRAGMAN!” Kellen
screamed.
When they started to come at us, we ducked behind the locker door. There were probably about
15 of them, and Connor snuck by them. “NO, don’t!” I yelled. But he sneaked away, unknown to
us
where
he
was
going.
To
the
Rescue!
By Mike
I was on search team number two when I saw Connor and a bunch of paper air planes looking
like Dragman chasing him. “INTO THE LIBRARY! NOW!” he screamed. We complied and ran up
behind him. Lance shut the door, creating a barrier between us and them. “Now what?” Amy
asked, “and where’s your team?”
Connor told us everything that happened. “I got a plan, though,” Connor continued,”I’m gonna go
stop Arnold with Tommy and Sara, and you guys grab all his comics and ideas.”
“Why do you get to stop Arnold?” Lance asked. “I’m the one he wants,” Connor replied sternly.
Lance backed off. “Amy and I will go grab the comics. Bye!” Lance replied, and ran down with
Amy.
“Well,”
I
said
after
they
left,
“let’s
go
beat
the
mastermind.”
The
Final
Battle
By
Connor
I saw Arnold sitting in a classroom, just waiting for me. He took out his laptop he stored on a
random desk. It was logged into my account! “Time to finish off your Battles once and for all!” He
was
hacking
my
account!
“NO!”
I
screamed.
I kicked his spinny-chair backwards, sending him rolling out the door, into the busy hallways,
leaving him to be carried away by rushing students. I turned off the computer. I felt bad for him.
He had so much creativity, but fell to the dark side.
Maybe
now
was
my
chance
to
save
him.
Epilogue
By

Tommy
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Connor met up with Lance and Amy, and they all crowded around a computer. When I finally got
to see what they were working on, I gasped.
It was an entire website dedicated to Arnold’s ideas. All his stories and comics were on there. He
actually had some really cool ideas.
We showed the website to Arnold, and he completely broke down into tears. He apologized for
everything, and, after working on his new website with Connor, they became good friends.
“Why did you help the kid?” Harvey asked Connor about Arnold. “he tried to destroy what you
worked for!” Connor turned to him. “I learned what happened to him in the past,” Connor replied,
“sure he made some bad choices, but I’m willing to forgive him, since Someone forgave me.”
Arnold still attends McQuarrie. Connor, unfortunately, had to leave because their trip was over.
But Connor and Arnold are always working together on story ideas and comics and such. Connor
showed everybody at McQuarrie the power of forgiveness. And a really cool game that McQuarrie
will be playing forever.

27

EPISODE VII
THE MYSTERY OF THE DRAWA
By StookyLukey

Part
1:
The
Drawa
Strikes
By Tommy
Today I found this note in my locker, replacing Foldy-Wan Kenobi.
Utinni!!!
I don’t know who put it there, but I think it may have been Harvey. Just to be safe, I am making a
case file to investigate.
Kellen’s Comment: Dude, the same sorta thing happened to me today! I was walking out to recess
and someone walked up to me. He was wearing a brown hoodie, so I couldn’t see his face. “Um…
Hello?” I said. He didn’t respond, but instead he held out an origami Jawa. “That is so totally
Stooky!” I said. I even showed him my origami Luke, but then he snatched it up, and ran off with
it! “Hey, wait, come back!” I shouted. I ran after him but he disappeared into a crowd of kids.
Lance and Amy’s Comments: Drat! Tommy, someone stole our origami droids! We were walking
to Home EC after lunch, and we looked in our lockers. Art-2 and C-3PO were gone and in their
place were two scraps of paper. Each one said “Uttini” on them! Help!
Harvey’s Comment: Oh great, you guys too?? I was walking to 4th period, and I looked in my
locker. Darth Paper was missing! I saw a note and I bet you can guess what it said. That’s right.
It said Uttini. I shouted, BLU-RAY NOOOOOOOO!!!!
Part 2: The Drawa’s Plot
By Kellen
Today, as I was walking out to recess, I saw that kid in the brown hoodie again! I ran up to him,
and noticed that he was holding up Art-2, Luke, Foldy-Wan, and some others! And each one had
a price tag that said, “The REAL Defeaters of FunTime! The Origami Rebellion! 5 dollars a piece!”
I decided to run off and record this as fast as I could, so that we could come up with a good plan
to stop him!
Tommy’s Comment: Oh no. Dude, it’s even worse than we thought. I walked into the library before
school and walked over to our table. Dwight was sitting there, with his head buried into his jacket.
Between sobs, he said “Yoda’s gone!” Then he tossed me a piece of paper. But it didn’t just say
uttini.
“Hello. All of your origami has been sold, with the exception of this one last puppet. I am holding
him for ransom. If you give me $40.00 by the end of the week, I will return Yoda, safe and sound.”
Part 3: The Defeat of the Drawa
By Tommy
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To be honest, we DID have enough money to pay the ransom. Sara, Lance, Quavondo, Cassie,
and I all pitched in 8 dollars, so we would have enough to pay him. But…hey, who’d want to do
that??Kellen and I were walking out to recess together this time, we saw the kid. He was trying to
sell Origami Yoda for 30.00! I’ll admit, he’s a pretty good business man, for a kid. Kellen sneaked
his way behind the sales-table, and tapped on the kid’s shoulder. When the kid turned around, I
snatched up Yoda, and Kellen smiled. “Who are you?” he said. The kid only held up an origami
Jawa and said “uttini?”
Part 4: The Drawa Revealed
By Mike
A big lot of us had the Jawa kid in questioning. “Who are you?”
“What is your name?” “Why have you been stealing our origami?”
He wouldn’t answer. Finally, he handed us one last note. I waited to open it until later.
“This ends NOW!” Tommy said. I would’ve used Mace to give Tommy patience, but Mace was
sold for $3.00 yesterday, so I’m not really in a good mood. Tommy pulled the hood off of the kid,
and to my surprise, I didn’t know him. Just some kid. Apparently, nobody else knew him either.
“I’m not afraid of exposing my identity,” he said. “Though I wish I could have hidden behind the
mask of the Drawa a little bit longer. My name…is Ruth.”
“Well, Ruth,” Tommy said. “Why are you doing all this? You wanted a little cash? Thought this
would be the easiest way to get it?”
“No,” Ruth said. “You’ll see why…soon enough.”
Tommy gave him a disgusted look, and stood up from our interrogation table in the library. He
stormed off, and we all followed. We gave Arnold the job of keeping an eye on Ruth. Arnold was
going to take Ruth directly to the Principal’s Office, so that he can be punished. Hopefully, this
whole mess is finally coming to a close.
Tommy’s Comment: Guys, I just read the final note from Ruth/Drawa.
You lose. Because you struck me down, I have become more powerful than you can possibly
imagine.
Part 5: Enter The Drawa
By Arnold
I was sweating like crazy by the time me and Ruth made our way to the Principal’s Office, though
Ruth himself looked pretty calm. He was even smiling.
I opened the door to the office, and found the Principal sitting, back facing us, in the spinny chair.
“Hello, my friend,” Ruth said. “I assume the plan was a success?”
The spinny chair swiveled, facing us.
“Yes,” Tony D. Struction said. “Until anyone figures us out, and the Principal’s week-long vacation
is over…the school is ours.”
Ruth laughed. Tony laughed. And I joined them.
Our plan was working perfectly. For one golden week, McQuarrie was ours to control.
The End…This is Not!
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EPISODE VIII
THE FOLDS UNLEASHED
By SuperFolders Hansel, Cammy, and JC

The Return of Darth Paper
By Kellen
Uh… I’m going to record this and Tommy will edit out all the uhs… All right so, today at lunch I
was in the line waiting to get a pizza slice. I saw Harvey standing two spaces in front of me,
holding a puppet. It seemed familiar. It was Darth Paper! I asked Lance and Quavondo if I could
cut in front of them to ask Harvey something.
“No way!” said Lance.
“Uh… Origami Yoda sent me!” I said.
“Why didn’t you say so?” said Quavondo.
But when I walked up to him, it turns out, it wasn’t even Harvey! It was…Ruth.
“Ugh. So you ditched the Drawa, and went straight for Darth Paper?” I said.
“Wow, you actually called him Darth Paper?” Ruth sneered. “I call him Darth Folder!”
He ran off, leaving me to grab my lunch. It didn’t look so appetizing.
The New Apprentice
By Tommy
“Nostrul,” muttered Jack as he and I ran through the hallway. I peeked behind me. Nope. Still
hadn’t lost him. Zach Martin was still charging. “Split up!” I yelled at Jack. He took a hallway to
the right, while I kept going down the middle. Zach, in his anger, fired a spitball at me. I dodged it
as it flew like a dart. Why was I here? I hadn’t done anything. Zach just came after me.
I sped through the hall, and made my way past the Principal’s Office. I hurriedly backed up, and
dodged inside. I heard someone gasp. I turned around, and found someone–not the Principal–
sitting in the Principal’s spinny chair.
“Hello, Tony,” I said. “Long time, no see.”
Tony was a kid who once used a Jango Fortune to try and take over McQuarrie, plus he gave us
either really good or really bad advice, depending on what he found amusing. He was actually the
first enemy student we’d faced since….uhh….I’m drawing a blank. Nevermind.
“It’s good to see you, Tommy,” he smirked. “You’re just in time to witness the best week-long
experience McQuarrie’s ever had!”
I glared at him. “What are you talking about? And where’s the Principal?”
“Oh. Right. Well, you see, he’s….” Tony paused. “I’m gonna be honest with you, Lomax. The
Principal’s on vacation for a week, and sent in for a substitute. What the Principal doesn’t know
is that I had my tech-savvy friend Arnold trick him into thinking he’d sent for sweet old Mrs.
Yavada…….obviously, he didn’t. And now, the school belongs to me and Ruth.”
“Okayyy……why in the world are you telling me this?” I said. “Dude, generally the whole ‘tell the
good guy your plot’ strategy only helps get you busted.”
“Not if….” Tony smiled. “…You join me.”
I stepped back. “What?”
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“Become my apprentice,” Tony said. “Learn to trick your friends into becoming your puppets.
Create my army. You will wield this.”
He handed me an Origami Starkiller. Starcreaser.
I looked at the finger puppet. Its paper lightsaber glowed red with highlighter.
I closed my eyes and took it.
The Power of the Dark Side?
By Harvey
I was sitting in the library, trying to work on my studying for my next literature paper, when I heard
a familiar voice say, “Alright, Harvey…I’m sorry to do this.”
Tommy ran up to me, grabbed my drafts for my paper, and ripped them.
“HEY!!!” I shouted. “WHAT THE HECK???”
Tommy frowned at me. He looked upset, but he backed away. I ran after him, and bumped into…..
“Ruth,” I said. “So, you got your punishment from the Principal now, huh? Which I guess means,
you can’t do anything to stop me from doing THIS!”
I tried to give him a wedgie, but then Tommy stepped in front of me and Ruth, and gave ME a
wedgie. It didn’t feel very good.
“Go away. NOW.” Tommy said. I don’t like to admit it, but he kinda scared me. I ran from the
library, and told the others.
The Principal Speaks (Or Not)
By Lance
It didn’t take long for us to take action and talk to Origami Yoda. The wise paper Jedi was safe
and sound with Dwight, and was back to giving us advice.
“The friend you know; gone he is. Consumed by Darth Tommy,” Yoda said. “But redeemed, he
may be.”
We decided to go to the Principal’s Office, and report this to the Principal, who might just be able
to fix the whole mess.
When I walked in with Amy (I was feeling pretty confident after my times standing up to FunTime
and to Rabbski), I tapped on the Principal’s shoulder. He didn’t speak. Instead, Arnold came up
to us.
“The Principal is really busy, guys,” he said. “But, hey, I can hang out with you guys, if you want!”
Everybody left. Everybody but me and Amy. We weren’t taking no for an answer. I tapped on the
Principal’s shoulder again. No reply. I pressed hard. Nothing. Finally, I spun the chair around, and
found a smoldering skeleton sitting in the Principal’s chair. Amy screamed, but I covered her
mouth gently.
“Don’t worry,” I said. “It’s only Chippy.”
Chippy, our skeleton-model from science class, was dressed in the Principal’s clothes and a wig,
and was sitting in the spinny chair. His playful smile was still glued to his face.
“Ugh. I never liked that thing anyway,” Amy shuddered. We were about to walk out the door, when
Tommy stood in the way and stopped us.
“Sorry, guys,” he said. “But this is as far as you go.”
I stood in front of Amy, boldly facing Tommy. “Yeah, man?? Well, I say we can LEAVE. How about
that?”
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Tommy froze. He glanced behind us, and said one word.
Run.
The Enemy Revealed
By Mike
These past couple days were starting to really tick me off. First, I lose Mace Windu, then Harvey
accuses my friend of bullying him, then the Principal doesn’t respond to our problem, and then…
I get pants’d. Just a typical day at McQuarrie Middle School.
I was with the others, playing Pencil Wars with Arnold, when suddenly all the lights flickered off.
For a moment, everything was dark. Then the lights came back on, and my pants were on the
floor. Of course, Harvey was doing his big old donkey laugh, and Sara and Remi had to cover
their mouths to keep from bursting out laughing. I pulled them up, grimacing. I noticed that Arnold
was gone. I ran off to try and find him. I heard Harvey behind me saying something like, “Now
he’s running away! Ha!” But I just kept going. I sneaked around the “teachers only” door, which
led to the Principal’s Office, and found Arnold snooping around. He was talking to someone. I ran
at him, but bumped into Lance, Amy, and Tommy.
“Dude, run!” Tommy said.
“He’s good now,” Amy said. “Just do what he says! We have to escape from–”
Tony D. Struction ran over to us. That guy made me a dodgeball once, and I still get angry tears
thinking about it. Before I realized what I was doing, I shoved Tony into Arnold and the guy he
was talking to. Ruth.
All three of them were lying in a big dogpile on the ground. Ruth struggled to get up, and pointed
to Tommy. “Get…them….” He croaked. Tommy stood for a moment, holding up his apparently
brand-new Starcreaser puppet.
“Guys,” Tommy said. “You know exactly why I’m doing this.”
“Of course,” Lance said. “You’re pretending to be on their side, when really, you’re trying to figure
out how to stop them!”
“But here’s the thing…” Tommy’s voice lowered. “They actually have some really good points.
They don’t require much. It’s only one week, right?”
“Dude, snap out of it!” I clapped my hands in front of Tommy’s face. “Do you think Sara would
approve of this?”
(When in doubt, bring up Sara).
Tommy’s expression changed. He dropped Starcreaser, and heaved up a big fire extinguisher.
He aimed the nozzle at the three enemies.
“Run,” Tommy smiled. All three kids scurried and ran. Arnold initially tried to stay, but got a big
mouthful of white foamy stuff. They were gone. For now.
Tommy called up the Principal, and recounted the days events, including his own treachery. He
hung up the phone.
“The Principal understands everything that happened,” Tommy said. “And…he’s not mad at me.
He understands that kids will be kids.” He smiled. Things were back to normal…sort of.
Aftermath
By Tommy
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Do you ever have that feeling, after reading a dramatic book or hearing something on the news
or watching a movie, where you just feel really weird, and you can’t tell if you love it or hate it?
That’s kind of how I felt with Ruth and the gang. They twisted my thoughts and made me think
that tricking the teachers would be fun. But that just would have been the whole Papertine mess
all over again. And that’s not fun.
The Principal came back from his vacation the next day, and allowed every student to have a
“FunWeek.” (It’s not as bad as it sounds. It was surprisingly fun!) He allowed all of us to play
different games in all the classrooms, plus we got to do all of our fun electives. Arnold even came
back to the school, and apologized to the Principal, who even let him join in on the fun.
Sometimes, it takes a bit of grace to turn your enemies into friends.
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EPISODE IX
THE MYSTERY OF THE FORTUNE CLONE TROOPER
By SuperFolder StarWarsFanMax

By
Kellen
(and his recorder-thingy)
First of all, we’re not done with this case file. We keep rereading it to figure out who the guilty
person is. Anyway, it all started when- scratch that, I have no idea when this happened- when
there was this new kid here named Dan. He read the newspaper about our rebellion against
FunTime, so he made his own little cootie-catcher: the Fortune Clone-trooper! For short, we call
it the FCL, or the Clone-trooper. He introduced himself, and at lunch, he introduced the FCL.
“Yeah, well, this might have good advice, but the Fortune Wookiee’s advice is better!”, said
Tommy. “Hey, chill out, dude! You just met the guy. You haven’t even gotten one fortune from it
yet.”, I said. “OK, I’ll ask it a question, I guess. FCL, I’m bored. What should I do?”, he asked.
“Pick one of these options.”, Dan said. “Right helmet, left helmet, left arch, or right arch.” “Huh?”
you can tell that he was pretty confused by his options. “Right helmet means the right section of
his helmet, left helmet means the left section of his helmet, left arch means the left part of that
arch at the bottom, and right arch means the right part of the arch on the bottom”, said Dan.
“Left helmet.”, said Tommy. “OK, pick one of these numbers: 1,2,5, or 6.” “6!” “OK, now pick one
of those same numbers again.”, Dan replied. “5.”, said Tommy. So Dan opened up the flap and
read the Fortune: “SPL”. “What does that stand for?”, asked Tommy. “You’ll find out soon enough.
And when you do, you’ll know what to do.”, said Dan. “But how will that put me out of my
boredom?” “Like I said! When you find out what it means, the answer will come to you.”, he replied.
Me and Tommy figured that out soon enough. And if you don’t like a good mystery, don’t read the
rest of the case file! (Or at least what we have so far, you know.)
Chapter
2
By Sara
Immediately after that, the lights went out. Nobody could even see. All of a sudden, I heard
someone running. And then someone took the Fortune Wookiee! It sounded like paper being
thrown, so I think that someone put the FW somewhere that we kids are not allowed to go to or
something. Then, I heard more footsteps, and the lights turned back on! When people saw me
without the Fortune Wookiee, they were shocked. And that’s when me, Tommy, Kellen, and a
bunch of other kids got together to solve this mystery. At computers class, we had free time, so
Kellen googled “SPL”.
He found out that it stood for “Superfolder Protection League”, and we also found out that when
Kellen posted the case files online (we all think they’re interesting), this kid read it, made some
origami, and coined the word “superfolder”. The popularity of the word spread across the internet.
We already knew it spread around the internet, but we didn’t know how it all started. So then when
we remembered that, we figured out how Dan heard about Yoda. Anyway, the SPL is this group
of kids who try to protect other superfolders, mainly from getting hacked, but they do all sorts of
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protection. So Tommy figured out that the FCL was trying to tell him to get help from the SPL, so
he sent them this email:
“Dear SPL,
My name is Tommy, and believe it or not, I’m the Tommy from the case files with Origami Yoda
in them, which you’ve probably read. There’s this new kid at our school named Dan who heard
about our case files, and made an origami clone-trooper in the form of a cootie catcher, and at
lunch, the lights went out, and someone stole the Fortune Wookiee from Sara! We need your help
to figure out who did it. If you have any questions, just ask. Please help us!
-Tommy”
He got this email back:
“OK, we need a full telling of what happened from Sara.
-SPL”
So I ema- never mind, you’re probably getting bored of reading emails. So I told them everything.
They said we should try to borrow the FCL from him as evidence, despite the fact that it might not
work. The next day was kind of like a disturbance in the Force for us, and at lunch, Harvey was
telling us about how cool the FCL is. “But it’s a clone-trooper. And you’re a guy with the Darth
Paper, and Darth Vader is in the Empire. The clone-troopers are for Jedi, so if you’re gonna be
an Imperial guy, you should be going for a Stormtrooper. They changed it from Clone-trooper to
Stormtrooper during Order 66.”, said Tommy.
“You’re such a geek, Tommy. I’m aware of this. So what?!”
I was so tired of Harvey, I did something I regretted 2 seconds later. All I did was try to elbow him,
but I accidentally threw my pizza slice at him! “LOOKS LIKE THERE’S A FOOD FIGHT!”, he
yelled. I couldn’t believe it. I had accidentally started a food fight, but at least Tommy, Kellen,
Rhondella, and Amy knew it was an accident, since they were at my table.
Since food was flying everywhere, the adults couldn’t pinpoint who was involved during most of
it, so I figured I wouldn’t get it any more trouble if I threw anymore food, so I decided to throw
some more food at Harvey. But you won’t believe what happened next!
Harvey the tattle-tale: by Tommy: Just at that exact moment, one of the most evil people ever,
Mrs. Rabbski, came in. “WHO STARTED THIS FOOD FIGHT?”, she yelled. Everybody froze.
Sara was really scared. “SHE DID! SHE DID!”, Harvey yelled as he pointed to Sara. “SHE THREW
FOOD AT EVERY SINGLE PERSON IN THE CAFETERIA!”. Sara would’ve probably crumpled
up his Darth Paper if Principal Rabbski wasn’t there. Not only that, but Harvey decided to be even
MORE of a smart-aleck, so he then said that me, Kellen, Rhondella, and Amy joined together with
Sara, so he basically said that everybody at our table other than himself started it. Which is a total
lie!
So that’s how we all ended up in the office. Luckily, my parents thought that Harvey’s accusation
was totally ridiculous, so at least I didn’t get grounded or anything. Plus, Kellen’s, Rhondella’s,
Amy’s, and Sara’s parents all said the same things to them, according to the emails they sent me.
But anyway, the next day, we asked Dan if we could borrow the FCL. But instead of saying yes,
he just said, “As if I would lend it to the people who started a food fight!”. “You actually think that
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Harvey was telling the truth? You’re crazy!” said Kellen. “You people are the crazy ones,
considering you actually thought that getting the FCL would be good evidence as to solve who
stole that Fortune Wookiee of yours.” “HOW DID YOU KNOW?”, I said. “I’m not saying I asked
the FCL, but I asked the FCL.”, he responded. So that’s our explanation if anyone asks how we
lost our evidence. That’s our case file so far. I know we don’t have much, but we’re gonna put
more in it to figure out who did it. Heck, this might go on for months for all I know. I really have no
idea how long it is until we get more evidence… if we get anymore at all.
Finally!
By Tommy
After a week, we finally got more help from the SPL! We emailed them everything that happened,
and here’s what they emailed us back:
“A food fight?! I already knew Harvey was trouble, but seriously?! OK, you’re gonna need to figure
out a way to get the FCL without Dan’s approval. So our advice is that you just randomly steal it
from him at lunch.
-The SPL”
“How the heck are we supposed to do that?”, I responded via email.
“If you really need help, we’ll send a representative to help you guys out. His name is Sam. He
has folded an Origami Lando Calrissian, so that you know it’s him.
-SPL”
“Awesome! Can’t wait,” I emailed them.
So at lunch, we met Sam. He was actually pretty cool. He looked like something between the Men
in Black and a skater dude, with spiky blonde hair, skin-tight black clothes, and dark sunglasses.
Sam just simply took the FCL out of Dan’s hands. (This was surprisingly easy.) But Dan looked
very mad at us. “You guys really ARE just troublemakers, huh? Harvey was right!”
The lights went off again. Then, after a few long seconds, they flickered back on. Everybody was
in the exact same position they were in before, except that Dan wasn’t holding the FCL anymore.
“No!” he cried. “Not the Fortune Clone Trooper!!”
We had no idea what to do next. And when we don’t know what to do, there’s only one hope left:
Origami Yoda.
During computer class we emailed Dwight. But so far, we haven’t gotten a response. But at least
we got that information from the SPL, even though it didn’t work. I just hope that Dwight checks
his email…
The
Plot
(Unlike
Tommy’s
Hair)
Thickens
By Harvey
I was sitting in math class, when I felt someone tap on my shoulder. I turned around, and saw the
most beautiful girl. Her dark brown hair almost covered her freckle-specked face, and whatever
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the hair didn’t cover was blocked out by reading glasses. She wore a freshly-picked flower in her
hair, and smelled like the springtime.
“May I please—if I’m not intruding—borrow a pencil? I lost mine.” Her voice sounded somewhat
raspy, but I came to learn that this was just how she normally talked. It was kind of cute.
I realized I had been staring at her.
“Oh! Um, well sure!” I handed her a neatly sharpened no. 2 pencil. Her eyes lit up.
“Oh, thank you! I’m Isabel, by the way.”
“Harvey.”
“That’s a really nice name.”
I blushed. Realizing I had a manly image to uphold, I snapped out of it and turned back around,
to face Mr. Weinger.
Dan burst through the door, lugging his backpack behind him. “Sorry I’m late,” he sat down in the
seat to my left, next to me. We’d sorta become friends lately. It was actually kinda cool hanging
out with him.
Sam was sitting in the seat to my right. He kept looking at Dan, expecting something to happen.
The lights shut off for a few minutes. I felt my chair get pushed around a bit. Then the lights came
back on. Dan was gone, and so was my Darth Paper.
“Arrgh! Why do I never get a best friend who sticks with me?!” I cried out to anyone who’d listen.
“Hey,” Isabel put her hand on my shoulder. “I’ll be your friend.”
I smiled. “That would be Stooky.”
The Culprit
By Kellen
Well, with Fortune Wookiee, Fortune Clone, and Darth Paper all gone, I decided to take protective
measures. So, I locked all the Origami Rebel Alliance puppets in my locker, safe and sound.
Well, all except for Yoda. He was still giving out advice as usual (though, without DP, it was kinda
boring. And I hadn’t seen Harvey all week. Ever since he met that Isabel girl…..she IS pretty cute,
though), when one day……
“Yoda’s GONE!” Dwight exclaimed. “Someone took him from my pocket! Where is he?!?”
I ran to my locker, to make sure all the other puppets were still safe. Phew. They were all safe as
usual.
I went back to Dwight, who had folded an Emergency Yoda, just in case.
“A Bad Feeling About This, I have.” E-Z Yoda said.
Sam walked towards us. “Guys! Guys!”
He slowed down, panting. “The rest of the puppets are gone! Kellen left his locker open! What are
we gonna do?!?”
“You’re the SPL guy! Why don’t you stop whoever is doing this?!”
“Well, I DO have a lead….” He lowered his voice. “Dan.”
“What?” I said. “But Dan’s Fortune Clone got stolen! Why would he pretend to steal his own
origami?”
“Misdirection,” Sam’s voice was flat. “You’d never see him coming.”
Dan walked past us, and looked worried. He kept staring at Sam. Suddenly, Sam turned around,
and held down Dan.
“Alright, kid! Where’s the puppets?!” He yelled.
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“I don’t know! I didn’t take them!”
“Likely story.”
Sam reached into Dan’s pocket, and pulled out none other than Origami Yoda.
“What the heck?!” Tommy cried. “Well, okay, I guess I should have seen it coming. New kid.
Origami bad guy. Big mystery. It’s getting kind of old.”
Sam stood up, keeping a hold on Dan. “The SPL will take it from here. Thank you, Tommy. This
wouldn’t have been possible without you.” He tossed Foldy-Wan Kenobi at Tommy, after pulling
it from Dan’s backpack.
Later that day, our finger puppets were found taped to our lockers. The SPL had saved the day!
Things were pretty quiet after that. Dan didn’t bother us. Harvey was in love. Everything seemed
normal.
But nothing stays normal at McQuarrie for long.
The REAL Culprit
By Tommy
One day, me, Kellen, Sara, and Remi were all sitting at a table in the library, when Remi spotted
something.
“Oh my gosh, is that Harvey?!” She pointed towards the table in the corner. Harvey was sniffling,
holding a big box of tissues in his hand.
We went up to him.
“Hey, Harvey,” I said. “What’s wrong, man?”
“Isabel…..” He choked back tears. He babbled for a bit. I couldn’t understand him. Kellen and I
just shrugged.
“Oh, you poor thing!” Sara knelt down next to him, patting his back. “Poor thing…..”
“What? What happened?” Kellen said.
“Isabel broke up with Harvey,” Remi said. “Duh.”
“Girls understand this stuff,” Sara sat down next to Harvey. Remi sat on the opposite side.
Apparently—at least, according to Sara and Remi’s translations—Harvey and Isabel got into a
fight (not surprising. When doesn’t Harvey feel the need to criticize stuff?), when Isabel decided
that they should “take a break for awhile. Cool down a bit.”
Long story short, she dissed him.
Kellen nudged me. “Dude,” he said. “What if Sam got the wrong guy? What if….. Isabel……”
I bolted. Running out of the library, I made my way down the halls, searching for Isabel. I saw her,
sitting in a spinny-chair in an empty school room, holding Darth Paper in her hands.
“HEY!” I shouted. “GIVE US OUR ORIGAMI BACK, SITH SCUM!!”
She looked startled. I ran over to her, but she kicked her legs against the teacher’s desk and
rolled past me. She started running out of the room, when Kellen blocked the door.
“Going somewhere, Izzy?”
Isabel gulped.
“You must have pretended to like Harvey,” I said. “But just so you could get our origami figures.
Once you had taken them all, you framed Dan for stealing them. Then somehow, you kept Darth
Paper for yourself. Maybe because you’re the Sith type.”
“What are you taking about?” She looked frightened. “I didn’t do anything!”
Harvey ran in the door. “Isabel’s innocent! She really is!”
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“It’s true,” Sara and Remi walked in. “He stopped crying and explained better. But we think we
know who the REAL culprit is…..”
The REALLY REAL Culprit
By Sara
“Okay, think about this for a second. The origami finger puppets were disappearing. The Fortune
Clone’s advice mentioned the SPL. We looked it up, emailed them, and we got Sam to help us
solve the mystery.
“Then, Harvey sat in between Dan, Isabel, and Sam, and Dan left after the lights turned off.
Everybody else was still there.
After that, it was Sam who told us that Kellen’s locker was left open. And it was Sam who got
Yoda and Foldy-Wan from Dan.
So, what if—”
“What if I did it?” Sam stood at the door. He had changed his sunglasses to a darker red pair. He
was frowning.
“You,” Tommy said. “You told me—”
“Misdirection. You never saw me coming, did you?” He smirked.
“But, the SPL!”
“Samuel Patrick Larson. My full name. The SuperFolder Protection League was a FICTION. You
really think anybody was actually interested in what you’ve been doing?! Heh. Not even close—!”
Someone lunged at Sam, and held him to the ground. Dan.
“Somebody WAS inspired by them!” He said.
“Dan?!” Kellen said. “Where did you come from?!?”
“I’m from the REAL SuperFolder Protection League! And my name’s not Dan. It’s SuperFolder
Eggbert!”
We all stood, aghast.
“Oh, well, I guess that’s kind of my username, but….you get the point.” He carried Sam away.
Later, we talked to Dan/Eggbert. He basically told us that Jango Fortune was made to protect us.
To lead us to find the culprit behind the origami kidnappings. Apparently, the sixth and seventh
graders also were having their origami characters stolen, besides us. And when Eggbert came to
help, Sam hacked his SPL email, and pretended to be an undercover guy.
Now, I can confidently say that this mystery is solved, AND that we had made a new friend in
Eggbert/Dan.
Oh, and I almost forgot. Harvey and Isabel are totally cool now. After taking that small break to
cool down, Harvey’s more calm than ever!
Harvey’s Comment: But I’m still gonna comment on the case files! You’ll never be rid of me!
Haha!
Isabel’s Comment: Harv….be nice!
Harvey’s Other Comment: Sigh……Yes, ma’am.
Tommy’s Comment: Oh, I’m gonna enjoy this!
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EPISODE X
THE MONTH OF THE SKYFOLDERS
By SuperFolder Noah

Prologue: The Prophecy
By Origami Yoda (as written down by Tommy)
My note: Origami Yoda randomly blurted this out in the middle of Biology class. I thought I’d write
it down in a case file, just in case it was important.
To the one who fights first, much pain will endure.
Bleak, the destiny of the Chosen One may be.
For brothers to be reunited, a sacrifice it will take, But in the end, prevail, love will.
The End of the Normal
By Tommy
Stuff has actually been pretty normal lately (I mean normal like nothing has really changed,
because nothing is ever normal at McQuarrie). Dwight and Yoda have been giving the same old
advice, Harvey and Darth Paper are having the same old battles, Dwight has been being his same
old weird self, but all the normal ended on that one fateful day, when Noah walked in the doors.
The new kid, Noah Jekan, is the one thing that ended the normal. He created the Skyfolders, and
the normal days were gone. I’m guessing his mom kept him homeschool for most of his life, but
this year she made him try going to real school. I’m not gonna write about what happened on the
first day and when he came, but Noah is so he can tell what his perspective was. This school
always gets so weird, the word ‘normal’ should never be used in this school. Well, this will be
interesting.
Harvey’s Comment: Great. Another weirdo to deal with. Our school probably has the record for
most psychopaths held under one roof.
My comment: Why did I even let him make comments in the first place?
Origami Yoda and the New Kid
By Noah
Okay, Tommy made me write this so I could kinda help him with these case files and stuff, and
he asked me if I could write about my first day so I thought I would help him. So I walk in the doors
and the hallways are a complete MADHOUSE! I try and walk down the halls without getting
pummeled, but that’s not easy when 200 kids are running around like cheetahs on steroids. I
round the corner and start walking down the second hall. I walk by the stairwell but before I can
get past it a big hairy arm grabs me by the backpack. I look up and see the face of Zack Martin,
the Neanderthal eighth grader. He starts holding me up and dangling me from my backpack. “Let
me go!” I keep saying over and over again, trying to squirm out of the straps on my pack. He holds
me there for like three minutes but then I hear something. “Let him go, you must,” says a really
scratchy voice, it almost sounded like a very bad Yoda impression.
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I look up and see Dwight, the infamous creator of Origami Yoda and world-renowned weirdo of
McQuarrie Middle School. I look at his finger, and there, is Origami Yoda, famous all around the
school. “Let him go, you must,” Origami Yoda says again. Zack wasn’t feeling like listening to a
finger puppet, so instead of dropping me, he says, “Oh yeah? And who’s gonna stop me?”
“Am I, help from friends with.” Sure enough, behind Dwight, there is Kellen and Tommy, Dwight’s
friends and fellow weirdos. “Now, drop him you must, or face the consequences you will.” Zack
still stands firm. “I’m not gonna listen to a couple of wimpy kids,” he says mockingly.
“Okay. Consequences you will face.” Dwight points up, and we see a girl with a water balloon in
her hand. Before Zack can react, the girl drops the water ballon on him. “Aaahhhh!” He screams
as the water balloon explodes on him and he drops me. He runs down the hall screaming, “I’ll get
you for this!”
After I got the smell of sweat out of my nose, (I was being dangled directly under his armpit! One
word: Deodorant) I thank them for saving me.
“By the way, my name is Noah Jekan. I’m the new kid.”
“Oh yeah! You’re a friend of Kellen’s! He told me a lot about you.” Tommy says.
“He even says you're a pretty good artist too. And my name is Tommy, and this is Sara.”
“Hello there, Noah. I’m Sara, Tommy’s girlfriend.” Sara says.
“Wait, so you, get a girl like her? That means it’ll be easy for me! Yes!”
“Ha ha. Good luck with that, Slick. Well, this is McQuarrie, home of Origami Yoda! Welcome.”
“Oh, wait!” Dwight shouts. “I’m Dwight! And this is Origami Yoda!” And he shoves him in my face.
“Wow. So you made him?”
“Yep.”
“Okay….., well, it was nice meeting all of you. I got to get to class. Bye!” I say as I walk away. I
was really grateful to Dwight/Yoda for saving me, so I made an Origami Luke and Leia Skyfolder
to help Dwight, And they were actually pretty good. “Dude,” Kellen said. “That Luke is almost as
good as the one I had against FunTime!” But what happened next was what was interesting. What
changed my perspective on this whole school…….
Harvey’s Comment: Ahhhhh, Zack was dangling Noah almost to the ground and I wasn’t there
to see it? I miss all the good stuff…..
My comment: Man, I’m glad Harvey wasn’t there. If he was, Noah would’ve went straight back to
homeschooling. He is such a jerk sometimes.
The Chosen One…Revealed??
By Noah
So, that same day, I was walking to gym glass (which I was NOT looking forward to. John Oxley
and Chuck Kazmer’s sweaty armpits in my face?? Not cool man), when Dwight stopped me, right
in the middle of the busy hallway. Some students stopped or tripped over themselves, but Dwight
wasn’t paying attention. He raised Origami Yoda into the air.
“The Chosen One, this is!” he screeched.
Tommy tapped my shoulder behind me. “Oh, no way! Dude, Origami Yoda made this prophecy.
It was, like, one month ago, but I guess YOU’RE the Chosen One of it!”
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I was a little bit weirded out. “Uhh……okay? But I didn’t even choose to come to this school until
a couple weeks ago. My older brother and his friends go to school here. I’m just the new tagalong
kid.”
“Hey,” Tommy said. “Don’t talk like that! You just made Origami Luke and Leia puppets! That’s,
like, total rockets stuff!! You’re awesome, man!”
Tommy left for his class, but Dwight still hadn’t moved. Instead, he handed me a piece of paper.
I read it. It was the prophecy Tommy told me about.
I don’t want my destiny to be “bleak.”
The Hiding of the Skyfolders
By Tommy
I didn’t let Harvey see this one ’cause then he would know our plan. So, Noah brought the two
Skyfolders to school after he created them. As he found out, big mistake. I must say, they were
pretty good. But then, Harvey came by and saw them. His Origami Anakin suddenly got super
angry and turned into Darth Paper. Harvey I guess couldn’t see that they were the Skyfolders so
he just laughed at Noah about how his ‘wraps of scrap’ were the most stupid things he had ever
seen. So of course, Noah got his feelings hurt so he went in class and tried to find me, Kellen,
Sara and Dwight. What’s good is that when the new year started, there was a seat not taken. Me
and my friends all had taken seats next to each other, (me next to Sara, of course) and the seat
that was left was next to us. So he sat down there and told us that if Harvey and Darth Paper saw
the Skyfolders again, he would for sure try and take them and destroy them. So the five of us
came up with a plan to hide them. Sara would take Leia, and I would take Luke. This way, Harvey
would not know where they are and not even know that Darth Paper was a father (Wow. We just
went all Obi-Wan and Yoda in EP III). And to this day, Harvey/Darth Paper doesn’t know about
them. Let’s just hope he doesn’t find out…….
The Failed Mission
By Sara
Well, I was going to homeroom. We were learning about diplomacy, and I was given an
assignment to make a special report on how I thought diplomacy should work. Well, I was on my
way there with Origami Leia and Tommy with Origami Captain Antilles as an escort. Kellen was
also there with Art2-D2 and C-3PO. Well, I was almost there when we were attacked by none
other than Harvey and Darth Paper. “I am here for the report. I need it,” he said in a semi-good,
mostly bad Vader impression. Okay, I’ll pause it right there. You see, Harvey wasn’t really having
a good year, and his grades weren’t very good (mostly C’s and D’s). He really wanted an A, and
since I was mostly a straight A student this year, he thought he’d steal my report and pass it off
as his own. Okay, let’s hit play. I went and hid while Tommy protected me with Antilles. Kellen
followed me. When I found a good place I hid there and waited. Kellen found me with Artoo. We
talked. Then he, Artoo and C-3PO ran away. Harvey saw Kellen, and figured that he wasn’t really
a threat, so he let him pass. Well, he found me and Leia, and pretty much captured me (not really,
figuratively). He had taken care of (crumpled up) Tommy’s Cap. Antilles. Harvey spoke again in
his Vader voice. “Where are the Rebel Plans?” (I assume he meant my report).
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“You’ll never find them, Sith scum.” I grabbed Darth Paper from Harvey’s finger, and threw it
across the room. But where WAS the report? I had given the report to Kellen, he gave it back and
I got an A, again!
Harvey’s Comment: How could I have been so dumb and let Kellen pass?
Ugh!
Tommy’s comment: Ummm, I prefer not to answer that. One thing, why did you have to crumple
up Antilles?! It was my best piece of origami that I created without instructions!
The Adventure (for Noah and Luke) Begins
By Kellen (on his recorder thingy). Written by Tommy
Okay, um, after I, um, got away from Harvey and Darth Paper, I found Noah and Luke in Science
class and told him what happened. Sara had given me her video camera which she had brought
to school (Who uses video cameras any more?) and it had a video of her on it. The video said, “I
am under attack by Harvey and Darth Paper, again. They have stolen my project for the science
fair so they can get a good grade. I need help to get it back and bring to the fair. Help me Noah.
You’re my only hope,” and it turned off. So, yeah, I, uh, told Noah about how I had gotten away
from them the first time, and how I needed help to get it back. At first Noah refused, but then I told
him Sara had some cute friends, and if he helped she might hook him up with one of them. After
I told him that, he shouted, “To the the Mos Eisley gym class!” We need some transportation! Oh,
and get Tommy and Luke.” and ran out. Man, that kid is fast.
My comment: I joined them in the hallway, and they told me what happened. We all went to the
gym, and that’s where the chaos started.
The Mos Eisley Gym Class
By Noah
The reason I called the gym class, ‘The Mos Eisley gym class’ is because you could never find a
more wretched hive of scum and villainy ever. And I mean ever! I have only been here half a week
and I have already broke both my legs while playing basketball (not really, just felt like it)! Okay,
back on subject. We walk in, an immediately regret it. We just walked in at the worst time ever.
Two words: Dodge Ball. Balls (and kids) are being thrown all over the gymnasium, and once we
got in, there was no turning back. After all most getting killed by rubber red projectiles, We run
outside to where the bikes are kept. I grab mine, Kellen grabs his, and Tommy jumps on his. We
drive around the school a couple times, trying to find Sara, (she usally goes outside) but we can’t
find her anywhere. We think she might’ve gone inside already. But come to think of it, I haven’t
seen her since yesterday, before she got away from the Sith (and his boy). I shrug, thinking that
she must be sick or something, and we head back inside. If only I had known the truth……
Harvey’s Comment: Hmm, I wonder what happened?
My Comment: If you had anything to do with it……..
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(I let Harvey comment again because these next stories won’t alert him that Noah made the
Skyfolders and gave them to us. But that doesn’t mean this next story is no less terrifying, and it
might not have anything to do with him).
No More Sara (for awhile)
By Noah
Yay! So I would be closer to my new school, we moved to a new house, which is right next to
Tommy’s house! Yippee! Oh, wait, this is supposed to be a sad story, so I’ll tone it down. Queue
the dramatic music!
Okay, our story starts Friday night, the night after our last chapter.
I am sitting on my porch, trying to keep my composure. This morning, my mom got a call from
Tammy, Sara’s mom, telling her that today, she had missed the bus and had to ride her bike to
school. But while she was riding, the bike must’ve hit something, so the bike launched her onto
the pavement and she sprained her ankle. When I got home, my mom told me what happened.
That’s seriously narnar. I head over to Tommy’s house to see if he’s heard the news. I knock, and
Tommy opens the door. His eyes tell me he already knows. We planned to visit Sara in a couple
days, once she was feeling better. But Sara wouldn’t be at school for a whole week! And now we
don’t have any Fortune Wookiee or Han Foldo! How can this week get any worse?!
Harvey’s Comment: Okay, I’m just not gonna say anything mean or rude or anything. This is
totally nostrul, I admit.
Tommy’s Comment: Harvey, seriously, if you had a part in Sara spraining her ankle, I will definitely
pound you.
Harvey’s Other Comment: What? I just said how I wouldn’t be rude! Dang, you must be pretty
on edge today!
Tommy’s Other Comment: Ignoring that…..Dwight lives next door to Sara, and he missed the bus
yesterday morning (as usual) like Sara, and he said that he saw Sara riding up to school. I asked
all about what he saw, and I captured our interview on Kellen’s recorder.
The Questioning
Tommy and Dwight (On Kellen’s Recorder Thingy)
So, I rode my bike up to Dwight’s house at about lunchtime, and I found him on his porch, poking
holes in his hamburger with a straw. I sat down next to him to find out what he saw yesterday.
Here is our conversation.
Tommy: Hey Dwight. You live next door to Sara, right?
Dwight: Purple.
Tommy: Is it true that you saw Sara riding to school yesterday morning? And you also saw her
crash her bike?
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*Dwight nods*
Tommy: Okay, what exactly did you see when she crashed?
Dwight: She was riding her bike. Then she crashed.
Tommy: Yeah, um, I got that.
Dwight: I think you should ask Origami Yoda for the rest. (subject pulls Yoda from pocket)
Tommy: Hey, good idea! Okay, Origami Yoda, how did Sara crash?
OY: Drove into a nail, she did. Left in rode by bully, it was. Zack could it be, hmmmmm?
Tommy: Zack, huh? Well, thanks for the help, guys! (I leave area of subject and head home)
After that, I grabbed my bike and began to ride home. I took one quick glance at Sara’s house,
but I didn’t see her. I didn’t wanna disturb her if she was resting. So I left.
The Accused
By Tommy (With Help From Noah)
So, after I asked Dwight what he saw, I thought about what he said about Zack. In the first chapter.
This is where the help from Noah comes in. He wrote that Zack attacked him, and we rescued
him (Sara dropped that water balloon on top of Zach which made him drop Noah). And he also
wrote that after Sara dropped the balloon, Zach ran away yelling ‘I’ll get you for this!’ So I’m
guessing this is part of his payback. But why he did something so violent, I still don’t get. But now,
I should probably start preparing for confronting Zack…..
Harvey’s Comment: Wow. I didn’t even know you could piece together a puzzle. I’m impressed.
My comment: Thanks, I think….
Surprising News and Stuff
By Kellen
So, I read Tommy’s accusation, and I think he’s probably right. Cause no one, and I mean no one,
ever gives violent revenge, only Zack. I mean sure, Harvey tried to get revenge on Dwight/Origami
Yoda by almost sending him to reform school, and sure, we got justice on that Sam guy by
crumpling his Fortune Clone Trooper, but no one ever uses violent revenge like Zack.
Anyway, today started like any other days, but it was weird with Sara not being there. She
sprained her ankle on Tuesday, so we had kind of gotten used to it, since it’s been like a week.
But it still felt weird with Rhondella and Amy and Sara not sitting in the library giggling there heads
off. So we had just finished science class, and we were heading into Math, and we had just sat
down when we all heard a small tap on the door. We looked over, and there was Mrs. Bolt next
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to Sara, who was on a crutch. I looked over at Tommy, eyes wide with a smile the size of Endor
(and all it’s moons), who looked like he would’ve jumped up to hug Sara, if she hadn’t just sprained
her ankle. She looked very tired, but still looked like the Sara we all knew and loved. I looked at
Noah, who strangely had a smirk on his face. After math in the hallways, I asked Noah why he
had the smirk. He said that he now sorta had someone he could relate to. “What do you mean by
that?” I asked.
“Well, the tired-ness I saw reminded me of me, sorta, cause I had cancer, and it made me really,
really, REALLY tired. So I think it’s good that I now have a friend who is kinda like me.”
“Wow, dude. I never knew. I…..umm…..” And I turned around and left.
Harvey’s Comment: Whoa. Poor dude. Okay, I am putting him on the list of nerds I pity, so I
don’t joke with ’em too much.
My Comment: I am SOOOO glad that has nothing to do with him liking Sara (Yeah, I saw the
smirk). But I also think he is amazing, as a regular kid acting like nothing happened.
The War Begins
By Tommy (with help from Noah, Kellen and Harvey)
Now this is getting huge. This one thing which we thought is just a small revenge (I asked Sara,
and she said she sorta understood) is turning into a full-scale war! I hadn’t thought about it, but
Zack got himself suspended, and I think he did it on purpose. He was supposed to come back
two days ago, but he lied to his mom and said he was sick, and—according to Yoda’s advice—
he had called together every bully we’d ever faced, so that they could together stop Origami Yoda.
Noah and I prepared for the oncoming war. I called him over one day, with Dwight by my side,
and showed him a box. I told him to open it.
“No way!” he yelled, looking inside. “Luke! I missed you so much!” He lifted Luke out of the box
and onto his finger. “Thanks dude!” But right at that moment, Kellen and Harvey burst through the
door. “We got some company!” Harvey said, panting. Fists pounded on the door. “What did you
do?!” I said to them. They gave a small, smile, which tells that they did something. “Ugh! Never
mind that! Noah, Harvey, Kellen! Get the troops!” Dwight stood up with Origami Yoda on his finger,
and said in his scary serious dark-side voice that I mentioned in the Fortune Wookiee, “Begun,
the Fold War has.”
The Revealing
By Noah
Oh, it is on. (By the way, I started to tell my stories like everyone else now, in you were wondering)
Me, Harvey and Kellen did a good job rallying the troops. In less then five minutes, while Tommy
held the door against the bullies, we had called all of our friends. Lance, Amy, Quavondo, Cassie,
Rhondella, Remi, you name it. They all came. Wielding their old origami Rebel Alliance
characters, the were ready to attack. We all ran out the secret back door and climbed to the roof.
We looked down and saw the worst sight ever. Every bully that I knew and had only been told
about were down there. And in the front was Zack. But…..Zack was never this bad. Why is he
doing all this? Then I remembered the famous Yoda qoute at the end of The Phantom Menace:
“Always two there are. A master, and a apprentice.” Then it struck me. Zack was definitely not the
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one who came up with this, and he was doing only what his master told him. And the only one
powerful enough to think of this was the one mastermind who had planned most of my friends’
greatest battles. The one and onlysjdhhfbfryehsbsvgshsndbsh…..
Tommy’s Comment: Noah?!?
The Battle
By Tommy
When Noah said that everyone of our enemies were there, he was NOT kidding. Everyone from
Craig and Kurt with Origami Darth Maul and Savange Oppress, to Sam and the Fortune Clone
Trooper, but now is was the Fortune StormTrooper. And all of them were fueled on one thing;
revenge. Yup, these were real Sith alright. I got fighting Zach, of all people. He was using an
Origami Rancor, and he was shooting at me with a dart gun! I battled hard with Foldy-Wan Kenobi,
using him to deflect the darts. When Zack’s darts ran out, and ran over to him, took the dart gun
from him, loaded it, and ran over to Noah to help him. I quickly looked around me, surveying the
battle. Harvey with Anakin was throwing old RibBQs at Craig and Kurt, while Kellen and Art2 were
losing to Jim and the F.S.T. Then I look over at Noah, with Dwight next to him, staring straight
into eyes I have nightmares about. And around those eyes was the chalk-white face of the one
and only Jacob Minch, and Emperor Papertine on his finger. Dwight with Origami Yoda spoke to
Jacob. “My friend you once were, Jacob. To the light side, you may still turn.”
“Never!” Jacob sneered. “Darth Zack will become more powerful than either of us!”
I went over to Jacob, ready to just tear up Papertine and be done, when suddenly, a shadow
loomed over us. Jacob grabbed onto ny shirt tight, closing his fist. At first, I couldn’t tell who the
person was, but then I heard that strong voice say, “LET HIM GO!”
This next part I can’t tell, cause only Noah can. So I gave it to him.
The Rescue
By Noah
The Principal stood over Tommy and Jacob. “This is unbelievable! All students, get inside! NOW!”
All the bullies (except for Jacob and Zack) went back inside. So did our friends. I stayed, and so
did Dwight. Even Tommy left.
“Now,” The Principal started. “Would any of you care to explain what happened here?”
I gulped. “Zack and Jacob were trying to get even with Sara and Dwight—”
“I don’t care about personal vendettas, Noah,” the Principal said. “What I care about
is….What….Happened?”
“The two of them started a fight.” Dwight pointed towards Jacob and Zack.
The Principal looked at Zack, and must’ve looked really scary, cause even Zack looked afraid.
“Mr. Martin, we’ve discussed this before. I told you that if you were to bully or start fights any more
at this school, that we might seriously need to consider expelling you. Follow me into my office.”
Zack scurried off inside, leaving me, Dwight, and Jacob. Alone.
Noah vs. Jacob
By Noah
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Jacob Minch. The wielder of Emperor Papertine. The one who introduced Dwight to Star Wars
and origami. The former Class President of McQuarrie Middle School.
Noah Jekan. The wielder of Luke and Leia SkyFolder. The New Kid. The Chosen One of Origami
Yoda’s Prophecy.
Dwight Tharp. The wielder of Origami Yoda. The weirdo. The founder of the Origami Rebel
Alliance.
All three of us. No teachers. No rules. No paper airplanes or food fights or dart guns. Just us and
our finger puppets.
“Wait, Jacob,” I said. “What advantage do you have now? All your weapons are gone. All your
school president powers are gone. Even ‘Darth Zack’ is gone. You have nothing.”
“Young fool,” Jacob sneered. “Only now, at the END, do you understand….. When you steal
everything from your enemy, all you’ve done is made him angry.”
Jacob pulled out Papertine. Boy, it looked bad. The hood was ripped off, and, thanks to Tommy,
there was water all over the face, which made it look all wrinkly and old like in Revenge of the
Sith.
The sky was cloudy. The sun was completely covered in darkness. It began lightly raining. It was
beautiful, but in a tragic way.
Jacob stopped. Looking all around himself, he spoke in a sad voice. “Y’know, Dwight,” he turned
around. “This reminds me of the day we had our big fight.”
“May 19th, 2005,” Dwight looked pale. “The weather was exactly like this. We had just watched
Revenge of the Sith at the movie theater. We were sitting at the bench just outside of the theater,
while your mom grabbed the exclusive collectible movie poster. We wanted to make a make an
origami finger puppet that captured the essence of the film. You made General Creasious. I made
Emperor Papertine.”
“We had a thumb wrestle duel,” Jacob recounted. “You won. But I slipped off the bench. Hit my
head.”
“We went to the hospital. The doctors said you had a minor concussion. No head damage, but—”
“But plenty emotional scars.” Jacob turned away. “We wouldn’t have been outside if it weren’t for
you. Constantly badgering your mom to get you a poster.”
“It was for my father,” Dwight murmured. “It said ‘Who’s your daddy?’ and it had Darth Vader on
it. My dad would’ve loved it. When we dropped you off at your house, and came home,
though……….. He was gone. Took the dog, too.”
Jacob swallowed. “Dude, I didn’t—”
“Coca-Cola. Nice at first. Leaves a bad aftertaste. Chinese Food. Sweet and Sour. Bittersweet.”
Dwight walked back inside the school, but not before dropping Origami Yoda at Jacob’s feet. “I’m
sorry.”
Jacob frowned. He placed Papertine on one thumb, Yoda on the other. Making them briefly thumb
wrestle, Jacob looked bored. The Emperor won. Origami Yoda fluttered back onto the softly wet
grass. Fearing it to be wet through, I picked up Yoda. The prophecy rang through my head.
“To the one who fights first, much pain will endure.”
Sara. Her sprained ankle, for fighting against Zack first.
“Bleak, the destiny of the Chosen One may be.”
I got nothing.
“For brothers to be reunited, a sacrifice it will take, But in the end, prevail, love will.”
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I got it.
“Jacob!” I cried. “You know what we have to do, right?”
A slow smirk creeped onto Jacob’s face. “We must fight.” He lifted Papertine high above his head.
I did the same with Dwight’s Yoda.
“Alright, Jake,” I growled. “One of us is gonna have to make a sacrifice. And if I truly am the
Chosen One, then my future won’t be so cool. But I don’t care. All I want to do right now is fix you
and Dwight’s friendship.”
I charged at Jacob, shoving him to the ground. I grabbed for his Papertine, while also defending
Origami Yoda from Jacob’s clawing hands. Finally, I grasped both Yoda and Papertine. I took out
Luke and Leia SkyFolder too. All four of them. All in my hands. I knew what I had to do.
I burst through the doors of the school, and ran the finger puppets over to the Principal. Zack was
sitting in a chair. He’d been crying, that much I could tell.
“Excuse me, Principal,” I said. “I’m the vandal you’ve been looking for. I have Emperor Papertine
right here. Tell Dwight and Jacob I’m sorry, and please give them their Origami Yoda and Luke
and Leia SkyFolder back. I stole them, and I’m really sorry.”
The Principal looked serious but also hurt. “Noah Jekan Minch. I really thought you’d get along
with your two brothers and with the other students here. I’m very disappointed in you.”
And then the Principal started listing off all these things about how I would be transferred to a
military school, and how my parents would be informed of the incidents immediately. Somehow,
I felt that my parents’ punishment would be much worse than anything the Principal could dish
out.
I walked outside. My mom was coming to pick me up. Jacob and Adam would be picked up by
Dad later in the day. The clouds that were covering the sun cleared up, and brilliant sunlight
gleamed everywhere. The beautiful violet flowers perked up, and birds were chirping merrily. It
was gorgeous outside.
My last look at McQuarrie Middle School. It was beautiful.
The End...
By Tommy
Noah was gone. Transferred to another school. Nobody would say why. Jacob came up to us
during lunch. He didn’t look so good. His eyes were red, and he looked more upset than angry.
“Guys,” Jacob said. “Look, I know I’ve really messed up. And now, Noah’s paying the price. I feel
terrible for what I did. And…I told the Principal. About everything. And—well, the Princial is letting
me stay.”
“What?!?” Harvey cried. “After everything you did, you no-good—” “Shh,” Kellen said. “I think…I
think Jacob’s trying to apologize.”
We all looked at Jacob. He smiled shyly. “I’m really sorry, guys. Please forgive me?”
Silence. We were stunned. Here he was. The guy who hurt Sara. The guy who fought Dwight.
The one who nearly turned McQuarrie Middle School into a madhouse. Asking for our forgiveness.
“Yes.”
My words pierced through the air, breaking the silence. Jacob’s shy smile widened into a full grin.
His eyes lit up, and he tackled me in a hug.
“Thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you!!!” Jacob was overjoyed. I felt a little awkward, as
you probably would be, too, if your arch-nemesis were hugging you.
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Jacob became our friend, after that. He and Dwight worked together—best friends again—and
they even worked together to create the winning piece of our art class contest: An Origami
Papertine/Yoda Senate Duel Mural!
Jacob—along with his good-guy Chancellor Papertine—stayed in McQuarrie Middle School, and
surprisingly, became a really good friend.
As for Noah, well…… Don’t feel too bad for him. I kept good on my promise, and Sara—who, by
the way, has totally healed from her ankle— introduced Noah (via Skype call) to Rhondella. (John
Oxley and her never worked out anyway…..)
Noah (and his newly redesigned SkyFolders, complete with Vader and Padmé) talked with us via
Skype once a week. He’d update us about his school—Williams Middle—and we’d tell him about
what happened in McQuarrie that week.
Noah said that his future wasn’t as “bleak” as the prophecy stated, and that he was having a great
time at his school. Origami Yoda shook his head sadly. “A Bad Feeling About This, I Have.”
Noah and the SkyFolders changed this school forever. Without them, Jacob and Emperor
Papertine would’ve destroyed Origami Yoda! Noah made a powerful Chosen One.
…..This Is Not!
By Tommy
Jacob approached me after school one day. He looked worried.
“Tommy! Tommy!” He slowed his pace, coming next to me. “Yoda said that there’s more to the
prophecy. He only told us the first part of it.”
“Wait, What?!?”
“And….” he gulped. “Noah’s in trouble.”
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EPISODE XI
ORIGAMI YODA AND THE BOUNTY HUNTERS
By SuperFolders JC and Noah

Deng-art and The Word
By Tommy
Yesterday, I was walking out of school, when Jacob ran up to me. He told me that his brother
Noah was in big trouble, and it had something to do with a prophecy that Origami Yoda made.
This morning, Jacob and I were running around the school, trying to find Dwight, to no avail.
I held my breath. “Jacob, are you really so sure about—”
“Yes. Origami Yoda told me that there was a second part of the prophecy that he hadn’t told
anyone yet, and it said something dangerous about Noah. But he wanted you to be there when
he announced the prophecy to the school.”
I wasn’t so sure about all this. I mean, Noah seemed happy at his school, and I still wasn’t entirely
convinced about how much Jacob had really changed. I mean, once a FunTime supporting and
origami-hating class president, always a FunTime supporting and origami-hating class president,
right?
“Oh, fine….” I said. “But we’re already late to class. Maybe Dwight’s already there! We can find
him then! But we NEED to hurry.”
I ran down the hall next to Jacob carrying my backpack (which, since I had to take three extracurricular classes this year, was super heavy and filled to the brink), and I tried to take a shortcut
to my class, through the boys’ locker room. Most kids didn’t even go near it because—well, it’s a
locker room. You only walk in on Zack Martin changing once. Besides, if a teacher finds you near
the locker room in-between periods, they’ll assume you skipped the previous class to go play
basketball or something.
But anyway, I tried to take the shortcut. Jacob followed me. I sneaked around the columns of
lockers, careful not to get caught by a teacher—or worse, Zack in a bath towel—when I slipped
on something. I lost my footing, and fell with a yelp onto the ground. I was a little afraid to ask why
the floor smelled of armpit, when I clambered to my feet and picked up what apparently tripped
me; an origami version of the Star Wars bounty hunter, Dengar. He was actually pretty well-made.
The pleats that formed Dengar’s “bandages” where matched up perfectly; the hands and feet
were actually folded out with one piece of paper, not kirigami; and the drawing of the face looked
cunning and sinister. On the back, its name was written in a fancy font with a pencil: Deng-art.
Whoever folded this guy took his time with it. Treated it like an art form. But my eyes were glued
to something else. Jacob gasped.
Okay, you know that one cuss word that everybody knows about, but nobody, not even the dirtiest,
nastiest kids, ever say? Well, someone had scrawled that Word, in red permanent marker, all
over one of the student’s lockers. My locker. I quickly tried to get rid of it, but it just wouldn’t go
away. I couldn’t just leave the locker room. If a teacher saw this on my locker, I’d go straight to
boot camp or C.R.E.F. or somewhere even worse. (Like Dom and Billy’s Pizza Parlor. That place
has two dancing squirrels, Dom and Billy, who always ruffle your hair or pat your head or
something even more annoying. Plus, their pizza tastes like cardboard with a soy milk spread!)
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“Uh….” Jacob said. “I think we can still find Dwight faster if we go back into the hallway…….I’ll
catch up with you there.” Jacob walked away, leaving me to deal with the Word. Alone.
At this point, if I stayed here, I’d be in huge trouble. But if I leave here, I’d still be in huge trouble.
Kind of a no-win scenario. But wait a second, Kellen had a situation like this before! The
embarrassing stain and Origami Yoda! Maybe I could take a cue from him! Kellen had gotten a
big stain in the front of his pants—not a good place to have a stain—and needed to get to class
quickly, without getting mocked by the students.
“All of pants you must wet,” Yoda had said to him. It was a brilliant idea, but it didn’t really apply
to this situation. Or did it?
I quickly picked up the marker from where it was lying on the ground, and began randomly
scribbling all over my locker. The Word was starting to blend in with the rest of the doodles, and
soon enough, you couldn’t even tell there was a word there to begin with!
Okay, maybe Mrs. Toner might think I’m a little weird for drawing all over my locker with a red
marker, but hey, at least she isn’t busting me for putting the Word on there! I hurriedly ran to my
class, avoiding any worry of being caught by a teacher. What’s the worst thing that could happen?
I ran straight into someone, and landed hard on my butt. I looked up, and saw our school principal
giving me the stink-eye.
The Origami Bounty Hunters
By Tommy
“Mr. Lomax,” the Principal addressed me, “come to my office. It’s important.”
I didn’t need to be told twice. When the Principal asks you to do something, you do it. I followed
the Principal through the halls, up the stairs, and onto the balcony that overlooks the cafeteria.
The Principal’s office was dead ahead.
“So…..how about them Wildcats?” I tried to spark a conversation. The Principal was ominously
silent, with eyes glaring forward, and while showing a distasteful grimace. I followed the Principal’s
gaze, and saw that the office window had been spray-painted over; with colors of red, white, and
blue.
“An offense to both my authority and the United States.” The Principal proclaimed. “Thomas…..”
For a moment I was terrified. Did the Principal think I did it? The Principal handed me a small
stack of pictures. I skimmed through them quickly, and noticed that all our favorite school hangout places—The library, the gym, the cafeteria—were all vandalized with either spray-paint, sticky
notes, confetti, obscene words, or other things of the sort.
“It has come to my attention,” the Principal began, “that some of the children in this school believe
that, just because this is our last month before summer vacation, they can do whatever they
please. That they can disrespect authority. They are wrong.”
“Uhh……” I tried to figure out what the Principal was saying. “But I haven’t done anything wrong.”
“Oh, Tommy, that’s not why you’re here,” the Principal explained, “I need people to keep an eye
out in their classes. Kids who are familiar with the McQuarrie code, and know how to keep an eye
on other students—undetected.”
I finally understood what was going on. “So wait, you want me to spy on the other kids? Isn’t that,
kinda, um…..wrong?”
“I’ll tell you what’s wrong, Tommy! These kids believe that they can do whatever they want, just
because school is on it’s final semester! I had to drive to school at 6:30 AM in my pajamas, just
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to handle this situation! I won’t have it!” The Principal’s words had a certain power that I couldn’t
avoid. I stepped back, startled. The Principal’s eyes caught my startled glance, and softened.
“Please, Thomas,” the Principal pleaded, “if you care about our school, you’ll help us.” There was
no trace of dishonesty. “Besides, I will even count this as extra credit! You know all those extracurricular classes you don’t like? I can pardon you from one of those classes, and you will still get
all the credit you need for school!”
At this point, I could tell the Principal was desperate. Maybe my reputation from the FunTime
Rebellion really got around, and I was sorta famous for my detective skills! (Okay, maybe
not…..but hey, a guy can dream!)
I’d have to make a new case file to help turn in these students who’ve been hurting the school,
plus I’d probably need to interview some students, and I’d need a couple of friends to help me
out.
“Okay, I’m willing to help; but is there any way I can get assistance from some of my friends? I
trust them. They’d never willingly do anything to harm this school.”
The Principal smiled. “I’m way ahead of you.”
When the office door opened, I found Kellen, Quavondo, Lance, Dan, Sara, and some other
students who I knew.
“They said they wouldn’t be able to stop the students without you,” the Principal said softly. “They
really believe in you.”
This was it. I could turn back now, and just let the vandals get away with it. I mean hey, what’s
the big problem with showing off your creativity? But no. Not like this. I may not like the Principal
very much, but I don’t want the Principal—or any of my friends—to get hurt anymore by these
jerks. They believed in me. I couldn’t let them down.
I smiled. “I’m in.”
Boxx and the Art Class Assault
By Kellen (Using his recording thingy, transcribed by Tommy)
So, um, I guess it’s my turn to make case file stuff about the Bounty Hunters……….I was walking
into one of my art classes, which has all sorts of cool stuff to do, like painting and drawing and
clay modeling. When I got in, I found some kid standing in front of the teacher’s chair.
“Hey, guys,” he said. His spiky blonde hair and stained yellow teeth made him look vicious. “I’m
your temporary art teacher for today. Name’s Gabriel. Gabriel Chase. But you can call me Gabe,
or sir. I’m filling in for my mom today, so don’t pull anything funny.”
I resisted the urge to burst out laughing. Someone had put a whoopee cushion on the teacher’s
chair. In just a few golden moments………
“FLAAAAARP!!!!”
Gabe looked shocked. He pulled the whoopee cushion out from under him. It was decorated—
quite accurately—like Poggle the Lesser from Attack of the Clones. (I always thought his
Geonosian speech sounded like that!)
“Whoever has done this,” Gabe said. “I am not amused. If you are responsible for this atrocity,
reveal yourself!”
I tried holding in my laughter. I could tell Cassie and Mike were doing the same in a few seats
near me. Only two of us would make it out of this one.
I couldn’t hold it in. I gasped for air as I laughed and laughed and laughed.
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“Mr. Campbell…..why am I not surprised?” Gabe looked quizzically at me. “My mom warned me
about you. Now I see why.”
He sat back down in his chair, and picked up a piece of chalk.
“Everyone,” he said. “It is clear now that Kellen Campbell…….” He drew my face on the
chalkboard, and then drew horns and a goatee on it. “…….Is one of those terrible Bounty Hunters
everyone is talking about. Kellen, you are excused from this class.”
“What?” I stood aghast. “But, you can’t do that!”
“Report to the Principal’s Office, IMMEDIATELY.” He jabbed a thumb towards the door. I walked
out, but hid on one side of the door, so no one could see me. I had a bad feeling about this guy.
“Now, everyone,” Gabe said. “My mom’s plans for today’s art class consisted of—oh……
Decorating the hallways for Thanksgiving! So, doodle your best hand-turkeys, design pilgrim hats,
do anything you want, all over the lockers and hallways. It’s an inexpensive—and fun—way to
decorate McQuarrie for the upcoming holiday season!”
All the students burst out of the room in a huge mob. Markers, paintbrushes, and oil pastels were
flying everywhere, and not one locker was missed. Everything was either covered with drawings
of a leaf, a cornucopia, or a turkey. I admit, it looked awesome. But I wasn’t entirely sure it was
good for the school. I mean, what about poor Janitor Phil? He’d hafta clean everything up later!
Cassie ran up to me. “Kellen!” Mike joined her. “Dude, we have a BIG problem. The teacher’s list
didn’t say ANYTHING about decorating hallways. In fact, I just asked Mr. Howell, and he said that
our art teacher DID come to school today! She never said anything about her son!
I tripped on something behind me. Falling to my butt, I noticed what it was. A box. It was
decorated—with little to no effort—as the bounty hunter Bossk.
“Who?” I said, watching all the art class students unknowingly vandalize the school. I turned over
the Bossk, and saw a name written on it. Boxx. “Who could have done this?” I glanced over at
Gabe. He winked at me.
He planted the whoopee cushion, just to get me out of the room. He knew I’d figure him out. But
then, he must know that I have easily traceable PROOF to nail him to this vandalism, plus a bunch
of eye-witnesses, including Cassie and Mike. If this was a Bounty Hunter’s mission…….it was a
suicide mission.
The Attack of Aurragami Sing
By Noah
Jacob and I were talking at home one night. We both slept on a bunk-bed and shared a room, so
we pretty much talked origami or Star Wars or something every night. Well, Jacob was talking to
me about how Tommy is trying to figure out this missing piece of the prophecy, and how it
concerns me. Well, it turns out that Origami Yoda isn’t the only thing me and McQuarrie have in
common. There are Bounty Hunters at my school, too. Except, they actually have a good point.
This school is more like McQuarrie before Princess Labelmaker came to the rescue. I really dislike
the Origami Bounty Hunters. And I’m probably the only one who actually KNOWS one of them
personally, so that makes me despise them even more. Her name is Francesca. I used to be her
best friend, until—well, that’s not important. I’m pretty sure she’s behind the latest act of vandalism
in the school. Yesterday, our principal, Mrs. Hardaway, found a giant graffiti drawing of Aurra Sing
that said ‘Aurra is Awesome’ on the walls. Well, I thought it was pretty obvious who drew it.
Francesca never passes up on the opportunity to brag. Right next to the drawing, there was an
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Origami Aurra Sing taped to the wall. Francesca’s favorite Star Wars character. I went to confront
her at the monkey bars with my evidence, pulling out the origami puppet—which, by the way, was
labeled “Aurragami Sing”—and straight-on told her that I knew she was involved in it. Her brown
eyes got big and wide, and her lip protruded coyly. Her famous puppy-dog look.
She spoke softly to me, really innocently, “Why would you say that?”
I let out a slow breath. “Who else in Williams Middle is good at graffiti?”
“Brock Larson.”
“He knows how to do graffiti?”
“Duh. Get with the times.”
Her voice had lost its soft tone, which was replaced by an ignorant know-it-all tone, which I had
grown to dislike over the years. Why did I ever consider this girl my friend?
“But……it was you, wasn’t it? I mean, who else is such a big Aurra Sing fan?”
“Maybe I lied about liking Aurra.” She curled her long flowing auburn hair with her finger. “People
change.”
“YOU changed. I didn’t.” I began to walk away, wanting to give up on trying to get her in trouble.
I heard her humming behind me; her voice was mesmerizing. Beautiful. Practically blending with
the breeze of the wind outside. But even then, I could tell what tune she was humming. The
blessing/curse of hanging out with her so much this past semester. Jabba’s theme.
“Wait, wait, wait,” Jacob stopped me. I had been telling him the whole story. “Are you writing this
down? Tommy might need this for his case file.”
“Oh, well, okay.”
So, from here on out, I’m gonna be writing about my encounters with the Bounty Hunters, and my
own personal investigation into figuring out the greatest mystery of all middle school: Girls.
Fold-LOM and the Bully
By Quavondo
You’ve never been truly terrified until you’ve met Chuck. He’s an eighth grader, with a gruff voice;
huge, bulging arms; and who makes Zack look as helpless as a battle droid!
Chuck and Tater Tot get into fights a lot. Rumor has it that the two of them used to be on the
same basketball team in elementary school, and Chuck didn’t play fair. Now, they never stop
arguing and bickering, and it’s really starting to annoy me and Cassie, who would really just like
to eat lunch in piece!
But this guy wasn’t just a tough-as-nails jock; he’s also the biggest bully in McQuarrie Middle
School; and—you guessed it—I’m his default target. Y’see, Chuck was one of the few older kids
on that sixth grade field trip to the zoo a couple years ago, when I was branded a “Cheeto Hog.”
The problem is, because he’s in eighth grade (and was held back over and over), he wasn’t
present at the gym when I made amends with everybody. So, aside from other things, he still
considers me a Cheeto Hog! And he won’t stop bullying me! He’s seriously the biggest regret I’ve
ever had; and I’ve eaten the Big Pink!
One day, I was walking to class, when I saw a dark, massive shadow engulfing mine. Chuck. He
picked me up, and dunked me, headfirst, into a garbage can. I tried kicking and wiggling and
yelling, but I couldn’t move, and nobody could hear me. Or maybe they could, but hey, who would
bother to help me out anyway? I may not be a Cheeto Hog, but I’m still branded a “weirdo.”
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I stopped struggling for a moment, because what I saw atop of the trash caught my attention. An
origami 4-LOM. It was really well made and decorated like the infamous bounty hunter. I couldn’t
resist. I picked up the puppet, and examined it closely. His bug-like eyes were made with shiny
red highlighter, and the faded silver do-dads near his nose/mouth area were artistically filled in
with pencil marks. I instantly knew that Chuck didn’t make this puppet—it was WAAY too well
done—but I had a feeling he was at the very least affiliated with the Bounty Hunter vandals. And
this “Fold-LOM” character was his calling card.
I felt a slight tug on my legs from outside of the garbage can. Someone was trying to help me out!
I wriggled and shimmied until the garbage can fell over, with me inside of it. Whoever tried to get
me out of the garbage reached a hand out for me. I took it.
Mike heaved me up, an amused smirk on his face. “Dude,” he said, “that was the funniest thing
I’ve seen since the last time Chuck bullied you!” He wiped a tear from his eyes. He must’ve seen
the whole thing.
“Happy to entertain you,” I grumbled. We talked for a little bit, and I showed him Fold-LOM. His
face turned pale.
“Oh no,” Mike’s voice dropped to a whisper. “Not you too.”
He led me through the all-but abandoned hallway, to the cafeteria, where Lance was sitting down.
He was holding an exact duplicate of the origami 4-LOM I held in my hand.
“Well, well, well,” Lance murmured. “I guess we all have something—or SOMEONE—in common.”
Mike sat down, and pulled a third origami 4-LOM from his pocket. All three of them were original,
and they all looked identical.
“Somehow,” Mike began, “a student with an origami bounty hunter has been taunting the three of
us specifically.”
Lance and I wouldn’t dare bring up the option that even MORE students might be having the same
problem as well, so we let Mike continue speaking.
“We now have proof that the bounty hunters are not limited to one puppet. They must have a
bunch of multiples of the same character, for each different student. The question is, why?”
Lance was silent, so I gave my thought a whirl. “Could it be that the puppets are like the calling
cards? Like, maybe each person wants to be individually recognized for his work, but under the
alias of their personal origami Star Wars character?”
Lance spoke, “Oh, Bantha dung! I think he’s right!” He leapt from the table, and ran up the stairs
to the second floor, all the way to the lockers.
“What are you DOING?!?” Mike shouted.
“I’m gonna find out who’s been doing this to us!” He started knocking on the locker doors, and
opening each one of them. He’s notoriously known as the “Locker Doctor.”
Mike and I ran up the stairs to join him, when the door behind us opened. I gulped when I heard
Ms. Rabbski’s questioning tone of voice.
“What, exactly, are you boys doing?!” Her voice was calm, but subtly irritated.
“Um, ma’am,” Mike spoke up, his voice quivering, “we—we think we know how to find the vandals
in the school. You see—”
Rabbski cut him off, harshly. “I don’t care if you were saving the world from an asteroid; it’s just
not right to break into other students’ lockers! Don’t let me catch you doing this again!”
She walked back into her math class, and the icy shiver I felt down my spine suddenly ceased.
That lady still gave me the creeps, even if she wasn’t principal.
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“Hey, guys, look at this!” Lance called. One of the lockers he had opened before had dropped
something out of it. Another Fold-LOM. Just then, a couple more things fell from the locker. An
origami Dengar, then a long folded strip of newspaper decorated to look like IG-88, and finally, an
origami Greedo. Whoever was making these things, he was the sole creator. An artist. And each
figure was signed on the back.
We couldn’t just wait for whoever the kid was to come back to his locker; we had school to do.
But Lance promised he’d remember which locker it was for us, and that later in the week, we
would come back to the locker, and figure out who was really behind all of this.
IG-Mâch88 and the Thermal Decorator
By Harvey
It all started in chemistry class. I happily welcomed the scent of the sulfuric air. The clanking of
test tubes and beakers was music to my ears. My grades were great; my lab project was coming
together perfectly; and my lab partner was a beautiful female exchange student from France. Life
was good.
Then Dwight walked in. I hated life.
“Hi,” some teacher stood next to Dwight. “Your lab partner apparently broke her leg, so Dwight
will be your lab partner today.”
Dwight obviously wasn’t interested in helping me out. He was just glaring off into space, mumbling
“Oppa FunTime Style.”
I tried making a new chemical solution. After mixing and pouring all sorts of different concoctions
together, I HAD DONE IT!
I held up my test tube, filled with deep blue liquid, and was just about to show it to the teacher,
when—
“Duck and cover!” some kid leaped under his desk. Dwight and some others followed his lead. I
didn’t.
“Wait, what in the world—?!” I was cut off by a huge blast, which sent red bubbling stuff all over
my face and shirt.
“Ha! The chemical accelerator mixed with the benzoic acid in the Thermal Decorator!!!” I saw
some guy—though I didn’t see his face—dart out of the room, but not before hurriedly taping
something to the wall. I approached it. An Origami IG-88.
Dwight popped back up. “Purple.”
“Oh, great……” I said. “What are you gonna say now, Paperwad Yoda?”
“Uh…a bad feeling about this, I have?” Dwight/Yoda shyly murmured.
“Ha. Whatever.”
In only a few days, it would be time for our annual science fair, and, thanks to today’s incident,
I’m not even sure I’ll be able to finish my project in time! That Bounty Hunter scum…….. I would
find him. I would uncover him. And I would stop him.
Origami Yoda and the Blandwich
By Rebekah
Hi everyone. I’m Rebekah. Rebekah Joyce. I’ve been at McQuarrie Middle School for two years,
and at first, it seemed like a very normal, very boring school. That is, until I heard about Dwight.
My friend Jack told me that Dwight and his Origami Yoda could solve any problem I could think
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of. For a while, I couldn’t think of anything useful to ask him (aside from something stupid like,
“How can I get my clueless friend Nico to become my boyfriend”), until I finally realized; my
problem was right in front of me the whole time!
See, I’m one of those kids who brings their lunch to school. All the other kids get hoagies or RibB-Qs, clam chowder, or my favorite—glazed baby carrots—and I’m stuck with the same old boring
lunch I get every day: a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. And not even a good one. The crust is
always too thick; the bread is soggy; and there’s too much peanut butter and not enough jelly, so
it gets stuck on the roof of my mouth. I typically give it the title of “the Blandwich.”
The weird thing is, my mom really is trying hard to make a good meal for me. But with two older
sisters and a younger brother, my mom usually makes my sandwich last. Maybe she’s just so
tired out, or maybe the ingredients are running low, or maybe she even holds a major grudge
against me for being born prematurely and forcing her labor early by seven weeks—but honestly,
I really don’t think she’s trying to give me a bad lunch. But anytime I try and ask her if I can buy
my own lunch, she always says the same thing: I’m too young to do something like that.
Besides the Blandwich, I get a sour green apple, a big wedge of pickle, and a canteen of water.
And this was going on since PRESCHOOL. If Origami Yoda could stop a foe as powerful as the
Blandwich, I would be sure he was magic.
I was sitting at lunch, and saw Dwight and his Yoda puppet giving people advice, and I thought
maybe this would be the perfect time to ask him. So I went up to him, sandwich in hand, and
waited for my turn in line. After the last person left—some poor girl with crutches—it was my
chance to ask Yoda for advice.
“Hi.”
“Question of yours is what?” he screeched. He didn’t sound much like Yoda.
“Um, yeah, well……” I proceeded to tell him my whole dilemma, followed by a question.
“Origami Yoda, how do I prove to my mom that I’m old enough to buy my own lunches, so I don’t
have to eat…..THIS??”
Yoda shook his paper head side-to-side. I didn’t think a piece of paper could look so sad.
“Pain. Terrible pain!” Yoda wailed, startling me. It startled Dwight too. He dropped Origami Yoda
for a moment, and then proceeded to pick it (him?) up and place him back on his finger.
“Buy lunch, you must not.” Yoda said.
“Uh, but—”
“Buy lunch, you must not.”
“But Yoda—”
“MUST!!!”
I was really freaked out. Plus everybody was looking at me like I was some sort of weirdo. I quickly
left the cafeteria, packed up my lunch, and got to my next class early.
That night, I prepared to talk to my mom about everything. She was just getting home from going
to the store (probably buying more ingredients for our lunches), when I approached her. I first
helped her get inside and unpack the groceries, then I let her sit down at the table while I prepared
dinner. My younger brother Doug was at a boy-scout meeting with my dad, and my older sisters
were at their youth group.
I sat down with my mom, and we quietly ate together. (Just for the record, dinner was only vaguely
better than lunch. And don’t get me started on breakfast).
I broke the silence. “Hey Mom, so……..how was work?”
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“Good. And school?”
“Good.”
Awkward silence. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore.
“Mom, with the lunches you give us for school—”
“Bekah, we’ve been through this already,” she said. “We don’t have enough money in the budget
for big, extravagant meals for you kids.”
“But Mom, you’re not listening to me. This time, I’m not asking about that. I just want to tell you
that I think I’m ready to start, y’know…….buying my own lunch.”
She sat there like a zombie for a few seconds. I cut eye contact, looking at the table. I thought
about what Dwight/Yoda had said. About terrible pain and not buying lunch. Mom opened her
mouth, about to speak.
“Mom, wait.”
She paused.
“Look, I really am grateful for the lunch you make me, and I know the budget is tight. And because
I respect you, I—I won’t buy my own lunches. At least, not until next year. If you don’t think I’m
old enough, then I’ll prove that I’m old enough next year. But y’know, I think right now, being a
seventh-grader isn’t too bad.”
She smiled. “It was never about your age, honey. I just—I never trusted the school district. You
heard about that one kid who nearly choked to death at a field trip—”
“He was buying a snack from the vending machine, Mom.” I chuckled.
“Oh, whatever. The point is, it was never that I didn’t trust you or think you were ready. But thank
you for showing me how important this is to you. I think that shows a lot of maturity.”
I hugged her. We put on a movie, and waited for the rest of the family to get back home.
The next day, I walked into the cafeteria, carrying my brown lunch baggie. I wasn’t sure why I
took Yoda’s advice at the last second. I guess I was a little scared about what would happen if I
DIDN’T take his advice. Terrible pain? That sounded a lot worse than a Blandwich.
As I bit in to the dry, crusted side of my PB&J, I heard someone gag. A couple seconds later, a
couple other people ran from their seats, into the bathroom. Soon enough, most of the school was
gagging and puking and it was like the most disgusting thing I’d ever seen. I looked at Dwight. He
held Yoda up in the air. Even though I was a good bit away from him, I could hear Yoda’s words
clearly.
“Pain, suffering, sickness I feel. Something terrible has happened. Not cooked was our clam
chowder. Responsible for this, the Bounty Hunters are.” Dwight got up and snatched an origami
Dengar that was taped to the wall. “A bad feeling about this, I have.” Dwight ran into the bathroom.
I looked around me. I was the only one left in the cafeteria, besides one other person. Nico. I sat
with him for the rest of lunch, while we shared his homemade meal; glazed baby carrots.
The Secret
By Francesca
Okay, first, son’t ask how I got a hold of this. I’m a Bounty Hunter, aren’t I?
Anyway, Noah and I used to be friends, yeah. We had a falling-out and it hasn’t been the same
since. It’s been a little while since the falling-out last semester, and we’ve kind of gotten used to
it. Well, my employer made sure we were made enemies. I’m not sure that’s working for him.
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Yesterday, I was walking down the halls of the school, when over the loudspeaker, I heard Mrs.
Hardaway. She was saying;
“Students of Williams Middle School, this new problem of the so-called ‘Bounty Hunters’ is really
bringing all of our spirits down. Graffiti everywhere. The school has had toilet paper thrown all
over it. To stop this threat, I need you students to help. If any of you know the identities of the
Bounty Hunters, I need you to come to me and tell me. With the knowledge, I shall expell the
delinquents. Together, we shall make Williams Middle a problem-free school once again!”
I eyed Noah down the hallway. I knew he was going to tell Hardaway! I ran down to hallway to
where he was, and whispered in his ear; “Before you tell Hardaway, meet me on the back steps
at Recess.”
“Okay, I’ll try to make it,” He whispered back. I was hoping he would come through.
Noah was already there. He was sitting on the back steps, just kicking his legs.
I started to talk. “Please don’t tell Hardaway! Do you know what my mom would think if I—”
He cut me off. “I am not telling.”
“What?” I blinked. “Thank you!” I hugged him. But realizing what I did, I awkwardly let go.
“But I will tell Kellen,” Noah’s tone hadn’t changed.
“What? Why?”
“I need to tell someone!” Noah exclaimed. “I will make him promise not to tell Hardaway, or anyone
else, for that matter.”
I stepped back. “Y’know, Noah,” I said. “I’m starting to see why we became friends in the first
place. You’re a good guy.” I briefly put my hand on his shoulder, and he let it brush off. I walked
away.
Don’t think I’m on the good side yet. That’s just not me. And this message will explode in five
seconds.
So there.
Origami Yoda and the Enemy
By Lance
After school, I waited at the mystery kid’s locker. This guy was obviously clever—I had to work
quite hard to open his locker in the first place, due to a very high quality metal lock—but he might
be even too clever for even me to stop.
Finally, the last class let out. A bunch of squabbling kids shoved past each other, making their
way to their lockers. I waited for a couple minutes, and started playing Angry Birds Star Wars on
my iPhone, when I looked up for a moment, and realized that the hallway was completely bare
and empty of students. He must have seen me and ran. I blew it.
I looked outside the window, and noticed that the buses were still stationed in the parking lot. I
still had a chance! I leapt from my crouched position, quickening my pace until my throat was
burning. I took a breath, then I burst through the school doors. I scanned the crowd of kids making
their way into buses, looking for anything suspicious. A girl with a flower in her hair, a guy with a
cowboy hat, Harvey getting pants’d by Zack, and a really cute girl with her caramel hair braided
in a ponytail—ugh! What was I doing?!
I briefly caught a glimpse of another Fold-LOM, tucked in somebody’s back pocket—and then it
was gone. A sea of other students swarmed my vision, and I lost whoever the mysterious kid was.
I jumped when I heard a car horn beep at me. I spun around and saw my mother motioning with
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her hand for me to come over to her. I disappointedly trudged over to the beat up station wagon,
opened the door, and, taking one last hopeless look at the buses, closed the car door behind me.
“Sorry guys,” I mumbled under my breath. “I’ll try and do better tomorrow.”
The next day, I was wandering about the library, and found Dwight. He/Yoda was telling some girl
that “Food, the key to a boy’s heart is!” Which is totally true, but I don’t think the girl needed YODA
to tell her that. I approached Dwight after the girl left.
“Hey Yoda,” I said. “So, I’m kinda looking for someone, and I can’t find him anywhere. What should
I do?”
“Lost a person, Lance has!” Yoda chuckled to himself. “How embarrassing!”
I wasn’t in the mood for games. “Alright, pointy ears,” I leaned in, lowering my voice to a whisper.
“I’m looking for one of the Bounty Hunters. He has a full arsenal of paper bad guys, and I’m trying
to find him. Do you have any advice for me, or not?”
Yoda’s reply was in that creepy Jedi Master-voice he always does when in regard to something
serious. “Grave danger you are in. Impatient, you are.”
I know I probably should have just let it go, but after everything with Fold-LOM and Chuck and
the whole fight with Amy (don’t ask), I’d had it. I snatched Yoda from Dwight’s hand, and threw it
across the library, until it landed—oops—right in front of Chuck. He was sitting at one of the
computers, either studying or playing a computer game, and Yoda had landed right on top of his
keyboard. He looked at it for a minute, puzzled, when I ran over and snatched it from his arm’s
width. He looked at me quizzically for an explanation, but I didn’t have one. I awkwardly ran back
to where Dwight was sitting, and handed him back Origami Yoda. The paper Jedi wasn’t talking
to me.
“You hurt his feelings,” Dwight said. “He doesn’t want to talk to you right now.”
I held back my burning frustration. Yoda wanted me to be patient? Fine, I’d be patient. I sat in my
seat for a good fifteen minutes straight, doing nothing but staring at Origami Yoda. Finally, Dwight
got up, and started to walk away.
“Dwight, what are you doing?!” I exclaimed. “You told me to be patient! Where are you going?” I
quickly looked behind me and saw Mrs. Calhoun, the librarian, eyeing me. I was shouting in the
library. I quickly left the room, following Dwight, until he made his way to the girls’ bathroom.
“Uhh, Dwight,” I said, “that’s kinda the GIRLS’ bathroom. We can’t go in there.”
Dwight pulled out Yoda, “Your Bounty Hunter, you wish to find?”
I nodded. “Yes.”
“Then follow me, you must.”
Dwight walked in, leaving me standing there awkwardly. I mean, sure, I’d like to catch this guy,
but I ain’t going in there to find him. I heard footsteps in the hallway, and ducked under the water
fountain. I didn’t want anyone to see me standing in front of the girls’ bathroom! They might label
me a totally different class of weirdo!
Mike walked down the hall, calling my name. I got up from under the water fountain, and filled him
in on everything. When I got to the part about the girls’ bathroom, he shuddered.
“Dude, you don’t think this guy—err—”
I cut him off. “No way, man. I think he’s a SHE. And I think she’s about to be busted by Dwight.”
I heard a shrill scream from the bathroom. Dwight ran out, wrapped in toilet paper, which kinda
made him look like a very odd paper Jedi-wielding mummy, and he ran off, quickly followed by a
fuming girl with a giant lipstick mark all across her cheek.
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“That kid bumped into me while I was doing my makeup!” She complained. I’d seen her before;
the cute girl with the caramel hair from the parking lot. Now that I actually saw her face, I also
noticed her deep brown eyes, dainty nose, and cute dimples. And the way her hair fell over her
shoulders, and how she had a very attractive French twang to her voice, and her lips were a deep
red—GAH! Not this again!!
After fuming for another couple of minutes, she began to walk away. I fought the urge to run after
her and flirt. I began to think happy thoughts about me and Amy and everything these past couple
years that happened before our fight. About that first FunNight and when she came over on the
weekends and when we hung out at the library on Mondays and just talked about nothing at all.
Then my mind started wandering, and I thought about our fight.
Earlier in the day, Amy and I were watching Mystery Science Theater 3,000 on one of the library
computers (great show, by the way), and Amy made an off-hand mention that she wasn’t a big
fan of the character Joel.
“What?! How can you not like Joel?? He’s, like, the best character in the show!”
Amy pursed her lips. “I kinda like the other guy, though. He was cute.”
My eyes widened. “You mean MIKE?! You like Mike more than Joel??”
And it kinda went downhill from there. Amy said some pretty mean stuff, including calling me
something along the general lines of “bantha poodoo.” I, of course, retaliated with a bunch of
equally mean comments. Then Amy started to tear up, and she ran from the library, basically
leaving me to talk to Dwight.
“Hello? Lance? Duuuude??” Mike clapped hard in front of my face, snapping me out of my
flashback. The cute girl was long gone. After that, Mike and I just kinda went to the cafeteria and
ate lunch. I needed a break from girls for awhile.
Origami Boushh and the Unfair Hall Monitor
By Kellen (Using his recording-thingy)
So, um, my search for the Bounty Hunters is kinda slow right now, since I totally busted Gabe,
but, uh, I think I got a good lead. Y’see, I was hearing rumors from the other students about this
guy named Jonah, who was this hall monitor that was stationed between homeroom and the
lockers. A lot of students have been complaining that Jonah has been tattling to the teachers
about them, when they haven’t been doing anything wrong! I know he’s doing this for SOME
reason, but I don’t know why. I’ll fill you in as I get more info. Bye.
[STATIC]
(A new voice that isn’t Kellen’s begins to talk): Hey man, it wasn’t my fault!
[SOUNDS OF STRUGGLE]
Kellen: Dude, seriously! Stop!
Other Guy: No! Not until you leave me alone!
[STATIC]
Hey guys. Kellen again. So, I guess my hunch was right. I talked to Jonah after his shift was over,
just before he went to his English class. I sort of forgot to record the whole conversation, so I
guess you guys only heard a little bit. The conversation, for the record, went something like
this………..
Me: Hey Jonah. So dude, I need to ask you something.
Jonah: Well—
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Me: Great! So, is it true that you’ve been unjustly reporting innocent students to the teachers?
Jonah: Uhh…..what?
Kellen: Look man, if that’s really how things are, then just tell me.
Jonah: Dude, seriously, I only report kids who deserve to be reported.
Kellen: Sureeee……….. Jonah, just be honest. Everybody knows what you’ve been doing. The
question is, why? Are you covering up for someone? Someone who DOES deserve to be
reported? Huh? Huh?
Jonah: Hey man, it wasn’t my fault!
So then he started running, and I started chasing after him. I tried to stop him from running, but
he told me he wouldn’t stop unless I left him alone. Then he ran right into the Principal and fell on
his butt. An origami Boushh landed at the feet of the Principal, who then picked it up and inspected
it, before saying “Jonah, if you’ll come to my office please. We have much to discuss.”
Now, I only have one question: Who was Jonah covering for?
[STATIC]
Okay, I think I got it. I talked to Jonah after school (though he was pretty difficult to talk to,
considering he was still set on running from me), and I found out that he’s been covering for
someone named…..um……V, I think it was? When I asked him who V was, he said he didn’t
know, and that V always wore a hoodie in the hallway. But you have a name now!
Francesca and the Brother
By Robby (Francesca’s Note: I copied this off of a page in Robby’s journal. What have I
done??)
I know all about what has been happening with Francesca. Yeah, the whole deal with Aurragami
Sing, the graffiti, yeah. I’ve been tempted to tell Hardaway about it, but Francesca has some anger
issues, and I didn’t really want to anger her, but I was waiting for the right time.
Noah, the first person to find out about Francesca’s secret, was invited over today, to kinda talk,
and, dare I say it, flirt. Oh, I know about those two. I think I know more about their relationship
than even they know right now. I’m an investagator of sorts, so nobody really keeps secrets from
me.
Anyway, Noah walked in the door, and him and Francesca went into the living room and started
talking. I decided I would call Tommy, since he would know what to do about them. I dialed Tommy
on my iPhone, and I held it up to my ear.
“Hello?” Tommy said from the other side of the phone line.
“Hey, Tommy, it’s Robby.”
“Oh, hey.” I’m Tommy’s math tutor. I tutor at McQuarrie sometimes, and usually Francesca comes
with me. That’s actually how Noah and her met.
“So, what is it?” Tommy’s voice rang out.
I paused. “Well, I think I know who’s been wielding an Origami Bounty Hunter in both McQuarrie
and Williams Middle Schools……”
I glanced at Noah and Francesca, who were cracking up about something. They really did like
each other. I guess they are just having a hard time showing it. And okay, I admit, my intentions
changed pretty swiftly.
“Hello? Dude?” Tommy said. “Who is it?”
“Look, it’s….it’s me.”
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The phone line immediately went dead.
“Thanks.”
I spun around. Francesca smiled. “You didn’t have to do that, y’know.”
I gulped. “I thought…….you were talking with Noah……”
“He had to go to the bathroom.”
“Oh.”
She tackled me with a hug.
“Just…..don’t lose your tutoring job, okay?” She sounded worried. “I don’t want you sacrificing
anything for me.”
I didn’t have the heart to tell her, but it was too late for that. Of course, Tommy had told the
Principal, and today I got an email saying that my behavior was “inexcusable” and “immature,”
not to mention that I’m not allowed to tutor there anymore.
Francesca doesn’t know. And Noah is totally distracting her attention anyway. I’m sure I made
the right choice though.
No Origami Yoda and the Girl
By Mike
After ignoring the Bounty Hunters and sitting on my lazy butt for three days, I was ready to bust
this guy. This wasn’t about Chuck anymore. This wasn’t even about the Bounty Hunters. This was
about me and him.
I was just getting dropped off at school. Various kids were pouring out of the school bus, and one
of which—I didn’t catch who—had taped an origami something-or-other to my back, which said,
“Nobody remembers you. Nobody loves you. You’re forgotten and pathetic. Just like Durge.”
I only found this out HALFWAY through the day, when Kellen, after hearing the roaring laughter
of the other students, plucked it off of me.
“Dude, who did this to you?” Kellen asked.
“I don’t know. I have no idea. Dude, I don’t even know who Durge IS!”
“He’s a character from the 2003 Clone Wars cartoon.”
“Whatever.”
I read the note, over and over, and even though I knew it was just somebody trying to push my
buttons, I still felt like the note was at least partially true. I mean, I’m a nobody. I’m at the lowest
of the low social class! And not only that, but practically all of my friends had been laughing at me
earlier. It just makes me wanna—well, I just gotta—I mean, I hafta……..
I started crying. Angry tears. Origami Mace Windu wouldn’t be proud. I ran from the room, into
the cafeteria. People slowly started coming in, getting their trays, and collecting their lunch for the
day. I, on the other hand, was sitting in the corner, sulking into my homemade tuna salad
sandwich.
I noticed out of the corner of my eye somebody walking over to my table. I didn’t bother to look
up. There’s only one person I know who would come to talk to me.
“Hello, Vanessa,” I addressed the beautiful French girl bitterly. “I don’t have anything to talk about,
thanks.”
Vanessa—I think you must have heard about her before, Tommy—was gorgeous AND nice. A
really good combo.
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“C’mon, Mike. What’s up?” She always tried to be a good listener. It’s probably just because her
mom is the school counsellor, but occasionally, I wonder if she might actually want to be my friend.
“Alright,” I started. “This guy, one of the school vandals, has been doing all sorts of things lately
to lower my self-esteem. Terrible sticky notes on my locker, putting bookmarks with putdowns
written on them into all of my books, and even taking the time to write letters—real, hand-written,
belittling letters—and putting them into my mailbox each morning. I have to stop him, Vanessa.”
She stared at me, a pained look on her face. She leaned forward, then awkwardly sat back down,
as she started to instinctively twist her caramel hair into a braid. Her eyes quickly darted around
the room, and then she did it. She got up and kissed me on the cheek. The next thing she
whispered softly to me warmed me from head to toe.
“Mike, you aren’t anything at all like the person this guy is saying you are. You’re amazing.”
She got up and left without another word, leaving me to start thinking that, hey, maybe I don’t
have it so bad after all.
“Clouds my vision, the Dark Side does,” Origami Yoda said. Dwight materialized next to me.
“Careful you must be, around Vanessa.”
“C’mon, man. You’re just jealous I have a French girl in love with me, and you don’t.”
“I have Caroline.” Dwight set down Yoda.
“Caroline is no more French than French fries,” I got up from my seat. “Later, Dwight. Today, I
don’t need Yoda’s help. Or yours.”
IG-Mâch88 and the Science Fair
By Harvey
After “IG-Mâch88’s” attack in science class, I knew I would get my revenge. So, I teamed up with
my old buddy Lawrence Williams to try and figure out who the culprit is. Lawrence used to be my
lab partner the past two years, until Vanessa exchanged here, and forced Lawrence to become
some other guy’s lab partner, so we both were used to thinking on the same page.
“I lost my lab project, too,” Lawrence explained. “And besides, we need to team up, if we’re gonna
submit anything to the science fair tomorrow.”
“That’s tomorrow??” I said. “Great. Now some dork is gonna beat me out for first place!”
“Not yet!” Lawrence smirked, as he grabbed two beakers.
Lawrence and I worked together after school, and both worked on our project in two different
pieces individually, and then brought them in the next day. Finally, we’d finished it! A crazy twist
on a classic science fair project; a baking soda ROCKET!!! I made the rocket, and Lawrence
made the baking soda mixture.
“Alright, everybody,” the judge said. “Welcome to the fourth annual McQuarrie Middle School
science fair!”
Everybody cheered. Isabel was sitting in the bleachers, smiling at me and waving. It felt good to
have an actual friend who cared to come and everything. (And no, there’s nothing romantic going
on between me and Isabel. We’re JUST FRIENDS, okay?)
The judges went through the first few projects first—not much competition—and came over to us
next. I adjusted the rocket, while Lawrence made the countdown.
“Five……four…….three…….two……” Suddenly, he stopped. “Uh-oh.”
A disastrous spewing of red and yellow dyes and baking soda flew all over us, including the
judges, as the rocket exploded. Everything we had worked so hard on was ruined. I wiped my
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soaking wet bangs out of my eyes, and glanced at the nearby wall. Yup. An IG-Mâch88 puppet
was taped there.
“Dude, I’m—I’m so sorry,” Lawrence said. “I must have not calculated all the—”
“No, no,” I said. “This project got tampered by the Bounty Hunters.”
“IG-Mâch88 again,” Lawrence seethed. “That guy’s gonna pay.”
Isabel stood up behind Lawrence, and pulled something out of his pocket. “I think he just did.”
Isabel held up an IG-Mâch88, and handed it to Lawrence. “I believe this belongs to you.”
Lawrence gulped. He darted from the room, and I ran after him. Before I could catch him, he
disappeared in the crowded cafeteria.
“Heh, some friend,” I sighed. Isabel placed her hand on my shoulder.
“It’s okay, Harvey,” she smiled. “I’ll always be your friend. And I will stick by you, no matter what.”
What she said sounded kinda cheesy. But it still served its purpose. She kissed me on the cheek.
Bo-bag Fett and the Bad Day
By Tommy
I would’ve turned down the Principal’s offer if I had known what would happen today.
It was lunchtime. Me, Kellen, Harvey, and Dwight were all eating hoagies. For the first time in two
weeks, things finally felt normal. No Emperor Papertine, no Bounty Hunters, and no Skyfolders.
The other students were even lining up to ask Origami Yoda for advice again.
Of course, nothing stays “normal” at McQuarrie for long. As soon as Amy went over to Dwight to
ask him/Yoda a question, Dwight’s finger went high above his head, and began to screech;
“To a dark place this day will carry us. Great care we must take.”
Generally, when Yoda has something to say to us, it usually ends up being a piece of advice, or
a major warning. I had a feeling this time it was a bit of both.
“Oh, great, another piece of your ‘wonderful’ advice,” Harvey groaned. “I was starting to get
worried. I hadn’t seen Paperwad Yoda since Noah left! Now you can go do something useful with
him, like turning him into scrap paper for art class!”
Ugh. Harvey can be seriously irritating. But that couldn’t be what Yoda meant, could it? I mean,
Harvey can sure be annoying sometimes, but he’s not seriously, like, evil or anything, right?
Kellen set down his hoagie, and wrestled with his backpack until he pulled out a crumpled and
slightly ripped piece of paper. It was an Origami Salacious Crumb, but it had certainly seen better
days.
“Tater Tot was right, Tommy,” Kellen confirmed my suspicions. We’d sent Tater Tot out to spy for
Bounty Hunters. “Even goody two-shoes kids like Robby are beginning to make puppets. If this
keeps happening, there’s no telling who’s finger could be behind the next bounty hunter. It could
even be one of us.”
An icy silence filled the room. It dawned on me what Kellen was saying. Could Harvey—?! No,
that can’t be. It’s not his style. But, suppose Harvey DID have a bounty hunter…………
“Guys, the Bounty Hunters are trying to turn us against each other,” I struggled to keep my voice
even. “Robby meant for you to be suspicious, Kellen. The more we suspect ourselves, the less
we can work together as a team. But we need to stick together. Without us, we could be stuck
with these vandals until high school.”
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Kellen perked up, “You’re right! We gotta stand firm! I think Deng-art is the leader. I’ve been
finding THESE everywhere.” He pulled out a small handful of paper Dengars, and disgustedly let
them drown in ranch dressing.
“I agree. Whoever made Deng-art has been doing a lot more damage to the school with them, as
opposed to any of the others.”
I was about to say more, when I heard this small buzzing sound from above us. I turned around,
facing the balcony, and—well, I guess Deng-art ISN’T the leader.
A paper bag, decorated like Boba Fett, was flying towards us. A tiny propellor replaced Boba’s
antenna, and what looked like the small end of a remote-controlled helicopter was sticking out of
the back, working like a mini jetpack.
“It’s Bo-bag Fett!” Kellen exclaimed.
“What kind of pathetic name is ‘Bo-bag’?!” Harvey snickered.
I was about to say that this wasn’t the time for arguing, when I found myself glancing down at
Harvey’s hands. If he had the remote controlling Boba……. No, I can’t afford to think like that.
We’re a team. But he DID try and humiliate Dwight and me, plus he made Darth Paper and Darth
Yoda, and he never stops being loud and mean, even after the Origami Rebellion. If it wasn’t
Harvey with Boba, who else could it be?
It all came down to one thing: if I trusted Harvey or not.
I looked at Harvey, and tackled him to the ground. A remote clattered out of his hands, and Bobag came falling down, into Kellen’s waiting hands.
“What?! No! It wasn’t me!” Harvey pleaded. I kept my body weight on Harvey, pinning him until I
was ready to let him go. Kellen fiddled with Bo-bag, and found a small note attached to him.
Immediately, just when I had enough time to keep the remote out of Harvey’s reach, Kellen yelped,
and Bo-bag flew away. I quickly stumbled away from Harvey, and picked up the remote, opening
up the back. No batteries. Harvey really was telling the truth. Bo-bag was gone, Harvey stomped
away in a big fit, and all that me and Kellen had to go on was the note attached to Bo-bag.
“You have fallen into our trap. Already you could not place your trust in a fellow teammate. At this
rate, how will you ever stop us?
We’ll give you a chance, though, to be the hero. Come to the back doors of the school at 4:15—
alone—and we’ll tell you everything.”
At first I was a little puzzled as to why they would give up their secrets so easily, when Kellen
flipped the note to the other side. In bold lettering, in the dead-center of the note, two words were
written.
BRING YODA.
I looked at Kellen, whose eyes got wide. We sneaked a glance at Dwight, who was mumbling to
himself about cheese curls. How could we do this to him? How could I?
The Bounty Hunters and Origami Yoda
By Tommy
I was taking a huge risk. Choosing between my grades and my friends. I just hope I made the
right choice.
It was 4:15. School busses were beginning to pick students up from school. I had roughly fifteen
minutes before my own dad would be ready for me to leave. A very short window of time. With
the most sinister kids in school. But I had to believe it would work. If I didn’t believe, who would?
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I stepped outside, out of the back doors, and found a group of three kids sitting at a small table.
The sky was stormy, and everything around me looked like different shades of grey. The tall kid
in the hoodie motioned for me to take a seat. I complied.
“Do you have it?” His voice reminded me of Harvey’s. There was a slight wheeze in the way he
spoke. I shuddered. I still wasn’t sure I had made the right decision in coming here. His question
remained in the air for a moment, as I reached into my backpack, and pulled out a thin, crisp piece
of paper, laying it out on the table. A bus pulled away from the school, its headlights briefly
illuminating Origami Yoda.
Slight hints of light danced across the hoodie kid’s glasses. He had a wicked grin. “Yes. Yes.
You’ve done very well.” The boy to his right stood up. “Now we will tell you all of our secrets.”
The boy who approached me was only a little bit taller than me. Even in the dark, I could tell he
was wearing a wide-brimmed hat, like something out of a western movie. When he lifted the brim
from his eyes, however, I was startled by how pale his blue eyes were. Maybe it was just the dim
lighting, but his eyes almost seemed to be glowing. He motioned with his hand for me to come
over to him. I followed. He pulled me in, whispering in my ear. His breath tickled my ear, but I
dared not budge. “Enemies unravel,” he whispered. “The map is born.”
He shoved me aside. I scraped my palms on the gravel, and I was pretty sure I’d ripped a hole in
my jeans.
“C’mon!” Hoodie guy called. He was linking arms with the third person, a girl, who murmured
something to him like “He’s kinda cute. Do we really hafta—?!” The guy who shoved me scrambled
back over to Hoodie and Cutie (my new nicknames for them), and they ran off, leaving me, with
stinging palms and without Yoda, trying to figure out what that guy had meant.
“Open the origami. The map is the key.” What the heck did THAT mean?
I got to my feet, and clambered back inside the school building. I glanced at my watch. 4:19. Not
too shabby. Students were scarcely still in the halls, but one kid stood hunched over the water
fountain. His unruly golden brown hair gave him away.
“Did it work?” Dwight asked me. I gave him a thumbs-up, and he pulled out Origami Yoda.
“A Jedi Mind-Trick, very useful is. Clever, using a decoy was. Lucky you are, that Dwight
remembered how to fold me, yes? If thought found, the sought bounty is, cease will the vandalism,
hrrrm? Very proud of you I am, Tommy. Give up on your friends you did not. Learned from your
mistakes have you. A true Jedi Knight, one day you may be.”
“Oh, and Dwight……” I started. This was the question that was bugging me all week. “What was
your prophecy about Noah? I’ve been all sidetracked by these Bounty Hunters; and I never even
thought to bring it up.”
Origami Yoda shook on Dwight’s finger. Finally, he bursted out; “”Tempted the Chosen One will
be to join the Dark Side. Overcome the temptation he will not. But saved he will be, if his
companion and the enemy returned will be.”
Dwight put away Yoda, and walked outside. Mrs. Bolt’s car pulled up, and Sara invited Dwight to
sit next to her in the back seat. I wasn’t jealous or worried or anything. Dwight and Sara had been
neighbors for years. And Sara liked me. The car horn beeped, and Sara waved goodbye to me,
and even blew me a kiss. I swore right then that I’d never doubt a friend again.
The Flight of the Ori-Republic Gunships
By James Suervo Jr.
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Again, This is only my second time doing this, so here goes:
Place: The school’s front lawn. Time: Right after school.
I was sitting with Noah and Jacob’s older brother Adam again. We had become pretty good
friends. We were just talking a little. Here is the convo:
Me: So, Adam, since the whole FunTime thing….
Adam: That was only a little bit ago.
Me: Oh yeah. Anyway, I don’t think I ever saw the puppet you used.
Adam: Well, I did make one…
Me: Who was it?
Adam: Ask him yourself! Though he’ll probably get really annoyed…. *Subject holds up origami
Chopper from Star Wars Rebels, and starts making the weird Chopper grunting sounds from the
Behind the Scenes thing I watched*
Me: Wow! I’m betting Dwight, Jacob or Noah made that for you?
Adam: Yep.
I looked behind me for no reason and saw a guy looking at his watch. I think his name was Lucas
McIntosh. Anyway, at exactly 4:00, he darted off. But then he ran around the school. He came
back riding a bike with a hoodie (I think he thought nobody saw him. That is like Greedo-dimness).
As Lucas flew by, he opened up his backpack and let a bunch of origami things fall out. Then,
they hit the road, and the wind started blowing: And the origami things flew everywhere! Mostly
into people’s eyes, and hair, and stomachs. I looked at the one that landed in my hair. It was
folded and designed like the Republic Gunships from Episode II. And taped to it was an incredibly
well-folded Origami Greedo.
They were everywhere! I even saw one score Harvey, who was coming out to his bus, right in the
glasses! Me and Adam couldn’t help but snort. We noticed that kids were running everywhere to
avoid getting hit, mostly to no avail.
The Principal came out and saw the whole thing, turned on the sprinklers and that soaked the
Ori-Republic Gunships so much so that they turned into little paper glops and hit the grass (I
absentmindedly shielded Greedo so as not to soak such art).
That also meant the sprinklers soaked us. Boy, mom was gonna be mad.
Me and Adam got up and ran over to the Principal to explain.
Principal: Thank you for explaining, boys. Now, could you describe the student that loosed these
Gunships?
Me: Well, I think it was Lucas McIntosh. In case you don’t know what he looks like, he has short
brown hair, huge green glasses, a green Boba Fett hoodie…
Adam: Yeah, and he also had a bright green backpack, a blue bike, and blue jeans.
Principal: Okay. I will call him to the office immediately.
So, that was strange. Good thing Adam’s Chopper didn’t get soaked.
Kellen’s Last Chapter
By Kellen (with his recording thingy)
TOMMY’S NOTE: Bo-bag Fett dropped the recording thingy at our table during lunch. Until now,
we didn’t know where Kellen had been for the whole day. I wrote out the transcript below.
So, um, hi guys. If you’re listening to this, it means I’ve been captured by the Bounty Hunters.
Don’t worry about me, I’ll be fine, but I thought you guys needed to know this information.

70

Anyway, I was walking along the hallways, when I saw—oh no—a Boxx. Was Gabe coming back?
He got suspended the last time he did it. But just in case, I thought maybe I could hide in a really
big box, and see if I could jump out and nab him, while he started decorating it!
After embarrassingly jumping out and scaring the Bantha dung out of Rhondella (who was trying
to find a box that contained her MMS yearbook drafts for the semester), I waited. And waited. And
waited.
Apparently while I was waiting I took a half-hour nap, and woke up with a start when I realized
that I was moving. I tried not to hyperventilate, but of course I did. Finally, the box was set down,
and I could quickly peek my head out from the box, and see where I was.
“Ohhhh snnnaaaaapp………..” I was sitting directly inside the Bounty Hunters’ hideout. Kids of all
shapes, sizes, races, and genders were there. And each one wielded a different origami bounty
hunter. I ducked back into the box when I heard a voice shout.
“Welcome! Welcome to all Bounty Hunters!” The voice was slightly raspy. I couldn’t tell if a boy or
girl was speaking. Whichever it was, this person must’ve had a bad cold or a sore throat.
“Our first order of business today……. I’m sure you all know me, but as a refresher. I am V. The
founder of the Bounty Hunters. The one who folded the origami you hold in your hands. Should
any of you have questions, you may bring it up with me. Any ideas? Bring them to me. Clever
origami name puns? Too bad. I’ve already named them all.”
I tried to peek out of the box again, but some tall ugly dude was in the way. The only view I could
see from here was his butt. And that’s not a pretty sight.
V spoke again. “McQuarrie Middle School. Many of us thought it to be a fresh start. A new outlet
for us to learn. The website bragged of its high-quality learning opportunities and boasted of the
high grades achieved by their seventh graders against FunTime. But we know the truth.
McQuarrie Middle School is nothing but a sham! They don’t want you to learn. They want you to
ace tests. They STILL don’t welcome creativity. They ban it! When did McQuarrie ask us what
WE wanted to learn about?! Didn’t it ever occur to them that maybe we have aspirations of our
own?”
I thought about what Ms. Rabbski once offered to Tommy and us, about a class made specifically
for us to follow our dreams in life. Tommy said no, and tried to get freedom for the entire school.
But I guess not everybody got the memo.
V continued. “Like, for example, take poor Ricardo over there. He used to be homeschooled.
Learned everything he wanted to learn. Nice schedule. Got to wear pajamas all day. But then, his
mom read an article about McQuarrie. And it all went downhill from there! Ricardo, tell us, which
origami bounty hunter have you acquired?”
“Cradossk. Father of Bossk.” He gulped.
“And why is it, Ricardo, that you wield this puppet?” V questioned.
“Because……though the school is thriving and the students are…relatively…at peace, there
remains a need for the likes of myself and my associates. If you’re tired of smash-and-grab
teachers in your system; if a teacher has failed you; indeed, if any being has done you wrong,
don’t hesitate: contact V, as I have. Cradossk symbols my rebellion against the school. My right
for learning what I want to learn! Even if it means vandalizing school property, we will get noticed!
We will remain strong! We are the Bounty Hunters!”
Everybody clapped and cheered.
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It was weird, I kinda agreed with them. Not that they should disrespect their authority and
vandalize—not cool, man—but that maybe McQuarrie IS being a little too focused on getting good
grades, and not focused enough on actually helping the students to learn and thrive. I mean, I
really thought FunTime would be the end of all of that, and it would be kind of cool if I could doodle
a little bit more, without Mr. Howell throwing a big fit. I don’t know.
V broke the silence following the applause. “Lawrence. Status update.”
The guy standing in front of my box, Lawrence—Harvey, you were right; that guy IS bad mojo—
stammered nervously. “W-well, sir, I, um……” His voice trailed off. “…..I collected the shipment
of spray paint you asked for.”
“Excellent!” the voice boomed. “Bring it to me!”
I gasped when I found my box being lifted. They thought I was the spray paint! I felt myself being
lowered, and with a loud thud I fell on my face. The box was open. Everyone could see me. But I
could see everyone.
There was that shaggy-haired kid with Sockuss, and a girl with Aurragami Sing, and—They
blindfolded me.
“No! You can’t do this! Who’s gonna doodle on Tommy’s case files?! I’m on a diplomatic mission
from the Principal—”
V interrupted. “You aren’t part of our Rebel Alliance, and a traitor. Take him away!”
Someone threw me back into the box, and carried my away. I think I’m in a janitor’s closet right
now, but I can’t be sure. I’m still blindfolded, and my hands are tied with those stupid plastic zipties. The only thing I could manage to do was tell you guys what happened. I’m really sorry,
everybody. I failed.
[KELLEN STOPS SPEAKING. THE DOOR OPENS.]
Hoodie Guy’s Voice (Harvey tells me it’s actually Lawrence): Well well well, what do we have
here?
[STATIC]
Lawrence: Ah! Yes! A 2001 LB-RP352G audio cassette recorder! I’m gonna have to bring this up
with the boss! And as for you………”
[SCUFFLING]
Kellen: No! Oh, please no! Don’t!
[SOUND OF FAUCET TURNING ON]
Kellen: Blu-Ray NOOOO!!!!!!
The Rescue
By Everyone
Tommy
The recording changed from Kellen’s cries to a raspy voice.
“You asked for information, Lomax. Costly information. And now, Origami Yoda is ours. So is your
friend Kellen. You want them back? You’ll have to agree to our terms. Give us the bounty we
desire. Get the Principal to sign off on a form saying that we are allowed to learn independently
from what the school board wants us to learn. Once more, kids will be able to learn independently.
And……..we shall have peace.”
The recording cut out.
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Things were different now. Bad words on the walls? We can ignore them. Someone spiked the
school lunches? We can stomach it. But when someone takes my best friend and locks him away
somewhere hidden in the school? There is no force (not even THE Force) that will stop me from
finding him.
“Tommy,” Harvey said. “You realize this is most likely a trap?”
“That’s a given. I don’t care. I’m gonna save Kellen; I’m gonna crack this case wide open; and
then I’m gonna nab this ‘V’ creep and personally drag him to the Principal’s Office.”
“Snort,” Harvey snorted. “Good luck with that. These guys have booby traps galore, gadgets and
gizmos to spare, and Lawrence alone has the intelligence to cripple the school. You’re gonna
need more than your own abilities to stop them.” He paused, like he was contemplating whether
to talk or not. “You’re gonna need my help.”
I turned around. Was I really hearing this? Harvey, the know-it-all jerk who laughs like a donkey
at us; who makes fun of Dwight and puts down Origami Yoda; who even wrote “Kellen drinks pee”
all over the bathroom mirror—HE wanted to help save Kellen?
“Really? You?” I questioned. “Why in the world—?”
“Because,” He interrupted me. “These guys think they can outsmart, outmaneuver, and out-evil
me. And we BOTH know I won’t stand for that.”
I gave him a look. “And you’re totally not doing this to help out your friend, whatsoever?”
“Of course not.” Harvey and I left our table, and met up with Lance, Cassie, Quavondo, Amy, and
Rebekah. Everybody else had either been too caught up in other things (such as Mike and
Vanessa quietly eating lunch together in the library), or they had stopped fighting the Bounty
Hunters. (Even Sara had stopped. She said she had “personal” issues with the subject). It was
only the seven of us now, against an entire army of Bounty Hunters.
“Eight, there are!” Dwight ran over, carrying Origami Yoda.
“Dwight! Thank goodness you’re here!” I said. “We could use some serious kick-butt Jedi mojo
right now!”
“Yoda told me to come,” Dwight said. Yoda perked up. “Destroy the Bounty Hunters, we must!”
The eight of us gathered around Origami Yoda (with the exception of Harvey, who stood slightly
to the side of everybody else), preparing our counter attack against the Bounty Hunters, once and
for all.
“Quick question,” Quavondo said. “Where are we going?”
“First, the Principal’s Office,” I said. “I have a plan.”
Kellen
This. Is. So. Weird. After Lawrence turned on a hose and purposefully gave me a new
“embarrassing stain,” I ripped off my blindfold. Apparently, I’m in a supply closet or something,
but it locks from the outside, leaving me trapped here, with my hands very carefully trying to write
on a notepad I found on the floor, without hurting myself on the hard plastic zip-ties.
I heard voices from outside the door. Friendly or unfriendly? I didn’t know. I called for them.
“Hey!” I shouted. “In here!”
The voices stopped. Finally, I heard the sound of the door unlocking. After the longest 30 minutes
of my life, I was about to be free.
“You just can’t keep quiet, can you?” Lawrence sneered.
I sighed, defeatedly. “Guess not.”
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“You’re a feisty little one,” he said. “but you’ll soon learn some respect. I have need for you in the
master’s room, and I think you’ll serve him well…….”
Lance
The Principal loved the plan. We left the office, more than ready to finish this whole ordeal. Harvey
stopped. “Guys!” he said. “We don’t know where the Bounty Hunters are! V never told us that!”
“Oh, but I think he did…..” Tommy smiled. “Lance, Quavondo, Harvey, Cassie—give me the
Bounty Hunters.”
We complied. Tommy took out a few Bounty Hunter puppets from his backpack. “I was trying to
figure this out for hours last night. ‘Enemies unravel. The map is born.’ I get it now.”
He began unfolding each Bounty Hunter we had. Fold-LOMs, IG-Mâch88s, Deng-arts, Bobas,
and Sockusses, all being ruined and all their awesome art compromised. But on the inside of
each puppet, on the side of the paper that nobody sees, there were some pen-drawn lines.
Tommy began moving pieces of paper around, making sure every pen-mark was connecting. I
shook my head, and noticed it.
“It’s a map of the school!” I said. And drawn out in the little square that represented the cafeteria—
just over in the small kitchen area—there was an X drawn in big black marker.
“I think we just found our Bounty Hunters,” Tommy said. “And I even know who their leader is.”
Kellen
After getting the worst wardrobe change of my life, I found myself dressed in a slave Leia costume,
being laughed at by all the Bounty Hunters. They were all wearing different masks, so that I
couldn’t tell their secret identities. Even V was wearing a Boba Fett voice changer. I heard that
familiar raspy voice speak again. V must’ve been wearing the voice changer the whole time, to
conceal his/her voice!
“Quite fun, this has been!” V chuckled, holding the mimic Yoda puppet (Origami Faux-da) aloft on
one finger. “But over, the festivities are.” The shadowy character that was V got up, and left for a
couple minutes, then returned, wielding Bo-bag Fett. V’s voice changed to the raspy voice again.
“BRING THEM IN!” The voice boomed.
And in walked Tommy, Rebekah, Cassie, and……THE PRINCIPAL?!?
“Hello, students,” the Principal said. “I have agreed to your terms.” Then the Principal lifted up an
official-looking piece of paper, and handed it to V. (I’m gonna refer to V as a male, from here on
out. Just cause I’m scrawling this stuff out as it happens, and it gets kinda annoying not being
specific about “he,” “his,” etc.)
His laughter erupted through the room. He held up the paper, and shouted to his fellow Bounty
Hunters; “YES!!! Yes! We’ve done it! We’ve done it!”
He cackled, and held the paper to his gaze, so he could read it aloud.
“Dear Bounty Hunters. On behalf of McQuarrie Middle School, I have agreed to your terms, and
have come up with a reasonable deal for you all. It has come to my attention that many of you
feel as though you have been forced into learning subjects in which you do not show interest in.
Sometimes, it is necessary to do the things that we dislike, in order to accomplish the goals we
set for ourselves in life. The school has a very important objective for the Standards of Learning
Tests—”
Tommy’s Note: This got really boring to listen to, and frankly, even the Bounty Hunters were
starting to zone out. What really mattered was the stuff at the end.
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“You all have a choice: You can either continue vandalizing, and risk a potential police
investigation (I am honestly not joking. People who vandalize school property can be persecuted),
OR…….. You can turn yourself in. Stop vandalizing the school. Do the right thing. And in return,
we will pardon you of any acts of vandalism you may have committed, and we will work together,
these final three weeks, to set up some more interactive and fun extra-curricular classes. (I have
even spoken to our associates at the Edu-FUN® corporation, who would be more than willing to
create some innovative ideas to satisfy your requests. Best of luck.”
V looked thrilled. Then his raspy laughter quickly stopped. “Bathroom break!” He zoomed off
quickly, running towards the bathroom.
We all stood there, awkwardly. The Bounty Hunters were silent. I was silent. My friends were
silent. The only noise to hear was of V’s toilet flushing. He returned back to us.
“Now, we may discuss the treaty………” V walked up to the Principal, almost standing a full head
higher. His shadow over the Principal loomed menacingly. “Is there anyone,” he shouted, “who
agrees to the terms of the Principal, and is willing to turn themselves in?”
A few kids stepped forward. Ricardo, Chuck, even Lawrence. Gabe, the kid with Boxx (who was
evidently wearing the box ON HIS HEAD), ran from the room, and disappeared in the crowd of
students. My enemy had escaped.
A few other kids turned themselves in, taking off their masks. Nobody we really knew—although,
Rebekah gasped when one student took off his mask.
Rebekah
“Nico?” I dared to whisper. His eyes were red, like he had been crying. I ran up to him and hugged
him. “Why, Nico, why?”
“I’m sorry. So sorry,” he turned his head to the Principal. “I replaced the cooked clam chowder
with a can that was uncooked. Please forgive me. I only wanted to spend alone time with Isabel.”
The Principal’s eyes softened. “A deal’s a deal.” They shook hands.
V cracked his neck. “Traitors.” He ripped up the paper in the Principal’s face. “Bounty Hunters,”
he cried. “GET THEM!!!”
The Rescue
By Amy
You never know when old friends will save McQuarrie Middle School. When I heard V say “GET
THEM!!!” I charged in, followed by Lance, Dwight, Harvey, and Quavondo. The Bounty Hunters—
whoever was left, anyway—pulled out Nerf rifles, and started firing air-soft bullets at us. They
didn’t hurt, obviously, but we still felt the impulse to dodge them. Lance was waving C-3PO around
wildly, deflecting the darts. It basically seemed useless for us. We were just getting constantly
pelted by these things. V decided to end the madness. He bent over and pulled out—get this,
Tommy—a paintball gun! The same paintball gun that had tried to shoot……….
“Jacob,” I said. “Take off your mask.”
V tilted his head. He was silent.
“C’mon, Minch, take it off!” I was fuming. I looked at Lawrence, who was just standing there,
watching everything play out.
Lawrence adjusted his glasses, snatched Jacob’s paintball gun from him, and aimed it at his
helmet-clad head. “Game over,” he said. “I win.”
Everybody stopped. We all looked over to Lawrence, who was smiling. He pulled out IG-Mâch88.
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“Y’know why I chose an Origami IG-88 puppet?” Lawrence’s voice was eerily calm. “So that I
could rebel, once the time was right.”
Suddenly, in walked Dan/Eggbert, along with a couple other guys. They quickly lifted their own
Nerf pistols—the ones they sell that look like Captain Rex’s—and ambushed the few remaining
Bounty Hunters.
“Everyone,” Dan said. “Allow me to introduce you to SuperFolder Zach, and his Origami PloKoon!” Lawrence took off his glasses—obviously fake—dropped IG-Mâch88, and pulled out his
Origami Plo-Koon. He smiled.
“Sorry I didn’t tell you guys,” Zach/Lawrence said. “Harvey, I’m sorry about the science fair project.
And Kellen, sorry about locking you in the janitor’s closet. But it was all misdirection. I had to keep
my identity secret, so I could stop V.”
“So, wait, who IS V?” Kellen asked.
“Well, I think it’s obvious that Jacob Minch is back to his evil ways……” I said.
“No,” Tommy said. “It’s the cowboy hat kid who told me that the map is the key. He was planning
on betraying all the other Bounty Hunters, and getting off scott-free.”
“Actually, may I offer an opinion?” Mike’s voice came out from the other side of the room. He was
ziplock-tied to a chair. “I know exactly who V is. The person who cared the most about us students.
Who wanted us to finally be heard, and not just by a counsellor. Please forgive her, she—!”
Zach grabbed the helmet from V, pulled it off, and we gasped.
I shuddered as I looked into the guilty eyes of Vanessa.
The Beginning of the End
By Noah and Tommy
Noah
Williams Middle School got the memo. The Bounty Hunters were defeated. McQuarrie was saved.
But it wasn’t over yet.
Francesca and I sat down together, at one of the lunch tables.
“So,” Francesca said, “you have any idea what you’re gonna do next?”
“Not one clue.”
She laughed. “Well, I know what I’M gonna do next…….” She pulled me in close, puckering up.
“Y’know, Francesca, technically, I don’t think this sorta thing is allowed in the—” She kissed me.
I shut up.
“FRANCESCA BOYD TO THE PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE!!” The loudspeaker boomed.
Francesca gave me a worried look. But Robby had taken the blame for her; how can she possibly
be in trouble now? She got up, and began walking to the Principal’s Office, with a look of sheer
terror clouding her face. I followed her.
“Frankie, wait!” I called. I wasn’t sure nicknaming her was a smart move at this second, but it
would have to do.
She didn’t reply. Finally she made it to the door, and, without looking back, she closed it behind
her. Hardaway’s office doors were see-through glass. I watched Francesca sit down at the chair
opposite Hardaway’s. Hardaway started talking, and the more she talked, the worse Francesca
looked. Finally, Francesca broke down in tears. Hardaway waved a dismissing hand gesture, and
Francesca walked back out of the room. She looked at me. Her eyes were like shattered glass,
that could break at any moment. Her lip was quivering.
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There was no use asking her what was wrong. The look on her face said it all. Someone had
ratted her out to Hardaway.
“I’m—I’m not going to Williams Middle School anymore.” She closed her eyes.
“What?! That’s—no! Hardaway wouldn’t do something like that!”
“She said I was immature and foolish for vandalizing, and then framing my brother.”
“But ROBBY chose to do that, not you! Why did you—”
“I got the blame because YOU ratted me out, Noah Jenkins!” Her voice came out as a vicious
snarl.
“But Francesca, I’d never do that to you—” My words weren’t helping anything. She shoved me
aside, and began running out of the school.
“Wait!” I followed her. Running as fast as I could, I tripped on something, and landed hard on my
back. Aurragami Sing. I kept running, but by the time I had made it outside, she was gone.
Someone cleared his throat behind me. I spun around. Kellen.
“It was the only way, man,” he said. “She couldn’t get away with what she did. It just isn’t right.”
My insides boiled. “It isn’t RIGHT?! Well, you know what else isn’t right?? Sending a girl who
repented out of this school! Let’s see if she ever refrains from vandalizing again!” I pushed Kellen
aside.
“Hey, dude! What are you thinking?! I was trying to help!”
The bell rang. Students began pouring out of their classes.
“You were no help at all. Goodbye, Kellen.”
I stepped into the giant wave of kids, and disappeared.
Tommy
Kellen came up to me during lunch the day after the Bounty Hunters were stopped. I gave him an
update about Vanessa. She wasn’t talking to the Principal, and didn’t seem to want to talk to
anybody. It looks like the Mystery of V, her Bo-bag Fett, and the Bounty Hunters would still remain
a mystery….for now. Kellen told me all about Noah. After resisting the urge to strangle him, I left
to go find Jacob. If anyone could save Noah from himself, it would be his brother. I walked into
Williams Middle School, with Jacob and Kellen. Everybody else—even Dwight—was busy helping
Zach and Eggbert repaint and redecorate the hallways.
Jacob shuddered. “……Okay, I don’t get it. Why did I have to come here?”
“Because,” I said. “The prophecy mentioned that Noah would be tempted to do the wrong thing,
and that the only way to escape it would be if his friend and enemy returned. Well, aren’t you his
friend AND former enemy?”
“Oh, um……I guess.” Jacob still looked pretty creeped out by the whole layout. Nearly the entire
school was closed for the day, but Noah said he’d meet us here, so we hitched a ride in Mr.
Minch’s car, when he went to pick up Noah. We told Mr. Minch that we would find Noah and bring
him to the car.
A voice rang out through the dark and abandoned hallways, “I’m here.”
We traipsed carefully through the school, until we finally found Noah, sitting in a spinny-chair, as
still as a corpse. Jacob approached him.
“Hey, bro……” Jacob said, cautiously. He reached out his hand. “You about ready to go home,
or…..?”
Noah turned around. He looked pretty bad. He had definitely been crying. He held an Origami
Darth Sidious—Darth Shredious?—in his hand. But he was still Noah.
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“Whoa,” Kellen said. “Noah, I know there’s still good in you and all, but you seriously look like
DARTH Noah right now.”
“You,” Darth Noah looked at Kellen with a fire in his eyes. “YOU did this.”
Jacob frowned. “Noah, look, we can fix this. We can talk to Mrs. Hardaway, or talk to the School
Board, or………” He stopped. “The Student Council. Tommy, the Student Council!”
My mouth felt dry. “Jacob, McQuarrie never had a student council. I don’t even think I know what
that is.”
“It’s a group of kids in Williams Middle School who are given some really cool positions,” Jacob
said. “And…..they might just be able to reinstate Francesca. Maybe with some persuasion, and
some Origami Jedi Knights—”
“Stop,” Darth Noah said. He got up, pushed past us, and started trudging away to the car. We
followed him outside. The dark and cloudy weather started to clear up. The sun was breaking
through the could. This wasn’t over yet
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EPISODE XII
THE RETURN OF DARTH YODA
By SuperFolder CPH

A Day of Detention
By Tommy
So, whoever is reading this, you all remember what happened in sixth grade, right? When Origami
Yoda helped me ask out Sara during Fun Night? Well, I didn’t exactly “ask” her. A song came on
and I just happened to be standing next to Sara, so we just decided to dance. Harvey, our former
friend, tried to prove that Origami Yoda was fake by making his own Yoda, which I admit was
pretty good, but gave terrible advice. He and our weird friend, Dwight, who wields Yoda, had a
fight with Harvey on whether Sara liked me or not. They both agreed that if I asked Sara to dance
and she rejected me, then Dwight would have to throw out Origami Yoda. If Sara danced with me,
Harvey would have to get rid of his Yoda (I secretly nicknamed it “Darth Yoda”). And ever since
we stopped FunTime, me and Sara would hold hands in the hallway, and she wanted to kiss me
on the cheek, but the Principal would always stop us from our so-called “Public Display of
Affection”. When her lips were about 1 centimeter away from my cheek, the Principal pulled me
away from Sara and gave me detention for a day. After school, I walked into Room 37, where
detention was held. Of course, Zach Martin was there, and on occasions he would give me dirty
looks. Harvey was there, too. I wasn’t surprised. But what was weird was that I saw that he had
something in his hand that looked green and brown. I was curious, but I couldn’t ask him what it
was because he was in the corner of the room, and I was in the front. I couldn’t walk up to him
because then I would get into more trouble than I already was. At the end of detention, I finally
asked him. He responded with a big, “MIND YOUR OWN BUSINESS!” And then he left.
Little did I know that little green thing would cause more trouble than ever before!
Kellen’s Comment: Jacob Minch is out for this one, because he’s helping out at his brother’s
school, trying to get a good appeal from the Student Council. I think he’s making a case file,
too…..
The Little Green Thing
By Kellen
So, uhh, I’m gonna use the recording thingy again, so, uhh, you can write all this down, Tommy,
and, uhh, you can edit out all the “uhhs”. So, I was at lunch on the snack line to get a popsicle,
when I saw that Harvey was on, too. I could see that he had his money in one hand, and a green
origami character on his finger on the other hand. I didn’t get a good look at his origami because
I forgot my glasses at home, so I secretly cut in line to get a better look at it. I was surprised when
I found out it was Harvey’s old Yoda! When Harvey realized I was looking at it, he yelled, “STOP
STALKING ME!” and pushed me out of line. I couldn’t get back to where I was because Quavando
kept saying, “No cutting!” I ran as fast as I can to tell Origami Yoda. I found Dwight sitting under
the table when I told Yoda everything. He responded, “A duel of Yoda’s there will be. Only one
will survive.” Then Dwight crawled back under the table.
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Tommy’s Comment: Oh my Jabba! Harvey’s Yoda returned?!? I swear to Jango Fett that I saw
Harvey throw it in the garbage before he sat down on the stage during Fun Night! He must have
took it out before getting picked up by his step-dad. But wait…didn’t Harvey just have an evil
puppet after Darth Paper? It was…um… Brain fart. Forget it.
Sara’s Chapter
By Sara
After I got to your house and you told me what happened with Harvey’s Yoda, so I got on my bike
and rode to Dwight’s house to tell him. It turns out Kellen already beat me to it, but this time I was
even more surprised! When Dwight reached into his backpack to get Yoda, he pulled a note out
instead. Dwight looked really confused and after reading it, he yelled and dropped the note!
Dwight’s mom came in and asked if everything was alright. I told her it was nothing, so she walked
back downstairs. I picked up the note and this is what it said:

Dwight then started freaking out until I told him I would go straight to your house and tell you. The
rest you already know.
Tommy’s Comment: Oh no! This is madness! Well, there is only one person I can turn to for this…
Kellen’s Brother
By Tommy
I told Kellen everything that happened with Sara, Dwight, and Harvey. He said I can talk to his
older brother, Tyler. He usually is the troublemaker of McQuarrie Middle School, and kind of has
the skater-boy reputation. Even Zach Martin is afraid of him! But he is very protective around
Kellen for some strange reason. He can pick locks, which is handy. And he can do all sorts of
athletic stuff, like back-flips and jumping. Anyways, I went to Tyler’s room, and saw he was trying
to practice copying his mom’s handwriting. He said, “What do you want, Squirt?” He always calls
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me, “Squirt”, for some reason. Anyways, I told him our problem and he said he would help us for
$20. I reached into my pocket and gave him my $20 I was going to use for lunch tomorrow, but
this is more important. He said he had a plan.
Tyler to the Rescue!
By Murky
So, for some strange reason Kellen told me I needed to write a case for his friend’s stooky case
file, as well as distract PikPok Pete (aka Harvey). I went up to Harvey and asked him if he wanted
to hear me list all the words IiPad recently made up, because “Stooky” was too mainstream for
me. While I bored him, Kellen’s brother, Tyler (he really scares me) snuck up to Harvey’s locker
and stole some piece of origami and replaced him with a note. When Harvey had enough of it, he
threatened me with some Origami Yoda and reached into his locker to find a note. When he read
it, he screamed like a girl and ran off and dropped the note.
Harvey, this message is for you. I have your Darth Yoda, and you have Dwight’s Yoda. If you
don’t want me to give you a swirlie next week, you’ll return Origami Yoda to Dwight in the library
tomorrow. And we’ll return Darth Yoda. And as I said, if you don’t…it’s toilet-time, Cunningham.
–Tyler
Tommy’s Comment: I was actually in Math Class in the other side of the school and I could hear
Harvey scream! At first, I thought it was Quavando’s sister or something before I read this chapter.
The First Note
By Tommy
It was just before first period, and we were in the library. I was sitting with Kellen and Dwight,
when Harvey walked over. He looked pretty angry.
“Okay, I understand why you’re mad, and I even get why you made that ransom note, but just
STEALING both Paperwad Yodas from me??” Harvey’s voice got really high-pitched. “That’s just
cold!”
“What are you talking about?” Kellen said. “We didn’t steal…..” His voice trailed off. He pointed
his finger at something right behind us. Someone had placed a sticky note on a nearby library
book. Harvey snatched it, and showed it to all of us.
Origami or not, you must realize…You are doomed.
–General Creasous
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EPISODE XIII
THE BEGINNING OF THE ORIGAMI JEDI
STUDENT COUNCIL
By SuperFolder JC

Chapter 1: The Case Begins
By Darrell Cummings
Something strange is afoot at Williams Middle School. Just recently, our school had been under
constant attacks of vandalism, by kids with Star Wars finger puppets. But what I don’t understand
is…why? I’ve heard about those finger puppets before. They helped some school near here to
stop using a bad curriculum called FunTime. Actually, they saved us, too. We were bored out of
our minds with FunTime until those guys took a stand. When they rebelled, WE rebelled. My
question is: Why in the world were the kids who saved our school vandalizing against us?
But then, when I heard that this new kid also went to McQuarrie Middle School, I knew what I had
to do. I gathered up my friends Harry, Doug, and Savannah, and once again, we began our
investigation.
This is the seventh case taken up by The WMS Private Detective Agency. Code name: Operation
Yoda.
Savannah’s Comment: Ugh. You guys are making ANOTHER case file?? Who would even wanna
read this stuff?? You boys are such dorks.
Darrell’s Comment: C’mon, Savannah! Why do you have to do this every time? Just comment
some nice things once in a while!
Chapter 2: The New Kid
By Doug
Yo Darrell, this new kid you were talking about…I just met him. Literally, just while I was in line in
the cafeteria for lunch. He was kind of on the smallish-side, with spiky jet-black hair and a really
unsettling mischievous smile. He was holding both Origami Luke and Origami Leia “Star Wars”
puppets, even though I thought I read in the news that it was the principal there who had the Leia.
“Hi,” I said, walking up to him. “I’m Doug Phillips.”
“Jake,” he mumbled. He was looking past me, not really paying attention. I think he was looking
for someone.
“Gotta go,” Jake hurriedly walked away, leaving me back where I started. But at least I got you a
name, right?
Darrell’s Comment: I’m looking in the class registry (don’t tell Mrs. Yavada) for kids named
Jake……. There’s two names that pop up. Jake Runn, and Jake Cornelius. I’ll send Harry to
research more about them.
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Savannah’s Comment: Guys, you’re seriously running your entire investigation on one name??
What if he lied to you? If I got approached by a weirdo like Doug, I wouldn’t give him my real
name!
Chapter 3: Meeting Jake
By Harry
I wasn’t really sure how to find Jake in a sea of other kids, especially if there was one other kid
named Jake as well. So, I “borrowed” the loudspeaker from the Principal Hardaway’s office, and
shouted, “Jake Runn and Jake Cornelius to the principal’s office!”
After getting kicked out of the office, I bumped into someone and fell on the ground. A hand
reached out for mine. I took it.
“Thanks, man,” I said. I finally got a good look at him. “You wouldn’t happen to be Jake, would
you?”
He matched the profile you wrote in your chapter, Doug. Even that creepy grin.
“Yeah. Jake Cornelius,” he murmured. He really doesn’t seem like much of a talker.
“Well, hey, dude,” I gulped. “My friend Doug saw you yesterday, and he said that you might’ve
been looking for someone. If you need help finding somebody, I mean hey, we did find you out of
an entire school!”
“Noah Jekan,” he said. “Find me Noah Jekan.”
Darrell’s Comment: We got him. Noah’s technically registered into the school, but I’ve been asking
practically everybody I can find, and showing them his picture, and none of them have even seen
him before. I’m surprised he’s even on-record being here.
Chapter 4: Minch
By Jacob
Note: This chapter was inserted without the knowledge of the WMS Private Detective Agency.
They can not, under any circumstances, read this chapter.
I’ve always wanted to do this. Write a case file, I mean. After the whole Papertine mess, I’m not
going back to the “Dark Side,” so I guess this is kind of my way of proving myself to Tommy and
the gang.
This case file is meant for you. The Williams Middle School Student Council. I’m writing this to try
and get you on my side. My friend Noah is in trouble. He just came out of a big breakup, and it’s
only because his girlfriend got kicked out of the school. I’m trying to get her back, so that Noah
will stop being so moody and hormonal all the time. So, I guess the first step to having you trust
me is if I spill the beans to you guys. My name is Jacob Minch. I used the last name Cornelius as
a pseudonym. My brother, Noah Minch, is the kid who I was looking for. I never saw him at school,
and when I saw him at home, he just runs up to our room and locks the door before I could even
go to bed. With help from Darrell and The WMS Private Detective Agency, I was able to find Noah.
He’s alright. Just angry. I’m a little worried he’ll do something irrational and get us all in trouble.
That’s kinda why I need your help. Because Noah’s getting angrier and angrier by the day, and
we don’t have much time before he does something he’ll regret.
One last thing. You can’t tell anyone in Darrell’s group about who I am. Especially Savannah. If
she finds out who I am…..what I’ve done….. Then we might have a REAL threat on our hands.

83

Chapter 5: Darth Noah
By Savannah
Now it’s finally time for something useful to be in this case file! I was sitting in Spanish class,
fighting absolute boredom, when HE showed up. Jake. He sat quietly in the back of the room,
isolating himself. Now, I’m quite obviously a very compassionate person, (Doug’s Comment: No
way!) so I went up to him.
“Hey Jake,” I said. I’d only talked with him once before, when we helped him find Noah, but I kinda
think he’s cool. “Whatcha doing back here?”
Jake didn’t look up from the notepad he was writing on. He was silent.
“Oh-kayyy…….” I said. “Well, now you have company, for whatever you’re doing.”
Within a few minutes most of the students had filled into the room. There was only one seat empty.
Jake must’ve noticed it too, because he kept eyeing it. Finally, one last kid entered the room, and
took the last seat. Jake slid past me, going over to his seat.
“Noah,” Jake said. “The case file’s working. The Student Council is bound to help you now.”
Noah smiled weakly and shook Jake’s hand. “Thanks, man.”
Suddenly, Jake gasped and recoiled. Noah had something in his hand. It was an origami Emperor
Palpatine, with a joy-buzzer duct-taped to it. Noah bolted and ran out of the room, carrying along
with the Emperor two small pieces of paper.
“The Skyfolders,” Jake said. “Now Noah has all of them. And—”
Jake reached into his pocket quickly, and turned up empty handed. “Noah stole the case file.”
This chapter was written after the whole confrontation, obviously. I’ll make sure Noah doesn’t
steal it.
Darrell’s Comment: Guys, this is even worse than we thought! Noah stole ALL of our case files!
The Sinister Science Scandal, The Malicious Masked Muncher, you name it! I have a BAD feeling
about
this……
Chapter 6: Stopping Darth Noah…..Or Maybe Not
By Darrell
With a Darth Shredious-wielding hormonal 13 year old on the loose, you never know what you’re
gonna get. So I decided to personally go and rescue the case files myself. No comments from
anyone, this time….. I’m writing this down as I go.
I ran all around the school until I saw Noah. He was walking into the art room. I accidentally kicked
a paint can, and fell to the ground, holding my toes in agony. Noah turned around at the noise,
but didn’t see me. He walked inside. My toes are still hurting now, but I’m going in.
I noticed Noah was initially tinkering with a piece of paper, folding it into an origami finger puppet,
which he looked pretty pleased with. I couldn’t make out what the puppet was. Suddenly, someone
else walked in—about Noah’s height—but he/she was wearing a baseball cap, and had their back
turned to me, so I couldn’t make anything out as far as an identity. Noah handed the kid his
origami puppet, silently. The two of them whispered for a minute, and I didn’t catch anything. The
baseball hat kid left. Noah pulled out the Skyfolders, as well as all the case files, and stated at
them for a moment. At first, I thought he was gonna snap out of his weirdness and such. Instead,
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he balled up his fist, crushing the case files as well as the Skyfolders, and threw them into the
trash can. I ducked under a table as Noah walked out the door, just as silent as he’d came.
Right now I’m trying to fix the case files and Skyfolders. It’s pretty bad. I think the art teacher had
the nacho lunch, and didn’t eat all of it, because Leia looks more like a cheese-covered
Chewbacca than a princess.
Oh no. Guys, I am so sorry. Leia just fell apart in my hand. Luke’s all salsa-y and the pencil marks
are fading away. I think the Skyfolders just died.
Don’t kill me, but I think “The Big Baseball Baddie” case file just got cheesed. And The Masked
Muncher. And, umm……guys, I think the case files are dead.
Chapter 7: The NEW Mini Case File
By Harry
After the tragic loss of the first chapters of the case file, we started re-writing some of it, but we
forgot bits and pieces. Meanwhile, Noah was causing all sorts of craziness and mayhem, and we
weren’t sure how to fix any of it! So, I took it up personally to re-write the entire case file, into a
BRAND NEW, TOTALLY STOOKTASTIC, MINI CASE FILE!!
Ready to read it? Sweet!
Chapter 1
The WMS Private Detective Agency met a new kid named Jake. He wants to help his friend Noah,
because he had a breakup with a girl named Francesca. Noah’s hormones and such turned him
all “Dark Side,” so we wanna make a case file to show the Student Council that they should try
and get Francesca back into the school.
Chapter 2
We found Noah, but he did some bad stuff, so we realized we were running out of time. So, Darrell
went to Principal Hardaway to negotiate, but she politely said that it would take a lot more than a
few students to change her mind about the matter. But the Student Council….that might just work.
Chapter 3
Noah caused a huge stink bomb explosion in science class, and Jake pulled out an Origami
Kanan from “Star Wars Rebels,” and battled Noah’s Oigami Inquisitor. Those two act so in-sync
all the time. How long do you suppose they were friends?
Chapter 4
Savannah told me she was suspicious of Noah, and she decided to secretly go to the art room to
see the remains of the case file, and find out the truth. I followed her. She walked in recklessly,
tipping over the trash bin and spilling nacho cheese on the ground, seeping into the tiles. She
brushed her flowing blonde bangs out of her hair, and read all that was in the original case file.
Her eyes went from alarmed to furious as she tore the case file into pieces. I quietly backed away,
but tripped on a paint can and fell on my butt. Savannah saw me, and ran towards me angrily.
She told me not to tell anyone about what happened.
Savannah’s Comment: Yes I did…..so then, what, exactly, is THIS?!?!?
Harry’s (my) Comment: Ohhh…….whoops.
Chapter 8: The Truth Revealed
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By Savannah
Alright, Minch. The jig is up. You REALLY thought you could get away from this?? Well, newsflash!
JACOB MINCH IS THEvwjsjdnkensdnsdchjdshknksdcjnshsgsh
Jacob’s Comment: Savannah’s done typing for right now. Technical difficulties. BRB.
Chapter 9: The Student Council
By Doug
Okay, that was a little bit awkward. But obviously Jacob didn’t tell us the honest truth about who
he was. Darrell didn’t like that.
“Honestly?! You LIED to us?? What could be so important—y’know, forget it! I don’t care who
Noah is to you! I think both of you guys should just leave! You dishonest, stupid-smirking, scruffylooking, nerfherder!”
“…….Who’s scruffy looking?” Jacob looked offended. He quickly whispered something in Darrell’s
ear. Darrell gasped.
“Okay. Fine. You’re staying,” Darrell said. “Just please, don’t—”
“Those days are behind me,” Jacob said with a heavy sigh. “Now, let’s send this case file to the
student council. At the very least, they’ll see how crazy this all is, and they’ll realize the only way
to end it—and get me to leave the school—is to get Francesca back.”
We went to the Student Council’s room, which is also where the kids play chess. The Student
Council had twelve members, each one with a special talent and ability. Just to avoid confusion,
I’ll only single out one of them for the moment. Ryan. He’s kind of the leader of the group. When
someone reports directly to Mrs. Hardaway, it’s Ryan. He makes the ultimate decisions, and we
would ultimately need to win his respect in order to get Francesca back.
“Excuse me,” I said. “I’m Doug…..”
“Hey, man!” Ryan said. “You’re the guys with the private detective stuff, right? That’s awesome
work you’re doing, dude!”
I recoiled. “Wait…. You know about our case files?”
“Know about them?? Dude! I personally recommended you guys to Mrs. Hardaway when she
needed your help with the Devious Duct Tape Trickster!”
“That was you??” I said. “Wow, sir—”
“Call me Ryan,” he smiled. “We’re all friends here.”
Wow. I guess Ryan was pretty chill! I walked out of the room and let Darrell do the talking. But
before I left, I handed Ryan the new mini case file. Then I turned around and walked away.
Darrell’s Comment: Ryan read the case file, and he said he would talk with the other members
and figure out the overall answer of whether to bring back Francesca or not!
Chapter 10: The Student Council’s Answer
By Ryan
No.
Chapter 11: Everybody Freaks Out And General Chaos Ensues, OR; The Dark Times
By Darrell
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Noah just about zapped us with Sith lightning when he found out. (Not really, but to be honest,
Sith lightning would probably hurt less than the icy accusing glare he gave us). His outbursts and
wildness only got worse by the day. Soon enough, Noah had become the biggest bully Williams
Middle School had ever seen. And it wasn’t just his strength. I don’t know how, but he has this
weird ability, like he can read minds or something, because every time he questions you, he
shows you exactly what it is you fear. Without the Student Council’s aid, we had no alternative
plans. That was our only hope.
“No,” Jake said, almost reading my thoughts. “There is another way.”
I turned to him. “You don’t mean—?”
“Yeah.”
I swallowed. “Dude, do you REALIZE what that would do to you? To your future?”
“My future died when my past caught up with it. Now it’s time to make things right, no matter how
long it takes.”
I swallowed. “……So be it.”
Jake and I stood, side-by-side, as we walked up to Noah in the hallway. Noah no longer bothered
to keep himself hidden. He knew that for however long that people were afraid of him, he couldn’t
get in any trouble. Now he was proud of it. Or maybe he’s just hiding his pain behind a mask.
“Hey, Noah,” Jake said, slowing his pace down to a halt. “It’s time to go home, man. Dad’s waiting
in the car.”
Noah sneered at Jake. “It’s 2:30. Why in the world is Dad here NOW??”
“We’re, um……” Jacob’s voice caught. He struggled to keep on talking. “We’re taking you to go
visit Francesca. We called her up, and she’s really happy to hear from you.”
“She said…..she said she blamed me for getting her kicked out,” Noah’s voice was empty. “Why
would she wanna talk to me?”
“Okay, fine, we had to coax her a bit first,” Jacob admitted. “But she really is glad to get to see
you again.”
Noah’s eyes softened. “Alright.”
Chapter 12: Brothers
By Jacob
Noah and Francesca spent the evening at Billy and Dom’s Pizza Parlor. It was the first time I’d
seen Noah laugh or even smile since the whole Bounty Hunters incident. I was happy for him.
And it was totally worth the sacrifice I had to make.
“Yo Jacob!” Francesca swallowed a bite of pizza. “Can you come here for a sec?”
I complied. “What’s up, Francesca?”
“Noah here told me that you had to COAX me into meeting him…..” She looked at me amusedly.
“But I never even talked to you. I talked to Savannah.”
I plopped down in my seat, and sighed.
“Savannah Collins…..Frankie, you knew her?” Noah eyed her suspiciously.
“Noah,” Francesca said. “She’s my best friend. I thought I asked Jacob…” She paused. Standing
up from her table, she glared at me with a fire in her eyes.
“Jacob Cornelius Minch,” she said. “You didn’t tell him.”
“I’m sorry, okay??” I said. “It was important!”
“It was STUPID!” she was fuming, waving her hands furiously.
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Obviously, I couldn’t tell the WMS private detectives the truth, and I DEFINITELY couldn’t tell
Savannah anything. But since Darrell had found out, and Francesca had already blown my cover
anyway, I guessed it was time for me to come clean.
“WELL???” Francesca let her angry tone hang in the air.
I told them the truth. And I guessed I should come clean with the WMS kids too.
The next day, I went into Principal Hardaway’s office, to borrow the loudspeaker and tell
everybody the truth. When I walked in, she glared at me. “Mr. Minch,” she said. “I thought you
were expelled from this school yesterday, correct me if I’m wrong.”
“Yes, ma’am,” I gulped. “But I think my friends deserve to know the truth about me, first.”
“That won’t be necessary, Jake,” someone said from behind me. I turned around. Ryan.
“The Origami Jedi Student Council declines your access to the loudspeaker,” Ryan said. “Your
secret is safe with us.” He pulled out an Origami Mace Windu. “This party’s over.”
I walked out of the principal’s office, making my way to the front doors, where my mom would pick
me up. I passed by Darrell, Doug, Harry, and Savannah. They were all having fun re-writing their
old case files. All except for Savannah, who was just complaining. But at least she wasn’t
spending her time planning to feed me to the Sarlaac or anything. I passed by Noah, who was
happily studying/texting Francesca in his home room, all while writing down his new instructions
for Luke and Leia Skyfolder, Mark II. Noah was alright with everything now. Francesca is happy
too, especially since her school is filled with kids who heard about the FunTime Rebellion, and
made a rebellion of their own……. So I guess Noah and Francesca get their happy ending after
all.
And I sparked an Origami Jedi Council within Williams Middle School. I’m happy that they
ultimately dawned the finger puppets, but I’m also a little unsure about this. Could I have just
created the second Origami Star Wars school? I have a weird feeling about this.
When I got back to McQuarrie (under a new alias AGAIN), I tried to talk to Tommy.
“Hey man,” I said. He was sitting at a table in the library with some of the other kids. They were
all staring at a tiny sticky note laying on the center of the table. I picked it up, and decided to check
out what it said;
Origami or not, you must realize….You are doomed. —General Creasous
I guess McQuarrie had another foe to face. Nothing every stays normal at McQuarrie Middle
School. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
Epilogue
By Jacob
I suppose, whoever is reading this, that you would like to know my secret. Plus some of the other
secrets, like who Noah folded that finger puppet for, or why I was expelled from the school. And
to be honest, some secrets are just meant to be secret…..for now.
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EPISODE XIV
THE ATTACK OF ORIGAMI SHADOW SQUADRON
By SuperFolder EmpireForPalpitine

Chapter 1: A New Dawn
By Tommy
Once we filled in Jacob about General Creasous and the note, as well as the whole Darth Yoda
stuff, Dwight perked up.
“Heard of a Jedi Mind-Trick, have you?” Origami Yoda said. “Origami Faux-da, the General has!”
We were about to ask Yoda a slew of questions about General Creasous, when….Get ready for
the weirdness…..A set of quadruplets walked in the doors. Origami Yoda said, “New allies,
transferred to the school they have.” We walked up to greet them. Their names were Curtis,
Donny, Kyle, and Greg. They pulled out four shadowtrooper puppets. “Woah! Stooky!” Kellen
yelled. Donny looked at him and said, “Yes. Meet Shadow Squadron. Ironside, Percy, Scarface,
and Knots.” Harvey brayed, “Sure. How do we know we can trust you?” Kyle replied, “Didn’t you
hear Origami Yoda? We are here to help. Just say Shadow Squad and we will be there.”
I, Sara, Jacob, Kellen, and Dwight looked at each other and we gave approving looks.
Donny was the leader. He wielded Origami Ironside.
You could have mistaken Kyle for an agent of the SuperFolder Protection League. He wielded
Origami Scarface, and he was a suave, slick, and agile spy-type.
We all know better than to mess with Curtis. He was this huge, hulking mass of a guy, who made
big ol’ Chuck look as frail and helpless as Harvey! (No offense). He wielded Origami Knots.
And finally, Greg. He wielded Origami Percy. He was more social than the others. He’d always
stop by our table at lunch and say hi. He’d also flirt (successfully) with Rhondella, making her
practically swoon.
Harvey’s Comment: I am still suspicious….especially of Greg…..
Tommy’s Comment: Oh, stop it.
Chapter 2: First Save
By Kellen
Immediately after they left, all was norma…whoops, I almost said normal. Classes resumed as
usual. At lunch, it all changed. I sneaked in my phone that day and got a text from Remi saying
that Tony D. Struction had hired 5 people to do his dirty work. After Sara, Tommy, I, Harvey, and
Jen had finished our lunches and got up to leave (we were the last people there and the room
was empty) we were surrounded by five huge shadows!
“Time’s up.” said a raspy voice. I felt hand on my shoulder. I suddenly remembered our friends,
the quadruplets. “SHADOW SQUAD!” I yelled at the top of my lungs. “HELP!”
Nothing happened for five seconds and then the lights cut out for 30 seconds. We heard a minor
scuffling and then they came back on. “What the?” asked Harvey. There were the quadruplets
standing over the hunters for hire who were being sat on by Curtis. Donny stared and said,
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“Mission accomplished.” Sara, along with Tommy and I, expressed our gratitude. The lights went
out again, and when they came back on, they boys were gone.
Harvey’s Comment: Anakin/Darth Paper says: “Impressive, Most impressive.”
Tommy’s Comment: Perfect quote for this story!
Chapter 3: Narrow Escape
by Harvey
As soon as I walked through the door the next day, it all went downhill. It looked like practically a
re-enactment of the Battle of Geonosis! Tony D. Struction led an army of unknown kids–
apparently ex-members of the Origami Bounty Hunter vandals–with a new Jango Fortune. They
all wielded various droids. On our side the usual puppets and wielders were retreating:
Dwight/OY, Tommy/Foldy-Wan, Sara/FW, Han Foldo, etc. Out of nowhere, a paper Republic
Attack Gunship flew past my head. The Shadow Squadron had arrived! Since they seemed to
have everything covered, I dodged out of the battle into the library. I thought it was a narrow
escape from a bunch of dorks. I was WRONG. What I saw next was shocking…
Chapter 4: Oh No…
by Tommy and Harvey.
Tommy’s Part: Foldy-Wan and I escaped the war and headed where Harvey was going. We saw
a seventh grader sitting in Ms. Calhoun’s chair. “Hello, Tommy.” he croaked. There sat who we
thought was a good guy. An old friend from 4th grade. Harold Hummer. On his finger was a Count
Dooku puppet. “Meet Crease Dooku.” he sneered.
“Harold,” I said. “Why are you doing all this? Re-creating the Bounty Hunters?? Dude, that’s just
bad news for all of McQuarrie!”
“Oh please,” Harvey said. “We can easily stop this guy!”
“Twice the pride, double the fall.” Crease Dooku said to Harvey. Harold put down Dooku and
spoke in his normal voice. “I was one of the Bounty Hunters! I wielded Origami Embo! But thanks
to your SuperFolder Protection League….” He growled. “Now, I was appointed by ‘V’, in case the
Bounty Hunters were defeated, to rally up the remaining Bounty Hunters, and create the Origami
Separatists.”
“Army or not,” Harvey said. “You must realize, you are doomed.”
I paused for a moment. That was a General Grievous line. Could Harvey have made up the whole
General Creasous thing, just to get us off-guard? Either way, it was more important now to stop
Harold and the Separatists.
Harvey’s Part: I folded the helmet onto Origami Anakin, revealing Darth Paper. I searched my
feelings, but couldn’t resist. I flipped the helmet and said “All too easy.”
I snatched Crease Dooku from Harold, and ripped its head off. Harold glared at me angrily, and
probably would’ve done something crazy and too violent for this case file, but the quadruplets
appeared and surrounded Harold. “You are under arrest by the order of the Galactic Foldpublic.”
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Harold was taken directly to the Principal, who merely looked at everything going on in the school
and said, “I don’t get paid enough for this,” before handing Harold a demerit. One of the Origami
Separatist leaders was defeated. That left Tony.
Harvey’s Comment: Craziest day ever!
Tommy’s Comment: You said it!
Chapter 5: The End of Tony D. Struction
by Sara
I got to school the next day and Tony D. Struction was waiting at the door. “Hey, Bolt. Where you
going?” Tommy came by on his bike looking like a Jedi Master on ultimate defense mode. Tony
grabbed me and made a kissy face. “Awwww, little Tommy-boy. Got your girlfriend. Foldy-Wan
looked up boldly along with Tommy saying, ” Let. Her. GO!” Tony was immediately backed up by
Zack Martin who was apparently holding a Bib Fortuna puppet. “What he said.” answered the
puppet/Zack.
“Zack,” Tommy said. “Why are you even following this guy?”
“He’s tough and brash. My kind of scum.” Zack chuckled.
As you guys all know, I’m not the kind of girl to be a damsel in distress. So, I kicked behind me,
hitting Tony. He crumpled to the ground, singing soprano. I quickly grabbed his Jango Fortune
from his hand, and prepared to rip it in half. Zack lost interest in the situation, and went into the
cafeteria to eat.
“Hey!” Tony cried. “Do you KNOW how much money blue/white paper is??”
“Actually, yes, I do,” I said. “I once tried to make an Origami Grand Admiral Thrawn. It cost twenty
bucks for three sheets of paper. Not cool.” I ripped Jango, excruciatingly slowly, right in Tony’s
face. The fire in his eyes grew wide in fury. He nearly lunged at me, but he paused. The dark truth
finally came to him. Throwing paper airplanes, having foodfights, and shooting dart guns were all
kind of expected things in a middle school like ours. But actually physically attacking someone
was just plain wrong. Tony (begrudgingly) walked away.
“That was close,” I said. Tommy came up to me and hugged me. Suddenly, he broke out of the
hug, startled. Tony apparently hadn’t given up, and charged at me. I would’ve been completely
defenseless, but Tony was tackled to the ground in a giant dogpile, by the Shadow Squadron.
Tommy and I leaped on top of it, laughing our heads off. Without their leaders, The Origami
Separatists were scattered. Until a new leader took over, the Bounty Hunters were defeated once
again.
Harvey’s Comment: That was close!
Tommy’s Comment: At least Jabba- breath didn’t kiss her. I would have lost it.
Sara’s Comment: It’s okay, Tommy. I know what you would have done.
Chapter 6: A New Page
by Tommy
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The four boys decided to stay. The Principal was so impressed by their heroics, that each one of
the boys was given a medal. (One of those medals you get from winning the school talent show.
Each one of the boys used their talents to aid the school. They’d earned it).
Sadly, though, the Principal resigned shortly after that. I guess the job of running a school like this
is too much for a lot of people. This was a new page in the story of McQuarrie Middle School. And
we had a new principal, too. Her name was Mrs. Yavada. We all thought she’d be a really good
choice. From what we’d heard, even though none of us had ever met her in person, she was really
nice. Like Senator Palpatine said in Phantom Menace, “We would watch her career with great
interest.”
Harvey’s Comment: Actually, what he SAID was…..
Tommy’s Comment: Oh brother.
Chapter 7: The Second Note
By Kellen
We were celebrating our victory against the Bounty Hunters/Separatists, when Mike ran up to us.
“Guys,” he sounded worried. “We got another note from General Creasous!”
We all sat down and read the note.
Well done, all of you. You’ve proven to me that your talents can overcome large obstacles. But
can you overcome a teacher who hates origami? Go check out Mr. MacDonald. He’ll be an
interesting obstacle for you. I can’t wait to see how you handle it, Tommy. You are a bold one…
–General Creasous
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EPISODE XV
THE MIGHTY RISE OF LITTLE ORIG-ANI
By SuperFolder GeneralCreases

The Origami Hater
By Tommy
It all began when Ms. Calhoun was replaced by Bob MacDonald, green-eyed, goatee sporting,
twenty-something year old origami hater. Ms. Calhoun was suspended for “spending too much
money on origami books.” Then, when Mr. MacDonald came, all the origami books were off the
shelves.
Kellen and I were in the library, talking with each other, when Harvey took out his Darth
Paper/Anakin in front of us. “Fear the power of the Dark Side!” Vader shouted. “General Creasous
was right about Mr. MacDonald!”
Mr. MacDonald looked up from the book he was reading and stared straight at Harvey. “Is that
origami?!”
“What does it look like to you, sir?” Harvey snapped. I don’t think he took Mr. MacDonald seriously,
considering his age. “For someone of your reputation, I would have expected you to be a little
bit….older…” Another Grievous line. I’m still suspicious.
Mr. MacDonald got up, and started walking toward Harvey. “Hand it to me, NOW!”
Harvey handed him back. Kellen and I looked at him strangely.
“I thought that rule left.” Kellen held up Luke as he spoke. I almost brought out Foldy-Wan, until
Mr. MacDonald yanked Luke out of his hand.
“Well then, it’s back UP!” and he stormed back to his desk, and locked the puppets in a drawer.
Harvey whispered, “How can that guy hate origami so much?”
We didn’t know then, but we were about to find out how much origami an origami hater could
hate.
My Comment: I saw Jabba already in the drawer! How did THAT happen?
Harvey’s Comment: Whatever. Darth Paper told me to tell you that. It ain’t my fault.
My Other Comment: Oh, he’s going by Darth again, eh? I thought you were done with this
nonsense!
Strike Two
By Kellen
Um.. I’m gonna use the recording thing, so… but… uh… yeah. So, I was pretty mad about Luke,
but I had to warn the others. I rushed through the halls, past the NO RUNNING sign. I saw Amy
and Sara with their puppets. “PUT THEM AWAY!” I yelled as I was passing the NO YELLING
sign.
“What?” they said. They started to put them away, but it was too late. Mr. Snider saw them. Now,
Mr. Snider is a good guy, but he sometimes takes the rules too seriously. “Hand it over kiddos,”
he said. Then he went into the library, and stuffed them in Mr. MacDonald’s drawer! I told the girls
about everything, and they agreed to help spread the word.
I sat down next to Sara and Amy, defeated. “Strike two…” I mumbled.
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Harvey’s Comment: Q and Lance told me Ms. Toner had stuffed their puppets in that same
drawer!
Tommy’s Comment: We’ve GOT to ask Origami Yoda what to do about all this!
We’re Doomed!
By Lance
I couldn’t find Dwight at school earlier, so I rode my bike down to Dwight’s house. Dwight’s house
had a good odd look to it. I threw a pebble up to Dwight’s window and waited for him. Dwight’s
window opened, and Dwight said, “Origami Yoda isn’t here. He was taken by Harold Hummer.”
“What?” I couldn’t believe it. “Why did you let him do that??”
“He brought me a Rib-BQ from school,” Dwight said blankly. “I was home sick.”
“But dude!” I exclaimed. “You can’t just give away Origami Yoda for no good reason! He’s been
stolen enough this semester without you going soft!”
Dwight made a face at me and said, “Whatever, man.” Then he closed the window.
Even though he’s been taken away by Mr. MacDonald, I could almost hear C-3P0 saying, “WE’RE
DOOMED!!!”
The Plan
By Quavando
Even without Yoda, we hatched a plan. It was a GREAT plan. Instead of telling you the plan, I’ll
tell you how it went. First, Lance came to Mr. MacDonald and asked where Moby Dick was. Mr.
MacDonald got up and showed him the way. Then, Tommy and I snuck back behind his desk.
We thoroughly searched for our puppets. Mike was over by the entrance to the library, and he
was giving us the warning sign. That meant Mr. MacDonald was heading back. We signaled Mike
to tell Sara and Amy on the far side of the library to start shouting. Mike signaled, and they wailed.
Mr. MacDonald went to hand them ISS slips. Everything was going according to plan, except that
I couldn’t open the drawer that held our puppets! Nothing was working. Tommy examined it
quickly.
“Dude,” Tommy said. “This drawer is LOCKED. We need a key to open it.”
“A key…a key…” I quickly rummaged through Mr. MacDonald’s forms and slips and books, until
I finally found, under everything else, a book with a key. Without looking at its cover, I snatched it
up and ran out of the library. Mike signaled the girls, and they politely walked away from the
library. When we got back into the hallways, I opened the book. Immediately, a piece of origami
fell out of its pages. I pulled out the key, and put it in my pocket. I was just about to run back into
the library, when Sara picked up the origami puppet and gasped. It was an origami Young Anakin.
I glanced at the book. In big letters scrawled in a child’s handwriting, it said, “My Diary.”
My Diary
By Bobby M.
October 4th, 1999. People still make fun of me about Little Ani. But when they find out I’ve started
my own rebellion with Jar Jar, Qui-Gon, and Obi-Wan, they won’t be laughing. We’d make sure
McQuarrie Elementary School didn’t become a boring snore-fest. Unfortunately, I recently found
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out that Harvey Cunningham [Harvey’s Note: THAT’S MY DAD!!!] plans to destroy my rebellion
against SmartKidz.
“Hey look! Origami Anna wants to fight!” he mocked.
“It’s Ani! Not Anna!” I was pretty mad.
“Origami is stupid. Nobody would hang out with you. Get rid of your rebellion, it’s for your own
good.”
I felt hurt. I ran to my secret hideout by the trees (by the way, school was over).
Unfortunately, my teammates also felt pretty hurt.
“Origami has NO point!” Norton said, stomping on his Padme. “It just gets us laughed at.”
“I know right?” Brandon agreed, tearing his Qui-Gon.
Each one of my friends did the exact same thing, and that was the end of our rebellion. I felt a
change in me that night. Maybe they were right. Origami had no place in a school like ours. Maybe
I should just watch what Edu-Fun was advertising. Maybe SmartKidz wasn’t all that bad. My friend
Christopher tried desperately to get me to come back, but I had made my choice. I never wanted
to see another piece of origami again.
The Reverse Transformation
By Amy
Let’s hope Tommy’s plan works. Tommy, Kellen, and Harvey went up to Mr. MacDonald and held
up Little Ani. Mr. MacDonald immediately stood up. “W-where did you g-get that? Did you r-rread-”
He was cut off by Kellen. “You don’t have to hate origami. You work at a school where origami is
loved, and you wouldn’t be considered a weirdo if you went around carrying a puppet on your
finger—“
“Actually, you kinda would…” Harvey cut in.
Kellen ignored him. “Please, give us our puppets back, and come to the Light Side.”
Mr. MacDonald sighed. “Well, when you put it that way…” He smiled, and it actually made him
look pretty close to our age. “Okay.”
I pumped my fist. We all got our finger puppets back, and not only that, but Mr. MacDonald went
straight to the principal’s office, and returned with a message for us.
“Hey kids,” he said. “I just talked to Mrs. Yavada, and we’re gonna have a serious talking to with
Harold Hummer. We’ll make sure Dwight gets back his Origami Yoda.
The Third Note
By Tommy
Harold slowly made his way through the library. He held Origami Yoda on his finger. Mr.
MacDonald stood in the corner, waiting for him.
“Harold,” he said. “You know I don’t permit origami in this school. Hand it over.”
Harold looked surprised, but he didn’t have much of a choice. He gave Yoda to Mr. MacDonald,
and walked away, defeated.
I went up to Mr. MacDonald after Harold was out of sight.
“So,” I said. “Not that I’m ungrateful for everything, but what happens to Mrs. Calhoun now?”
“She’ll get reinstated,” MacDonald gave me a stern teacher-look. “And I’m going to transfer
somewhere else.”
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My heart sank. “Oh…. I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be,” he smiled. “You know exactly where I’m transferring to.”
“Williams Middle School,” I said. “You’re gonna stick with the other Origami Star Wars school.”
“Of course. From what I’ve read of your case files you leant me, I’d like to talk to their Student
Council. I’m quite impressed by them.”
I shook his hand. He may have been a little gruff at first, but he proved to be a good guy at heart.
I was about to leave the library, when I saw Mr. MacDonald look quizzically at something. I
followed his gaze. Another note from General Creasous.
Jedi scum. You have tricked me into stealing a decoy puppet, you’ve stopped an army of
Separatists, and you’ve turned an enemy into an ally. I guess this means….
I shall deal with the Jedi slime, MYSELF.
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EPISODE XVI
GENERAL CREASOUS STRIKES BACK
By SuperFolders JC, Hansel, and ChippySlusher

Chapter 1: The Beginning of the End
By Tommy
After filling in my friends about General Creasous’ most recent note, I have them a warning.
“Guys,” I said. “I have a bad feeling about this guy. We all have to stay alert. Every one of us.
That’s why I’ve made sure all hands are on deck for this one, and I’ve brought in a few old friends.”
Eggbert and Zach walked in the doors, into the already crowded art/music room. “We’re here to
help,” they said. “You need anything, just ask.”
They rudely shoved past me, and threw a new binder onto the table at which we were all sitting.
It plopped open in front of everybody. In big bold words at the top of the file, it said GENERAL
CREASOUS.
“Okay, first order of business…” Eggbert cracked his knuckles. “Someone here must be assigned
to go after Grievous. We will all vote for whoever we see fit to go after this guy.”
Mike immediately raised his hand. “Well, dude,” he said, motioning to me. “Obi-Wan Kenobi did
battle Grievous in the movies, so what if you and Foldy-Wan stopped Grievous? Plus, he does
seem to be singling you out.”
Sara raised her hand. “Sorry, Tommy,” she said in a really sweet voice. “But Mike’s got a point.
Besides, you’re the leader of the Rebellion. It does sound like your sort of job to do.”
Harvey stood up from his seat. “This is outrageous! This is unfair! I should be the one going after
Grievous!”
I glared at him. If Harvey really was the General like I’d speculated he was, this would be the next
step of his plan. Making sure nobody was actually looking for him.
“No, Harvey,” I said. “Remember your place.”
Harvey sat back down. “Well,” he sighed. “I guess I can always comment as usual…”
Eggbert asked Mike to document everything in this case file, seeing as he’s the Rebellion’s
Holocron keeper. So in a way, this is mainly his case file, since I’ll be too busy going after General
Creasous to write out everything that’s going on during school. It still made me pretty mad that I
didn’t get to do what I do best. I’m a writer, not a fighter.
“Master Foldy-Wan, a moment have you?” Origami Yoda perked up. Dwight walked over to me,
looking me straight in the eyes. REALLY bad sign with Dwight. He made Origami Yoda whisper
in my ear, which was a little weird, but not unexpected.
“The beginning of the end, this is…” Yoda said. “Great care we must take, when battling the
General. Our enemy he may be, but formerly a friend, he was….”
Dwight sat back down, and I instantly felt a whole lot worse.
My speculation about Harvey was looking more and more convincing.
Chapter 2: The Second Graders
By Mike
Harvey, me, Kellen, Sara, and Murky were chosen for this volunteer program. Y’see, we were
chosen to help out these second graders with their skills.
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Kellen taught the kids how to draw, Harvey taught them how to fold origami, I taught them how to
write, Murky taught them grammar (or, well, Murklish), and Sara taught them how to make duct
tape creations!
But GUESS WHO the self-elected leader of the second graders was? That’s right! The Skate
Brat! I got to talk with him and hang out and such, and he’s actually matured a lot!
Harvey handed everyone a sheet of paper. He told them to fold origami Jedi Padawan versions
of themselves. It was awesome!
A week later, we came back to help the second graders on how to fold Origami Cranes. When we
came back, all of the second graders were crying. Sara asked the Skate Brat what happened.
“Someone destroyed all of our origami while we were taking a bathroom break!” He started
sobbing. Like, REALLY sobbing and wailing.
I felt pretty awkward being in that situation, especially since I’d only recently overcome my boohoo/angry tears myself, so I kinda let Sara take the lead. She helped them re-fold their Origami
Padawans, and she even used her old Five-Fold Yoda that Dwight gave her to teach them! But
that doesn’t change the fact that General Creasous is still out there, and this time, he was mean
to little kids. That’s just evil. And I did want to mention something…Harvey helped the kids fold
their “Pad-awans,” and made them happy. But what if later, just to crush their spirits, he ripped
them up? It’s totally cold, but it sounds Harvey-ish. I think you’re right, Tommy.
Chapter 3: The Plot Thickens
By Kellen
Okay, something strange happened today.
We were watching a video about the crusades in history class, when we heard a loud CRASH
from the next-door classroom. We saw five kids run out of the room, and we recognized two of
them as Sara and Harvey. But we had no idea who the other three kids were. At lunch, we
confronted Sara and Harvey and tried to make them tell us what happened. It took a while, but
they cracked.
Their confession is as follows….
“The other day, we were confronted by this guy from the high school,” Sara said. “He wouldn’t tell
us his name, he wanted us to call him Chippy. He and his two friends all had origami Star Wars
puppets, which were Keyan Farlander, Pilot Luke Skywalker, and Wedge Antilles. Chippy had the
latter. He said that the three of them were part of the SuperFolder Protection League, and that he
reported directly to Zach. But apparently, one of his friends named Aiden—who wielded an
origami Dash Rendar—was part of the Bounty Hunters. At first, he thought it was another
undercover job like Zach/Lawrence did, but soon enough, he found out that Aiden really had gone
to the Dark Side. In fact, that’s why we had to leave our classroom this morning. Aiden had tied a
string from the door handle to a portrait of our three past principals, so that it crashed all over the
floor. Now someone’s cleaning it up, but it was totally a vandal-ish move.”
“Okay, I know this might sound obvious,” I said. “But could General Creasous be tied to the
Origami Bounty Hunters and Separatists?”
“Dude, I don’t think Creasous is just part of the vandals,” Harvey said. “I think he LEADS them.”
I paused. Maybe Harvey had just made a good guess. OR MAYBE…….
“Alright, Harvey,” I said, using both of my hands to pin Harvey’s arms to the table. “Why are you
using General Creasous against us??”
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“What?? Me?” Harvey gasped. “I’d never! Seriously, you really think I’d try and vandalize this
school? I just wanna get you weirdos to calm down! I’m trying to HELP the school!”
I eyed him suspiciously, but I couldn’t do anything about him yet. I needed proof.
“Alright,” I said. “You can both go.”
Harvey and Sara walked away. Suddenly, Mike ran up to me.
“Kellen!” Mike cried. “I was writing down kids’ chapters for the case file, when I realized a common
thread!”
I sat down with him, and heard him out.
“Every time we go somewhere and do something, there’s always four constant people who show
up: Sara, you, me—since I’m writing the case file—and….Harvey. I have to conclude that Harvey
MUST be General Creasous.”
I sighed heavily. “Then we must talk to Tommy. It’s time to end this war, once and for all.”
Mike whipped out Origami Mace Windu. “May the Force be with us all.”
Chapter 4: The Truth Revealed
By Tommy and Chippy
CHIPPY
Now that our worst fears were realized, I reported in to the leader of the SF Protection League. It
was my first time doing so, and I was really nervous. I didn’t even know who he was, other than
he was a student at McQuarrie Middle School.
“Um, sir?” I slowly made my way inside the room, and found a lone student sitting at his desk. He
lifted his head.
“I already know. I sent Tommy and Foldy-Wan to dispatch of Harvey and the General during
lunch. He should be returning any minute now, with evidence, AND HARVEY, in tow…..Now, go
back to Zach and Eggbert. They will be pleased to hear the news.”
I began walking away, but I couldn’t help my curiosity. I turned around, wanting to find out the
identity of this student to whom I’ve pledged my allegiance.
I watched as he began scribbling furiously in his notebook. Under closer inspection, I recognized
the notebook. I gasped. He was scratching out different chapters of the Grievous case file.
“Don’t want anyone to see these,” he said. It might tip them off to my identity.”
“…General?” I cautioned a guess.
He nodded. “You were supposed to be out of the room….Oh well. I guess this was inevitable.”
He held up General Creasous from his pocket, and tilted his face into the light.
I stepped back. “Oh my gosh.”
TOMMY
I was sitting at lunch, trying not to draw any attention to myself, as I scanned the group of students
for Harvey. Kellen was off somewhere else, and Dwight was playing Flappy Bird with his nose
over at another table, so I was all alone. Sara walked up to me.
“Tommy,” she said. “I’m worried.”
“What is it?”
“I used to think Harvey was the guy with Grievous…” Sara took a shaky breath. “But I really don’t
think that’s the case anymore.”
I blinked. “Why? Did something happen?”
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Sara glanced around our table, I guess she was looking to see if anyone was listening. She pulled
me in close. “I just got a text from Chippy. He knows who the General is.”
“…And?” I wasn’t fond of being held in suspense.
“He didn’t tell me. He just told me to meet him this evening at Billy and Dom’s Pizza Parlor.”
I eyed her curiously. “You two aren’t….y’know….?”
“Oh my gosh, Tommy,” she rolled her eyes. “I’m NOT dating Chippy. He gave me his number so
that I could contact him if I needed help.”
“Oh? So he wants to be your Superman now??” I shouldn’t have been making such a fuss out of
things, but I admit, I felt pretty cheated by the SF Protection League. I mean, THEY put together
this case file. THEY appointed Mike instead of me to write it. And now Chippy starts flirting with
my girl?? Nu-uh!
I stood up from my seat. “I see Harvey.”
Sara followed my gaze, and we both watched Harvey step into the lunch line.
“I still think he’s behind all of this,” I said.
“Tommy,” Sara spoke with an edge to her voice. “Did you not just hear what Chippy told us??”
“Oh, you think Chippy is trustworthy??” I said. “Puh-lease. I wouldn’t be surprised if Chippy and
Harvey were working together. I mean, maybe he’s trying to throw us both off track?”
“That’s not like him, and you know it!” Sara’s voice grew louder.
“Shh!” I put a finger on her lips. She gave me a death glare. I ran over to Harvey, who was reaching
into his back pocket to grab some sort of origami finger puppet, and only had enough time to give
him a sneer before Sara held me back. She was really strong.
“Tommy! Stop!” Sara tried to calm me down. “It’s not him.”
I settled down. Harvey gave me a puzzled look, and held up an Origami General Grievous. It was
really lame, even for Harvey. He definitely didn’t fold it. It must’ve been sneaked into his back
pocket earlier.
“I’m being framed!” Harvey said. For once, I agreed with him. Sara walked away, and I sat back
down in my seat. Alone.
CHIPPY
“Mike?”
He lifted his head up from his work. “Chippy, I’ve been running my own SuperFolder Protection
League since that kid with the Fortune Clone showed up. I never thought I’d get so many people
at my disposal.”
“But, this means…”
“I lost my friend. Vanessa O’Brian. She joined the Bounty Hunters. Initially, she’d captured me
against my will. But when she was defeated, I was approached by V.”
“But,” I interjected. “Vanessa WAS V.”
“That’s the beauty part,” he said. “The leader of the Bounty Hunters known as V was not a singular
student. Vanessa was being blackmailed into covering for the REAL leader of the Bounty Hunters.
The wielder of Cut Bane. Anyway, I was approached by V. He, or she, offered me the position of
a lifetime. I could hang out with Vanessa as much as I wanted…We were going on dates, I
guess…and all I had to do was wield an Origami General Grievous and write a few intimidating
notes to my friends. I even hid an origami Grievous in Harvey’s pocket. Tommy would catch
Harvey, save the day, epic fanfare…and I would still get to hang out with Vanessa, without even
hurting any of my friends.”
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“Harvey will sure get hurt,” I said.
“Okay, that’s one problem…” Mike sighed. “But oh well. That’s for another day.”
He reached over to a walkie-talkie on his desk.
“Commander Aiden, the time has come,” he proclaimed. “Execute SPL Operation…Yavada.”
“It will be done, sir.”
I ran out of the room before Mike could stop me. But as I walked out of the door, two figures
loomed over me, casting their shadows over me. Eggbert and Zach.
“Sorry it had to go down this way,” Zach said with false pity. “But this school is under the SPL’s
control now.”
I ran back inside the room with Mike, and found him talking on the phone.
“Yes, Mrs. Yavada,” he said. “Thanks for the help, ma’am.” He set down the phone.
“Long story short,” he started. “Sweet old Principal Yavada was warned by the SPL a few weeks
ago, back when we got the first note from General Creasous. We decided together that if any
more vandals made their way into the school, that it would be the SPL’s job to defend the school.
Of course, what Mrs. Yavada doesn’t know won’t kill her.”
Tommy burst in through the door. “Where’s the SPL leader??” He demanded. “I have a bone to
pick with you! I believe that one of your own may be planning to vandalize the school…..” He
paused.
“Where’s the SPL leader?” Tommy asked. I pointed to Mike.
“Time to abandon ship,” Mike ran out of the room. Zach and Eggbert stood in front of the door.
“Stand down, vandals!” Eggbert said. “I should have known it was Tommy all along! He started
all of this when he stood up to the FunTime education system!”
“What??” Tommy cried. “I didn’t do any of this? What’s even going on??”
I had no idea what to do next. I didn’t know what would happen with Operation Yavada. I didn’t
know how or why V was able to trick Mike and the SPL into assisting the Bounty Hunters. But
there was one thing I did know. There was still good in Mike, and I was going to help destroy the
Splinter of the Mike’s Eye.
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EPISODE XVII
THE SPLINTER OF MIKE’S EYE
By Various SuperFolders

Chapter 1: Finding Mike
By Tommy
Mike left.
After a shocking confrontation between Chippy and Mike, we found out that Mike had secretly
been creating the SuperFolder Protection League—under the sinister command of the mysterious
Bounty Hunter known as V—and had planned an “Order 66”-type command, tricking all the kids
we thought of as friends, such as Eggbert and Zach—into thinking WE were vandals and bullies!
Now, I trusted Eggbert. He wasn’t evil when he blamed me. He just misunderstood the situation.
But Mike took full advantage of him. After being bad in baseball, I wondered how he was so
athletic, because he did a home base slide past the door Eggbert was guarding, and flew off. It
was like the scene where General Creasious got on his huge bike and flew away from Obi-Wan!
I looked around while I was running. There was not a doubt in my head: Mike was heading for the
doors. So I realized my advantage. Mike has his mom drive him to school. It was pretty late in the
school day, so Mike’s mom was probably either already in the parking lot, or she was still driving
there.
I ran outside and found Mike. His mom still wasn’t there. He glanced back at me, then pretended
to ignore me as he paced the sidewalk. I walked up to him, placing my hand on his shoulder.
“Dude,” I said. “Chippy told me everything. About the Bounty Hunters, Grievous, Vanessa…..”
“Don’t,” he said. “Don’t you say her name. You’re the one who actually bought into V’s scheme. I
would have expected you to make a case file to prove her innocence. I was waiting! And you did
nothing of the sort.”
His words stung. I guess I should have thought about it. But even he sounded pretty confident
about her being V when he was zip-lock tied in a corner and we saved him.
“But wait, if V blackmailed Vanessa,” I said. “Why the heck would you join HIM??”
“Tommy, it’s like in the Dark Empire comics,” Mike smiled. “I’m only playing into V’s game long
enough that I can make my OWN case file to deduce his identity!”
I gulped. “Mike, you know full well that it doesn’t work like that. You’ve witnessed what that’s like
firsthand. Remember when I pretended to join up with Tony, Ruth, and Arnold? And how it took
Sara to snap me out of it?”
Mike sighed heavily. “You’re right. I can’t face this alone. What do we do?”
I smiled. “I know exactly who to call.”
Chapter 2: The Plan
By Tommy
We met Jacob out on the playground. He was sitting on a small table with three different laptops,
and all of them appeared to have their webcams on.
“Good afternoon, Mr. Lomax,” Jacob greeted me in a business-y tone. I did a slight wave. I had
Mike with me. His head was down. “This is the Origami Jedi Council. I have been reporting to
them ever since I came back here to school.”
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“Whoa,” I gasped.
“The members of the council are; Ryan Knight of Williams Middle School,” He gestured to the first
laptop. It showed an African American kid with slick black hair. “Me,” he pointed to himself. He
turned over to the second computer. “Francesa Boyd of Tolkien Middle,” She I knew. Kellen and
I had ruined a budding relationship between her and- “Noah Jekan of Williams Middle, my
brother.” I gasped. I hadn’t seen Noah in over a month. I didn’t know if he held a grudge.
“Now,” Jacob began, “Let’s get started. Mike here has been charged with treason for wielding an
origami General Grievous and vandalizing the school.”
“Mike? Why?” blurted out Ryan.
Mike slurred angrily. “I had a good reason to…”
“And that is?” asked Frankie.
I started to speak. “Well, it all started with the Bounty Hunters…”
“Bounty Hunters?” Noah said with surprise. He sat back a little too far and the chair that he was
sitting on fell out from under him.
“Yes, the Bounty Hunters. Well, I guess it kinda started with V-”
“No Bounty Hunters. No V,” Noah quickly dismissed my claims. “Mike’s guilty. Case closed.” The
laptop broadcasting Noah turned off.
“Oh no…” Francesca moaned.
“What’s wrong?” Tommy asked.
“Noah’s experience with the Bounty Hunters was a bit, well, difficult,” Jacob said. “Every time
someone mentions the Bounty Hunters, he gets some…um… I guess you’d call it anxiety? Long
story short, Francesca and I decided to never mention it.”
“O-kay…..” Mike said. “So now we have one less guy to help us out. How are we gonna stop V
now?”
“Don’t worry,” Jacob said. “I have a plan. Tommy and Mike, you guys are gonna go investigate
this mystery about V. Once we figure out his identity, we can be that much closer to ending this
whole mess.”
“But,” I started. “Who’s gonna help clear our name? I’m not sure if you noticed, but if someone
says you’re a vandal on the loudspeaker, most kids believe it without question.”
“I know that full well, Lomax,” Jacob growled. “But look, just tell Kellen that it’s his job to clear your
names.”
“Anything else?”
Jacob sighed. “Well….May the Force Be With Us All.”
Chapter 3: A Humdinger Hummer
By Kellen
I was walking into the lunchroom, when I saw Sara, Lance, and Quavondo sitting at a table.
“Hey guys, what’s up?” I said.
Sara turned to me and said “Hey Kellen…” She kinda seemed gloomy.
“What happened?”
“Okay, look,” Sara sighed. “We have a problem. You see, the case files were stolen. But the weird
thing is that the person who stole them only took Episodes 7-16, and left a note.”
She handed the note to me. I picked it up, and began reading through it.
“Utinni.”
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I closed my eyes. “Great….Ruth’s back.”
“I have a bad feeling about this…” Sara grumbled. “V’s secret Bounty Hunters could have
consisted of anybody, which I guess includes people like Ruth. Who’s next? Harold Hummer?”
I began leaving the cafeteria with Lance and Quavondo when Luke Skyfolder was shot off my
finger by a paper airplane dart. I looked up to find—thanks Sara—Harold Hummer, with an origami
Gold Squadron of paper darts!
Lance rolled his eyes. “Not this garbage again.”
I ran past the flying darts, but a couple of them hit me. One of them actually gave me a nice paper
cut.
“Everyone, look!” Harold said. “It’s the Bounty Hunters! Kellen, Lance, and Quavondo!”
We all glanced at each other. I was told by Tommy that I was supposed to clear our names. All I
was doing was making the situation worse!
“Guys, listen to me!” I said. “You know us! We stopped FunTime, remember? We’re the good
guys here!”
Some students quietly considered this, but others kept booing and hissing. They began throwing
their food at us. A full-scale food fight had begun! I grabbed a couple packs of hot sauce from one
of the angry students. I’d keep it for later, just in case.
“Run, you must!” Fruitigami Yoda said from Dwight’s finger. “Handle these hooligans, I will!”
Dwight ate Yoda, stood up from his table, and began eating all the food that was being thrown, in
mid-air! We ran from the cafeteria, but Harold followed us.
We ran into the library, Harold following us, and bumped into Ruth.
“Excellent job, Harold,” he said. He was reading through our case files, and occasionally he would
blank out certain words or sentences. I tried to get a closer look, but Ruth snapped shut the case
file he was reading. “Hello, Kellen.”
I grumbled. “Ruth.”
Harold picked up a book from the shelf behind me. On its cover it said, “Star Wars: The Essential
Guide to Vehicles and Vessels”. Inside were marked pages. “We’re going to be making these bad
boys out of … Office Supplies!” cackled Harold, as he expertly turned a stapler into a Star
Destroyer.
“V will be very pleased….” Ruth said. I couldn’t move. If I did, Ruth might rip the case files into
pieces. I was trapped.
“Join us, Kellen,” Ruth said. “It is your destiny…”
“I’ll never turn to the Dark Side,” I smiled, whipping out my hot sauce packets. The two of us stood
still. If we moved, the case files would be gone and Ruth would be covered in Diablos’ sauce. I
stepped back, keeping my packets ready to squeeze and fire. I winked behind Ruth. Mrs. Calhoun
snatched the case files, and kept Ruth from going anywhere. I tried to block Harold, but he shoved
past me and made his escape.
Mrs. Calhoun handed me the case files—which had a couple things about the Drawa and the
Bounty Hunters blanked out from it, but not too much—and then she sighed. “Don’t worry, Kellen.
I’ll make sure everybody in the school knows you’re innocent. I’ll go report it on the loudspeaker
right away.”
Chapter 4: Chippy vs. Tommy
By Sara
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Tommy and I met up with Chippy at Dom and Billy’s Pizza Parlor. Chippy ordered us a small
pizza—Tommy was suspicious of this—and laid it down on the table.
“Mind if I pray?” Chippy said.
Tommy shifted uncomfortably, but I didn’t mind. After praying, Chippy sliced the pizza into three
equal pieces for each of us…well, he tried to. Tommy’s slice looked more like a pre-eaten pizza
boat than a pizza slice.
“Oh c’mon, man!” Tommy cried. “This is a new low! Even for you!”
Chippy looked confused. “Whoa, bro, what’s wrong? That’s MY slice.” He put the biggest slice in
front of me, and a pretty big slice in front of Tommy. He took the sliver. “I’m not really a pizza
person.”
I took a bite of my pizza. I choked and spit it out. I tried not to draw attention to myself, but Tommy
noticed.
“What’s wrong?” He said.
“Oh, um…” I stammered. “There was just, a, uh…hair in my pizza.”
Tommy glared at Chippy. The kid had long unruly blonde hair, kinda like Dwight’s. It could easily
get into stuff.
“Well well well,” Tommy said. “If it isn’t a blonde hair in Sara’s pizza. And OH! I don’t HAVE any
hair, so I couldn’t have been mine!”
“Tommy…” I growled. “I think it was MY hair.”
Tommy frowned. He knew full well that I was pretty ticked at him now. “Sorry.”
I gave him a caring look. I couldn’t be mad at him for long. Not with his cute smile and—
Tommy’s Comment: This was frankly so embarrassing for me, and I didn’t want Harvey
commenting about it, so I deleted most of it. But yeah, Sara thinks I’m pretty awesome.
“So Chippy,” Tommy said, awkwardly trying to change the subject from practically accusing poor
Chippy. “Any leads on V?”
“Yeah,” Chippy frowned. “I believe it was that kid with the cowboy hat. My spies found out that his
name was Vernon O’Brian. He was Vanessa’s brother. I thought maybe they were a brother/sister
duo on this whole thing…”
“What happened?” Tommy demanded. He had a vendetta with that kid. He’d actually helped lead
them straight to the Bounty Hunters the first time. But could that have been just a ploy to get them
off the Bounty Hunters’ track?
Chippy cleared his throat, and started his story.
Chapter 5: Vernon O’Brian
By Chippy
So, Arnold and I heard Lawrence and some bullies at lunch say that V and some new Bounty
Hunters were planning to personally fill the school with their vandalism. They were all meeting in
the art room. When we got there, I ducked behind a trash can. Arnold hid underneath a desk. I
didn’t see Bo-bag Fett. Instead, I saw Tony with Jango Felt, and some familiar bad dudes. But
their leader wasn’t Jango. It was…get this…Cut Bane. All the Bounty Hunters seemed to be
looking up to him, but the kid wielding Bane was blocked from my vision because all the other
kids were swarming him. He quietly waded through the group, and stood boldly away from them.
He was totally decked out like a Western cowboy dude. Striking black boots, dark skinny jeans, a
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navy blue vest over a brown shirt, and – like Tommy said – a cowboy hat was perched atop his
head. What his hat’s brim didn’t cover of his face was obscured by his long blond hair. He smirked.
“Howdy, ev’rybody,” he spoke with a Southern drawl. “Thank y’all for comin’ to this meeting. I am
Vernon…” He paused. “Hello? Who’s there?”
I held my breath. Had he noticed me?
“Yes, you!” he said. He walked closer to me, and kneeled down. Closer…closer…
“YOU!!” Vernon pointed a finger at…Arnold. “Who. Are. You?”
Arnold didn’t quiver or get scared or anything. Instead, he stood up, brushed off his pants, and
looked Vernon straight in the eye.
“I’m your newest recruit. Arnold Farrell. There’s a kid – a spy – hiding right underneath that desk.”
He pointed towards me. I was betrayed.
As soon as Vernon moved the desk, I ran. I bolted out the door before they could catch me.
Tommy’s Comment: I glared at Chippy. “Dude!”
“What?” Chippy looked uneasy.
“Why didn’t you tell us that sooner??” I bolted up from my seat, rode my bike home, and began
writing all of this down. Then I called up Mike.
“Hey man,” I said. “I think we’ve got him.”
Chapter 6: V
By Tommy
I walked into the Principal’s Office. Vernon was sitting in the principal’s chair.
“Howdy, Tommy,” he said in a thick Texas accent. “I guess we haven’t been formally introduced
yet. Name’s Vernon.”
I caught my breath. “You’re V.”
“Y’know, I never really had an interest in keeping my identity secret. That was Ruth’s idea. He’s
way too theatric sometimes. Weird.” He cleared his throat. “Anyway, yep. I run the Bounty
Hunters. Always have. Long story short, my sister Vanessa didn’t like what the school was doing.
She asked Origami Yoda for help. Yoda told her to make a club or a petition to try and change
the school’s mind about stuff, like the Origami Rebellion did. She made a club, and got people
like Lawrence, Gabe, Francesca, and Chuck to join in. Their idea was to bring their petition to the
Principal and see if the school would approve of their requests. The school didn’t care. The
Principal practically shrugged them off. I had a better idea than they did. I took a more—ahem—
drastic measure.”
“You vandalized the school,” I glared at him.
“Well, dang-nabbit, I guess that sums it all up,” he smiled. “I got Mike to be General Creasous. I
got Harold, Tony, Ruth, all those guys and more to be my pawns. I even blackmailed Vanessa
into pretending to be me. Lawrence helped, of course. He pretended to turn good, and pointed
that paintball gun straight at her. We made a good plan. Even ratted out the wimps. Y’see, Tommy,
ya’ll could’ve deducted my identity, and my plan still woulda worked. The secret of V was never
my identity. It was my plan.”
“Well, since the school’s already yours now,” I said. “Why don’t you just fill me in on your plan? It
doesn’t make much difference now anyway.”
I turned on Kellen’s recording-thingy from my back pocket. I’d need to have the truth recorded if I
was gonna get Vernon busted.
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“Shoot, why not?” Vernon grinned. He pulled out a couple chairs opposite each other and sat
down in one, facing me from a work table. “Sit down. Get comfortable. This story’s killer.”
I cautiously made my way to the seat, and sat down, carefully making sure not to stifle the
microphone segment of the recording-thingy.
Chapter 7: The Conversation
Transcribed by the recording-thingy
Vernon: Well, I guess it all began with my cousin Tony and his Jango Fortune. He sparked an
underground revolution in the school. Students were given fortunes that said things like, “the
school is failing,” or “you must take a stand.”
Tommy: So, your cousin made Vanessa and her friends nervous about everything, and then they
made their club, and you ruined it.
Vernon: Bingo.
Tommy: So…you ran this whole thing? You were V?
Vernon: C’mon. I told you this already. Sheesh.
Tommy: So, wait, can you just settle my conscience and say, “I am V?”
Vernon: I don’t have to. You just did.
[SCUFFLING NOISES. RECORDING-THINGY HITS THE GROUND.]
Vernon: Sweet niblets, I was right. You’re trying to blackmail me. But thank ye greatly, Tommy.
I’ll get Lawrence to edit the audio, to prove the terrible truth to all of yer friends: You were V all
along. And I, the heroic Vernon O’Brian, stopped you.
Tommy: No! Please!
Vernon: Sorry, Tommy, but this ends now—
[DOOR BURSTS OPEN.]
Mike: Say hello to my little friend!
[ORIGAMI DART HITS VERNON IN THE FACE. SCUFFLING NOISES.]
Mike: Tommy, I got the recorder! Let’s get out of here!
Vernon: Well played…well played…..But this isn’t over.
[RECORDER TURNS OFF]
Chapter 8: When Will This Craziness Ever End???
By Tommy
We had Vernon. Kellen’s Rebellion against “Operation: Yavada” worked out. And now, McQuarrie
was finally, FINALLY free from the Bounty Hunter vandals. Any kids left who had been part of that
operation—Lawrence, Harold, Ruth, even Mister Tony D. Struction himself—were forcibly
transferred to other schools. I’m just happy we didn’t have to resort to any of this stuff with
violence, or else we probably would’ve gotten in trouble too. (Well, okay, Mike threw an origami
dart at Vernon, but that can be justified).
We held our victory celebration in the Bounty Hunters’ old hideout, where we were allowed to Yub
Nub to our hearts’ content! Math Teacher Rabbski even joined in too!
Plus, we had another reason to celebrate! Since Mrs. Yavada obviously wasn’t really our principal,
we were given an announcement about our new McQuarrie Middle School Principal.
“McQuarrie students,” Mrs. Calhoun announced. “I’m thrilled to announce our new McQuarrie
Middle School Principal…Principal Howell!”
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Kellen’s screaming was music to Howell’s ears. He finally had his dream position. He laughed
loudly, and I couldn’t help but feel great. If Principal Howell was the worst of our troubles, well…
I’m sure the rest of this year will be just fine.
Or not.
“A disturbance in the Force, I feel,” Origami Yoda said. “A new prophecy, there is.”
We all circled around Yoda, and waited patiently for him to begin. But instead of Yoda, this time
Dwight told us the prophecy, in plain English. No Yoda talk.
“Yoda’s Bane is coming here,
The evil foe. McQuarrie’s fear.
The fate of McQuarrie will become dire,
At the return of the dreaded FUNpire.
A New Beginning will arise,
As Origami Yoda dies.”
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EPISODE XVIII
CUT BANE’S BOUNTY
By SuperDoodler CJ and SuperFolder JC

Chapter 1: The Girl, The Vandal, and the Musical
By Kellen
Tommy and I bolted down the hallways of the school, following the notorious Vernon O’Brian.
After his Bounty Hunter-scandal, Tommy was more determined than ever to catch him and bring
him to justice. (Well, to Principal Howell, at least).
Vernon’s shoes squeaked as he nimbly dodged the other students, making his way into the art
room. There, he had set up a HUGE water bomb, which would cost McQuarrie hundreds of dollars
to repair should it go off!
I tried to keep up, but I’ve never been much of a runner. Sucking in my gut, I plowed ahead past
the other students–if you read this, sorry about knocking over your homework, Lance–and we
cornered Vernon, who slipped on a banana peel left over from lunch, and fell into his locker. A
ton of stuff fell on top of him. Bo-bag Fetts, Deng-arts, IG-Mach88s, you name it. While Vernon
recovered, I wrote all of this stuff down, and I prepared to write down his confession.
“I got this from an old auction back home,” Vernon said. He grabbed something else from his
locker: a Western-style pistol. He pointed it straight at Tommy.
“Hasta luego, Lomax!” He fired. Tommy held his stomach in pain, and fell to the floor.
Dead.
“ALRIGHT PEOPLE!” Lunchman Jeff stepped on to the stage. “That was amazing! Tommy,
excellent death scene! And Vernon, you’re incredibly gifted at acting! With that kind of work ethic,
maybe Mr. Howell will let me dock a few community service hours off of your punishment!”
Vernon smiled. “Y’all hear that? Thanks! You sure are dandy, Mr. Lunchman Jeff, sir!”
I glared at Vernon. After his punishment, Tommy and I were still suspicious that Vernon was
planning something. But with all of his Bounty Hunter lackies transferred away to other schools,
he didn’t have any means with which to “take over the school, MWAHAHA,” or anything.
I walked outside of the theater, and picked up one of the fliers for the performance. Origami Yoda
and the Bounty Hunters. Mr. Howell was apparently really impressed with how we dealt with the
vandals (I didn’t even know he COULD show any emotion besides anger), so he authorized a
script—written by Holocron Keeper Mike—for an Origami Yoda musical drama! It went through
our sixth and seventh grade years through a couple music numbers, but the main plot of the story
was when the Bounty Hunters began vandalizing the school. Starting with Jango Fortune, we
went through each of our eighth grade case files, to find the subjects and characters that would
be used in the story. Vernon got to play himself—which was kind of embarrassing for him, being
considered the big baddie and all—but pretty much all of the students get to play their own parts.
Well, except for Harvey. He got into some trouble during Home EC last week, so his role was
changed into—guess who?—Harold Hummer!
“NOOOO!!!!” Harvey cried at the time.
I got to play myself, and actually, thanks to an AWESOME plot twist from Mike, I’m the main
character!
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At first you watch the show and you think, oh yeah, Tommy is the main character…but then,
Vernon shoots Tommy, and I become sort of the main character for the rest of the story! Totally
Stooktacular!
“Admiring my work?” Someone asked from behind me. Rhondella.
“YOUR work?” I looked at her quizzically.
“I made the fliers, see?” She snatched the paper from me and turned it over, pointing to the very
bottom of the last page. Fliers arranged and distributed by Rhondella Carrasquillo.
“Good job,” I said flatly. I began walking away, my heart pounding like a drum. I didn’t even like
Rhondella anymore, but I still get all antsy around her.
“Kellen, wait up!” Rhondella walked over to me, putting her hand on my shoulder. I resisted the
urge to shake her hand off of me, when she spoke.
“I’m sorry, okay? I acted like a total jerk and made you mad. I may not be in love with you or
anything like that, but I’d at least like us to try and make amends. Y’know, clean-slate.”
A couple moments of silence. I was kinda stunned.
“So you’re saying…you want us to still be friends?” I asked, my heart lifting.
She smiled. “Sure. That would be awesome.” She hugged me, and just as quickly walked away.
Maybe this would be really healthy for us, being friends again. But oh man…how am I gonna
explain all this to Remi??
Tommy’s Comment: Dude, it’s okay. I showed this chapter to Remi, and she completely
understands. She was actually pretty amazed that you immediately thought about her after that
experience. You’re all clear, kid!
Kellen’s Comment: Thanks Tommy!
Harvey’s Comment: Not only did I get casted as Harold Hummer, but they actually DELETED the
role of Harvey!! They said my role wasn’t critical to the plot! Ugh!
Chapter 2: Jango Wett and the Library Hold-up
By Sara
It started like any normal day at McQuarrie. Well, okay, not normal, but y’know. I was in the library
reading this book called “Stonewall Hinkleman and the Battle of Bull Run,” when it happened.
“Everyone hold their hands up and get out of this room!” said a kid with a Jango Fett voice changer
on. “Or the books get it.”
As he said this, he took out something out of a bag. It was paper’s worst fear… water balloons.
But not just any water balloons; water balloons with Jango Fett’s mask drawn on them with a
black Sharpie marker.
“Don’t test me, cause if you do…let’s just say I’m a crack shot,” he chuckled.
Everyone backed out of the room, even the librarian. That is, everyone except me. I ran behind a
book shelf, and took Han Foldo and the Fortune Wookiee out of my pockets. I was worried for the
books, and right then I needed some courage. I thought to myself, and remembered what I told
so many of the kids who asked Origami Chewbacca questions… Are you a wimp, or are you a
Wookiee??
I found my courage, and leaped up from my hiding place, confronting the Jango kid. It looked like
he was gathering together all the origami and Star Wars books, and he was about to drop some
Jango Wett water bombs on them. “Believe me, Sara,” he regarded me. I froze. “It’s all for greater
good of McQuarrie.”
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“Greater good or not, you’re going down!” I said.
I grabbed one of his Jango water balloons as evidence and zoomed out of the library. I ran until I
got to the Science classroom.
“Sara, where have you been?” said Tommy, who was passing by.
“I… Found… This,” I said while panting.
“What?” Tommy asked.
“Here, I’ll explain it to you,” I replied.
After I drank some water and rested a bit, I explained the whole thing to Tommy, and gave him
the water balloon.
“Thanks Sara. This might help my new case file a lot,” he said.
“You’re making another one about the Bounty Hunters?” I asked.
“Apparently so. I mean, even if Vernon truly is the only guy left who’s vandalizing the school, I
want to make this case file to pin him down, once and for all!”
Kellen’s Comment: Drat! I tried looking for the Star Wars Visual Dictionary, but it’s gone! Mrs.
Calhoun said that all the Star Wars and origami books got ruined, and Sara was too late. What
do we do now??
Harvey’s Comment: Celebrate that we won’t have anymore paperwads at school…..? Just a
suggestion.
Chapter 3: Cut Bane, Sockuss and the Lego Robotics Contest
By Harvey
Our First Lego League competition, which is a Lego Robotics contest, had finally come! Sara,
Tommy, and I had been working hard on our lego robot for the contest. We designed it after R2D2, and like him, he has two small hands that can hold stuff and press buttons! We call him L8G0D2 (pronounced LEGO-DEE-TOO), and I was expecting that he was going to win. That is, until
Cut Bane, Sockuss, and his robot, Jaws 1.5 entered the competition.
It was the day before the Lego Robotics contest. Our team name was the Rebels, and our robot
had to do several tasks that had to do with working on the Moon. In our pre-championship test
game, we had gained 450 points so far and we were in first place. But then this kid named Xavier
had his turn.
I hate to admit this, but his robot was really good. It did most of the challenges perfectly. And he
got a score of 470!
After he finished, Xavier came over to talk to us.
“Nice robot you got there,” Xavier said. “Y’know, with my programming skills and your genius
robot-building expertise, would you like to team up with me?”
I was going to say “most impressive!” But Tommy didn’t think so.
“No thanks, man,” he said. “I think Sara and Harvey trust me that I can still program this robot to
beat yours, ten-fold!”
I wanted to pulverize him right there and then, but Sara pulled me back.
“Okay then,” Xavier said. “May the best robot win.”
Near the end of the real competition the next day, we were tied at 900, and it was our last turn.
We were doing SPECTACULAR, when suddenly the robot started to spin around in circles. We
didn’t know what to do. Then I remembered something. Earlier that day, when Tommy, Sara, and
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I went to get a drink of water, we left the robot by the computer. Anyone could have walked over
to sabotage L8G0-D2!
Xavier and his team won first place, and we got second place. I guess that’s okay, but I was still
pretty mad. Not at Xavier, but at Tommy.
“Dude, I swear, Xavier was cheating!” Tommy whispered to me afterwards. “I saw him talking with
someone—I couldn’t tell who—a few days ago. I think he’s been receiving help from this guy the
whole time!”
The next day, I found two things taped to my locker. One was a sock, but it was drawn with a
Sharpie in order to look Zuckuss, a Star Wars bounty hunter. It had a note on it.
“Beware of my power, Harvey. I make you and your Darth Paper look like the sweetest kids ever.
Beware, Harvey, beware…”
And the other thing was—oh goodie—Cut Bane. A kirigami Bounty Hunter. Vernon walked past
me in the hall, and caught sight of Cut Bane. His eyes widened, and he dashed away into the
crowd silently.
Tommy’s Comment: This guy IS bad, Vernon or not! But why would a bounty hunter try beating
us in a FLL competition?
Chapter 4: A Hare-y Situation
By Sara (again)
Library books, Legos, origami—okay, that’s already kinda weird. But sabotaging and endangering
the life of a cute little bunny?? That’s just cold. I suppose we’ve told you guys about Hendricks,
our super sweet class pet bunny rabbit from music class? Well yesterday, we couldn’t find him.
Mrs. Johnson didn’t see Hendricks in his cage, which we’d set up carefully next to the closely
guarded CD that included our music for the Origami Yoda musical, and even though she told us
all not to panic, I panicked. I went over to Dwight, who took the same class as me, and asked
Origami Yoda for advice instinctively.
“Rejoice with those who search for Hendricks. Mourn him do not. Miss him do not. Find him, you
will, and something else as well…”
I went back into my classroom, searching Hendricks. You remember Sadie, that girl from my
church? She was in that class too. I still hadn’t really gotten to talk to her or anything yet. But
apparently, Harvey’s friend Isabel Jones had. They were fast friends, I guess. So Isabel helped
us out, and all three of us looked for Hendricks all around the school together. Kind of like a really
weird girls night out. Finally, we heard a high pitched shriek from the locker room next to us. We
bursted into the room, and all held our sides from laughing so hard. Harvey—dressed in a bath
towel—was utterly horrified by the awful terror of little Hendricks, who was licking his feet. Isabel
picked up Hendricks, cooed and snuggled with him for a bit, and took him back to his cage. Sadie
and I had finally bonded—just like Origami Yoda said about rejoicing—and Hendricks was safe.
But the CD wasn’t. In all of our frantic searching for Hendricks, somebody took the CD for the
musical, and in its place was a Cut Bane puppet. Oh great. The only thing I was still trying to
figure out…who unlocked Hendricks’ cage in the first place? Who wielded Cut Bane?
Tommy’s Comment: I think I can answer Sara’s question… Because I think I know who unlocked
Hendricks’ cage, and ruined the library books, and sabotaged the Lego contest, AND the one
person who could truly be considered “Yoda’s Bane” from the prophecy!
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Harvey’s Comment: Dude. It’s Vernon. That’s obvious. Can I please just go and catch him in the
act?
Tommy’s Other Comment: Uhh…okay. By all means, do that. But Vernon is gonna be doing the
Origami Yoda musical with us tonight. I mean, if he tries to mess up the show, you can stop him,
but I think Vernon’s probably smarter than to vandalize the school in front of a huge audience of
parents.
Harvey’s Other Comment: Whatever. On a side-note, anyone else noticing how dull and boring
this is anymore? I mean, there’s barely any mystery left in these mysteries! It’s always the new
kid’s fault, or the old bully, or whatever. There’s no big shocking bad guy reveal or anything. It’s
just shoddy. That’s all I have to say about it. And in five minutes, I’ll have this case file wrapped
up, sent to Mr. Howell, and have Vernon transferred out of here forever. Just watch. Or, uh, read.
Chapter 5: Opening Night
By Tommy and Harvey
TOMMY
Finally, after all of our preparation on this musical, it’s all coming together! Arnold got the lights
into position, Jack took his position by the doors to give out our pamphlets, and the actors and I
were all getting our costumes on backstage.
Just as I was putting the finishing touches on my wig for the first song, I bumped into Vernon.
“Oh,” I said. “Hey Vernon.”
He smiled. “Howdy, Tommy. So hey, I was just thinking… I was bein’ a real jerk this whole time,
trying to get this here school in trouble. But I’m sorry. I’ve changed now. And to be honest, I’m
finally starting to see why you guys like this school. It really isn’t so bad, is it?”
I chuckled nervously, but Vernon assumed it was in good nature.
“Well, Tommy,” he said. “I think it’s time we finally put all of this Bounty Hunting stuff behind us.
Pals?” He reached his hand out to shake mine. I shook it.
I know it felt a little weird, but maybe this whole thing really was over now.
Vernon pulled me in close. “I have something REALLY IMPORTANT to tell you,” he whispered in
my ear. It’s funny, it took me back to when he first whispered to me, “the map is the key,” when
we first met last month. Boy, maybe we really just misjudged these guys. And even though they
were punished for vandalizing, maybe now they’re happy at their new schools. Maybe they made
some mistakes along the way. Heck, we did too. But tonight really was the night to show
everybody that we’d all made amends.
“Break a leg,” Vernon said.
I instinctively winced, but then I understood what he was saying and smiled, as I walked out onto
the stage for the first music number.
For the whole first act of the play, everything went great! It was totally STOOKTASTIC!! The
music—thanks to Mr. GoodCleanFun and Mrs. Rabbski super-quickly making a backup CD—was
brilliantly executed, the costumes were perfect, the actors were great—even Harvey as Harold
Hummer—and Vernon…well….. Even he did an excellent job!
Y’know, Harvey, I have no idea what you were so worried about!
HARVEY
I’m sorry, but this is just pathetic. Once again, Tommy’s been fooled by the misdirection of a mad
genius kid. As we took our intermission, I followed the sound of Vernon’s squeaking boots to the
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prop closet. And what do you know? Vernon was standing in the prop closet, wearing that Jango
Fett voice changer Sara saw. And he also had something in his backpack that looked like… oh
great. One of those Fourth of July smoke bomb-thingies. He saw me and gave me an evil grin,
then sprinted off. I knew what I had to do.
I chased Vernon through the theater, dodging students, teachers, and a grilled cheese sandwich.
On a side note, hey, who threw that??
He was fast, especially for a kid in cowboy boots, which are obviously not easy to run in. I could
barely see him, but his ginormous Jango helmet was easy to see over the crowd. Finally, he ran
around a bend. When I reached the bend, he was gone. I stopped a moment, resting my legs. I
saw a door cracked open, shining a small ray of light into my eyes. It was the basement door. (I’d
almost forgotten McQuarrie HAD a basement. Nobody ever goes down there besides Janitor
Phil….)
I walked down the stairs to the basement. I saw light and noises coming from one part of the
large, eerily quiet room. I sneaked towards that area to see Vernon messing with the air
conditioner machine. Around him was OUR Lego robot, who was holding our musical CD that
was lost! Vernon must’ve been trying to frame us, too!
“Gotcha!” I said, locking my arm around his neck.
“Huh?” he said with surprise. His voice was completely masked by the voice-changer. I’m really
starting to hate those things.
“What are you doing?” I screeched into his ear. Well, his ear-area. I hadn’t gotten his helmet off
of his head yet.
“Oh, just setting off this smoke bomb into this air conditioner machine, causing smoke to enter
the theater and ruin the show. How ’bout you?”
“You’re despicable,” I sneered.
“Why, thank you. Y’know…You could always join me.”
“Stop the smoke bomb, and I’ll think about it.”
“Eh…” Vernon’s voice gained an ominous edge. “Enough small talk.”
He lit the smoke bomb-thingy, and blue-ish white smoke blew into the air conditioner machine,
fanning it throughout the school. The fire alarms blared ahead, and…oh no…. I was drenched in
seconds, thanks to the automatic sprinklers installed in the school ceilings.
“Well then,” water droplets slowly dripped from Vernon’s Jango helmet. “I must be going.”
Vernon lit a second smoke bomb, and this one fogged up my glasses, making it virtually
impossible to see anything. When the smoke lifted, he was gone.
Alone, I whipped out my iPhone from my pocket. The front camera had been peeking out of my
pocket the whole time. I caught everything on tape, to prove what he had done. But what I HADN’T
proved was that the Jango kid was Vernon. I still had to do that.
TOMMY
The smoke began rising onto the stage, which worried me. Had there been a fire?
Harvey ran up to me, panting.
“Dude, you’ve got to believe me…” He paused, looking behind me.
“What?” I said. I turned around, and saw Vernon looking around the floor for something.
“Hey, Vernon!” I said. “Whatcha looking for?”
“Umm…” Vernon’s voice quivered slightly. “I think somebody took my boots, can you help me
look for ’em?”

114

I began to walk over to help him, but Harvey put his arm in front of me.
“Tommy….this is bad,” he said. “Vernon couldn’t have had time to get back up here, dispose of
his backpack and helmet, and return to his stage position.”
“Which means…?” I sighed.
“Vernon isn’t the Bounty Hunter. He’s not Yoda’s Bane.”
Vernon’s eyes widened. “What….did….you….just….say?”
“Yoda’s Bane,” Harvey repeated.
“Oh…oh no….” Vernon said. “Not her.”
Harvey and I were silent, waiting for him to explain.
“My partner,” he said. “She and I both came up with the Bounty Hunters… Here, lemme just show
you.”
Vernon pulled out a piece of paper that was taped to the inside of his hat. Before Vernon could
explain more, the girl with the Jango helmet burst onto the stage. Vernon quickly slipped the piece
of paper back into his hat, and bolted towards the girl.
With the blue-ish white smoke rising, and a girl dressed as a Bounty Hunter coming on the stage,
I guess all the adults thought it was part of the script. (Mike had been kinda big on making lastminute changes, so it wasn’t past the realm of possibility).
Vernon chased the Jango girl, until she tripped over one of the microphone wires and fell into a
HUGE IG-Mâch88 we decorated for the show. Covered in newspaper and glue, she waved her
arms and kicked frantically to get out, and accidentally knocked her helmet off of her head. Before
we could even register what she looked like, she pulled Vernon in front of her, reached into her
pocket, put something in her mouth, and she and Vernon disappeared.
Everybody gasped and applauded. I guess the show was over, because most of the parents stood
up and gave a standing ovation. My dad, even though he was still sitting down, gave me a firm
nod, signaling pride.
“So this is how liberty dies,” Murky/Pad-me said. “With thunderous applause.”
Kellen and Rhondella went over to both the curtain ropes and closed the curtain. Looks like Kellen
and Rhondella really have gotten over all of their awkward stuff.
But anyway, Murky was right. With a secret Bounty Hunter in our school, and without Vernon to
help us, we probably still had a lot of work to do…..
Chapter 6: The Note
By Tommy
After the show, we were all helping Janitor Phil clean up the theater. Harvey was whining about
how he was barely in the first act, and the Quadruplets weren’t even IN the first act, so all of their
hard work was as good as wasted. But I wasn’t complaining. At the very least, our work proved
Vernon was innocent. And even though we weren’t sure how trustworthy of an ally he was, we all
knew that we had to find and help him.
I was picking up some of the paper mâché stuff from our IG-88 prop, trying to throw it all away,
when two pieces of paper slipped out from the bottom of IG. Vernon’s note and a Cut Bane. I
picked the note up, and began reading it.
On the top, Vernon wrote, “This was written by my mom. I kinda ripped this out of her
journal….sorry).
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Lil’ Vern was born in Texas and lived there for most of his childhood. He moved to Virginia with
us, and he didn’t like it a bit. He had always become the target of school bullies—even his own
cousin Tony! Heh! I suppose I really am the better mother. Take that, sis!—And in middle school,
it wasn’t any better. He kept yammering about some kid named Zack who kept bullying him, but
when he heard of this—err—Paper Yoda puppet, he wanted to ask him advice about his troubles.
I don’t personally think a silly puppet could do anything for him, but I mean, I guess that’s what
some child therapists use, so it can’t be that bad.
But Vernon came home in tears one day, because the kid with the Yoda puppet wouldn’t give him
advice! He made up some lame excuse about baked beans or something!
Because of the rough environments in the school, we moved Vernon to a private school, where
he would be accepted and special. Tippett Academy. Oh, the teachers just loved Vernon! They
wouldn’t stop gushing! It was such the perfect place for a boy like him!
But then one day, Vernon began fuming in the car. I guess that kid with the Yoda puppet had also
transferred schools, and all the attention was being taken away from Vernon! My poor wittle
wuvable Vernie!
And in the same month our car broke down, we had a house fire, and my husband broke his leg.
With all the money we had been spending, Tippett Academy was out of the picture. So we sent
Vernon back to McQuarrie. We thought that without that Yoda kid around, maybe Vernon would
have a better time there.
But by the time Vernon came back, guess who was also back?? That same infuriating kid! I tried
calling up his mother, but she barely seemed able to carry a full conversation, much less raise a
child. And oh, I also found out that this kid, Dwight, is being raised without a father figure. That
would explain his attitude!
Anyway, when Vernon got back to McQuarrie, Dwight was causing this full-blown rebellion or
something! Vernon didn’t take any part in these horrible activities, but he did try and report the
students to Principal Rabbski. But instead of actually listening to him, Rabbski practically shut him
out!
“I’m very busy right now, Vernon??” What kind of lame excuse is that? This boy is subject to
bullying and torment! Doesn’t anybody care???
Finally, my daughter Vanessa tried to help. I don’t know who she talked to or what she said, but
apparently somebody “wise” told her to start a club that petitioned against McQuarrie’s unfair
treating of students, as well as their learning! McQuarrie was stifling their creativity!! I was so
proud of my two children, making this club together. But slowly, Vanessa began complaining
about the club, and how Vernon had changed and ruined it. She called Vernon a “vandal.” Can
you believe that?? My poor innocent Vernie, a vandal? I grounded Vanessa for a month because
of that. (Though she still tried to hang out with some guy…. I kinda liked that kid. He was kinda
sensitive and wasn’t afraid to cry, just like Vernon).
But Vernon and his new friend…um…. I forget her name, but she and Vernon had become really
good friends. (Maybe more than friends? That would be really good for Vernon’s self-esteem
issues). But she and him would hang out all the time, and they even made their own little Star
Trek puppets (Harvey’s note: STAR WARS!!!) of “The Banes,” I guess they were. There was Cut
Bane, and um… Something else, but I don’t remember the name.
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But now, Vernon is getting community service as a punishment? What?? This whole school
system is outrageous and unfair! Maybe I should be the one making the rebellion….. I’m gonna
make some calls.
Harvey’s Comment: Please excuse me while I puke when I read words like, “wittle wuvable
Vernie….” BLURGHELOPLAAARRRGHHHHH!!!!
Tommy’s Comment: Agreed! But now we know a little more about what’s going on with Vernon.
But we still don’t know exactly WHAT Cut Bane’s Bounty is.
Cut Bane’s Bounty
By Kellen
The next morning, it was dark and damp outside. The sky was grey and cloudy. And the worst
part was that we—the McQuarrie students—were all stuck standing outside of the school, in the
cold, all itching to figure out what was going on, and why we couldn’t go inside the school.
Remi walked up to me. “Hey, Kellen.”
I turned towards her and smiled. “Oh, hi Remi!”
“Look,” she said, her expression serious. “What’s going on with you and Rhondella? I read your
case file, and I understand what Tommy told me, but Kellen, I want you to give me a straight
answer.”
“Uhh…” I paused. “What?”
“Do you love her?” Remi asked. The question hung in the air a few moments. Apparently, I wasn’t
fast enough to reply, because Remi’s eyes began watering, and she began walking away. I felt
like running after her, but I knew that wouldn’t really help anything. I mean, Rhondella and
I….we’re….we’re….. I just don’t know. I like her a lot. But I also really like Remi. They’re both so
different and both so cool….
Principal Howell stepped outside of the school, looking ghostly pale. In all my years messing with
Mr. Howell, I’d never seen him look like this.
“Attention, everybody,” he said. “I have a very important announcement to make.”
The crowd of students hushed instantaneously. Mr. Howell walked down the couple steps, to our
level. He sighed.
“Due to our attempts to repair the incredible damage caused by the recent acts of vandalism in
McQuarrie—the red and yellow paint on the lockers, the fire-protection sprinklers going off, the
food fights and paintball guns—McQuarrie’s budget is at an all-time low. And if nothing
changes…..” He gulped. In that moment, we finally grasped the true horror of Cut Bane’s Bounty.
A plan that must’ve gone back to when Vernon felt bullied. Before Jango Fortune. Before the
FunTime Menace. Maybe even before Darth Paper.
Howell’s voice cracked.
“McQuarrie Middle School will have to close down.”
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EPISODE XIX
HEIR TO THE FUNPIRE
By SuperFolder Noah

The End Is Nigh
By Tommy
As if we didn’t have enough problems.
After the Bounty Hunters and Cut Bane’s attack, the entire school was vandalized, the foundation
was somehow even CRACKED, tables in the lunchroom were overthrown…in layman’s terms,
McQuarrie was a dump.
McQuarrie is about to be shut down. Closed. Bye bye, students. See you later.
No matter what we’ve gone through here, be it weird advice-taking, or obnoxious Vader-shaking,
or FunTime rebelling, I do NOT want this place to close their doors. It just won’t happen.
So, I bet you are a little tired of all the case files lately, but they have been important. This one is
no different. It will chronicle events of late, and
something tells me that the end is near. So, enjoy.
The Revenge of the Edu-Fun
By Tommy
Today was horrid. Just before homeroom, I was in the library, talking with Kellen, trying to
communicate with Dwight, and goofing off in front of Sara, when I glanced out the door of the
highway and saw a person I thought I would never see again.
Dr. Karl Blonsky, founder of FunTime.
He was walking down the hall in the direction of the Principal’s office. Kellen caught my gaze and
saw who I was looking at.
“I have a bad feeling about this,” Kellen moaned. I nodded. This could end badly.
I slunk out of the library, followed by Kellen and Sara and Harvey (They had noticed my worried
glance as well). We stopped outside of Principal Howell’s office, and luckily the door was slighty
open so we could hear what was going on.
“As you see, Gorman,” We heard Dr. Blonsky say, “McQuarrie Middle School is losing money
fast. If you would just agree to my deal-”
Howell cut him off. “I know we are. But Edu-Fun is NOT how we as a school are going to comply.”
“Just consider my deal, Howell-”
“OUT!”
Dr. Blonsky slunk out of Howell’s office. He had an easel wth a large pad of paper with him, so
this wasn’t a good sign. Us four walked into Howell’s office. He looked angry. I mean, more than
usual. And that’s never good.
“What was that guy doing here?” Harvey asked.
“Or more importantly,” Sara asked, “What was with the easel?”
Principal Howell sighed. “After that Vernon kid and his whole Bounty Hunter thing, McQuarrie has
been almost been brought down to the ground. Windows were smashed, lockers have been
destroyed, the school has gotten about three paint makeovers, and overall she is basically cuput.”
“Then what was Dr. Blonsky doing here?” Harvey asked again.
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“Edu-Fun wants to help us rebuild McQuarrie for free.”
I gasped. “But I thought the Edu-FUNpire were bad guys! That’s awesome!”
“Hold it,” Howell stopped me. “They want to help us on one condition; we bring back FunTime and
don’t get rid of it.”
“We’re not gonna go back, are we?” Kellen asked, flabbergasted.
“Listen, kids,” Mr. Howell spoke in a softer tone than we’d ever heard him use. “I won’t let you kids
go back to that program. But that might just mean that McQuarrie’s time is up.”
“Blu-Ray NOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!” Kellen screamed.
“Mr. Howell,” Sara started, “What if we raise the money to fix the school ourselves?”
“Hmm?”
“I mean like fundraisers and stuff like that, and maybe we could have like a craft sale, or…um…We
could even have a Penny Jar, disguised as Jar-Jar Binks!”
“Sara, I like that idea,” Howell commented. “Except for Penny Jar-Jar Binks. I hated that guy.”
“Ditto!” Harvey butted in.
I decided to add to her idea. “And we could get Dwight to make some origami guys and we could
sell them!”
Howell actually smiled. I had never in my life seen him smile. “These are some good ideas. You
guys can be in charge. You are the official McQuarrie Middle School fundraiser committee.”
We all grinned. This is gonna be fun.
Penny Jar-Jar Binks
By Kellen
I got started in Art class.
I told Remi about this whole thing, and how Tommy, after the talk, had commissioned me to make
Penny Jar-Jar Binks, so I asked Mr. Howell (who is also the art teacher) if we could make Jar-Jar.
He said we could after the lesson, which was making some really cool mosaics, and they didn’t
take long, so we got on it really fast.
Remi got a jar from a cabinet and I drew out the shape on an orange piece of paper. I cut out the
shape and got a glue stick and went all over the back. I pasted it to the jar and Remi drew JarJar’s face. She wrote ‘Penny Jar’ on the lid.
We put it on the Art desk. Mr. Howell called the other students, who were working on they’re own
stuff.
“Students, as you may know, McQuarrie is losing money.” Some students sighed, others nodded,
and others punched their desks. Even though McQuarrie had some rough times, these kids loved
their school. “But, a group of kids, including Kellen, have decided to start different fundraisers to
save the school. This is the first of many.” He gestured to Jar-Jar. “This here is Penny Jar-Jar
Binks. He will be collecting loose change from you students and we are hoping to get him so full
that this happens:” He pulled Jar-Jar’s tongue, which was a separate piece of paper, and a hole
was shown. If it was full enough, the money would spill out the hole. We added that for fun. “So,
who is ready to help?”
Some hands shot up, others shrugged. Remi and me dropped two coins in to help start it. Howell
continued. “And I will set it out in the main hallway with a slip of paper that explains it, so other
students can help.”
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Four kids got of their seats and dropped some coins in; 3 quarters, 1 nickel, 5 dimes, and 2
pennies. Hopefully, this was the start of something big. Even if it only started with a dollar and two
cents.
Amy and Lance and Movie Night
By Amy
Sara, being the head of the fundraiser committee, asked me to be in charge of the movie night
for the fundraisers.
So, Lance and I rigged an old time projector thingy to the school (we used LOTS of extension
cords) and got a bunch of Star Wars DVDs. So it was set.
“So, can we start the movies now?” Lance asked at 4:00.
“No. The time we’re setting it up is 8:00,” I said.
“Oh,” he said.
“By the way, did you set up the sheet so we can watch the movie?”
“What sheet?”
Sometimes I just don’t know about that boy. LanLan really needs to start remembering things.
So. We scrambled around trying to find a big white sheet to watch the movie on. Lance finally
found one at my house and ran to the school (We live like a block away from the school). Me and
Lance, with the help of Tommy and Sara, rigged the sheet in between two big trees. I turned the
projector on to test it and it worked.
By now it was like 7:00 (I took me 3 HOURS TO FIND A SHEET!!!!) and everything for the actual
movie was ready. I had asked Kellen to make a really awesome poster at the front of the school
for advertisement (of course showing the admission fee of $2.00 a person) and Tommy had set
up a toll booth in front of the movie. It looked really good.
Suddenly, Lance came running up to me arms waving.
“WE HAVE NO POPCORN!!!!” He yelled. I face palmed. That was my responsibility. And with the
whole sheet thing, I had completely forgotten. it was 7:30, and people were arriving in 30 minutes.
Dwight, who had come out there and was just watching us while trying to stick his entire hand in
his mouth, apparently heard our problem, and came running up. Origami Yoda was already on
his finger.
“To the kitchen you must go!” Dwight pointed to the kitchen’s back door, which was several feet
away.
“But Origami Yoda,” I said, “The kitchens closed.”
“Amy,” Lance butted in, “Has Origami Yoda ever let you down?”
“Yes.”
“To the kitchen you MUST go!!!” Origami Yoda screeched.
“Fine.”
Me and Lance walked up to the door, and just as I was about to knock, Lunchman Jeff walked
out. He held several bags of stuff.
“Hi LJ! What’re you doing here?” Lance asked.
“Oh, just bringin’ some bags of popcorn home. I was cleanin’ the kitchen. I was hoping someone
might be able to use them, like maybe for a snack or somethin’, but no one wanted to. So, back
home they go.”
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“Hey, could we use them?” I asked. I gestured to the projector and the sheet. “It’s for the
fundraiser.”
“Oh, sure! I’ll go pop it! And I have some seasoning somewhere….” LJ closed the back door to
the kitchen. He came back 15 minutes later with several bowls of nice fluffy popcorn. I nodded to
Dwight, who was again trying to stuff his hand in his mouth.
Needless to say, our movie marathon was a hit. We made $46.00! That was a nice edition to the
fundraiser. McQuarrie is that much closer to being saved.
Edu-Fun and the Money Mistake
By Harvey
Admittedly, the idea to have a Star Wars marathon in McQuarrie’s front yard was good. Even
Howell tuned in for the short time that it was on. But some other people didn’t think so.
Like, ten minutes into Episode 1, this black limo drives up, and this guy who looks really businessy climbed out. He had sunglasses and his hair was gelled and whatever. He walked up to the
projector we had running and turned it off, at the exact moment that Qui-Gon throws Jar-Jar under
the MTT (I still think that Qui-Gon should of just left that sorry excuse of a Gungan anyway). All
the parents and kids watching turned around, saw the guy, and started complaining.
Then the guy grabbed the cash register that Tommy was using in the toll-booth, emptied it into
his pocket, and turned around.
“Hey! What’s the big idea?” I yelled.
He sighed that grown-up sigh they have when they think a kid doesn’t understand something, and
they think they do.
“You are airing a copyrighted movie without the consent of the company. And you are making
people pay to see it,” He replied.
Mr. Howell walked up to him. “Who are you?”
“That is easily answered. I am Greg Farland, and I make sure that operations like this are not
going on.”
“But they made that money!”
“Illegally. So, not only am I taking your students’ money, but I’m also fining the school here for
letting it pass.”
“Letting it pa- I had no idea about this, and niether did they!” Howell growled.
“Sorry Grouchy. Here’s the bill.” He handed Howell a slip of paper and walked back into his car
and drove off. He is officially on my most despised people list. Top 2. Right under maybe Soapy
the monkey.
Mr. Howell sulked back to his seat and told everyone what had happened. Then another car drove
up, one with Gizmo and Prof. FunTime plastered on the side door.
“Oh Bantha dung,” I groaned.
Suit Guy—oh great—stepped out and he looked all spiffed up. Y’Know, I would bet Darth Paper
that he was the guy that phoned “Greg Farty” down here in the first place.
“Howell, I heard you got fined again?” Suit Guy asked blandly.
“And you would want to know?”
“Please, take my offer. It’s the best one you got. I mean, these kids aren’t doing anything to
change their school. But the Edu-Fun system can.” We all wanted to punch him. Okay, he replaces
Greg Farty as the 2nd.
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“Fine,” Howell sighed. We all gasped. This wasn’t good.
“You have made the right decision, Howell. Our FUNdraiser will be able to continue. I shall send
you the FunTime DVDs in due time.”
Origami Yoda and the Return of the Rebels
By Tommy
We slunk into class the next day sulking about the night before. FunTime of course had not arrived
yet, and we had a few moments to hold our breath, but we couldn’t shake the fealing that we
would have to face the insidious calculator again. Even Mr. Howell was even angrier than usual.
He didn’t say anything though. So all of the former Rebels met in the library after school.
“We need to shut down FunTime for good,” Mike said as he slammed his fist down on the library
table.
“Well duh,” Harvey sniped as he leaned back in his chair. “The question is how?”
“We need to get serious with this fundraiser. We need to combat Edu-Fun’s FUNdraiser for real
now,” I said.
“And I know just when to do it,” Amy interrupted. “I learned that Edu-Fun has tricked a ton of
different schools into this. And their county-wide X-Treme-FUNdraiser(TM) is this Tuesday night.
So we have a perfect night to combat.”
“But that’s tonight!” I yelled. I turned to Dwight. Origami Yoda sat on his finger just waiting for a
question.
“Origami Yoda,” I asked, “Do you think we should do this?”
Origami Yoda nodded. “Follow through with this plan, you must. Destroy the Edu-FUNpire once
and for all, we must.”
“Great!” Harvey started, “I have been waiting to deal with Suit Guy ever since he called Yoda
“yoga!”
“The real question is,” Origami Yoda said. “Ready are you to wield the Origami Rebels again?”
Cheers went up as they held up the Rebel Alliance puppets. I forgot the sensation of leading my
friends into battle. It gave me a sense of pride that they, including Harvey, follow my leadership.
The Rebels were back in action, baby!
Tonight
By Harvey
I feel exhilrated. It has been forever since I held Anakin SkyFolder. It feels so good!
We walked in to the high school. So many things had happened in the high school’s library.
Dwight’s banishment, the Rebel Attack, Rabbski saving the day. But today they had their stuff in
the giant gym they have. And today another event would happen; Edu-Fun would be completely
and utterly destroyed.
Howell led us to our seats, and told us to behave when our thing came about. It was only the four
of us; me, Tommy, Kellen and Sara (no Dwight and Paperwad Yoda), but we still stood tall.
There were a bunch of folding chairs spanning the entire gym, and the lights were off, except for
several trained on the stage, which made them look like spotlights. Suit Guy stepped onto the
stage. He straightened his tie, and started talking into the mic.
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“Hello, Lucas County School Board, teachers, students and faculty. I am Charles Beckerman,
superintendent of the school board. Tonight is the annual Edu-FUNdraiser, put on by our friend,
Dr. Karl Blonsky, CEO of the Edu-Fun Corporation.”
A bunch of people clapped as the other guy, Dr. Blonsky, walked onto the stage. I thought I’d
never see him again.
“Thank you, Charles. This fundraiser is for schools who have seen better days. At Edu-Fun, our
focus is not only on helping students with our FunTime program, but it is also helping the schools
themselves and paying for any damage to the school or school property. Today the schools we
are volunteering to help are Nolan and McQuarrie Middle Schools. But of these two schools, our
main focus tonight will be on McQuarrie.
“Lately, they have been making tough choices, starting with the decision to not use the pilot
program of FunTime, AKA Time to Focus on The FUNdamentals, which, in my opinion, is the
decision that started all of this trouble. Then many student vandals ruined large portions of the
school, leaving their budget amiss. So, who is looking to help support them in this FUNdraiser?
All in favor, say aye.”
Before anyone could say anything, Howell nodded to Tommy. That bald kid stood up with as much
dignity as he could muster (and believe me, there wasn’t much dignity in him to begin with), and
at the top of his lungs, shouted “NAY!” Blonsky turned his head in Tommy’s direction.
“Excuse me?” he asked, looking insulted. “This is hardly the time to be—”
Tommy interrupted him, got up from his seat, and ran up to the stage. “The reason you do these
fundraisers isn’t for the school!” Tommy yelled, really angrily.
Sara, Kellen and I ran up to join him. “The only reason you did this for our school is to force us
into using FunTime again, so you get more money!”
“Young man,” Blonsky said, irritatedly. “We will NOT be discussing this topic again. Why don’t you
just sit down—”
Hey, wait a minute!” Interrupted Suit Guy, who had been watching from the sidelines. “You’re the
kids who were very rude when we recommended Xtreme-Fun for your school, correct?”
“Yes sir,” Tommy said. “And no. We were just being honest. It’s that bad.”
“Oh, don’t even start….”
Tommy continued. “Mr. Beckerman here told our principal several days ago that Edu-Fun would
pay for all the damages that the school attained lately, on one condition; Edu-Fun would force
FunTime on us, and we had to keep it forever this time. I bet that they made that same exact deal
with Nolan Middle School too.”
“Young man, sit down this instant!” Suit Guy yelled. He was getting mad. This wasn’t going to end
well.
Suddenly…
By Sara
Suddenly, a member of the school board stood up. “I agree with the young boy!” she yelled. “I
have seen firsthand on sveral different occasions that FunTime isn’t all you people make it out to
be. In fact, I have seen many schools’ test-scores DECLINE because of it!”
A man sitting next to her stood up too. “Brenda is right! This program is horrid, the tests are
inferior, and that singing calculator is mind-numbing!”
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Dr. Blonsky’s face glazed. His empire was being destroyed all around him. “I assure you that
Xtreme.Fun will adress all issues with the first version-”
“Yes, because everyone wants to see Gizmo in 3D!” another man groaned.
Soon enough, everybody got up and started spouting different reasons that FunTime is horrible.
(Pretty much what we’ve been trying to say since the beginning). Dr. Blonsky looked like he
wanted to crawl under a rock. I could see Mr. Howell giving us the thumbs-up.
Blonsky walked up to the microphone and started talking again. “I assure you all that our brainenhancing systems will-”
“WORKSHEETS!!!!!” Everyone in the room yelled.
This would be a day long remembered. It has seen the end of FunTime, and soon it would see
the end of Dr. Blonsky.
Tommmy got up to the mic. “Everyone who has bought FunTime, demand refunds or they’ll come
back stronger than ever!”
Everyone followed his orders. It was actually very fun to watch. You go, hon!
A little bit later, after everyone had left the gymnasium, the four of us stayed behind as we waited
for our parents to pick us up, with supervision from Howell, who was talking with Suit Guy.
“That was awesome!” Kellen exclaimed. He started humming Yub-Nub. Harvey joined him.
“So, that was interesting,” Tommy said as he turned towards me. We sat on the stage, legs
dangling.
“You were pretty great up there,” I told him. He blushed.
“Y’know…” He said slowly. “I wouldn’t be here tonight if it weren’t for you.”
“C’mon,” I looked at him coyly. “You know that’s not true.”
“Yeah, it is,” he said. “The only reason I even cared in the first place about whether Origami Yoda
was real or not was because I wanted to know if you’d dance with me at the FunNight.”
“Really?” I realized I was blushing, and tried hiding it by brushing my bangs in front of my face.
I saw my mom walking up to Howell and Rabbski, and she started talking with them. Just before
she came in, I kissed Tommy on the cheek. His face got even redder than mine.
“See you tommorrow,” I yelled over to him as my mom took my hand.
“See ya,” He replied, but his voice was a few octaves higher.
The Aftermath
By Tommy
So, even after all of that, there was no money left to save McQuarrie. It was time to face the facts.
Our school was shutting down.
It was Friday, a few days after the Edu-Fun meeting. Once this weekend was over, it would be
our final week at McQuarrie.
Mr. Howell had even had a general assembly about how we should figure out which schools we
would transfer to and sent home a slip of paper for the parents to decide with us which school
would best suit each of us.
I sat in my room for a long time, just thinking about the school and what had happened there.
Dwight and Origami Yoda. Harvey and Darth Paper. Sara and the Fortune Wookiee. Mr. Howell
and Jabba the Puppett. Mrs. Rabbski and Princess Labelmaker. Tony and Jango Fortune.
Emperor Papertine. The Bounty Hunters. Cut Bane. And of course, the FunTime Menace. (Which,
I might add, is finally over. After the backlash on Tuesday night, all the school teachers in Lucas
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County realized how terrible the “FUN” products were, and the entire Edu-FUNpire had closed
down for good, meaning that every single product manufactured by that company was gone for
good.
Another part of the prophecy was fulfilled, too. “The return of the dreaded FUNpire” had been
counter-attacked. Perhaps FunTime was “Yoda’s Bane,” and another piece of the prophecy was
fulfilled too. I’m not sure. But the big thing we had to figure out was the mystery concerning
Vernon’s partner and Cut Bane. We only had one week left at McQuarrie before it closed and
Origami Yoda died, according to the prophecy. One last mystery. One last week. One last case
file.
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EPISODE XX
THE END THIS IS?
By SuperFolder JC

Uncovered Secrets
By Tommy
The final week at McQuarrie Middle School was going to be anything but normal. We all knew
that for sure. We had one last mystery to solve. The mystery that has plagued us since the very
end of seventh grade. What had happened at our field trip to Washington, D.C.
I was clearing out my locker, getting everything ready for home. I found a lot of old memories, like
my third grade journal and the original Origami Yoda, Darth Paper, Fortune Wookiee, and
FunTime case files. But as I bent over to put them away, I heard something drop to the floor. I
turned around, and found a piece of paper on the floor. In big letters scrawled out in red crayon,
it said, “For Tommy.”
I never remembered putting anything like that in my locker…weird. Could somebody else have
done it? It would have been extremely difficult for them to do that if so. Either way, I picked it up,
and began reading the page.
Emperor Pickletine was defeated. Harvey’s plans were foiled. The secret of Origami Yoda was
revealed. It was finally time for this insane field trip to end.
I walked over to the school bus. I noticed the faint shape of a student, standing on the opposite
side of the bus, glancing at me through the window. I walked over to the person, curious. I peeked
my head around the bus, and called to the person.
“Hey! Dude! We’re about to leave…..um…….” My voice caught.
The student was wearing a hoodie. “Tommy Lomax,” she said. Her voice was familiar.
“Yes?” I said. “What is it?”
The student flipped off the hood. I waved.
“Oh! It’s you!” I sighed with relief. After all this craziness, it was nice to see a familiar face. “What
are you doing over here? Shouldn’t you be with the others?”
“No. Everything is about to change, Tommy.”
“What?” I wasn’t following.
“You…..your friends……your school. All of it will change. Including me. You’ll never remember
any of this anyway. It will be as if your field trip to DC was completely normal. No Pickletine,
either.”
I was about to come over and try and figure everything out, when I saw, out of the pocket of the
hoodie, a handful of skittles.
“They’re magic. Tommy, these can literally grant any wish you desire. For me, it’s that I can finally
get back at McQuarrie Middle School. I’ll pit the worst foes at you. Bounty Hunters and mean
librarians and General Creasous…..and you’ll be helpless but to struggle through each and every
difficulty, WITHOUT knowing Dwight’s secret.”
“Whoa, girl, chill.” I said. “What did we ever do to you??”
She swallowed. “Nothing. Absolutely nothing. You rarely ever talked to me. You never backed me
up. I was completely invisible to you guys! I mean, c’mon, man! All that left me was to be bullied
by jerks like Harvey! Now it’s my turn to get noticed. To be remembered!”
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One skittle. Two. Three. Chewed and swallowed in a matter of seconds. I was too shocked to
move. Suddenly, everything around me began changing. I quickly jotted down everything that had
happened—what you’re reading now—in a notebook. If this is me, Tommy, then you were meant
to read this. You’ve got to save McQuarrie Middle School. You need to defeat our new enemies.
You have to stop Lisa.
I stumbled backwards in shock. The brain-farts. The other origami Emperor. My fogginess about
the field trip. It was all because of Lisa. I accidentally tripped over my locker stuff, which made me
fall over to the ground. Some kids near me, like Kellen and Jacob, walked over to help.
“Hey, man, you alright?” Kellen asked.
I took a shaky breath. “I think… I think we need to get Harvey, Mike, and Lisa. Nobody else needs
to know about this.”
Wishy-Washy
By Kellen
The five of us –Tommy, Harvey, Mike, Lisa, and I–all met at the library together.
“Alright, guys,” Tommy said. “What I’m about to tell you all…it might be hard to swallow.”
Lisa stood up from her seat. “Hey, um, Tommy…” Her voice was shaky. “Can I talk to you in the
hallway please?”
Tommy ignored her, and kept talking, which I thought was really rude. “So today, I was cleaning
out my locker…”
Once he explained how he came across this note, he was about to read it to us, but Lisa walked
over to him and whispered in his ear.
Then they were gone.
I gasped. In one moment, both Tommy and Lisa had disappeared! Just like Vernon and that girl
did at the musical! I hurried over to Tommy’s seat, and tried to find any evidence to help us find
out what happened. (Of course, I was the only one looking for evidence, so everybody probably
thought I’d gone insane or something). But then…get this…I found something.
“The Wishing Skittles??” Harvey whined. “Oh, great…So that’s how all of this happened.”
I stared at the colorful candies in my palm. A little while back, Harvey had found out that there
were recalled Skittle boxes on sale at a local Qwikpick. The problem was, these Skittles were
made in a candy factory that was next-door to a wishing well manufacturer. Some sort of accident
happened, and bada-boom: You wish for something, pop a Skittle in your mouth, and your wish
comes true. The more Skittles you eat, the bigger the wish. At least, that’s my best guess.
“So…Lisa did this?” Mike said. “I mean, we KNOW it wasn’t Tommy, and Vernon’s note said he
was working together with a girl who felt like he did about McQuarrie’s bullies and
unfairness…That sounds like Lisa.”
I closed my hand over the Skittles a couple times, getting the colorful stuff all over me. But I didn’t
care. It was time for me to make my wish and help my friends.
“I wish that…” I was interrupted by Harvey, who was trying to take the Skittles from me.
“No,” Harvey said. “I can make a BETTER wish! Let me do it!”
“No way!” I said. I felt like a little kid, fighting over candy.
Finally, Harvey slipped, and the Skittles went flying into the air. I was so exasperated that I said,
“Dang it, Harvey! Sometimes I wish you never even went to McQuarrie—!!”
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I stopped myself, but it was too late. The Skittles fell into my mouth. I couldn’t help but swallow
them. Harvey was gone, and I’d wasted my only chance to help out my friends.
Trapped!
By Tommy
Once again, I braced myself for something weird. But when I opened my eyes, we weren’t
dematerialized or anything. We were just in a garage, by the looks of it. Spare tires, old boxes,
and mountain bikes littered the ground. I stood up, and faced Lisa.
“Lisa,” I said. “This just isn’t right. Please, just stop. This isn’t you!”
“How would you know?” Her voice quivered. “You guys never hung out with me long enough to
notice.”
“Hey, look, I might not know you too well, but we have had you in our case files! And we’ve actually
helped you, from time to time!”
“Oh, you mean like ‘The Body Odor in Wonderland?’ Yeah, THAT wasn’t offensive at all.”
“How do you…? We never showed Lisa our case files. She shouldn’t know about anything we
wrote. (Not that we tried to be offensive or anything; we were just being honest).
“Dwight told me,” she said. “It was after the D.C. field trip, we were just about to drive home on
the bus, when we made our way past a few homeless people. There was a sweet old lady
amongst them, who had put down her little change cup and was helping comfort a young lady,
who I guess was only recently homeless. I was touched, y’know? So I put a couple dollars in the
elderly woman’s cup, when I overheard somebody – probably Kurt – telling his friends, ‘Oh, look!
She’s bonding with her own kind!’
“Even though I would have been honored to be related to that nice lady, I was still really hurt by
what he’d said, so I went over to Dwight/Fruitigami Yoda for advice, regardless of Origami Yoda’s
secret. I didn’t really care if he was real or not real by then. This was my first time asking him for
advice, remember. And he just told me to look in the case files. But as I started reading them, I,
um…” Her voice cracked. “I saw just what people were saying about me. That I was a smelly,
greasy, ugly mess.”
Lisa pointed her finger over to Vernon, who was digging in a big pile of papers. “But Vernon…he
cared about me. Appreciated me. Loved me. And that’s something I hadn’t had in a long, long
time. We would hang out at the QwikPick, we’d read together in the library, and some nights, we
would just talk and talk, for hours and hours on end. It was magical.”
I glanced over at Vernon. He was trying to hide the fact that he was blushing shyly. Lisa gave him
a peck on the cheek. “He offered to take away the bullies. To help me and people like me, and
fight against the cruelty and unfairness of our community. So he and I searched and searched for
something to help us – the Wishing Skittles – and I wished to change our entire timeline, so that
every student and teacher at McQuarrie Middle School, besides me and Vernon, would forget
that the field trip even happened. Boy, we know so many secrets now, Vernon and I….”
I raised an eyebrow. “Wait, what did you mean…about Origami Yoda’s secret?”
“We know the truth, Tommy,” she said. “The very answer you’ve been wanting to know about
Origami Yoda for the past three years of your life. All this time, it’s been right in front of you. Can’t
you see that?”
“Well, then…What is it?” My heart was pounding like crazy. If they really did know Yoda’s secret….
“I’m not gonna tell you,” Lisa smiled. “That is, unless you help us.”
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I sat down, bewildered.
“I can feel your curiosity burning,” Lisa said. “It gives you focus. Makes you stronger. With your
skills and our genius, we would be an unbeatable team.”
I admit, I thought about it. The offer was really, REALLY tempting. But I guess this was, as Origami
Yoda might put it, my great Jedi trial. Which would I choose: the secret I’ve been after from the
get-go, or the friends who I’ve made while on that journey?”
The Search for Tommy
By Sara
Kellen got Mr. Howell to lend him the loudspeaker, and he called together the entirety of the former
Origami Rebel Alliance. When we made our way to Mr. Howell’s office, Kellen was waiting there
for us. Everybody was there.
“First things first,” Kellen said. “I will take Jack, Connor, Rebekah, and Nico to investigate how all
of this happened, so we can find a way to stop Lisa.”
“Then,” he continued. “I’ll need Mike, Arnold, Quavondo, and Lance to put together this case file.
Write down anything you can find, collect the other students’ chapters, and make comments on
each one when you can. Good luck.”
I started getting nervous. As Kellen kept giving out tasks, more and more students started exiting
the room, leaving only one person besides me who wasn’t assigned to anything yet.
“And finally, the most important job of all…” Kellen started. “Sara, you will be heading the search
for Tommy with Jacob.”
I gulped. Jacob and I had a weird relationship. He was always really sweet to me, but sometimes
he was acting TOO sweet. He’d write me a sweet card filled with poetry, or get me flowers for the
talent show, or other yucky-blucky romance stuff that would actually be sweet if I weren’t already
in a relationship with Tommy. (Well, a relationship of sorts… He won’t let anybody – Tater Tot,
Chippy, Jacob – get in the way of anything we’re doing together. Anytime one of those guys even
talk to me, Tommy starts freaking out. It’s really getting annoying. But here we were, me and
Jacob, going out of the school to save him. Go figure.
Jacob glanced over at me. He looked pretty nervous. Maybe he felt the same way. Both of us
were awkwardly being shy and avoiding each other, until Kellen told us where to start our search
for Tommy.
“Okay guys,” he said. “Our only lead to finding the Wishing Skittles is where they were the first
time. The Qwikpick.”
“Kellen,” I said. “Jack wished away all of the skittles there, remember? They all went to Harvey.
Why can’t we just go ask him for some skittles?”
“Umm…Harvey’s a bit pre-occupied right now.”
“Whatever. I guess we could always go back to the Qwikpick. Maybe we missed a clue there the
first time. Ready, Jacob?”
“Sure.”
A little while later, (and after an embarrassing attempt to convince my mother that I wasn’t
“cheating” on Tommy), we made our way to the Qwikpick.
The good news: they were selling pork rinds again. Good for Dwight and Quavondo.
The bad news: no skittles.
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I walked over to where the candy should be, and all that was left was a sign that said, Warning:
Do not eat! These Skittles are being recalled by the Lucas County Board of Sanitation, for reasons
concerning their factory’s neighboring building, which manufactures wishing wells.
I smiled. “That’s it!”
“What?” Jacob asked.
“We have to go straight to the candy factory! They must have some answers for us; and probably
some boxes of recalled skittles, too! We can find Tommy easily if we use those!”
“Sara, you’re a genius.” Jacob said quietly.
I kissed him on the cheek. “So are you, Jacob. An evil genius, maybe. But definitely a genius.”
Jacob laughed. He didn’t seem as shy anymore. “Well, then, let’s go fulfill our evil plans! MWAHA-HA!”
We both practiced our evil laughs together in the car, until my mom pulled up at the skittles factory.
We both got out, laughing for real. We stopped.
Everything was dark and gloomy. Nothing like we’d expected a skittles factory to be like. But the
neighboring building did have a ‘25% off your next wishing well!’ sign. We walked up to the doors
of the skittles factory, and opened the doors. A big, gruff, tall man was standing there.
“Hello,” he said. “Please state your purpose here.”
“Oh, um,” My voice was shaking a little bit. “We were just at the local Qwikpick, and they had a
sign saying that all the skittles had been recalled–!!”
The man interrupted me with a shriek like a little girl. He ran into the factory, horrified.
“Uhh…” Jacob said. “Maybe we should try talking to the people at the wishing well place. They
might have a good lead for us.”
As we got closer to the factory, we noticed that it was actually very beat down and old. That sign
I had seen a little bit ago actually looked really old up close. I tried touching it, and some of it
peeled away in my hand.
“Sara,” Jacob said. I walked over to him. He was peeking through a window. I glanced in. There
were no lights inside, and the inside space was void of any wishing wells or employees.
“This place is abandoned,” Jacob said. “How in the world could this have happened so fast?”
“Probably because somebody wished for it,” I said. My mood felt as grim as this place. “Let’s just
go. Kellen will understand.”
“But Sara,” Jacob put his arm in front of me. “This is about finding your boyfriend. It’s important.
If you wanna go back, then go. But I’m staying.”
I wondered how Jacob acted around other people. From the case files I’ve read – Emperor
Papertine, Origami Jedi Council, etc. – Jacob was much less open about his emotions. He had a
much darker character around them. So, why was he always so incredibly sweet around me?
“Jake,” I voiced my thoughts. “This doesn’t make any sense. Look, I really think you’re sweet, but
I’m pretty sure you don’t act like this around anyone else. Why are you robbing everybody of all
the awesomeness Jacob Minch can give them?”
“Sara!” He avoided my question, running over to a closed-off area outside of the factory. It had
yellow police tape all around it. A wishing well.
“I…I think we found it,” Jacob held up a handful of skittles that had just sprouted out from the well.
This thing was filled with skittles instead of water!
“Quick! Wish for us to find Tommy!” I cried.
Jacob turned around, skittles in hand, to face me. His frown turned into a smile. “No.”
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I ran towards him, but it was too late. He had already swallowed the skittles.
“Goodbye, Sara.”
Mike’s Comment: Um, this is great writing Sara, but who’s Jacob?
Quavondo’s Comment: Yeah…I thought we sent James Suervo with you, or somebody.
Lance’s Comment (via text message to Sara): I think you’d better come back to the school. You
might wanna see the nurse about that… I don’t remember any “Jacob Minch” ever being a student
here.
The Evidence (and Case Files) Elude Us
By Kellen (without a recording thingy, this time)
After sending Sara away to find Tommy, I went to Principal Howell. (And yes, that means I’m
VERY desperate!)
“Mr. Howell?” I said. He was sitting in his chair, messing around with Jabba the Puppet. He didn’t
have anything left to do, this past week. The paperwork was filled out, and the students all took
the matter of the school’s money very seriously.
“What is it, Kellen?” Howell asked.
“Well, um…” I gulped. “Tommy, Lisa, and Vernon are missing, and we’re trying to find them.”
“Kellen…” Howell said, slowly. “…Does this have anything to do with the skittles?”
“What??” My eyes got wide. “But, how did you know?”
“I was helping to clean up after the musical a few weeks ago. I found a couple skittles. I thought
maybe that was what the bounty hunter girl used to make herself disappear. But I wanted to keep
the skittles here, just in case you kids needed them.” He reached into his desk, and pulled out a
zip-lock baggie with a few skittles in it. He handed it to me.
I smiled. “Thanks, Mr. Howell!”
“Good luck,” he nodded solemnly. “And may the Force be with you.”
I saluted him, and he saluted back. Kinda awkward, but hey, at least Mr. Howell and I were finally
finished being sworn enemies. He’s a good man, and – don’t put this in the case file, Mike – I
really respect him a lot more now.
I walked over to the school nurse’s office. Sara was in there now, but she seemed perfectly fine.
The nurse said it was strictly protocol, but Sara wouldn’t have it. Finally, she burst out of the room,
knocking me over.
“Oh! Sorry, Kellen!” she said. She helped me up. “So…you don’t remember Jacob either?”
“Who?” I looked at her blankly. I feel bad for her, but I really think she must’ve accidentally inhaled
a magic skittle or something.
“Sara,” I said. “Are you sure you didn’t just make Jacob up? Maybe you felt lonely without Tommy,
so you…uh…”
Sara’s jaw dropped. “Heck no, Campbell! That is NOT what I was saying, and that’s NOT what
happened! Just listen to me! Jacob must’ve, I don’t know…. Maybe he wished…um….”
“Eaten the Wishing Skittles, he had…” Origami Yoda said, ominously. Dwight came over to us,
looking really bad. Ever since he’d heard the news about McQuarrie closing, he’d been acting
completely down in the dumps. If his mom sent him to another school that thought he was
“special,” then Dwight might seriously lose it.
Anyway, Origami Yoda spoke clearly. “Clouded, this boy’s past is. Jacob Minch, real he is.”
Kellen glared at Yoda. “Are you sure? Because I think I’d remember forgetting somebody…”

131

“Forgotten things already, you have,” Yoda murmured. “The field trip to D.C., remember it do
you?”
I stopped. That’s what Tommy got so freaked out about.
“You must learn what you have unlearned…” Origami Yoda said. “Think!”
I tried thinking as hard as I could. What had happened in D.C.? It wasn’t normal. At McQuarrie,
things were NEVER normal…
“I remember…” I struggled. “A fruit roll-up…Johnny Appleseed…a pickle…and…Harvey.”
“Very good! Very good!” Yoda praised. Then he coughed – Yoda, not Dwight. “Now, harder you
must think. The boy. Jacob Minch. Remember him you must.”
I thought harder, trying to remember. My brain felt like it does after I look at an optical illusion or I
watch a 3-D movie for too long. All weird and fuzzy.
“There was a…vote…a class presidential vote. And…a shredder. A sparkler… There is another
school… and…. The Emperor! THE EMPEROR!!!” I said.
Finally, it all came back to me. Jacob, D.C., everything. Emperor Pickletine and Emperor
Papertine. The two puppets jogged my memory.
“Yoda,” I said. How do we get everybody to remember all of this?”
“Know the truth now, you do,” Yoda said sadly. “Still want my advice, do you?”
“Oh, because of your secret? No way, man! I’m not dissing you! Real or fake, Origami Yoda still
gives stooktastic advice! Now…what do we do?”
“Nothing,” Yoda said. “Nothing we can do.”
“Huh?” I said. Then I remembered what Quavondo said. “Oh! You mean like, you say we should
do nothing, but really we’re supposed to do something?”
“No,” Yoda shook his tiny paper head. “Nothing I mean.”
I stared at him, dumbfounded. “…Yoda?”
“Sick I have become,” Yoda said. “Old and weak. When the school you’ve fought for closes its
doors, feel so good you will not, hrrm?”
“Yoda, please,” I said. “Mr. Howell gave me some skittles. I can go save Tommy now, right?”
“Not there are the skittles,” Yoda said. I checked my pocket. They were gone.
“What?” I cried, looking all around me for them.
“Wished them away, Jacob did,” Yoda coughed. “All of the skittles he wants.”
I stopped searching and slumped to the ground. “Well…now what?”
“A New Hope, we need,” Yoda said. “Only then will the prophecy be fulfilled.”
I pulled out Luke SkyFolder from my pocket. I felt more than ready to fight back against Jacob,
but I was worried about what Origami Yoda would say next.
“Noah,” Yoda said. “You must confront Noah again. Help his brother, he must. The Chosen One,
he still is…”
“Uhh…okay,” I said. “Twice the Skyfolder, double the fall.”
Dwight began walking away mid-conversation. Origami Yoda had turned away, too. I guess I was
on my own, so I called up Noah and told him about the situation with Jacob.
“Oh no,” Noah said. “I know what he did and why he did it. Meet me at the pizza parlor when the
school lets out.”
“Sure man.” As I hung up the phone, I heard Howell talking over the loudspeaker.
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“Attention McQuarrie students,” he boomed. “Due to the fact that most of our school supplies were
severely damaged by the water sprinkler incident, and that some supplies were sold to raise some
money for the school, I’ve come to the decision that McQuarrie’s time for learning is over.”
I noticed Ms. Rabbski was taking down our “McQuarrie Students are the best in the Galaxy,” and
was replacing it with a new banner.
“Students of Ralph McQuarrie Middle School,” Howell sounded a little less grumpy than usual.
“Our final week is going to be a celebration!!”
The new banner fluttered open. It said, “YUB NUB!” and it had a bunch of Remi’s origami Ewoks
taped to it.
Mr. Howell actually sounded kinda happy. “Drop your textbooks, put down your pencils, and enjoy
the ice cream we bought thanks to Kellen’s fundraiser. It’s time to enjoy the time we’ve had at this
school, and it’s time to have a party!”
It was my greatest dream come true. First the food. Rocky Road ice cream—my favorite—was
being served alongside REAL pizza, and sticky notes were on both the ice cream containers and
pizza boxes, which said, “Compliments of Kellen.” Rhondella and Remi read the sticky note
simultaneously, and they both literally tackled me with hugs. Then Remi started pulling
Rhondella’s hair. Two girls were actually fighting over me!!
Then, the Yub Nub song started playing over the loudspeaker. And best of all, Rabbski told us
that since McQuarrie’s building is going to be remodeled for some new school, they’re going to
re-paint all the walls, WHICH MEANS….
“Also a reminder for any future artists in the crowd,” Rabbski smiled in my direction. It kinda made
me feel awkward, seeing her smile. But I knew what she was about to say next, so I didn’t mind.
“You are free to pull out your markers, pencils, pens, and crayons, and doodle all over the walls
of the school. And THIS time, it’s completely allowed! Enjoy!”
This would’ve been the best day ever for me. I could doodle all over the school, everybody loved
me and appreciated my artistry…. But I couldn’t stay any longer. Tommy needed me.
I went to Dom and Billy’s Pizza Parlor, and sat down across from Noah. He looked different than
usual. Older. His dark hair was cut unusually short, and though I couldn’t place it at first, I noticed
that his eyes looked slightly sadder. It threw me off a little bit, so Noah decided to start talking
first.
“I know what Jacob’s doing,” Noah jumped straight into our topic of discussion. He seemed much
more focused lately than I’d ever seen him. “Now that he has the Wishing Skittles, Jacob is making
a bunch of wishes that essentially cause everybody he’s ever met to forget all about him and
anything bad he’s done. I think he’s trying to redeem himself, but he wants a clean slate first.”
“Okay, I may not be very religious,” I said. “But I’m pretty sure salvation doesn’t come from skittles.
Jacob’s making a huge mistake, but it sounds like he thinks this is what’s best for him.”
“Agreed,” Noah said. “But I think that makes our next tactic even harder.”
“What’s that?”
Noah gulped. “Getting the skittles away from him.”
Mike’s Comment: BEST. DAY. EVER!!!
Lance’s Comment: I’d hafta agree with Mike! Jack and I hung out in the library, and we got to yell
and run around as much as we wanted!! Plus Jack GAVE me his Origami Boba Fett! (Which I
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realized, oh my goodness, it’s the one Tony made! The one I pretended to use against you guys?
Now I still get my Boba puppet, without being a bad guy! Sweet!
Quavondo’s Comment: THEY HAD PEPPERONI PIZZA!!!! REAL MEAT!!!
Things Get Weird
By Tommy
Just as I was about to either accept or deny their offer, Lisa and Vernon’s skittles disappeared.
“What?” Lisa said.
“That was probably Jacob…” Vernon said. “I’ve got this.”
Vernon began walking out of the garage area. I called to him.
“Vernon! Wait!” I said. “Why are you still listening to her? She’s just using you!”
“Uh, because I love her?” Vernon rolled his eyes and walked away.
“Thomas,” Lisa said. “Have you thought about our offer?”
I had. But the funny thing was, the choice wasn’t that hard at all. I mean, sure I’d LIKE to know
what makes Origami Yoda tick, but without my friends at the school, none of this would’ve even
happened.
“I guess Vernon and I do have something in common,” I told Lisa. “We both love our friends. The
answer is no.”
Lisa smiled. “So be it.”
Jacob’s Secrets (which can’t actually go in the case file)
By Noah and Kellen
NOAH
I got my mom to drive Kellen over with us to my house. We sat on my bed—the upper bunk of me
and Jacob’s bunk-bed—and waited for Jacob to get home. Even though my family didn’t
remember Jacob, I guess because I was the Chosen One, I DID remember. Or maybe that’s
because Jacob hasn’t erased my memories of him yet. But why—??
“Why would I wait to erase your memories?” Jacob hopped in through our window. I hate it when
he uses his twin-telepathy stuff against me. “Because I need your help, Noah.”
“Jacob,” Kellen said. “We can help you out! We won’t tell anybody about your past, but can you
please explain for us why you want to hide your past so much?”
KELLEN
Jacob glared at me, bewildered. “I…erased your memory already.”
“Origami Yoda,” I smiled.
“Figures.”
Noah whispered something in Jacob’s ear. Jacob looked hurt and angry with whatever Noah said,
so they started having some sort of whispering argument. Finally, Jacob nodded.
“Alright, look, I’ll tell you,” he said. “The truth is…”
He tried to pop a skittle in his mouth before continuing, but Noah swatted it out of his hand, and
into my lap.
I picked up the skittle. “Y’know what? If you won’t tell me why you’re acting like this… Then maybe
you can show me.” I chewed down on the skittle, and thought a wish to myself.
I wish I could know Jacob’s secrets.
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Suddenly, I felt like I was watching a movie. A really old black-and-white type movie, too. I saw
glimpses of a much younger, elementary school-aged Jacob.
“Mom, I don’t wanna go,” little Jacob said.
His mother—who looked NOTHING like Mrs. Minch—looked at him, misty-eyed. “I know. But
please, Jacob. Do this for us. Do this for your dad.”
Jacob swallowed. “I wish he were here right now.”
“Believe me, honey,” his mom choked back tears. “I feel the same way.”
They hugged.
“Promise me you’ll be here to pick me up?” Jacob said.
“4:00 sharp,” she smiled.
“No really…promise,” Jacob’s voice sounded hoarse. “Dad never promised, and look what
happened to him.”
“Don’t you—!” Jacob’s mom started. Then, with a shaky breath, she continued calmly. “I promise.”
Jacob ran into his classroom. His mother sighed.
The next image I saw was from maybe a couple years after that. Jacob was sitting at a bench
next to…oh my gosh. Dwight. The two of them were outside of a movie theater, which was
showing Revenge of the Sith.
“Hey,” Jacob said. “Did you like the movie?”
“Brown,” Dwight said, but I knew that was probably Dwight-ish for “yes.”
They kept talking about the movie. I admit, I was bored. A couple seven year-old kids chatting
about Star Wars can only be so entertaining. I glanced at the clock ahead of them. It was 2:30.
Jacob and Dwight looked just as tired and bored as I was.
“I tried making something to fit the mood and feel of the movie,” Jacob said. “How about Emperor
Palpatine?”
Dwight nodded vaguely, in reply to my Palpatine idea.
It took about 15 minutes, watching Jacob working in the hot summer sun, until he finally thought
that he’d got it nailed.
“Dude,” Jacob cried. “I did it!”
He held up his origami Darth Sidious for Dwight to see. Dwight nodded again, which must’ve
meant he liked it.
“There’s something. . . off about it, though,” Jacob said, studying it’s hood. The fold was somewhat
lopsided, and it just didn’t look the way it did when Jacob reached middle school.
“Here,” Dwight said, reaching over to Jacob, and taking the origami Emperor.
“Hey! That’s mine!” Jacob said.
“But you said that something wasn’t right,” Dwight said. He had made an origami General
Grievous as well, which was on his other hand.
Jacob must’ve been a very unstable little boy. With a sudden lunge, hd attempted to pull the
paper—the Emperor and Grievous—from Dwight’s grip.
“Give it back! It’s mine!” He said, fighting with Dwight, until they had both fallen off of the bench
they were sitting on, and landed on the hard gravel ground. Dwight was fine, but Jacob was
holding his head and screaming.
Dwight, on the other hand, was sitting back up on the bench, ruining all Jacob’s hard work on his
origami Emperor, and practically re-folding a new version instead.
“Introducing. . . EMPEROR PAPERTINE!!!” Dwight said.

135

“You big jerk!” Jacob said, maybe a little too harshly. “I HATE you!”
You know how kids just kinda say stuff like “I hate you,” when they really don’t mean it? I’m pretty
sure that was the case with Jacob, but Dwight didn’t realize that. He stopped instantly. His features
were now blank, showing no emotion.
“Brown,” he said. This time, I could tell he meant, “no.”
He ran back to his mom, who was approaching them with posters, ready to hand them to Dwight.
“Mom!” Dwight said. “Jacob pushed me off the bench, and said he hates me!”
“Jacob! Is this true?!” Dwight’s mom said. Her voice sounded all angry-ish, like when she told off
the school board last year.
“Well, yes, but—” Jacob started, probably about to tell her about what Dwught had done, but Mrs.
Tharp interrupted him.
“C’mon. We’re going home now. Jacob, I’ll call your mom to pick you up.”
She took both posters, and lead Dwight to the car. She slammed the car door hard, and walked
back over to me, her cheeks red with anger.
“I’m calling your mom now,” Mrs. Tharp said to Jacob. “So don’t go anywhere while I call.” She
dialed the number.
“Hello, Mrs. Cornelius?” she said. “This is Dwight’s mom.”
The person on the other line was NOT Jacob’s mom. Whoever it was, he had a deep voice, and
sounded sad.
“Oh…oh my gosh,” Mrs. Tharp sat down on the bench. “Okay, sure. Of course. Bye.”
She faced Jacob. His innocent features looked upset from hitting his head, but he was still a good
kid. He was still Jacob.
Mrs. Tharp’s voice cracked. “Your mother…”
Jacob’s eyes narrowed. He sat down on the bench next to her.
“What is it?” Jacob said. “Y’know, she promised she’d take me out for ice cream later. We’re
gonna have rocky road with sprinkles.”
Dwight’s mom put her hand to her mouth, and started crying. “Jacob, your mother had an…an
accident.”
She continued speaking, and Jacob’s horrified scream carried me into the next scene. It was more
of a montage, with Jacob being at all sorts of different houses with different people, making big
fussy messes everywhere and yelling and throwing temper tantrums. I felt bad for him.
The next scene was really weird, because it was obviously at Jacob’s house—the one I was in—
but it was painted in very dull colors. Gray adornments and baize flooring didn’t help either. A
slightly younger Mr. and Mrs. Minch—who I’d seen a few times before, from when they’d pick up
Noah from my house—stood with a younger Adam Minch, Jacob and Noah’s other brother. There
was a knocking on the door, and Adam bolted over to the door.
“He’s here! He’s here!” Adam said, leaping joyfully over to the door. He opened it up wide, and a
big old lady was standing there with some papers in hand, with a 9 year-old Jacob cowering
behind her.
Everybody got really quiet for a moment. Adam looked concerned for Jacob. “Hey?” He walked
over to Jacob and reached out his hand. “We’re gonna be brothers, y’know? You’re a Minch now.”
Jacob took Adam’s hand, and was pulled inside. A gleeful Adam ran up the stairwell, motioning
for Jacob. “C’mon, bro! I’ll show you my new action figures!”
Jacob paused for a few moments. “…Action figures? What kind of action figures?”

136

“Star Wars!” Adam said. Then he got quiet. “Please tell me you like Star Wars….”
Jacob’s eyes lit up. “Like it?? I LOVE it!!!” He ran upstairs, to play with Adam. They were happy
and laughing together.
Finally, the vision-thingies stopped. I was back in Jacob and Noah’s room. Jacob’s expression
was blank.
“You…you never told me about the tantrums before,” Noah said shakily. “Jake… I’m so sorry.”
“I was different then,” Jacob said. “My birth dad, Johnny Cornelius, had been on a business trip
in the winter. Somehow, the plane’s engine froze from inside—a freak accident—and it left me
and my mom in a really rough state. We both had a tough time getting through it, but my mom
finally got me into kindergarten again. It was there that I met Dwight. You saw how that turned
out.”
“It looked like you had a concussion or something,” I said.
Jacob nodded. “Yeah…that, and my mom getting mostly paralyzed in a car wreck at the same
time, kinda fueled some of my, um…issues towards Dwight.”
I nodded. “It’s okay, man. I wouldn’t be feeling so friendly at that point either.”
“My mom obviously couldn’t take care of me from that point onward, so I became a foster child. I
traded in my birth-name Cornelius, and began taking on a bunch of other names. A few of those
houses actually seemed nice, but the people were pretty nasty people. They were probably only
in the foster system for the money. One time, with the Collins foster family, my foster sister
Savannah even begged her parents to get rid of me. Adam and the Minch family were the first
people who really cared about me, and I just couldn’t stay away from them. They’re my real
family.”
“I’m adopted too,” Noah said. “I just… I didn’t wanna bring it up at first. I guess Jacob and I both
felt a little embarrassed by it.”
“Why?” I asked. “Why was Jacob hiding that? What does that have to do with getting kicked out
of Williams Middle School? Why is that your big secret??”
“I’m not from America,” Jacob said. “I’m not legally an official American citizen yet, either. My
parents started off as immigrants. When they came here, they had no idea about needing
passports or filling out paperwork or anything like that. By the time they found out, I was born, and
they kept their heritage a secret, because they were afraid we could be kicked out of the state.
It’s all crazy red-tape stuff anyway, but the general gist is, I’m not legally allowed in any middle
schools right now. I tried to keep it a secret from McQuarrie, but the Principal found out, and
showed me grace. I got to stay at McQuarrie. Of course, then I found out that Dwight was going
there….” He trailed off.
“But you guys are friends again, now, so it’s all cool, right?” I said.
Jacob nodded, and laughed. “What am I doing? I love it here.” He handed me all the skittles he
had—which were in a big paper bag—and took one last handful of skittles from the bunch.
“Here goes nothing,” Jacob said. He chomped on the skittles. Nothing changed, from what I could
tell.
“Uhh…” I said. “What did that do?”
“Everybody remembers me now,” Jacob said. “Now, if you don’t mind, I have some last-minute
homework for Ms. Bauer’s class.”
“Um… There ISN’T a Ms. Bauer class anymore,” I said. “It’s Yub Nub week.”
Jacob nodded. “Don’t worry, this homework is different.”
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Noah stayed behind, and sat down with Jacob. With McQuarrie closing down, I could only guess
what that homework was. Jacob was finally going to tell the truth. But I had a good feeling about
it.
I wasn’t going to put Jacob’s secrets in the case file, so I just ended up putting that in my own
personal secret case file. If I knew one thing for sure, it was that Jacob Minch was going to be
just fine.
Visit From A Bounty Hunter
By Noah
A couple minutes after Kellen left, Jacob finished writing his paper for Ms. Bauer. She used to be
a foster care worker before joining in the school, and I guess Jacob knew her from a few years
ago.
“Well then,” Jacob said. “Wanna go hang with Francesca at the movies? I called her up, and she
said she’d love to chill with you.”
My eyes lit up. “Really?? Thanks, man! But what’ll you do while I do that?”
“I, um…” Jacob paused. “I have other plans.”
I eyed him, curiously. “Do YOU have a date for tonight?”
Jacob got a shy smirk. “…Maybe.”
I hopped on my bike, and made my way to the theater in about five minutes. Francesca walked
in a few minutes later. We had a great time watching Parasite Within III (which was only PG-13
and was just as cheesy as the first one), and Frankie gave me a hug before getting into her mom’s
car.
By the time I had pedaled home, it was dark out. I walked into my room. The light wasn’t on, so I
assumed Jacob wasn’t home yet, but when I turned on the light, there was Vernon.
“Where are the skittles?” he said.
I merely looked at him, shocked. “Dude, I seriously don’t think coming into the house uninvited is
legal.”
“I’ve done worse, you know that,” he smirked. “Now, the skittles…?”
I smiled at him. “We don’t have them.”
Vernon’s eyes widened. “What?”
“Someone else has them. ALL of them. I assume that includes yours and Lisa’s?”
Vernon looked furious. “Please, man?? I really need them. Lisa will be furious if I don’t get them
to her. I’m not trying to be bad. i just wanna make her happy. Please?”
“Sorry, Vernon,” I said. “But there’s gotta be some other way to make her happy that doesn’t
involve harming the school any more than you already have.”
He fumed out of my room, and rode away on his bike.
The Final Confrontation
By Tommy
Vernon walked into the garage, empty-handed. No skittles.
“What?” Lisa cried. “Where are they??”
“Sorry,” Vernon said. “The Minch kids gave them to someone else.”
“Oh, that’s just great,” Lisa said, exasperatedly. “Now we’re gonna be stuck for days looking for
someone!”
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Dwight appeared out of thin air, holding Origami Yoda on his finger. “Found someone you have,
hrrm?”
“Dwight!” I said.
From behind him, everyone appeared from out of nowhere. And I mean EVERYBODY. Sara,
Kellen, Harvey, Hannah, Lance, Mike, Quavondo, Cassie, Caroline, Jen, Rhondella, Mark,
Howell, Rabbski, Tater Tot, Miss Toner, Amy, Mr. Snider, Marcie, Thanh, Mr. GoodCleanFun,
Soapy, Zack, Mrs. Calhoun, Mr. Stevens, Murky, Jacob, Remi, Ben, James, the ex-Brat, Mrs.
Porterfield, Mrs. Budzinski, Willow, Naomi, Emily, Mr. Randall, Ms. Richards, Haley, Mrs.
Hardaway, Brianna, Gemini, Lunchman Jeff, Chad, Mr. Beckerman, Pastor JJ, Grace, McCallie,
Ms. Brindie, Ms. Nelson, Kendyll, my brother, Tyler, Neil, Karina, Randy, Megan/Fred, Colby,
Kimmy, Heather, Ms. Bauer, JC, James’ Brother, Tater Tot’s friends, Mr. Tolen, Lunchlady Ellen,
Brenna, Lilly, Ciarra, Bonnie, Kristen, Pablo, JW, Keril, Francesca/Frankie, Brent, Kym, Roxy
Diamond—where’d she come from?—Mr. Hutchinson, Mrs. Doughty, John Oxley, the JV
cheerleaders, the Yearbook Rebellion, Coach Ryan, Ms. Bolton, Tyler Campbell, Raina, Melodee,
Cranky, Roman, the Girls’ Volleyball Team, Craig, Kurt, Tevon Riley, Adam Minch, Quavondo’s
Sister, Cody C., Cody F., Sadie, Hendricks the Bunny (Sadie was holding him), the Patterns Class
Rebels, the rest of the Origami Rebel Alliance, Karl Blonsky, Nasty Guy, the School Board,
Gizmo’s Voice Actor, the Newspaper Reporter, Tony, Jack, Sven, a short and nerdy seventh
grader, a well-dressed and slightly tall seventh grader, our old Principal, Janitor Phil, Connor,
Sean, Meghan, Katie, Arnold, Ruth, Dan, Sam, Isabel, Mr. Weinger, Noah, Chuck, Gabe, Brock,
Lawrence/Zach & Origami Plo-Koon, Rebekah and her siblings, Nico, Vanessa, Jonah, Robby,
Lucas, Ricardo, the shaggy haired kid, Darrell, Harry, Doug, Savannah, Jake Runn, Ryan and the
Origami Jedi Student Council, Curtis, Donny, Kyle, Greg, Harold, Mr. MacDonald, Chippy,
Chippy’s Aiden, Chippy’s other friend Clarence, Xavier, Mrs. Johnson, Greg Farland, Tanner,
Juan, Malcolm, Hansel, a big and gruff tall guy, a homeless old lady and young lady, and pretty
much every other student, teacher, ally, or enemy we’d ever faced (not including anybody’s
parents), including some kids and adults I’d never remembered meeting before, though I wonder
if they were my friends during the D.C. trip…
And finally, Mike ran up to a girl who was standing there.
“…Cyndi?” he said, shakily.
“Um…hi,” she said.
“Why don’t I remember…I should remember…” Mike struggled. He looked at Vanessa and
Hannah as well, and watched the three girls all standing side-by-side. He smiled.
“Oh yeahhh…..” Mike got a HUGE smile on his face. “I have THREE chicks who dig me!! YES!!!”
While Mike was busy trying to figure out which girl to ask out, everybody else was standing behind
Dwight, who held up Origami Yoda.
“Invited into our New Origami Republic, these people were!” Yoda screeched. “All in, they were!
Lisa, The End This Is!”
Lisa cowered at the sight of all her friends and teachers staring at her. Kellen tossed her a wishing
skittle.
“Lisa, please,” he said. “Make the right choice. All of these people—even who we thought were
our enemies—all chose to turn to the Light Side, just because they wanted to help you. We’re
your family. We love you. Please wish for this all to be over, and we can have our new beginning,
just like the prophecy said!”
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“WE LOVE YOU, LISA!!!” The New Origami Republic said. “YOU ARE STOOKY!!!”
Lisa just stared and gaped for two minutes, and then she held up the wishing skittle, ready to pop
it into her mouth.
“I’m so sorry, guys,” she said. She ate a skittle, and everybody vanished, except for me, Dwight,
and her. Even Vernon was gone.
“Stop,” I said. “Lisa, this is crazy! We’re all sorry if we ever hurt you!”
“Well, you did!” Lisa looked on the verge of tears. “Maybe I should just wish Origami Yoda out of
existence. Without him, you guys would always be dorks like me! You’d always be losers like me!
We’d all be one big, happy family of weirdos!” She tossed a skittle into the air, and was about to
catch it in her mouth before I leapt for it, and caught it in my mouth.
Lisa was running towards me. The first wish that came to my mind: I wish for a Lightsaber. Instead
of a REAL Lightsaber, I got one of those plastic Hasbro ones.
Lisa recoiled for a moment, but popped a skittle into her own mouth, and gained a crimson-red
toy Lightsaber. She swung her blade at mine, and they clashed. I pushed her backwards, using
her own force against her, and she tumbled into a couple bikes, dropping the skittles for a moment.
I ran towards them, but Lisa got back up and ran at me, Lightsaber in hand.
Dwight walked over to us, with Yoda on his finger. “Stop this, you must! Not worthy of you is this!”
Lisa stopped, and glared at Dwight.
“You,” Lisa growled. “You showed me the case files in the first place. If it weren’t for you and your
stupid paperwad, I would never have been in this mess in the first place!”
“That’s not true!” I said. “Dwight wanted to HELP you!”
“Dwight told me about the case files, he hurt my boyfriend, and he made the whole lot of
McQuarrie Middle School act like spoiled brats! And I’m sick of it!” She reached into her pocket
with the hand opposite her Lightsaber hand, and pulled out an origami puppet. It looked dark and
fiery.
“Do you know who I am?” the puppet said, in a growly voice.
“Darth Bane. The ancient Sith Lord, you are,” Origami Yoda said.
Yoda’s Bane. It was Lisa, all along.
“Your case files never told you what happened to Yavada,” Lisa said.
“They told us enough,” I said. “They said that Mrs. Yavada wasn’t real, and she was made up by
the Bounty Hunters!”
“No,” Lisa smiled. “I AM YAVADA.”
Lisa swung her Lightsaber, but I deflected it just before it hit Yoda.
“Tommy,” she said. “I don’t know what to do anymore. I can’t go through this. I just wish none of
this ever happened.”
“Okay,” I said, quietly. “I’ll wish that you never went to McQuarrie Middle School. Nobody will hurt
you. No one will make fun of you.”
Lisa’s eyes lit up. “Please, PLEASE do that.”
I turned around to grab the skittles, dropping my Lightsaber, but it was too late. Dwight was
chewing down on them, completely unaware of their magical abilities. All those wishes…wasted.
Dwight burped.
I looked at him in horror. What had he done?? I ran at him, and snatched Yoda from him. I held
Origami Yoda in my hands. This one piece of paper had caused so much grief for all of us. Sure
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he had good intentions, but maybe it was time for this whole charade to end. The prophecy said
that a new beginning would arise if this happened. Real or not, Origami Yoda had to die.
Lisa put her hand on my shoulder. “It’s okay, Tommy,” she said. “McQuarrie’s closing anyway. I’ll
be at a new school soon.”
Dwight reached over to grab Yoda, but my grip was still pretty firm. He tugged, and we both heard
a terrible ripping sound.
Origami Yoda was dead.
Dwight said, “Purple.”
I patted him on the back. “Sorry, man. Maybe I can help you fold a new one later.”
For once, Origami Yoda didn’t seem so important to me. Dwight did, though. My friends did. I
didn’t need to remember DC. I didn’t need McQuarrie. I didn’t even need Origami Yoda. I needed
my friends.
The next day, we all had a huge party for Lisa in the library. She was so thrilled, and nobody was
being mean or judging her, and in fact, not even Harvey had anything nasty to say.
Our last few days at McQuarrie Middle School were Total Rockets. We all folded a bunch of
origami, made some incredible pretend case files—Origami Yoda Legends, we called them—and
Kellen showed us a bunch of SuperDoodling tips!
Origami Yoda wasn’t there. But Dwight was busy folding something else. I couldn’t figure out what
it was, but since I heard he and I were both being transferred to the same school next semester,
I guess I’d find out soon enough. And the quadruplets were coming with us too! Epic!
Remi and Kellen made up, after Kellen remembered a little something that had happened
between them in DC. Rhondella didn’t mind. She was pretty happy going on non-dates with Jacob
Minch.
It was the final day. Everyone was partying as usual, but they were taking a lot more time to talk
with each other. Connor and Arnold came up to me. They were both going to the same school
together, and they wanted to tell me about their monthly “Battles” meet at Winifred Park. I was
the first to sign up.
Jack went up to me and told me that his parents decided to enroll him in a private school for the
year, and that this was probably goodbye. Everybody, including me, gave him a hug. Jack walked
out the doors.
Harvey and Isabel told me that they were both paired up and were gonna go to Roddenberry
Middle School together. Harvey was a little worried about it—the name in particular—but Isabel
converted an old Sockuss puppet into Mr. Spock puppet from Star Trek.
“Everybody, meet the Spock Puppet!” she said. I wished them the best. Even Harvey, who
apparently keeps talking to Isabel about memories of an evil pickle or something.
Dan and Chippy came up to me. “Great news! We just got enrolled into Williams Middle School!”
“Williams?” I said. “Isn’t that…”
“My school?” Noah said. “Yup! In fact, I invited them!”
Williams Middle School, prepare for some Origami Star Wars stookiness!
Dan/Eggbert came up to me, holding an Origami Kanan Jarrus. “Hey, man!” he said. “I’m going
to Williams, too! But guess what? I got invited onto the Origami Jedi Student Council!!”
I gave him a high-five. “Epic, man! Good luck!”
“The new and improved SPL is strong with this one,” Eggbert said, as he ran over to Noah and
his friends.
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I said goodbye to mostly everybody. Kellen was going to a special (and expensive) Walt Disney
art school, which was perfect for him. Lance and Amy were just enrolled today into Tolkien Middle
School—which is where Noah’s girlfriend Francesca goes! Mike, Quavondo, and Cassie were all
going to Vanessa’s new school. Most of the other teachers and students had found different
schools to go to, and most of them seemed happy with what they got. Even Lisa, who was now
enrolled into Tippett Academy. Apparently, she genuinely liked being *special!* Good for her!
Finally, Sara. She came up to me, and my heart was pounding like crazy. We both knew she was
offered to go to Rhondella’s school, so I assumed this would be our goodbye.
“Downey Middle School accepted Rhondella,” Sara said.
“Oh, that’s…great,” I said. I was worried that my voice was cracking. “So, you got accepted too?”
“Yeah,” she said. “They said they’d love to have me.”
I caught my breath. “That’s amazing, Sara. You have a great time.”
“Tommy,” she laughed. “I turned them down, genius.”
I perked up. “What?”
“I’m going to Davison Middle School with you and Dwight!” Sara hugged me.
I could barely contain myself. This was the greatest news ever! Everybody got exactly what they
wanted! The perfect happy ending!
“There’s one last thing, though…” Sara said. “Something I’ve been waiting to do since the day we
met.”
Sara kneeled in close to me. We kissed.
The toilets exploded. Kellen ran in-between us, holding a screwdriver. Water began flooding the
hallways.
“CAMPBELL!!!” Howell howled, also running in-between us.
Just an average day at McQuarrie Middle School.
THE END THIS IS.
EPILOGUE
Dwight was ready to go. His locker was clean, and he had all the origami he made in his backpack.
Then, when no one was looking, Dwight ran into the bathroom, went into a stall, closed the door,
and locked it. Then, he reached into his pocket. He pulled out a familiar friend. He put the friend
on his finger. Dwight smiled. “Here we go..” He smiled even bigger as he said the last word of his
sentence, the one word the would change everything that happened.
“…Yoda.”
The wise paper Jedi smiled. “Time to go, it is… Still needs me, Captain Micah does.”
Dwight frowned. “Yoda…how will you get back to him? We’re sort of in a parallel dimension, after
all.”
Yoda smiled. “A Wishing Skittle, you still have. Stuck on the inside of your shirt, it is.”
“Oh.” Dwight picked up the skittle, and popped it into his mouth.
“I wish Origami Yoda could go help Micah,” he said.
Origami Yoda smiled. “The Force will be with you, too, Dwight…Always.”
Origami Yoda disappeared, and Dwight pulled out another wise and old alien-based finger puppet
from his pocket.
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Dwight smiled. Whatever came their way, and no matter what school they went to, McQuarrie’s
former students would be the New Hopes of different schools. Whole new territories would be
explored. This wasn’t the end. Not by a long shot. And only one word which escaped Dwight’s
mouth could prepare the students for their biggest adventures yet.
“Geronimo.”
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EPISODE XXI
THE LOST CASE FILES
By Various SuperFolders

Prologue
By Tommy
Well, this is it. My last day at McQuarrie Middle School.
I instinctively made a case file, but I realized I had nothing really to say, so….. I was stumped.
I was looking through my locker, clearing out everything inside. Foldy-Wan Kenobi. My old third
grade journal. The case files.
I cleared everything out, threw it into a big box, and slammed my locker door.
Ka-thunk.
I turned around at the sound, and opened my locker again. To my astonishment, I found a small
stack of papers. My unfinished case files. The lost case files. I had nearly forgotten about them.
I sat down, and began reading through them. A lot of memories came flooding back. I decided to
share them with whoever is reading this case file. I’m sorry if the punctuation and other technical
stuff isn’t perfect. We generally edit the case files before we send them to whoever reads them.
But they’re still really fun reads. So, for you, here’s my special treat. The Lost Case Files.
Story 1: Artie and R2
A Mystery
by Tommy
There’s this new weird kid that goes to our school now. No one knows much about him. He won’t
tell anyone his name, sneaks around like a spy, and made his own Origami R2-D2!
It all started a few days after I finished my case file on Darth Paper. I thought my two case files
where pretty interesting, so I posted them online. Well, that kid had just moved here to Virginia
and apparently read those, inspiring him to make his own Origami “Star Wars” character.
First of all, I apologize to anyone reading this for the fact that Harvey has written his stupid
comments in this case file. The other day at lunch he told me to let him see it, but I had learned
my lesson about that. And so he stole it from me later that day and left his, and I quote, “scientific
disclaimers” on every story.
Anyway, in this first story is told by Kellen, who was the first person to meet this new kid…
The New Kid
by Kellen
Okay, so, um, I’m in homeroom and all of a sudden, the PRINCIPAL walks in! I quickly try to
remember if I had done any bad things lately, but than I realized, if I was in trouble, she’d call me
over the intercom. But wait- what if the intercom broke or somethI couldn’t finish my thoughts, because then she said what she always says when she visits a
classroom, “Good morning, students,” and she puts a finger to her ear and leans forward as if she
expects us to say something.
When we don’t say anything, she looks confused, and looks at Mr. Howell.
So Mr. Howell’s like, “Ahem.”
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We all groan and say, “Good Morning, Mrs. Rabbski.” Man, what grade does she think we’re in,
2nd?
So she gives us the hairy eyeball, than turns to the door and says, “Artie, come in.”
Then this really scrawny kid walked in, giving her a weird look. I guess he thought that she was a
little weird for expecting us to still greet here when she visited.
“This is Artie,” she said. ”He’s from Arizona.”
THEN we all had to say, “Hi, Artie.”
So there’s an empty desk next to me, and the kid sat down in it.
So then Mrs. Rabbski’s like, “Make sure Artie has a good time here at our school!” Then she
skipped out the door. So maybe she didn’t come because I was in trouble. Who cares? That
woman freaks me out!
So anyways, I saw the kid silently take something out of his pocket. Then I noticed, that thing kind
of looks like R2-D2. Than I realized, no, that’s totally R2. An ORIGAMI R2, no less! Artie and
Artoo…..very Stooky…..
R2 the Comedian
by Tommy
So at lunch, Kellen was telling me all about Artie. Then we heard laughing over at the other table.
We looked over, and saw that Artie was entertaining them with his Origami R2-D2 by having it
talk (His impression’s terrible, by the way) and then he pretends to translate it into a joke. Some
of them where actually pretty good, like this one:
A man and a women got married and decided to spend their honeymoon down in California. But
right at that time the husband got called for an urgent one-day business trip. And so the wife went
down to California without him to check into the hotel. Once she had their room all prepared, she
sent him an E-Mail to tell him that everything was ready. But she misprinted the E-Mail address
and accidentally sent it to an old woman in South Dakota who’s husband had died recently. She
read the E-Mail, screamed, and fainted. This is what the E-Mail said:
Dear Honey, everything is ready for your arrival tomorrow. See you soon!
PS: It sure is HOT down here!
Harvey’s Comment: Okay, so maybe this Artie kid has some pretty decent jokes. So? As
long as he has that pathetic excuse of an Origami R2-D2, he’s pretty much Dwight 2.0
My comment: Harvey and Kellen make a point. There’s something about that kid. It’s almost as if
he’s another Dwight. Always goofing off, walking around with an Origami finger puppet, you get
the idea.
The Wisdom of Origami Obi-Wan
By Tommy
One day, Artie made a new origami character: Obi-Wan! Everyone loved it! Obi-Wan even helped
teach us all how to fold Kirigami Bogas! But, one person didn’t think Obi-Wan was that cool…
That person was Harvey! Harvey had turned his Darth Paper back into Anakin, but, with a few
tweaks to the folding of Darth/Anakin, he made… DARTH PAPER SUPREME! Harvey brought
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DP Supreme to school one day and at the lunchroom, his paper lightsaber slashed at Obi-Wan.
The Jedi-Master fell off of Artie’s finger and hit the ground. “NOOO! Obi-Wan!” I cried.
“Mwahahaha!!!” DP Supreme cackled. “You may have struck me down, but, I will return more
powerful than you could ever imagine.” ObiWan said. Artie picked up Obi-Wan and ran away into
the bathroom. He didn’t come out for like twenty minutes. But, when he came out, he was holding
a new puppet: Origami Ghost of Obi-Wan! Everyone cheered… Everyone except Harvey…
My Comment: Before we could continue the case file, Dwight officially left McQuarrie. (He was
technically still enrolled as a student until the end of the month, before he transferred to Tippett
Academy). Artoo joined our Origami Rebel Alliance later, but we haven’t really spoken to him
directly in a while. Maybe I should do that before I go…..
Story 2: The Origami Ewoks
E.W.O.K.S
by Malcolm
Hey guys. Malcolm here. I just joined this little group made of ewoks and sixth graders. Anyways.
So they call themselves “Exceptionally Wonderful Origami/Kirigami Sculpters”. Weird name, huh?
So I joined and they gave me a kirigami black ewok. I named him “Whatshisname” because he
was the exact ewok from the LEGO set Ewok Attack. So then we plotted our plan for the FunTime
Menace…
The Plan
by Malcolm
Note: This chapter is by Remi, but I have to write it because her grammar is sorta nostrul. No
offence, Remi.
Malcolm: So what do we do?
Me: Well. We must go to Rabbski and tell her that FunTime is borinBen: Tommy and his friends already DID that.
Me: Oh…..yeah.
Will E.W.O.K.S come up with a plan?
My Comment: Apparently, they DID come up with a plan. But that was already in our Jabba the
Puppett and Princess Labelmaker case files, so…..yeah….. I’m actually gonna miss people like
Remi.
Story 3: The Awesomeness of Origami Luke Skywalker
The Problem
By Tommy
Um I uh don’t know how to explain this. Well here it goes. So me and Sara were talking about
how Disney buying Star Wars is a bad idea. All of a sudden Kellen is running through the library
like a maniac. “Kellen what’s wrong? “ “My origami Luke is missing!” said Kellen. Harvey butted
in (as always) and started his annoying narnar. “I knew he couldn’t be trusted!” “Harvey, shut up
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you must. Note found I did.”. The note said that Kellen has to stay away from Rhondella, or else
Luke will get it. And it’s from some guy named MJ.
Who is MJ?
By Sara
We couldn’t find out who was MJ. Until Dwight came. He took out yoda and this is what he said. ”
MJ we know is who.” Who?” snorted Harvey. ” Zack Martin, Luke he has.” ” That son of a Clone! ”
said Kellen.
Confronting
By Tommy
Tater Tot and 3 other basket ball players/clones where all surrounding him. “What do you want?”
said Zack. “We want to know what you did to Luke Skyfolder!” said Kellen. “I don’t have him! But,
I do have this note which I was told to give to Mike.” “A note for Mike?” said Kellen. “Yeah. It’s a
note that some kid gave me to give to Mike.” “Lemme see” said Mike.

“Exchange of schools?!” screamed Mike. We all knew Mike was going to blow up. Since he
doesn’t have Mace anymore, he doesn’t have any confidence. As Mike says, he let out some
“Mad” tears. “For the first time, Origami Yoda was wrong!” said Harvey, Sara took out Han and
said “You must be excited, kid.” “That what was the whole point of coming to Zack to find Luke?!”
said Kellen. “I…Uh…Ehrm…” said Origami Yoda. “Wait… How do we know something is up?”
We found Luke! Well… Sorta
By Tommy
Tommy’s note: Kellen didn’t doodle this part or the meeting part.
Rhondella came out of no where and went up to Kellen. “Listen Kellen… I know you have a crush
on me since the third grade… But, that was the old me… Look. Just read the secret casefile that
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was part of the Fortune Wookie file.” Kellen took the casefile and looked through it. Me and Sara
both became mad. We where going to give him that after the war with Rabbski! Dwight took out
origami yoda. “Sith you are…” Murky than said “Yoda’s right! Your sir are UN-stooky! Give Kellen
Luke. And what’s with MJ?” “Listen up dip-wad. I’m a girl, not a sir. MJ stands for Michael Jackson,
who is one of my favourite singers. And it is not Zack who has Luke. I do!” She took Luke out from
her pocket. “I’m sorry Kellen. If you won’t get over me, than I know what will.” She ripped Luke in
half! “Son! Noooooooooooooo!” said Anakin. Harvey then flipped up the helmet to create Darth
Paper. “Luke!” said Kellen. “Don’t worry son. I’ll give you a cool robot suit like the one I have.”
said Darth Paper. “Don’t bother.” said Kellen. He threw Luke in the garbage and went into
Rabbski’s office. This is what we heard. “Listen Ms.Rabbski. I decided to quit the rebellion and do
the right thing. That is to do the tests.” “Very good. For that you get to keep a free DS game that
I confiscated from a student.” We all felt like if we were like Leia when she saw her home planet
explode. “Hey! That’s my game!” said Harvey. “Yes! Now that stupid nerd is outta our lives for
good!” said John Oxley as he came walking into the Library.
The Meeting
By Mike (The ex-halocron keeper)
At the meeting, my mom was talking to Ms. Rabbski. Kellen (Now the hall moniter) made
everyone confiscate their origami characters. “Now that those puppets are put away, we can get
started. I see what is the problem. These children are messing up your son’s ability to learn. We
promise that if you let your son stay, these kids will get a punishment for tricking your son into not
learning.” said Ms. Rabbski. “No way! I’m changing schools for my son! Let’s go Mike!” said my
mom. That was the last time I ever saw them.
First day at new school
By Mike (Emailed to Tommy)
At my new school I met these couple of kids. Jen, Hansel, and Andrew. I learned that Hansel is
Kellen’s cousin. He is also a massive drawer! I let him read the few chapters of the casefile so
that he can learn about what happen to Kellen. Today we had computers. When I went on one of
the computers I checked my email. I had something sent from Tommy and Dwight.

148

My Comment: This case file is actually pretty interesting. Because someone DID steal Luke. And
it was Zack, just like Yoda said. I don’t know who changed up the story with Rhondella and
everything, or why they wrote it so that Mike transferred to Marvel Middle School, but I actually
kinda like it! (Except for when Kellen joined the Edu-FUNpire…..)
Story 4: Anakin Skypaper Strikes Back!
The Rise of Anakin Skypaper
By Tommy
“Behold!” shouts Harvey. I glance over and…perhaps I’m getting a little ahead of myself here. I’m
Tommy. I go to McQuarrie Middle School with my friends, Kellen, Lance, Mike, Murky, Sara, and
Ben. Oh, and my almost-friend Harvey Cunningham. There is also Dwight Tharp, a master origami
folder. He is the one who created Origami Yoda, a Star Wars origami finger puppet that could
predict the future, help solve people’s problems, and just be awesome. Dwight had also folded
many other Star Wars origami creations. For instance, Origami Admiral Ackbar. Harvey, his
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nemesis, and my almost-friend, created an origami Darth Vader. He called it Darth Paper. Darth
Paper would go around spewing insults, giving bad advice, and causing many problems for the
students of McQuarrie. In the end, Darth Paper became Anakin again, and even saved Dwight
from being suspended. Unfortunatly, Dwight left McQuarrie and started going to Tippet Academy.
Then Sara brought Chebacca the Fortune Wookie to school, and she fooled us all into thinking
that Dwight had made the Fortune Wookie, but in reality, she and her friends Rhondella and Amy
had worked together and they made it a hoax and…..oh forget it. Then I convinced Dwight to
come back to McQuarrie. Anyway, this case file will be about the duel between Origami Yoda,
and An…better not reveal his name yet. Anyway, the light side of the force had returned to
McQuarrie and everyone was happy again. I wish I could tell you that everyone lived happily after,
but that would be a big, fat, lie. But we did all have a New Hope! This is all the information I have
gathered about what has happened at McQuarrie during this new school year with the Return of
the Dwight!
Harvey’s comment: So far the biggest question is… will this case file be even dumber than
the last ones?
My comment: didn’t you write that in the Fortune Wookiee case file?
Harvey’s other comment: No…..
The Return of Origami Yoda
By Murky
Oh yeah! The stooky Dwight is BAAAACKK!!!! I can’t wait to ask Origami Yoda another question!
And I already have one. Today I folded a Van Jahkne Yoda, but it wouldn’t give advice like
Dwight’s does. Dwight’s Yoda is stookiness personified! So I asked Yoda why my Yoda wouldn’t
give me jedi wise advice like his. So Dwight held up Origami Yoda and said in his really pikpok
pete yoda voice, “Give advice like me, your Yoda cannot.” Well, I thought that was totally narnar,
so I just stomped away. That advice was totally un-STOOKY! What happened to the total rockets
Dwight I used to know?
Harvey’s comment: Ugh. That Murky-to-English dictionary was helpful, but still…ugh. At least
someone finally agrees with me!
My comment: I think it is very strange that origami Yoda/Dwight just blew Murky off like that!
Harvey’s other comment: I don’t!
Anakin Skypaper appears!
By Kellen
So, me and Tommy and… well I was standing in the library with my friends, and then a loud voice
boomed out from behind me. “Behold!” shouts Harvey. “Anakin SKYPAPER!!!!” then those weird
librarians were like “Shhhh!” On Harvey’s thumb sat an Origami Anakin. Not Darth Paper/Anakin,
but an actual Anakin, before he falls into magma.
“Plastic dinosaurs!” shouts Murky. “It’s an Origami Anakin!” Harvey did his I-am-a-much-betterorigami-folder-than-you-are smirk. “I call him Anakin Skypaper!!! Muah, ha, ha, ha!!!” and the
librarians were just like, “SHUSH!”. Harvey lowered his voice. “Does anybody have an origami
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Padme Amidala?” I knew his plan. But apparently either Murky did not watch Revenge of the Sith,
or he was just dumb. I’m guessing it was door number 2. Murky reached into his pocket and
removed his Queen Origamidala that he had just made yesterday for the Origami Rebel Alliance.
Harvey reached out and grabbed the Padme. “Hey,” Murky protested. “That is my stookiest
origami ever!” Harvey made choking sounds, then crumpled Murky’s Padme.
“NOOOOOOOOO!!!!” shouts Murky, falling to his knees. Harvey is holding out his hand. In his
hand is the crumpled Padme. Harvey drops the crumpled paper on top of Murky’s humiliated and
angry head. “I should have known,” Murky groaned, getting to his feet. “Revenge of the Sith,
Anakin Force-choking Padme. I was so stupid to fall for that!”
Harvey’s comment: Yes. Yes you were. Give in to your anger. Feel the power of the dark side of
the…
My comment: Oh, shut up. That was a (as Murky would say) stooky Padme.
Origami Yoda V Anakin Skypaper
By Tommy
Then a screechy voice sounded from behind us. “A duel, let there be,” it was Dwight/Yoda! “Again,
both give answers to one question we will! Right whoever is will win!” “I accept your challenge!”
boomed Anakin Skypaper. There was a collective gasp. I just groaned. Not again. “What should
the question be?” asked Anakin/Harvey. Murky perked up. “Ooh! I know! I know! I asked Yoda
why my total rockets Van Jahkne Yoda wouldn’t give advice and Yoda said, ‘Use the Force, your
Yoda cannot,’ or something like that.” Murky turned to Harvey. “What is your answer?” he asked.
Harvey lifted Anakin Skypaper. “Your Yoda can use the Force. The Force flows through all things.”
I guess we’ll see who is right.
Harvey’s comment: I’M RIGHT!
My comment: I hope not, but honestly this time…..I’m not so sure about Dwight right now. Maybe
Tippett DID leave something nasty in Dwight’s mind….
The Duel!
By Tommy
So, today (Saturday), we all went to Murky’s house, to see who won Murky’s contest. And his
house was just WEIRD. There were posters everywhere that said stuff like, Stooky, or, TOTAL
ROCKETS!!!! The house was so clean it was unnatural. It looked like nobody had lived there for
the past year. The carpet was cleaner than…well, really clean carpet. The couches looked like no
one had sat on them in a month, and the TV was collecting dust. But Murky’s room was even
WEIRDER. There was one poster that said, Stooky, and a bed. That was IT. There was nothing
else. It was actually kind of creepy. “So Harvey,” Murky started. “You told me my Yoda could use
the Force.” He turned around. “And Dwight, YOU told me my Yoda couldn’t use the Force. Now,
I will PROVE that my Yoda can or cannot use the Force, and whoever is right will win the contest.
Get it? Got it? Good.”
“Never said use the Force, you could not,” Yoda said. “Said only did I, ‘Give advice like ME, you
cannot.'”
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“Huh?” I was just standing there, confused.
“Advice like mine, you cannot give,” Yoda started. “Because unique, your advice is!”
Murky smiled. “Oh! I get it now! Well, I guess nobody won the contest, BUT….since Harvey ripped
my Queen Origamidala, I think HE loses this contest!”
Harvey’s comment: Bah humbug!!!
My comment: In your FACE!!!
The End
My Comment: I always wanted to include this in Jabba the Puppett, but it never really fit. It
happened just one day after the Origami Rebel Alliance was formed. Obviously, Murky made a
new Queen Origamidala, and Harvey went back to using his Anakin/Vader like normal. It’s funny,
Harvey’s insults feel almost natural. Without them….hmmm…..
Story 5: The Secretary of Origami Yoda
The New Kid
By Tommy
Dwight came into the library today with a kid that looked about our age but was a little taller and
had a little peach fuzz under his nose. “Guys, meet Robby.” said Dwight.
He had brown hair, brown eyes, and a red shirt with a pocket. Out of his pocket, there was a green
thing. When he got closer, I noticed it looked like yoda. Harvey snickered. “Dwight found his twin.
Let’s see if he’s as dumb as Dwight.” Robby quickly tackled Harvey to the ground and Dwight said
“Woah, Robby he’s ok. He’s just joking.” Robby had a rubber band out that was loaded with a
birdee ready to launch. “Are you sure sir?” said Robby. “Yes” replied Dwight. Dwight said that
Robby had met Dwight at boy scout camp and liked his yoda so Robby made his own design.
Dwight had helped him though, so Robby said that he was forever in Dwight’s debt. So this is a
weird case file so far, but I needed to tell this to introduce the rest of the file.
Harvey’s comment: One Dwight is bad enough. But now there’s two.
Tommy’s comment: Harvey’s just upset that he nearly got beat up by Robby. So anyway, here’s
the rest of the file.
The FunTime Pool Party.
By Kellen
So, uh, you know how rabbski is a crazy old lady. Well, she had a pool party to celebrate Funtime.
Tommy was sick though. Dwight and Robby both swam with shirts on. Dwight came out of the
pool and there was green and brown slop coming out of his pocket. Robby said “sir, you seem to
have swam with candy in your pocket.” Then Dwight reached into his pocket and there was paper
wadded up and had wierd paint stuff leaking off of it. Dwight realized it was yoda and started to
cry but Robby said “don’t fret my pet.” and pulled a square sheet of green and brown paper. Then
Robby’s yoda started to repeat instructions for Dwight’s yoda. Dwight soon had an EXACT replica
of the old one. I mean EXACY. IT EVEN HAD WRINKLES IN THE SAME EXACT PLACES! Robby
must be a Jedi too! I can’t wait to get advice!
Harvey’s comment: well, it looks like your case file is cut short Tommy, Robby was just on vacation
here. He’s going back to Texas now.

152

Tommy’s comment: This stinks. And I was so close to finding out the truth!
My Comment: Okay, maybe I wasn’t “SO CLOSE” to finding out the truth, but I still wanted to
figure this case out. On the bright side, I heard Robby was gonna be enrolled at the same high
school I’m going to! Totally Plastic Dinosaurs!!
Story 6: Origami Chewbacca
Emperor Papertine’s Arrival
By Tommy
Ok, so I decided not to write this into my most recent case file, because it really doesn’t have any
information key to the cause of the last one. (See “Darth Paper Strikes Back: An Origami Yoda
Book” for that case) Anyway, THIS story isn’t really a case file, but it is something that my mom
wanted done for an “Educational Writing Experience.” Basically, I’m forced to go to a writing class
for the summer, and at the end of summer vacation, I have to read something about my childhood.
And, since I never wrote it down, I’m doing it now; by writing about probably the most interesting
thing that happened to me in 7th grade; save Dwight’s ingenious plan to be able to go to Tippett
Academy with Caroline Broom.
…The ULTIMATE BATTLE between Good and Evil, Origami Chewbacca vs. Emperor Papertine!
Here it is…
Just then, when all hope was lost, EMPEROR PAPERTINE himself burst through the door!
“Jedi Fools,” He yelled, “you will not stop me!”
The person who’s finger Papertine sat on laughed. I knew that laugh, but I couldn’t place it, we
were, after all, in the almost pitch black auditorium. Then, Kellen did something I didn’t think he
would do in a million years! But wait, I’m getting ahead of myself, I’ll just start from the beginning…
Darth Paper’s Announcement
By Tommy
This all started on that first month, when Origami Yoda, the amazing creation of my friend, Dwight
Tharp, and Darth Paper, an Origami villain created by Dwight’s nemesis, Harvey Cunningham,
began fighting in class. All of this was getting kinda old, but then, something REALLY WEIRD
happened… In Biology class, Harvey stood up and yelled to the class, in his high, squeaky voice,
“Darth Paper has an announcement!”
I didn’t know what to think, I mean, Harvey was usually talking just to annoy us, but today, he
seemed serious.
“There is a great disturbance in the Force,” Darth Paper said, “my old master, Emperor Papertine,
has contacted me, and has a message for you all, bullies as well.”
Zack Martin’s eyes lit up.
“He is coming to McQuarrie Middle School, and if you do not do what I tell you, he will destroy all
of you, except for the bullies. For them, he will keep them in mind, and give them all Origami
apprentices. And as for the rest of you, you must prepare for his arrival, immediately! We need a
giant vat of cheese, a ladder, and a welcome banner! he is said to come at the end of the month,
right after lunchtime.”
Normally, I would expect this from Dwight, but Harvey? No way! It all went downhill from there…
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Origami Yoda and the Return of the Wookiee
By Tommy, interviewing Kellen Campbell of McQuarrie Middle School
Me:
Kellen, what do you remember about Origami Chewbacca?
Kellen:
Oh, I thought that was a gorilla with a tie on!
Me:
Well?
Kellen:
Oh, yeah! Well, Origami Yoda was like, “Hrrm, listen to Darth Paper we must,” and I was like,”Why
should we listen to him?” And he was like,“MUST!!!”
He does seem to have a habit of saying that. Anyway, then Dwight puts Origami Yoda in his
pocket, and grabs his backpack! So, he opens it, and brings out Origami Chewbacca!
Me:
Wow, you just said an entire paragraph without going “Um…” And “Hmmm…..”
Kellen:
It’s big for me, but we are going into 8th grade once summer is over.
Me:
True.
Kellen:
Anyway, Origami Chewbacca couldn’t really talk like the other things Dwight made, but, then
again, Origami Yoda is the only one who gives great advice! And, Origami Chewbacca goes
“Roar!”And I go “Cool!”
So, I think that when Dwight told Chewie and Yoda about Emperor Papertine, they were ready to
help us!
Me: Thanks for your time, Kellen.
Kellen:
No prob.
(Subject talks about how summer is going and topic changes)
Origami Chewbacca and September Fool’s Day
By Murky, Tommy’s partner in “Educational Writing Experiences”
Well, Tommy was sick from school (and sick of Harvey) one day, so I get to write about what
happened that day.
So, Dwight walks into school with a VERY straight face, and I hated it. He was, for that day,
completely sane! No problem with him at all! So, I walk up to him, and he just has a completely
normal conversation with me! Then he pulls out Origami Chewbacca, and makes him talk, in a
rather growly voice.
“The Emperor has captured Kellen in the bathroom!”
Well, since Kellen has had bad bathroom problems before, I decided I would try to save him!
When I walk in, I find Kellen, hung up on a bathroom stall door by his underwear, and whining
“Murky! Help me!” “Ok!” I respond.
After I “save” Kellen, he tells me what really happened.
“Ok, Harvey has crossed the line! This morning, he hung me up on that door, and brought in like,
half of the 7th grade, just to have a laugh!” Kellen explained.
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Afterward, I went over to the Lunch table, (I took Tommy’s seat that day) and I asked Dwight why
he lied.
“Purple!” said Dwight, smearing his biscuits in gravy like a maniac. I suspect that just that morning,
he went into the bathroom, saw Kellen, and decided to make a joke. Before my mom drove me
back home, I asked Dwight a second time.
“Happy September Fool’s Day!” he replied. So, I didn’t get my answer as clear as I wanted, but
oh well.
Harvey’s comment: Yeah, sure! Like Dwight didn’t make enough of a fool of himself without my
help!
Origami Chewbacca and the Battle of Cashyyk! (A Dollar Bill Origami Planet)
By Tommy
When I returned the next day, I was greeted by same old, crazy, paper folding Dwight, and
Origami Yoda.
“Help Origami Chewbacca, you must,” he said, “His favorite place in Dwight’s room, the dollar bill
origami pile, under attack it is, by Crease Dooku, and his army of Origami Battle Droids!”
“Ok, how can I help him?”
“Origami Admiral Ackbar I have, helpful he will be,” said Origami Yoda.
So, I went over to Dwight’s house, blindfolded, of course, so I couldn’t see “The Horror,” as he
said it. When I took off my blindfold, I was staring at a GIANT pile of Origami STAR WARS figures,
all made of dollar bills! So, I dive in, and Dwight pops out from the pile!
“So, Tommy, are you ready to try?” asked Dwight.
“Do, or do not, there is no try,” I said to Dwight, in my best Yoda voice. Origami Chewbacca
practically appears on Dwight’s finger, and tells me “Help me, please!”
I almost felt sorry for that piece of paper. I went in, with Origami Admiral Ackbar on my finger, and
battled the Battle Droids! When it looked like victory, Crease Dooku emerged on Dwight’s finger,
and we had the coolest light-paper duel ever!
Harvey’s Comment: Ok, this proves how crazed Dwight is, not only does he believe in a paperwad,
but he also uses good money on stuff that could just be folded with regular paper! Then again,
nothing is “normal” with weirdo Dwight.
Tommy’s Comment: (Soapy Talk)
Origami Chewbacca and the Final Week
By Tommy, with helpful (and un-helpful) information from Kellen, Dwight, and Harvey
Ok…The final week…Deep stuff.
Well, Sara and I have been preparing the school for Emperor Papertine’s arrival, and Lance and
Quavondo helped, too. Sadly, Sara and I never got to talk, but, then again, when did we talk that
year? But then, Harvey came with Darth Paper.
“Your
preparations betray you,” Darth Paper said, “your feelings for this event are strong,” he continued.
“Harvey, why are you trying to make this harder than when Mr. Good Clean Fun and Soapy talked
about some kind of Halfpott story?!?” I asked.
“I try so hard!” he replied.
“No, fall into cheese you will, before the week is done,” said Origami Yoda, as Dwight walked into
the auditorium.
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Anyway, those next four days were torture! Everyone was talking about “The new bully-to-nerdratio tool” And when Dwight found out that Caroline Broome, his “Friend who’s a girl and he has
a crush on,” was changing schools, he was devastated.
But, when the final day came, things got STRANGE!
Origami Yoda’s prediction came true. Harvey was making fun of us when he fell into a giant vat
of cheese meant for the event and made a total fool of himself. That isn’t the strange part; Origami
Yoda’s predictions always come true! The strange part was that Dwight didn’t go to school that
day, the one day he NEEDED to be there! If he didn’t come, Emperor Papertine might get angry
at us for not bringing his arch enemy!!! It’s a good thing that at least we have Origami Chewie
with us, just in case. (He can rip an arm from a socket, y’know, he might be able to defeat Darth
Shredious, or whoever it is).
So, during Lunchtime, as we were almost ready to greet Papertine, Harvey, completely cheese
free, talks to us before Papertine arrives.
“Y’know, guys, Darth Paper might accept an apology from you for being mean to us, and he could
tell the Emperor that he doesn’t have to destroy you. How about that?”
“Look, Harvey,” I started.
“What, are you gonna say no?!? That’s so like you, Tommy, never being a big man and taking
responsibility for his actions, like me! I mean, I’M so great, I’M so responsible, I’M-”
Just then, a very angry Kellen punched Harvey, with Origami Chewbacca, right in the nose!
Chewbacca ripped off Darth Paper’s arms, and pushed Harvey, who accidentally tipped over a
ladder, and the ladder hit the power box! The box blowed a fuse, just before the school bell went
off, signaling that Emperor Papertine was here!
Just then, when all hope was lost, EMPEROR PAPERTINE himself burst through the door! “Jedi
Fools,” He yelled, “you will not stop me!” The person who’s finger Papertine sat on laughed. I
knew that laugh, but I couldn’t place it, we were, after all, in the almost pitch black auditorium.
Then, Kellen did something I didn’t think he would do in a million years!
ORIGAMI CHEWBACCA REVEALS THE TRUTH!!!
By Tommy
Kellen ripped off one side of the welcome banner from the wall, used the other side of the banner
to hoist himself into the air, pulled up the ladder, climbs up it, and throws Origami Chewbacca,
who hits on the power box, restoring the light to the school!
Once we were out of the dark, I could tell who was holding Emperor Papertine!
“DWIGHT?!?” Every kid in McQuarrie Middle School yelled out his name.
“What are you doing?” I asked.
“I’m being Emperor Papertine,” Dwight says, in his “Matter of fact” voice. Harvey was having a
ball. “Yes! Dwight owes me twenty bucks!” he said. I was really confused.
“What?”
“Alright, look,” said Dwight, as he cowered and stuffed himself in a corner, “as you all know,
Harvey and I have been fighting for the past month, and no matter what I did, he wouldn’t stop!
So, I said to him, ‘Harvey, please stop!’ And so Harvey said, ‘how about I make you a bet, if I win
the next Origami Lightsaber duel, you have to pretend to be an Origami Emperor that will destroy
the school, give me twenty dollars, AND make an Origami character for every bully in the school!’
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And so I said, ‘Well, if I win, you will have to say to the entire 7th grade that you were wrong about
Origami Yoda, and that you are sorry.’ So, I lost; purple.”
“Dwight!” I said, “You don’t have to listen to Harvey, he’s just a jerk who doesn’t know when
enough is enough.”
“You’re right, Tommy, thanks!” said a very cheerful Dwight. He never stays down about anything
for long.”Hurtful!” yelled Harvey, still trying to fix Darth Paper’s arms, and cuddling his new, crisp
20 dollar bill.
Then, Dwight folded an Origami Grievous for every bully in the school, and walked out of the
auditorium, carrying Origami Chewbacca.
So, after all that, I think that we need a rest.
The story’s over, but I still have to read it at the end of the summer, so, I guess I can edit it.
The End This Is?
My Comment: Why do I not remember this happening? I mean, seriously, either I’m drawing a
complete blank, or someone wrote this story as a work of fiction. Oh, wait! There’s a second one
here!
The Final Story: Origami Chewbacca 2 — The Attack of Crease Dooku
The Revenge of the Sith
By Tommy
Last Year, in 7th Grade, my friend Dwight Tharp invited me to his house.
That would have been normal, just a couple of friends, hangin’ out, but nothing, and I mean
NOTHING, is normal with Dwight. That trip to his house was to defeat a vile villain, Crease Dooku,
who threatened Origami Chewbacca’s home planet, Cashyyk (an Origami dollar bill planet).
Crease Dooku had set up a boarder of Origami Battle Droids to defeat Chewbacca. But, with a
little help from Origami Admiral Ackbar, we fought Crease Dooku, and saved the planet! But, little
did we know he would return, and he would return with a new dope; Harvey Cunningham!
A New Dope
By Kellen
Yo! The reason we are doing this case file is because Harvey actually requested it of us. Can you
imagine? Harvey, asking US for help!! Asking ORIGAMI YODA for help!!!
Y’see, for the past couple of years, Harvey has been all down about Origami Yoda. He thinks that
he is “just a paperwad,” but we knew the truth. Origami Yoda had been helping us through Middle
School, with girl problems, pop quizzes, evil teachers, skating brats, and even evil little monkey
puppets! (Soapy, to be exact). Origami Yoda is our friend, as is Dwight. Dwight is generally an
oddball, but a fun oddball at that. He helps us when we need it, and he’s a true friend. Harvey, on
the other hand, doesn’t have many friends; so he just folds more origami Star Wars characters,
hoping to one day defeat Dwight, and prove that Origami Yoda is a fake. (Which isn’t true; he is
too real!) Anyway, Harvey somehow found out about Crease Dooku. So, he actually broke into
Dwight’s house and found Crease Dooku, but there is no proof that he did.
So why the heck are we making a helpful case file for Harvey if he’s such a jerk?!?
Don’t tell anybody, but we are actually using this to try and catch Harvey; if in his writing he
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confesses to breaking and entering into Dwight’s house, we could even put him in Juvi! (Not that
we really want to, but Harvey crossed a line when he did that!)
Harvey wants us to write the case file to show Mrs. Rabbski that Crease Dooku is allowed in
school, and that Origami Yoda is not. That’s just as crazy as Horton Halfpott telling Casper
Bengue that his fake mustache is crooked! Harvey must be stopped! This is our case file into
Crease Dooku and a New Dope!
Origami Dooku and the Power of the Dark Side
By Harvey
“Well, Paperwad Yoda has finally met his match, my young apprentice,” Crease Dooku said to
me, “We will defeat Dwight, and do what Darth Paper and your Origami Yoda could not.”
I looked down at the garbage bin where I had torn up and thrown away my Origami Yoda, and at
the desk where I kept Origami Anakin/Vader. They were both almost successful at doing the
impossible, defeating Origami Yoda, but sadly, Tommy’s case files and Yoda’s so called “wisdom”
always beat me in the end; of course, Darth Paper was actually helping Dwight, but that’s not the
point, he still failed to defeat him, since I found out that I hadn’t won when I thought I did, back
when Dwight sent me that note saying Origami Yoda wasn’t real, but Dwight (or Yoda) had Jedi
Mind Tricked me.
“We will win, Crease Dooku. The Power of the Dark Side of the Fold is strong with us.”
“We will defeat my maker who betrayed me, then, we will kill his useless puppet!” Crease Dooku
replied. (I don’t remember actually making him say that; could HE be real?)
Origami Dooku goes to School
By Sara
Well, as always, jerky Harvey was walking into second period Geometry when he pulls out this
piece of paper that was folded into, I guess, Origami Count Dooku. (Harvey insists I say that he
is incredible, and way better than Origami Yoda, but that’s not what I think at all).
Crease Dooku told me “You cannot do Geometry without my power!”
I HATE when people insist for me do something or follow someone, especially Harvey, so I just
said to him, “Harvey, I can do Geometry without you, and I can do it a heck of a lot better than if
I took help from you, thank you very much.”
“Well, young Senator, we will now discuss your allegiance with the Confederacy,” said Crease
Dooku, “I challenge you to a battle of the brains; today at lunch. We will exchange questions and
answers, and see who is smarter of us both, and whoever wins must admit that either Crease
Dooku or Paperwad Yoda is fake.”
Well, I, being the tough-girl that I am, I took his challenge, but I knew that Harvey had been getting
better grades then me in Geometry, and I was a little bit worried; it was already 11:30! So I asked
Harvey if he could put it off until tomorrow at lunch. He allowed me, but only if he gets the first
question point by default. Reluctantly, I agreed.
So, when I got home, I walked over to Dwight’s house. He lives right next door to me. I told him
about my dilemma, and he said that I should ask Origami Yoda.
“Origami Yoda, what should I do about this competition with Harvey?”
“Answer do not. Ask questions, you should,” he said.
“What does that mean?!?”
“Means it does that if give him THESE questions, win the challenge you will.”
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Dwight then gave me a notepad with questions and answers on it. But I didn’t tell him I was coming
over! Could Origami Yoda… No, not even the great Origami Yoda could see the future to that
extent! (Actually I think he could, but Harvey made me write that I didn’t think so). The next day,
I went to Harvey, at the lunch table, where he sat with Origami Count Dooku. He asked me the
first question, and I didn’t know the answer, so I didn’t answer him, like Origami Yoda said. Harvey
got annoyed with me and decided to have me give the answers first. So, I started with the first
one:
“How much wood would a wood chuck chuck if a wood chuck could chuck would?” I asked.
Harvey looked aghast, “How am I supposed to know that?!?!? I DON’T KNOW!!! NOBODY
KNOWS!!!”
Ok, the plan was working well so far, but now it was time to zing him with the second question:
“How many licks does it take to get to the center of a tootsie pop?”
Harvey smiled, “You…You’re trying to make me lose! You’re cheating! If I asked you one, you
wouldn’t know it, either!”
I knew where this was going, and Dwight told me about it.
“Ok, fine, give me a question, then!”
Harvey started, “What is Sara Bolt’s middle name? WAIT, WHAT?!?”
“Dorothy,” I say to him, proudly.
“NOOOO!!! That’s not fair!! You ARE cheating!!!” Harvey whined.
“Well, you were cheating when you robbed Dwight’s house for Crease Dooku!” Our big plan was
finally in motion.
“I…I don’t know what you’re talking about!” Harvey said, suspiciously, “I didn’t take Dooku or
Chewie or anybody!”
Well, that didn’t work. I still won, and Harvey admitted the truth about Crease
Dookafdlhfluiruglfjhku4hgku……………………
What Just Happened
By Harvey
What just happened to Sara’s story was that I am now going to write the ENTIRE story! I can’t
have them all sabotaging it! And what’s this stuff about a “master plan” or “proof” that their talking
about?!? It makes no sense!! Obviously, Paperwad Yoda is just Dwight being a tad bit clever. I
mean, Dwight must have known that Sara was coming, or maybe he just planned for someday to
zing me along with Sara with some quick questions. Anyway, there is NO WAY that I could believe
that Origami Yoda is real. By the way, I did not admit the truth about Crease Dooku, because it’s
NOT the truth! I really think that my Crease Dooku is absolutely, positively, 100% REAL!!!!!
Tommy’s Comment: Hey guys! I stole Harvey’s case file quickly to tell you that Harvey stole from
Dwight and he is a liar and a cheater! ORIGAMI YODA IS REAL!!! DWIGHT SAID SO!!! IN DARTH
PAPER STRIKES BACK!! READ THE FINAL PAGES AFTER “YARDSTICK!!” WHY AM I IN
CAPS LOCK?!?!?
Crease Dooku VS Origami Yoda
By Harvey, with editing by Tommy and Dwight
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One day, I woke up and told Origami Dooku that today was the day that Dwight and Origami Yoda
would pay for everything they did to us. Yes, I acknowledge that Origami Yoda could be real, just
as Darth Paper may have been real, and Crease Dooku is real. Maybe…just maybe….Tommy
and Dwight had a point. Origami Yoda is REAL.
“Now, my young apprentice,” Crease Dooku spoke to me, “we will destroy Dwight and bring peace
to our new empire!”
“You got it!” I said, not thinking that Crease actually might DESTROY Dwight.
That day at school, I found Dwight’s locker, and shoved a letter into it, so that Dwight will fall into
our trap. It said that I believe in Paperwad Yoda, and that I wanted to apologize, which is halfright. I DO believe that Origami Yoda is real, but Dwight has barely anything to do with him. Then,
I wrote Dwight that he should come to the library with Origami Yoda so I can apologize to the both
of them.
Instead, they will feel the wrath of DARTH HARVEY!!! (Oh, and Crease Dooku)
(Hey Guys! It’s Dwight! I haven’t ever written in a Case File before, so please don’t mock me for
it.) From my point of view, it looked like Harvey was finally turning a new leaf. Boy was I brown!
When I got to the library, I saw Harvey with Crease Dooku. I instinctively pulled out Origami Yoda,
and got him ready for battle.
From Tommy’s point of view:
Well, I was at the library, hitting on Sara with Origami General Grievous, which I obtained from
Dwight, when I saw the two of them, Dwight and Harvey, in a light-paper duel to the death!!!
“Fought well you have, my former padawan,” said Origami Yoda.
“This is only the beginning,” said Harvey, or maybe Crease Dooku.
The two of them continued to duel, but were kicked out of the library for being too loud. They
continued with the fight, and I watched them. They (OY and CD) battled ferociously, for pieces of
paper; and so did Dwight and Harvey. Those two were actually trying to hit each other, which
could expel them both! I tried to stop them, when Crease Dooku said, independently from Harvey,
who wasn’t even moving his lips, “I’m sorry, old friend…continue the executions!” Then, Harvey
freaked out!
Back to Harvey (Hey, how did they get my case file?!?)
I was REALLY REALLY SCARED!!!!! I mean, I knew Origami Dooku was real, but not REAL,
y’know?
I dropped him the second he stopped his sentence, and he just floated up into the air and waved
his light-paper independently!
“Now, young Tharp, you will die!!!” he said, as he actually fired REAL Force Lightning at Dwight.
“Harvey, save me!!” Dwight pleaded.
Tommy tried to stop him with General Grievous, but Grievous, of course, worked side by side with
Dooku. The two of them continued to, like, KILL Dwight!!!!! I knew what I had to do…
“NOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!!!!!”
I charged at Crease Dooku, ripped off his light-paper, and threw him off the balcony of the second
floor! General Grievous turned back into normal paper, and Tommy picked him up again.
“Finally, get it do you?” said Origami Yoda, out of Dwight’s hand and without Dwight talking, since
he was in pain, “really real are we.”
“HOW?!?” asked Tommy, dazed. (Back to Tommy)
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“For me to know, that is, and you to find out,” he said, with a chuckle. I had spent so much time
trying to find out the truth, and what I learn scares me. I didn’t know he could do THAT!!!!! I helped
Dwight up, and Origami Yoda nodded at him, as though he could finally tell us something.
Dwight: “Guys,” I said, speaking to Tommy and Harvey, “I have been keeping this a secret for too
long. When I first met Origami Yoda, he came to me in a ship called the Mail-lennium Falcon. I
don’t know how he did it, or where he TRULY comes from, but he wanted me to help him save
the McQuarrie students from the dangers of middle school! I’ve often wondered if the same thing
happened to Harvey’s Darth Papers, potentially, and also Crease Dooku and Chewbacca and
Grievous and others. If so, Crease Dooku was a REAL threat to Chewbacca’s REAL home, and
you saved it, Tommy; you and the real Origami Ackbar. Dooku wanted revenge, I guess. But
Harvey, can you admit that you really did break into my house to steal Crease, and you took
Tommy’s story?”
“He doesn’t have to!” Tommy said, “I read our case file, and I found that Harvey said in Sara’s
chapter, and I quote, ‘I didn’t steal Crease Dooku, or CHEWIE, or anything!’ How did he know you
had Chewie, Dwight? He never read that you had him in the first case file, and he never really
saw him!”
WE HAD PROOF!!
The Final Chapter
By Tommy, with Origami Yoda
Well, after I finished writing the rest of the case file with Dwight and a reformed Harvey, we all
decided that we wouldn’t press any charges on Harvey, and even Dwight’s mom (yes, even hissy
fit Mama Tharp), thought that Harvey has just being a boy, as boys always play.
Sadly, Origami Yoda told us to hide this case file, so that we, nor anyone else, would never see
it again. We wondered why we had to hide it from ourselves, for obvious reasons, and he said,
“YOU MUST UNLEARN WHAT YOU HAVE LEARNED.”
Yoda’s Note: Forgotten the events of Origami Chewbacca and Crease Dooku, McQuarrie Middle
School has. The End…This Is.
My Comment: No Comment.
Epilogue
By Tommy
I just stared at the case file. I never would’ve guessed that Darth Paper and all the others had
Force powers, too. (Well, not the Fortune Wookiee, obviously…that was girl-power…)
I walked back into the cafeteria. It was lunchtime. I saw Kellen sitting next to Remi, and all my
other friends sitting with their semi-girlfriends. Except for Sara, who was waiting patiently for me.
I went over to her.
“Hey,” I said. “Did you read this?”
Sara smiled. “Well, actually…Yoda trusted me to keep the case files safe. I’m the one that put
them in your locker.”
“Wait, so you…?”
“Yeah…I might’ve kinda sorta known the truth about Yoda. And he might’ve kinda sorta let me in
on the secret from the get-go.”
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“WHAT?!?” I cried.
“Tommy, I’m his next-door neighbor. Do you really think Dwight Maximus Tharp can keep a secret
safe for longer than five minutes?”
Dwight walked over to us. He lifted up Force Ghost Yoda. “Truly wonderful, the mind of a female
is. Boys. Hmmph! Men. Hah! A Jedi trusts not these ones. Girls, or girls not. There are no boys.”
I never thought I’d give Yoda a death-glare, but it happened nonetheless. “Only a Sith deals in
absolutes…” I grumbled.
The last day was my favorite day at McQuarrie. I talked to Artie, called up Robby, met up with
Malcolm, emailed Mike, and finally, I tossed Origami Chewbacca in Dwight’s direction. He looked
at me straight in the eyes. “We cool, man?”
“Yeah,” I smiled. “May the Force be with you, Dwight and Yoda.”
The Big Question: Is Origami Yoda Real?
The Big Answer: It’s…Complicated.

162

EPISODE XXII
THE KNIGHTS OF PEN
By SuperFolder Creaser_James

It’s Not Over Yet
By Tommy
I was just opening the door to leave McQuarrie Middle School forever…
Origami Yoda had other plans.
That’s when I noticed it in the glass doors’ reflection: six students approaching me from behind,
eyes fixated on mine and plastic lightsabers clipped to their belts. They didn’t look too happy.
I turned around. “Put your toy weapons away. I mean you no harm.”
“Oh, good,” the third student hissed, hungrily. “Easier for us.”
I recognized him as one of the Bounty Hunters, Jim. His friends, though, were all pretty intelligent
and popular students in the school. Max, Helen, Carol, etc… even Ben.
“You’ll pay for all the damage you caused to the school, Tommy.” Ben pulled out a modified
version of his EZ Darth Paper. The other students pulled out puppets of their own.
“The Knights of Ren.” I blurted out.
“The Knights of PEN, actually.” Jim cracked his knuckles and grinned. “And you are to report to
Principal Howell’s office. Immediately.”
The Dark Side
By Kellen
So, uhh… We have a big problem. I was SUPPOSED to be daydreaming about my super-fancypants-richie-rich Walt Disney’s School For Gifted Artists, but instead, I get approached by a fellow
student in a dark hoodie wielding an origami Dark Sider. Why does this always happen? And the
worst part is that my new recording thingy barely works at all and sometimes doesn’t punctuate
things the way it should and it doesn’t make new paragraphs and sometimes it even puts down
the wrong monkeys from what I’m trying to say! (Gah! I said WORDS!) Anyhow, the Dark Side
loser (he calls himself “Supreme Liter Coke,” oh brother) puts me in a headlock and takes me
over to the guys’ bathroom. He looks under the stalls to see if anybody is inside, then shoves me
face-first into a stinky, smelly, soaking-wet dinosaur. (TOILET! I said, TOILET! Urgh!) I was barely
phased by the swirly, as I’d had many of those over the years, but what really bugged me was
the way this hoodie guy spoke to me. He acted like he had some sort of authority over me and
my friends, and I detested it. He tells me he has something to discuss with me, and now I’m
waiting for him to come back, since he duct-taped me to the sink. He says he has some big secret
to tell me, and an offer I can’t refuse. I don’t care what this dude says, I’m not intimidated. Oh,
wait, he’s back, gotta go.
(STATIC)
I’m back. Guys, I’ve learned a terrible truth. I’ll tell you all–in person–at lunch. If Dwight and
Tommy aren’t already away from the goodbye party in the cafeteria, then get them to leave.
There’s a traitor in our midst…
The Principal’s Words
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By Tommy
“Tommy…” Principal Howell growled. This wasn’t his normal Howell-growl. He seemed genuinely
furious. “I must say, I didn’t see it coming. You kept us in the dark for all these years.”
“Sir, with all due respect, what are you talking about?” I gulped. “I didn’t do anything!”
“Thomas, you’re not in a position to lie. A student has complained about your behavior…” Howell
showed me a picture on his iPhone of a damaged wall in the hallway. “…and has given me proof
of your actions.”
Above the wall, it had a message. It said a really bad word that none of us would have used. And
guess what was taped next to it? Foldy-Wan Kenobi. MY Foldy-Wan Kenobi.
“May I ask who gave you this complaint?” I started reaching into my backpack for Foldy-Wan.
“That’s none of your business. This isn’t just about the wall, Tommy. This is about everything.”
“What?” My hand dug through the contents of my backpack. Foldy-Wan was nowhere to be found.
“Your friend Kellen came clean about your so-called Bounty Hunters,” Howell said with a smirk.
“You formed them with the help of Lisa. You just couldn’t stand submitting to your elders and
teachers, huh? The Origami Rebellion didn’t do it for you?!” Howell slammed his fists on the table.
My heart jumped.
“OUT!!!”
“But, sir, I–!”
“NOW!!!!” Howell screamed, a fire in his eyes.
I walked out in confusion, my heart pounding fiercely in my chest. Was this a dream? Would I
have to go somewhere like CREF? It’s hard for me to admit this, but I was terrified. I remember
wondering how horrible it would be for Dwight had he gone there. In my heart of hearts, I felt like
that little Youngling who bumped into Vader in Revenge of the Sith. Heartbroken. Betrayed. By
Kellen.
Kellen!
The Rebellion Ends
By Kellen
“Sorry dude, you’ve been kicked off the Rebel Council.” I stared Tommy dead in the eyes.
“What!? You can’t do this!! You wouldn’t!” Tommy struggled to hold in his clearly boiling anger.
Sara put a hand on his shoulder. “No. None of us want to, but… we have no choice.”
Tommy’s glare fixed onto me. “Why did you do this, Kellen? Why frame me?”
“What are you talking about?” My mouth spoke without my heart’s consent. “YOU betrayed us.
You made us think you were our friend, and you destroyed the school we love. We will NEVER
forgive you!”
Silence. Only the heavy breathing of Tommy kept me from breaking out into tears. I hated every
moment I continued down the dark path. If I’d ever get a chance, I would pummel the Supreme
Leader into jelly for this.
“So be it.” Tommy shoved past Sara a little too harshly and trudged down the hallway. Part of me
hoped I’d never have to see him, or face his righteously accusing glare, again. This was all my
fault.
Evil Is Everywhere
By Tommy

164

“We will NEVER forgive you!”
Kellen’s words echoed in my head. I’d be an outcast. Everything would be gone. Even my best
friend and girlfriend, wrong as they may be, would be lost.
“So be it.” I ran off to find the one person who would never give up on me. He would know what
to do.
“Dwight,” I sighed with relief after finding him locked in the gym closet and screaming about
squirrels. “Everyone thinks I vandalized the school. They’ve kicked me out. I need your help.”
“What about Origami Yoda?” Dwight asked clearly.
“Yoda said we didn’t require his help anymore,” I mumbled. “He wanted to go visit Captain Micah.
We were selfish and kept him way longer than we should have. I won’t make the same mistake
twice. I came to talk to you because you’re my friend.”
Dwight’s eyes lit up for a moment, then died down as he looked at his feet. “My mom wants to
transfer me to a different school next semester because of you.”
My world turned upside-down and I struggled for breath. “No.”
“She thought it would be best if I avoid Davison Middle. She got a call from Mr. Howell today. He
sounded mad. What happened?”
I lowered my voice to a whisper. “Dwight, listen, I’ve been framed.”
Dwight blinked. “I believe you, Tommy.”
At that moment, I realized… Dwight wasn’t mumbling. A deep sadness had rested on McQuarrie
Middle School. (At the very least, I was definitely sad).
It didn’t take long before my sadness gave way to anger. Today was already McQuarrie Middle
School’s last day, after a series of destructive incidents ruined the school’s budget and threw
people like Mr. Howell deep into debt. But now, Kellen had framed me for ALL of it. I swore that
I’d clear my name and protect McQuarrie Middle School now that I was on my own. I would have
revenge.
The Rise of Supreme Liter Coke
By Mike
It is a dark time for the Origami Rebel Council. The Supreme Leader has risen from the ashes of
Tommy’s leadership and will not rest until the Force Ghost Origami Yoda has been found. We’re
not even allowed to use our puppets unless it’s to hunt Yoda down, and, of course, none of us
want to do that. What we did want to do was save Dwight and Tommy, but if we do, the Knights
of Pen will rip our origami puppets to pieces, and something about Kellen’s behavior is telling me
we’d lose another friend if we did.
Everyone is too scared to ask why they’re doing this. In fact, I think I’m the only one brave enough
to even type this email to you this Tommy. Well, besides Sara. I’m sure she’ll tell you about it. I
know this is a short chapter but, oh man, save us Dwight and Tommy, you’re our only
hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh
Tommy’s Comment: Poor Mike. I think Kellen got to him before he sent the email!
Dwight’s Comment: Elementary, my dear Tommy. Had Kellen been the one to find Mike, he would
have deleted all mentions of himself in the email. The perpetrator must have been a Knight of
Pen.
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Force Ghost Origami Yoda’s Comment: The Kellen we knew, gone he is… Consumed by the
Dark Side…
Sara’s Comment: Hey, guys?
Tommy’s Other Comment: SARA???
Sara’s Other Comment: Why are you guys writing down everything I’m saying? Stop it. It’s
weirding me out… Tommy. TOMMY.
Tommy’s Other Other Comment: Oh. Sorry, honey.
I Left The Council (Secret Plans)
By Sara
Ever since the moment I told Tommy “we had no choice,” I regretted it. Jim and his friends have
re-dubbed the Council: The Knights of Pen. They have everyone’s puppets, even my Fortune
Wookiee and Han Foldo. I tried to make a team of rebels to steal them back, but Mike was the
only one brave enough to try. After that email he sent you two, Helen took him to Principal Howell.
We haven’t seen him since. Nonetheless, we thought of a plan:
The Supreme Leader usually keeps our puppets in his bag. The thing is, he carries that bag
around with him everywhere! It’s only in the library that he doesn’t have it with him. He sits down
to read The Montana Chronicles every afternoon at 3:00 while his knights guard the bag. We
think, if we can form a small band of rebels, we could create a diversion, distract the guards, steal
the origami, and return them to their owners!
“And we want to risk getting in more trouble to steal paperwads why?”
“One, you’re starting to sound like Harvey,” Sara stuck her tongue out at me. “And two– because
if we return everybody’s puppets to them, maybe they’ll be willing to trust you and Dwight again.
I mean, it’s worth a shot, right?’
Me and Sara looked at each other, then Dwight, and smiled.
It was time to get to work.
THE END… FOR NOW!
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EPISODE XXIII
REBELS - CREASE OF REBELLION
By SuperFolder Guillermo and SuperDoodler CJ

Rebel, Rebel
By Tommy
A very famous Twi’lek once said, “We have hope. Hope that things will get better… And they will.”
I really hope she was right.
To be honest, things are looking bleak right now. Don’t get me wrong, this isn’t my first rodeo. I’ve
been in so many origami/school crises that I’ve lost count. I’ve faced paper incarnations of just
about every Star Wars villain you could name. General Creasous? Check. Emperor Papertine?
Check. Origami Darth Bane? Check. And don’t even get me started on every single stupid bounty
hunter that crossed paths with me. Gosh, one time I even had to face myself when Origami
Starkiller messed with my head.
After the showdown with Lisa and the seemingly happily-ever-after events afterwards, I was really,
REALLY hoping that this was it. That I could walk out of McQuarrie on a high note for the first
time in my life. That I would never have to see a sorry paperwad excuse (pardon my Harvey-ism)
for a villain again. Ever. Period.
Life just doesn’t wanna give me a break.
Now, I’ve got to deal with the stupid Knights of Pen and this Supreme-Pain-in-the-Butt. What’s
funny is that, of all the origami baddies that I’ve seen, the Knights may be the simplest and most
poorly done. They’re literally just pieces of white printer paper, folded sloppily into slightly modified
EZ Darth Papers, and then scribbled on to give some resemblance to the Knights of Ren. At least
people like Tony D. Struction and Vernon O’Brian put some craftsmanship and style into their
creations. The Knights are really putting the origami Star Wars villain legacy to shame.
But enough ranting. Gee, I’m sounding more like Harvey every minute. I’m just so sick and tired
of everything. I wish I could leave all that bad stuff behind. Especially being framed for the
vandalism of the school, which means McQuarrie Middle School’s closing has been put on hold
for another couple of weeks. And now, with Supreme Liter Coke’s origami takeover, I’m also
Foldy-Wan-less.
I guess all this makes it pretty fitting that I temporarily wield the origami Kanan Jarrus that Noah
lent me. Me and Kanan have a lot in common. We’re both tired of fighting, and we both lost
something. And when someone comes after our friends and steals their stuff…
Then we both become Forces to be reckoned with (pun totally intended).
It’s time to rebel again.
Enter the Inquisitor
By Tommy
Speaking of origami outlaws and folded felons (sorry, I’ve been learning about alliteration in
literature class), it’s time that I introduce the newest baddie on the block: Job.
It was almost time to go home when I heard some talking and shouting. (Probably Harvey). I
noticed a kid with an origami Inquisitor.
“Cool dude,” I said. I really thought it was good, a little unfolded by the sides, but… still okay.
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He tugged his blue hoodie further over his head, concealing his face. “Yeah, I made it myself.”
Of course, this comment attracted the attention of Harvey, who, as usual, was happy to give his
classic Cunningham criticism (dang, I cannot get over using alliteration).
“HA!” sneered Harvey. “So, you made it by yourself. Makes sense, cause your origami is
definitely… meh.”
“Chill off, Harvey.” I said, rolling my eyes.
“I didn’t say it was bad, I just said it was meh. Anyway, what’s your name?”
Harvey glanced down at his “new kid” nametag and laughed. “JOB!!! I have a cousin named Job.
He’s so dang easy to tease. Like this: Have you got a job, Job?”
“Actually, my name is pronounced JOE with a BUH sound at the end,” he replied innocently. “And
yes, actually, I do have a job… as the chief enforcer of Supreme Liter Coke’s will.”
Job’s face suddenly became very sinister as he raised his paper puppet to face me and Harvey.
Job mimicked the Inquisitor’s elegant voice and said, “Beware, foolish Jedi. I am the Grand
Inquisit-origami… and you are being watched. Don’t try anything stupid, or you will fall.”
Harvey’s Comment: Only a dumb-dumb like Job could figure how out how to make the name
“Inquisitor” even longer.
Contacting Coke
By Job (“Borrowed” from Job’s journal)
A few minutes after scaring those puny origami-less kids with my incredible Inquisitor voice (I’ve
been perfecting it for hours), I got a phone call from Supreme Liter Coke.
“Ah, my chief enforcer,” said the low, computer-changed voice. “Have you heralded my threats?”
“Yes, my lord,” I replied. “I have done exactly as you have directed.”
“Very good, very good. Now, I need you to make an errand for me. At the local Quickpick, tell the
cashier ‘I like nuts.’ He’ll hand you a gym bag filled with magic skittles.Drop it off in the dumpster
behind the school… it reeks of baked beans… you can’t miss it. That is all.”
“Operation: Skittle-Seize” is a go.
At the end of school, I walked to the Quickpick. Tommy was watching me, but he had no idea
about the malicious mission I was carrying out.
An automatic door bell chimed as I entered the Quickpick. I passed an aisle chock full of Pork
Rinds and found a freckled eighteen-year-old reading a comic book. His nametag said, “Welcome
to the Quickpick! My name is: Gilbert.”
I put my elbow on the table and waited ‘til Gilbert’s eyes moved from his comic book to my face.
“Uh, can I, like, help you?” he asked.
I lowered my voice to whisper. “I like nuts.”
Gilbert’s eyes widened. “Oh, are you the dude here for the recalled Skittles?”
I nodded. Gilbert looked around the place to make sure no one else was in the Quickpick. He
even closed the blinds of the nearest window. Then, after double-checking, he went under the
counter, and brought up, as promised, a giant, stuffed-to-the-brim gym bag.
“It’s, like, prepaid for and all,” he told me. “You can, uh, exit out the backdoor, man.”
Gilbert led me outside through the backdoor, and was about to go back inside, but turned around
and gave me one final warning: “Use them well.”
I performed the rest of the task with ease… although I may have snuck one of the Skittle packs
with me.
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By chance, I felt hungry later that day. I tasted one of the candies, and, by causality, I thought of
my Inquisit-origami. I thought of the Supreme Leader’s power. I wanted a taste of that power far
more than the fruity taste in my mouth.
“Strange,” I thought. “Very strange…”
Force Ghost Yoda Speaks
By Tommy
I was feeling weird, watching Job getting out of the Quickpick with a big gym bag of possibly
dangerous stuff. So, I decided to visit Dwight’s house and ask Force Ghost Yoda about it. I was
surprised that this non-authentic Origami Yoda actually had advice.
“A question you have?” the soft, ghost-like voice of Yoda asked.
“Yes. See, there’s a new origami wielder at school…” Then, I told him about Job’s recent
shenanigans.
“Clouded, Job’s actions are…” pondered Yoda. “More aid you need. Formed, a rebellion must
be.”
“A second Origami Rebel Alliance?” I raised my eyebrow. “I don’t think I can rally the whole school
again…”
“Unnecessary, that would be. Only a small team do you need. To take back what is yours, a team,
assembled, it must be. Be like me, your team must.”
“The team must be like you? What do you mean? Like Jedi Masters?
“No, like ghosts… a Ghost Crew.”
The Origami Ghost Crew
By Sara
I, for one, was unsure about this new origami rebellion thing. I mean, yeah, the first one was sort
of successful, but it also got us in a lot of trouble. And then when I convinced Mike to try to take
back the origami puppets, but then he got caught. Now we don’t know what Howell did with him!
But, if we accepted defeat, I also have to accept the fact that I may never see Chewie and Han
Foldo again…
I can’t accept that. Plus, I’d do anything to help Tommy… yeah, he’s the best. So, obviously, when
Tommy told me about his plan, I was all in. We located some of our pals, including that one girl…
“Oh, hey, you’re Megan, right?” I asked the girl while she passed by my locker one day.
She looked at me and smiled. “Yeah, but you can call me Fred. Or Megan/Fred. I’m not picky.”
We chatted about some unimportant school stuff and how life was, etc. Then, I decided to take a
risk and ask her to join our rebellion… although, if I recall, the last time I did that, it ended up with
Megan accidentally telling Principal Rabbski about the rebellion and getting us in trouble… but I
wasn’t thinking much about it at the time.
“Hey, you want to join our new origami rebellion?” I asked. “We’re trying to get our origami Star
Wars characters back from Supreme Liter Coke.”
“Well, that totally sounds fizzpop and all, but wouldn’t I get in trouble for it?”
Oh no. Just like last time, I thought.
“Well, maybe…Iff we got caught. How about you be a secret member, under the codename…
uh… Fold-crum!”
“Sure! Do I get, like, a fun little paper puppet too? I’m not very good at folding them…”
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I thought about that for a moment, and then I took one of my folders out of my backpack. Inside,
I found, hidden-away, the old origami Ahsoka Tano that Dwight had offered to give Rhondella way
back when the old origami rebellion was intact. Poor Rhondella… I miss her. I mean, I still talk to
her sometimes, but we’ve become increasingly distant from each other because of all the origami
incidents. She never took Yoda’s advice… maybe she just hates origami…
Like I said, poor Rhondella.
Enough nostalgia. Anyway, I gave Megan/Fred the paper Ahsoka, which she loved.
“This is totes adorbs!” she giggled. “Thanks, Sara! Count me in for the rebellion!”
In the end, we found a small group to help us. Here’s the lineup:
Tommy – Origami Kanan Jarrus (borrowed from Dan/Eggbert, who borrowed it from Noah)
Me – Hera Crease-dulla (she is totally boss!)
Harvey – EZ-ra Bridger (hmm, a bit of stretch just to put an “EZ” pun into Ezra’s name…)
Amy – Sabine Pen
Lance – Zeb Fold-relios
Dwight – Paper Heli-Chopper (A simple origami helicopter that looks like C1-10P! Genius!)
Megan/Fred – Fold-crum AKA Origami Ahsoka
We were ready for our strike mission.
Tommy’s comment: Let’s do this thing!
Fire Across McQuarrie
By Kellen (as heard from his “borrowed” recording device)
Kellen’s Log:
Ok, things are getting tense around here… and I’m not sure what side to pick. I mean, yeah,
Tommy and the gang have been my friends for a long time, and we’ve been through a lot. But
through all those adventures, I’ve realized who they really are on the inside.
Dwight is a troubled kid who begs for attention and gets not only himself, but also others, into lots
of trouble.
Mike is too easily-influenced, which has gotten him into bad situations.
Quavondo does whatever it takes to get out of trouble, which usually involves lying.
Lance and Amy are stuck in their own little love world and act like they’re better than everyone
else.
Harvey, although he’s gotten better, is still annoying, stuck-up, and just plain mean.
Rhondella is the biggest jerk ever. Nuff’ said.
Sara is manipulative and deceptive, e.g. the Fortune Wookiee incident.
And Tommy, my closest friend, I’ve realized, only talked to me because he had no one else…
until he caught Sara’s attention. Now he barely talks with me.
But Supreme Liter Coke is offering me something better. Not so-called “friendship”… no, but
respect. Friendship diminishes like burning candles. Respect is solid and rooted.
It’s what I want now. It’s what I deserve.
SL Coke has given me a new position in his empire. I am now Agent Kellen. I’ve been given an
origami Agent Kallus. And I intend on crushing the rumored uprising… even if it involves stopping
my friends.
***********
Kellen’s Log:
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This is my report of the fight at McQuarrie Middle School.
At 3:00 PM, while SLC was off in the library enjoying his scheduled leisure time, the Knights of
Pen and I were by the vending machine, guarding the confiscated origami puppets.
Suddenly, Lance and Amy walked right in front of us. And started kissing. It was gross. Well,
seeing as we were enforcers of the MMS law, two of the Knights went over to end the PDA. Lance
and Amy made a break for it, and the two knights turned the corner to follow them. A few minutes
passed, and the two kids hadn’t returned.
“I’ll go find out where those nitwits went…” grumbled Helen.
After Helen left, there were only three of us remaining to guard the puppets. Then, out of nowhere
came Tommy, wielding Origami Kanan Jarrus.
“Hey, everyone,” Tommy said with a smirk. “I’m here to pick up a delivery.” He pointed to the bag
of origami. “I believe that belongs to us.”
I frowned. “You want them, Tom? You’re going to have to go through us.”
Tommy took a moment to look at my eyes, then he sighed. “I will do what I must. You are my best
friend, Kellen, and I would never have willingly hurt you.”
“Well, you should have thought about that before you left your best friend in the dust to hang out
with Sara. ALL. THE. TIME. So, before you blame me, look at yourself in the mirror for once.”
“As long as that mirror doesn’t say ‘Kellen drinks pee,’ right?” Tommy laughed, shrugging off my
accusation.
With that, I took out a Bo staff I borrowed from the gym supplies and pointed it at Tommy.
“Back off, Tommy. Final warning.”
He broke his smile and frowned at me. “I had a feeling you’d say that.”
With that, a large drone flew towards us. It had the words “The Phantom” written on it in sharpie.
It started dropping water balloons filled with paint! It totally wrecked my white Doctor Who shirt!
This meant war.
Sara was controlling the drone from a distance. Lance and Amy, who had apparently trapped
three of the knights, had returned and were trying to push past the two other knights. One knight
pushed Amy hard, and she fell to the floor. Lance was not happy about that.
“Oh, you’re asking for a one-way trip to PAIN TOWN!!!”
Lance balled his fist and punched Max in the gut, who fell to the floor, gasping for air. Amy tripped
the second knight. I had been dueling with Tommy this whole time, Bo staff vs. plastic lightsaber.
It was epic. And I totally would have beaten him if Harvey hadn’t started throwing origami
helicopter things at me to distract me, including Dwight’s origami Chopper. One hit me in the face,
and I was pinned to the ground before I knew what was happening.
The rebels, who apparently go under the name, “The Ghost Crew,” left as soon as they had
recovered the bag of origami.
The knights and I fought boldly, but we failed. I will take full responsibility for this loss, as any
good leader would.
The True Story
By Harvey
HAH! Kellen, a good leader?! What a liar! After reading this past chapter, I was given the
responsibility of telling what actually happened.
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Now, Kellen did tell the truth for the most part, including Lance and Amy’s romantic distraction,
the Phantom drone, and the battle with the two knights. We had trapped the first two knights in
the janitor’s closet, and the third one who came for them got put with the others. We confronted
the other two knights and “Agent” Kellen.
Nobody punched or tripped anyone. We just pinned the two knights against the wall. And Kellen?
He just watched the whole time.
“You going to like fight us or anything?” asked Lance.
“No,” Kellen replied with a shrug. “You outsmarted us. It was a good plan. I respect that…” He
moved out of the way so Tommy could grab the bag of origami, and we left.
Kellen was no fighting hero. He just let us take the bag. I’m pretty sure Kellen’s not totally
dedicated to the cause. Who knows, maybe there’s a chance of redemption for him after all?
Tommy’s Comment: Wow… Harvey being compassionate? The world has turned upside-down.
And by the way, I’m kinda concerned now. With Kellen leaving us to take the bag, I feel like one
of three things could have been really going on. Maybe, as Harvey was saying, Kellen was going
all-in as Kallus, including working to help us out on occasion. Maybe Kellen was acting like
Thrawn, another Rebels villain, using the bag as bait to examine our group. Or maybe, JUST
maybe, Kellen was really caught by surprise by our new team. For optimisms’ sake and the
motivation of our team, we were going to act as though it was the third option. An excellent win
for the Origami Ghost Crew!
Showdown
By Amy
According to Tommy, we had won! In the hallway, we were passing out the origami puppets back
to all the original owners. A small party was going on in the library, and everyone was yubnubbing, when suddenly a voice boomed from behind us.
“You’ve made a poor choice, rebels. Prepare for your destruction.”
We turned around and saw Job with his Inquist-origami, followed by at least two dozen kids with
paper stormtrooper helmets.
“How in the world did you get this many soldiers?!” Lance asked in surprise.
Job grinned evilly. “Don’t any of you know the power of wishes?.”
“Wishes…” echoed Harvey. “The skittles.”
Job laughed. “Maybe… but that’s beside the point. Turn in your origami, or face our wrath. Agent
Kellen has reported that only seven of you stand in the way of the Supreme Leader. You have no
chance against our greater numbers. Surrender, now.”
“Wait!” yelled Tommy. “I challenge you to a duel. You win, we give you our origami back AND turn
ourselves in to Principal Howell. We win, we keep the origami, and you give us your skittles.
We’ve dealt with that stuff before. It’s bad, Job.”
Job adjusted his hood and pulled out his freshly-Walmart-purchased Grand Inquisitor lightsaber.
“I will not give you any skittles—they are too powerful for such fools as your pitiful band… but I
will except the remaining conditions of your challenge. In other words… Bring it on.”
To make a long story short, there was an epic lightsaber duel between Tommy and Job. They
were both good. But there could be only one winner.
Tommy.
“Impossible!” yelled Job, pinned to the floor, gasping for air.
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“Give us the skittles, Job,” said Tommy, who had grabbed the Grand Inquisit-origami. “We aren’t
leaving without them.”
Job smirked. “Over my dead body!” He kicked Tommy, did a barrel roll, and grabbed Harvey’s
Darth Paper out of his hands.
“Stormtroopers, seize these rebels!” said Darth Paper/Job. “I thought I could fairly negotiate with
you all… Perhaps I was wrong.”
“It wouldn’t be the first time, Job.” An unknown voice rose above the sounds of pending battle.
A small girl pushed past through the crowd of spectators that had formed around us.
“Or should I say… JC?” The girl pulled her hood down. It was Megan/Fred!
Harvey gulped. “JC? My cousin?”
Job’s face paled as he removed his hood. His eyes welled up with what Mike would call “angry
tears” as they met hers. “Megan?”
“That’s Fred to you. Remember me?”
Job frowned. “I came up with that nickname. It was our little inside joke. Of COURSE I remember
you… You left me! You got me in trouble when I wanted to play videogames!”
Megan shook her head. “They were bad, violent videogames, JC. And you’ve made a lot of bad
choices since then. I pity you.”
Then Job lost it. “NOOOO!!! I AM NOT TO BE PITIED. YOU ARE! BECAUSE YOU ARE GONNA
GET WRECKED!”
Job charged Megan/Fred, who nimbly dodged him. He threw his lightsaber at her, but she grabbed
it and threw it aside. She must have been surprisingly strong, because she actually pinned Job
against the wall. She took an opened skittles bag out of his pocket and threw some into her mouth.
Then, all the paper stormtrooper helmets disappeared from the kid soldiers’ heads. They looked
around, confused and shocked.
“Where am I?” one kid asked. “What’s going on?”
“I feel like I’ve been under some kind of trance or something,” said another.
“How oddly specific…” another student murmured.
Then the kraken was unleashed. Principal Howell, with his impeccable timing, marched down the
halls, fuming with rage.
“FOR PETE’S SAKE, WHAT IS GOING ON?! YOU TWO! JOB AND MEGAN! MY OFFICE! NOW!
THE REST OF YOU KIDS, SCATTER! GO! NOW!”
“There are some things far more frightening than death,” Job sneered. “That includes the
Principal’s office. Bye.” He popped a skittle in his mouth and vanished without a trace.
Harvey’s Comment: Leave it to Howell to end a party. P.S. JC never returned Darth Paper.
The Conclusion
By Tommy
Well, in the end, we got our origami back, but it came at a price. Although Job got suspended,
which is good, so did Megan/Fred. We’d barely gotten to know our new friend before she was
gone.
Sara and Megan were talking a lot. Sara felt bad cause she didn’t want to get her in trouble, even
though Megan made the decision to fight Job. They exchanged phone numbers so they could
hang out. I think those two are going to be good friends.
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Of course, all of that was because of the Knights of Pen, which had originated all of this horrible
mess-up. Coke, the Knights, and Kellen have disappeared for now. I’m afraid what machinations
they have planned for the future…
But like I said at the beginning of this case file: we still have hope.
The sun set as Megan/“Fredcrum” walked down the steps outside McQuarrie Middle School. And,
if I know anything about Star Wars or our adventures here… Ahsoka lives, and she will return.
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EPISODE XXIV
ROGUE WUG
By SuperFolder Noah

This case file was compiled by Sara Bolt, acting leader of the Rebel Alliance of McQuarrie Middle
School, and really the only one not captured as of now.
Prologue
Recorded by the Holocron Keeper (Mike) on Kellen’s Stolen Recorder Thingy that was
recovered from the War Zone
(Sara’s Note: These events happened after those recorded in the “Crease of Rebellion” case file.
They recall a mission in which some of our rebel team members were captured in an attempt to
overtake the Knights of Pen base. There they located Mike, who had been captured. They freed
him, but then things turned for the worse…)
Mike: This was definitely a terrible idea. I mean, yeah, the rebels found out the location of the
base, freed me, and then tried to attack, but somehow they were ready for us. OW! Was that an
Airsoft pellet?
Helen (Evil Person): Aw, you gonna start crying you little baby?
Mike (Obviously starting to tear up): Of course not! You can’t win!
Lance: Stop letting her get to you!
Helen: Of course we’re going to win. Jim?
Mike: Hey, what are you…that’s not…
*At this point the recorder thingy hits the ground with a thud.*
Harvey: You can’t do this! It’s…not fair…my step-dad…he’s smart…
Jim (Dark Side): Oh, stop whining. You’ll be sent back to your houses safe and sound…with no
memory of this happening. Oh, and you’ll be brainwashed.
Amy: Brainwashed?!
*Sounds of struggle as the rest of the crew is dragged away.*
Helen: Get the last of them!
*Feet pound on the ground.*
Sara: It’s the recorder thingy!
Tommy: Grab it! We have to get out of here!
*Static*

It All Goes to Wug
By Noah and Jacob
It is a dark time for the former students of McQuarrie Middle School. Out of the ashes of the Funpire, the evil Knights of Pen have risen in it’s place. The name of our leader has been tarnished;
bonds between friends frayed. After a calculated defeat by the enigmatic Supreme Liter Coke,
The Rebel Alliance-
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Jacob’s Note: Noah, just write the chapter. Stop being so overdramatic.
Noah’s Note: Shut up, Palpatine. Well, like I was saying, it IS a dark time for us. The Knights of
Pen, a new club/gang/thing are the newest threat, and this kid who is calling himself Supreme
Liter Coke has rallied the group against all that is good and righteous.
Jacob’s Note: Could you just get to the important part, or am I going to have to do everything,
again?
Noah’s Note: Could you just let me write in peace? Luke Skyfolder is judging you.
Jacob’s Note: Dude, I don’t do puppets anymore, remember? Anyway, what Noah didn’t tell you
is that our spy, Harvey, found the secret meeting place of the Knights, and so we planned to
ambush them and destroy anything that they were planning. Admittedly, it was a pretty desperate
ambush, but we had to try; Harvey told us that Coke, the Knights and this new guy, JC (Why is it
always the new guy?) were creating a new weapon of mass destruction: the Death Bomb, a
massive water balloon shooter capable of destroying any origami in it’s vicinity. And they were
protecting a map to the last few packs of wishing skittles.
Well, turns out that the ambush went horribly wrong.
Somehow, SLC has brainwashed most of the crew into joining the Knights, so now, us few that
remain (Our acting leader, Sara, Me, Noah, Frankie, Vernon, Dan, Chippy and Jack and some of
the now-reformed Bounty Hunters) are in hiding, with Tommy and Dwight, trying to form a plan to
defeat them. Well, I say in hiding. Still I guess, in school, but avoiding everyone else like our lives
depend on it. See, this is why I don’t do origami anymore. Way too much trouble.
Noah’s Note: So you lost the Force. How dare you??
So, we’ve been planning how to defeat Coke’s army in our base, the [REDACTED] (Sara’s Note:
You cannot reveal the location of the secret base.) It seems kind of impossible. And so that is
where we are now. And we have written this case file as a record of our defeat, and, we’re hopeful,
first victory.
Because rebellions are built on hope.
Jacob’s Note: You’ve gotta be kidding me.

The Time to Strike
By Frankie
I still can’t guess how these idiots roped me into a dang fool crusade again. Probably because
my boyfriend is so dang persistent. But, here we are, with a death wish against all of us. Well, as
close to a death wish as middle-to-high-schoolers can get.
Don’t tell anyone, but our secret base is [REDACTED]. It is here that we met this afternoon, to
reflect on our current situation, and to see where we went from there. And where the main plot of
this case file began.
Several people were present: the Minch Twins, Chippy, Dan, Jack, Vernon, Vanessa, and a
couple of the former bounty hunters, Zach and Nico. We would have had one more, but
Megan/Fred has completely vanished during her suspension from school. No one, not even Sara,
had been able to contact her. So, it was just us now.
Even though Tommy and Dwight were there, who technically were the leaders of our “Rebel
Alliance,” Sara was taking full lead, with the Fortune Wookiee and Han Foldo on each hand. Girl
power!
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“So, when are we attacking next?” Sara started, after calling the meeting to order.
“Are you kidding me?” Jacob groaned. “Supreme Liter Coke whooped our butts. We lost. Honestly
I don’t even know why we’re still doing these meetings.”
Poor Jacob had forsaken the ways of origami. We were all low-key judging him for it.
“Ignore him,” Noah cut in, after stamping on Jacob’s foot. “I’m itching for a fight!” He waggled his
newly-created Kanan Jarrus puppet. This was his puppet now; in his Dark Side mode, he had
destroyed his Luke and Leia.
“I’m with Noah. We can fight them,” Chippy added. His new K2-SO puppet was held proud and
resolute.
“But at what cost?” Dan asked. “We’re almost all that’s left of the Rebel Alliance. We need to stay
alive so we can at least continue. And I’m not eager to lose the FCL. I just upgraded him.” To
illustrate the point, Dan produced the Fortune Clone Trooper from his backpack, and admittedly
it looked really good.
“But this is our only way to strike back!” Jack inputed. He had just created, during the meeting, an
origami Pao, the Drabatan foot soldier from Rogue One. It was really good; the mouth was suitably
huge.
“No way I’m doing anythin’,” Vernon drawled. His new red sunglasses, combined with his whole
get-up really made him look like Cad Bane. He was, at the moment, our double agent. “I’ve seen
what they’re planning. It’s way too powerful for us.”
“I’m with Noah on whatever we decide,” I finally added. Noah grinned. Jacob snorted. My puppet
wasn’t on my finger; instead, Pyn (Pen) Erso was in my pocket, ready at a moment’s notice.
Sara nodded. “I hear what you’re all saying. It’s just that, we can’t lose control of the school again.
You all remember the reign of the Bounty Hunters, and how terrible that was.”
Noah flinched. He still had low level, teenage PTSD from the Bounty Hunter incident. Finally,
Tommy stepped forward. He couldn’t show his face in public, except during classes, because a
lot of people didn’t exactly like him and Dwight at this point. But he was no less of a fighter than
before. And he still had Foldy-Wan on his finger, who looked kind of battered. Tommy had turned
him into an Alec Guinness version of Origami Obi-Wan.
“I agree with all of you. Yes, it seems hopeless, Jacob. And I really want to fight, Noah and Chippy.
But, like Dan, I still want our Rebellion to continue. There has to be a last line of defense.
“So, I’ve come to a conclusion.” (Like I said, Tommy was still the leader, so his words were kind
of end-all.) “We need a strike team to go inside Coke’s base and retrieve the plans for the Death
Bomb AND the map to the Skittles. We all remember the last time the Skittles were wrongly used.”
He glanced at Jacob, who rolled his eyes.
“Again, no WAY I’m having any part in this!” Vernon said, raising his voice.
“Well, what does Dwight say about all this?” Jacob asked. He was desperate, but as expected all
Dwight said was ‘Purple.’ But Force Ghost Origami Yoda had other things to say.
“An inescapable foe, Supreme Liter Coke is. Among us, his power is. To defeat him, choose a
strike team we must. Our only hope, they will be.”
That seemed put any doubter’s doubts to rest. Okay, forget what I said; Tommy is the leader, but
Origami Yoda’s words are definitely end-all.
Vernon turned to walk away. “Y’all can do whatever suicide mission you want. I’m outta here.” He
turned to walk away, and the Bounty Hunters followed him. They would have been our best bet.
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“Well, we didn’t need you anyway!” Jack quietly shouted after them, obviously not believing what
he just said.
But, we were still doing this.
“Yeah, we’re so doomed,” Dan commented.
(Sara’s Note: These case files (below) were found during the strike mission, and promptly inserted
into the case file.)

The Honorable Ones
By Kellen
I was still having trouble accepting the fact that we were now against so many of my best friends:
Tommy, Dwight, Sara, everyone else…but it’s for the greater good.
Because Tommy destroyed the school just for his own personal gain, and the Knights revealed
that to us, I have to fight them. McQuarrie was our home and I can’t believe that they would try
ruining it, but the proof was too real. But even then, I am only on their side because… um,
blackmail. Also because Coke’s new second-in-command, the Grand Inquisitor-igami, creeps me
out.
So, me, Harvey, Mike, Quavondo, Cassie, and the rest of the original crew, along with Vernon,
joined the Knights of Pen. We were given new puppets along with our induction by Knights’ Honor
Guard, which, admittedly, were all Dark Side. After using Kallus for awhile, I was given a Directorigami Krennic. Which was fitting, since I was the lead designer of Coke’s secret weapon, the
Death Bomb.
The Death Bomb is a catapult that flings water balloons the size of Tommy. It is incredibly
accurate, and will effectively decimate any origami in its path of destruction. It was created to
guard… something. We’re not exactly sure what; Coke won’t tell us. In fact, I don’t think any of us
have actually met Coke in person. He communicates through notes inside Coca-Cola bottles,
which are then relayed to us by Jim, leader of the Honor Guard. I guess that’s how he got the
name “Supreme Liter Coke.”
The rest of us, like I said, were given Dark Side puppets. Harvey had created a new origami Grand
Moff Tarkin. Vernon kept Cut Bane. However, the three others were gifted with origami
masterpieces folded by SL Coke himself. Mike was given a new and improved General Creasous,
Quavondo was given the Five-Fold Brother, and Cassie was given the Seven-fold Sister. Whoever
this Coke was, he was a fantastic origami-smith. Each crease of was expertly crafted. They’re
much better than the original five Knights’ origami puppets that were folded sloppily and scribbled
on. These new ones seem to come from someone who really knew how to fold origami.
Interesting…
UPDATE: Oh, boy. Jim just told us that Coke says that a strike team sent by Sara would attempt
to seize the plans to the Death Bomb, and whatever it was guarding. We are now on high alert.
I don’t have to like it, but I’ll protect these plans at any cost.
The Team
By Chippy
Wow! I think is my first time writing a file. Weird. Sad that it’s under such awful circumstances.
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Tommy and Dwight left to go home as a precautionary measure (they have been caught and
given multiple swirlies before because they stayed late), but the rest of us stayed behind. Even
Dan and Jacob, but then again, there was no way Jacob was going home without Noah, so it was
assumed that he’d still be there anyway.
“So, you are my supporters,” Sara said, looking over those loyal. Like I said, there was Dan and
Jacob, Noah, Frankie, me, and Jack. We all nodded to each other. “If there is anyone who wants
to back out now, you will not be judged or looked down upon.” Jacob looked at Noah, pleadingly,
but eventually he gave in.
“Wurrraaaaaaaagh!” Sara’s Fortune Wookiee blurted out. “He says you’re the new strike team,”
Han Foldo, on the other hand, translated. We all nodded, again. Jack whoop-whooped.
“I mean, how dangerous can it be?” I asked. “There seems to be like an invisible G-rating on all
of our adventures.”
“At least a light PG,” Jack added.
“Not for the origami,” Dan answered. “They have been mutilated, torn in half, drowned, singed-”
“That’s enough, Eggbert,” Sara cut in. “You all may lose your origami. You all may be captured
by the Knights of Pen. You know, captured legally. Or brainwashed to join Coke’s forces. So you
all have to be in.”
“How does ‘captured legally’ work?” Jack asked.
“Whatever it is we’re doing, I’m in, no matter what the danger is,” Frankie cut in.
“Me and Jacob are in,” Noah said. Jacob glared at him, before relenting.
“Okay, fine,” Jacob sighed. “I’ll be there for you all. Noah said I have to.” He had become very
overprotective of Noah over the years.
“I’m totally joining,” I said. “But there is a 97.6 percent chance of failure.” I sighed. “I love K2-SO.”
“I’m in too!” Jack said. There was no way he was being left out.
And finally there was Dan. “Gah, fine. I’ll join.”
Sara let a small smile show. “Thank you all for joining. Now, if you’ll all follow me to the Armory-”
“Wait!” Jack blurted in. “We need a name for ourselves.”
“Well, we’re a suicide squad like Rogue One,” Jacob started.
“And we were formed by the Fortune Wookiee…” Noah finished.
“Ooh! I’ve got it!” I shouted. “We can call ourselves Rogue… Rogue Wug.”
The Armory
By Sara
I led the newly minted “Rogue Wug” (totally love the name, by the way) to the armory.
There are several reasons we chose this base; one, it has a working copy machine that gets used
quite frequently around here, and that’s what Rogue Wug is going to use to copy the plans. The
other reason is that it has a giant closet. For a while we didn’t know what we were going to use it
for, but the giant shelves and chests knew we could use it for storing something.
It wasn’t until, after our first battle with the Knights of Pen, Kellen threw his Nerf gun and lightsaber
into the closet, and we knew what we’d use it as.
Soon, we were stashing all of our Nerf guns and lightsabers and water balloon slingshots. And
that was the origin of the armory.
I knew that, in the storming of the base, they would need to be stashed up on weapons. So, here
we were.
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“Take anything you like, guys,” I said.
Like true gentlemen, they all let Frankie go first. She didn’t take much, just a Nerf blaster, and
good bit of ammo.
Chippy went dual wield; Dan grabbed a water balloon slingshot; and Jack procured a Darth Maulstyle plastic lightsaber. Frankie, Chippy and Dan all grabbed lightsabers as well.
“Oooooooh…” Noah cooed as he laid his eyes on a giant Nerf crossbow. “Yep, I’m in love,” he
said after holding it and looking down it’s sights. “With you, not the crossbow,” he checked himself
after a glare from Frankie.
Jacob grabbed the biggest arsenal: a repeating Nerf blaster, two dual wield pistols, a slingshot,
two lightsabers, and a Nerf sniper rifle thing.
“What?” He asked, while everyone stared at him. “Someone is going to have to save all your butts
when you get in trouble.”
“But doesn’t that many weapons impede movement on the battlefield, dear brother?” Noah asked,
as he grabbed a giant stick for close combat.
“I don’t need to be fast, like you,” he chuckled. “I just need to actually hit my targets.
“Okay, that’s a cheap shot!” his brother yelled.
“Which are the only things you can shoot.”
Ignoring the brothers’ bickering, Frankie looked at me. “So, when are we heading out?”
I checked the time on my watch. “It’s about 4:00 now.”
“Dang it,” Dan moaned. “I have to be back by 4:30. I’m supposed to help my mom make burritos.”
“And my swim practice is at 5:00,” Frankie added.
“You couldn’t have told us that before?” Noah yelled, exasperated.
“Hey, tomorrow’s Saturday,” Chippy inputted.
“Oh yeah,” everyone said.
“All right then, tomorrow we strike on the base,” Jacob ordered. “Rogue Wug, move out!”
Calm Before the Storm
By Harvey
I am one of the only people who is allowed to meet with Supreme Liter Coke, and let me tell you,
it was pretty hard to accept him as the boss, just on past preferences alone. But now it has been
settle that he is our supreme leader.
Coke told me that the Rebels were planning an attack on the base tomorrow. I laughed. They
couldn’t possibly think that they could even have shot.
They didn’t know about our base.
A treehouse had been built in secret in the forest behind the school. It was huge, and sturdy.
There was sniping positions and lookout towers. And the Death Bomb, our biggest advantage,
was right underneath. Even though I don’t like it, Kellen was the one who designed it, and I guess
it’s pretty good. Oh, it hurt even typing that.
And that’s just our main building. Out of the long-forsaken kiddie playground equipment from the
nearby closed-down preschool, we’ve built battlements and a wall spanning the whole sand pit
the base is built on. I built that, FYI.
But even still, we’d need all of our men, except for the Coke’s personal guard. They never stayed
out of eyeshot of Coke.
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So, with every man stationed and all of our weapons stocked, I’d like to see the Rebellion try to
attack us.
The Battle
By Noah
It was tomorrow.
I led Rogue Wug through the thick woods. The Knights’ tree house was now visible through the
trees. They obviously knew we would be coming. Out of forlorn playground equipment,
battlements had been erected, on which the Knights of Pen stood. Quavondo and Mike were the
ones immediately visible. Thankfully, the battlements were not high off the ground; if they fell off,
they would not be hurt.
Then terror struck. The tree house was pretty huge, and just under it was the Death Bomb.
Manned by James Suervo Jr. and Remi (more brainwashed fallen allies!), it looked like a miniature
catapult; well, I say miniature, in relation to real catapults, but it was definitely bigger than two
Tommy’s, that’s all I’m saying. And the water balloons they had at the ready were definitely bigger
than Tommy; they could probably drench my dad in one hit, and any origami caught in the path
would never stand a chance. We would have to be cautious.
Chippy cocked his pistols, and had K2-SOrigami taped to his shoulder. Dan’s Fortune Clone
Trooper was ready to battle on his left hand, while in his right hand his slingshot was primed.
“You better know what you’re doing, Noah…” Dan groaned.
Jack, who definitely looked the most enthusiastic, kept jumping up and down and tripping on his
lightsaber, while PaoPleat looked on with his giant mouth, taped to Jack’s ball cap.
“We can totally do this, right?” Jack asked for reassurance.
Jacob, who was next to him, rolled his eyes. He still hadn’t taken out his origami Baze, which I
made for him. He probably only took it because he didn’t want to hurt my feelings. Baze could just
be seen poking out of his jean pocket. Jacob’s spikey black hair gave him a look of heavy intensity
as he looked down the scopes of his Nerf rifle, ready to snipe the people on the battlements. I
had the coolest twin brother ever.
Last was Frankie, who loaded her blaster and cocked it.
“We can do this. I believe in you, Noah,” she grinned. She gave me a kiss on the cheek and my
brain exploded, like it always did when she did that. Jacob rolled his eyes again. He was totally
just jealous.
Taking one last look at OriKanan, and riding on the adrenaline from the kiss, I turned to the group.
“Now remember,” I refreshed them, “I’m technically the leader, but if any of us get taken out, it’s
up to the other to get the job done. We have to get that map. Now…”
I paused for dramatic affect.
“For Jedha!” I whisper-yelled.
“For Jedha!” They all whisper-yelled back.
I nodded at Jacob. He nodded back. With pinpoint precision, he fired the rifle, smacking the
unaware Quavondo on the forehead. A water balloon from Dan completed the effort. With a pitiful
cry of pain, he fell off the battlement into the mud. The said mud did much to slow his efforts to
get up.
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Mike jumped, and held his slingshot at the ready before two shots to the chest and a water balloon
to the leg knocked him from his position. That made a path to get to the tree house ladder, but
also sent everyone into high alert.
As planned, in a sort of oval formation to cover all areas, we ran out into the open making a run
for the tree house. Lance and one of the original Knights of Pen, Ben, were the next to attack;
with their lightsabers they converged, while water balloons from no one in particular rained down
from everywhere. It was a wonder no origami was harmed.
As planned, Jack and Chippy broke off from the group, igniting their plastic lightsabers and
protecting the four remaining.
“Oh, hey Lance, how’s it been?” Jack asked. “We’re still “Brothers of the Boba,” right?”
“Never, you traitor!” Lance shouted. Coke had certainly taught him how to use a lightsaber well.
Jack was doing all he could to hold up.
The same situation was going on with Chippy and Ben.
“I don’t think I ever met you, kid,” Chippy started. “What’s your name?”
“Be- wait, wouldn’t you like to know?” Ben countered.
“Yeah, I would,” Chippy joked. He was living up well to his K2-SO character.
Me, Frankie, Jacob and Dan continued going. The distance from the woods to the tree house
ladder was more substantial then we had figured. There was still about 10 yards to go. But we
were all going to make it!
Until tragedy struck.
A water balloon thrown by… someone… finally connected. It exploded on the arm of Dan,
knocking him to the ground. His Fortune Clone Trooper was in pieces.
“NOOOOOO!!!” he shouted, trying to piece it back together. I took time to reflect on the many
puppets we had all had, but Dan was the only one to ever only have a single puppet: the Fortune
Clone Trooper. That was the puppet he had brought his first day of school, and now there it lay,
disintegrating in a puddle of soft mud. Dan stood up, with fire in his eyes, and igniting the dual
Ahsoka lightsabers he had grabbed, ready to fight whoever had destroyed his puppet.
While we wanted time to mourn, me, Jacob and Frankie had to continue. I was certainly not as
optimistic as I was earlier.
Sacrifice
By Jacob
I still thought it was kind of stupid how much emotion we invested into these puppets, but as the
FCL slopped into the mud I realized that all of these origami creations were a part of us now.
Maybe a part of our childhood, maybe a part of our innocence, but they all meant something to
us. And there went Dan’s.
I paused, letting Noah and Frankie go on ahead, the two getting into a lightsaber battle with Amy
and Jennifer.
I scanned the battlefield, reflecting. All of these people we were fighting were some of our best
friends, who thought we were traitors. Okay, maybe I’m being a little overdramatic, seeing as
we’re fighting with plastic sticks and paper, but hey, it’s still emotional.
And then I understood the amount of power we were dealing with.
Remi and James rolled the Death Bomb into position, loaded it was a man-sized water balloon,
and fired.
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It launched over in a huge arc, rolling and twisted in the air. The sun had just come out, so little
shafts of light shot beautifully through the balloon, making little rainbows on the ground. It was
beautiful scene.
Chippy and Jack looked up just in time to see the Death Bomb connect, drenching them both
immediately with the water of our enemies. They were both knocked from their feet.
K2-SOrigami and PaoPleat were both destroyed on impact. Chippy didn’t really show any
emotion, but Jack started to rage, before they were both jumped upon by Lance and Quavondo,
holding them down. I realized the same had happened to Dan, who had Mike sitting on top of him.
Then I heard a shout of “NOOOOOOO!!!” I turned around and saw Noah fall to the ground.
I didn’t know what had happened until a quick glance at Frankie told me he had taken a Death
Bomb shot for her. Of course he did.
He was on the ground, looking at OriKanan. OriKanan was especially important to Noah, because
he was the first puppet he had made after escaping his Darth Noah self. Kanan Jarrus was his
favorite character in Star Wars Rebels, and had spent days tweaking and perfecting OriKanan
until he was perfect. And it was the puppet he had with him the first time he went on a real-date
with Frankie. At said date, he had created a Hera Syndulla puppet for her, and they had carried
those around ever since; Frankie was just carrying around Pyn Erso because the situation called
for it. Which, I had actually helped make. And, he had just gotten it back after Tommy had
borrowed it for awhile during a mission.
He didn’t seem too upset, though, just… melancholy. He looked at Frankie as she ran for the tree
house, and no sense of regret was in his eyes. I can tell these things. We are twins., after all.
But in the 2.3 seconds it took me to observe all that, I didn’t see Dan, Chippy or Jack anywhere;
just the approaching members of the Knights of Pen.
We were going to have to stall them to buy Frankie some time.
“C’mon, brother,” I said, holding at my hand. Noah grabbed it and readied his crossbow. “If you
want to save the Rebellion and your (ugh) lady friend, we’re going to have to fight.”
And in sync, as the Nerf bullets started flying, we started saying, “I’m one with the Folds and the
Folds are with me. I’m one with the Folds and the Folds are with me. I’m one with the Folds and
the Folds are with me.”
And Origami Baze Malbus was on my finger.
The Plans
By Frankie
While we were running, we stopped and saw what the Death Bomb did. Then, Remi and James
pointed it directly at me.
It launched, and I thought I was doomed. Then, with a Darth Vader “NOOOOOOOO!!!” Noah
jumped in the way to take the blast. Now, he is not a big kid in the slightest, and it probably thinner
than a twig, but somehow no drop of water hit me. I looked at him for a while as he lay in the mud,
but I knew Jacob would take care of him.
I still had a mission to complete.
As I got closer to the ladder, I fired two shots, both knocking Remi and James from their position
with the Death Bomb. I was clear; I started to ascend the ladder.
Inside, it was pretty big. It had windows, and prototypes of the Death Bomb. I quickly looked
around the place, scanning for anything marked ‘Secret Map/Plans’. Surprisingly, the latter was
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pretty easy; on a drawer in a desk, I saw marked in Kellen’s uneven scrawl, “Death Bomb
Designs.” I opened it and pocketed everything in the drawer into my backpack, even a half-eaten
Nutter Butter.
Now, the hardest part: the map to the skittles.
I looked everywhere, under the desk, in drawers, on the ceiling, on the wall, and was just about
ready to give up when I stepped on a loose board. This had to be it.
I lifted the board, and to be sure, underneath was a perfectly drawn map of Roanoke, Virginia.
And there was an X on the map, marked with ‘Here be Skittles.’ I pocketed it, and was about to
get up when the squeaky, voice-cracking voice of Kellen said “Stay down.”
I did not listen, jumping up and spinning around on my heel to look straight at him. He had an
origami Director Krennic on his finger, and Pyn Erso was atop mine. How poetic. Also, he had a
large water balloon poised to throw.
“You’ve lost, Frankie. I think. I mean, I’m not sure, but I think all of your friends have been
captured. Including the twins.” I resisted the urge to look out the window to see if he was telling
the truth.
It was nice to see Kellen was still Kellen. Well, evil Kellen, but still Kellen. Coke hadn’t
brainwashed any important traits from him. Or had he even been brainwashed?
“Kellen, listen. You don’t actually believe that Tommy and Dwight did all those things, do you? I
mean, you’ve been friends with Tommy at least for who knows how long!”
Kellen shook his head. “No. He totally did it. The proof is all there, and I…” He shook his head
again. “No. He did it.” He planted his feet again.
“Well, then, guess I gotta go through you the hard way.” I readied my blaster.
Kellen threw the water balloon; or, I guess, he would have, if a Nerf dart hadn’t sped up the ladder,
knocked him off his feet and onto his butt, dropping the water balloon which preceded to explode
all over him. He lay on the floor, nursing his dignity, as the face of Noah popped up through the
floor, along with what looked like the top of Jacob’s spiky black hair.
“Nobody messes with my girl,” Noah threatened Kellen as the rest of his body came up through
the floor, quickly reloading his crossbow. Jacob climbed up too. He only had two weapons left;
his repeating blaster was slung over his shoulder, and his lightsaber was in his right hand. I
noticed he actually had Origami Baze on his left hand index finger.
“Noah!” I hugged him. “Kellen said you two had been beaten.”
“Weeeeeell, he’s not wrong,” Jacob replied, pointing to a rather vicious black eye. “Chippy, Dan
and Jack are down there, probably getting their butts whooped.”
Jacob started looking around. “Do you have the plans?” he asked hopefully.
I gestured to the pack under my arms.
“Oh, I could kiss you,” Noah said. Jacob, again, groaned loudly.
I nodded back. “Maybe later. We have to get to the base now.”
Me and Noah slowly climbed down the ladder, trying to be as quiet and cautious as possible. That
didn’t work, because the flimsy barrier that the rest of Rogue Wug was holding was falling apart.
“What took you love-birds so long?” Dan quipped.
“Stop mentioning that!” Jacob shouted.
“You guys provide terrible cover fire,” Noah sniped back.
“Give us the plans!” yelled brainwashed Lance. “Coke doesn’t want you hurt.”
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“Nice to see he cares,” Jacob snarked. He thumped Lance in the gut with his blue lightsaber.
Lance fell over on the muddy ground, pitifully groaning. Brainwashed Amy rolled her eyes.
“Well, nice knowing you all!” Jack said, cheerfully. Two water balloons scored him, knocking him
to the ground.
Was this Rogue Wug’s final stand?
“Just wait…” Jacob said, looking outside of the pack.
Here Comes the Cavalry
By Chippy
We were definitely dead. All until reinforcements arrived.
A shower of Nerf darts, little slingshot rocks, and water balloons peppered the Knights of Pen,
causing them all to seek cover. The onslaught kept coming, until only Rogue Wug remained.
“What the-” Frankie started, before Vernon and Vanessa appeared through the trees, leading a
small group of Bounty Hunters.
“Well, y’all’ve got yourselves in a fine mess,” Vernon drawled, crossing his arms.
“I thought you weren’t risking your neck for us,” Noah said in a snarky voice.
“I wasn’t, until Minch called me up, told me the situation. I couldn’t let y’all die out here alone.”
“And I wasn’t going to let him,” Vanessa added.
Jacob shrugged. “We were screwed. Might as well have used some of our assets.”
“You do know none of us will die, right? I mean, these case files always seem to have a borderlinePG guideline-”
Frankie elbowed me. “Thanks, though, for saving us. We have to get these plans to the
[REDACTED].”
“No problem, ma’am,” Vernon said, tipping his hat. “Now y’all go. We’ll hold ’em off.” He
unholstered his twin Cad Bane pistols, and moving over to the now stronger and angrier Knights
of Pen, who were quickly advancing.
“Thanks, Cut Bane,” Jacob said, just before going. “For saving us.”
“No problem,” Vernon repeated, before pulling out a new puppet. “And call me Saw OriGerrara.
Now go! Y’all save the Rebellion! Save the dream!”
And off we went.
Run For the Base
By Dan
We hauled off and ran back through the forest. We all knew that no matter how tough Vernon and
the Bounty Hunters were, they wouldn’t be able to hold off the Knights for long.
Sure enough, scaring the Bantha dung out of me, the Knights were using their skills to catch up;
the skill of Crab Soccer.
Harvey crawled right up next to me, keeping up to my run just by crawling. And we are in a very
dense patch of trees, people. Harvey wasn’t lying when he said he was the best of the best, as
much as it pains me to say it.
“If you won’t give us the plans, we’ll pick you off one by one!” Harvey yelled, trying to jump
sideways to knock me off my feet. I was out of water balloons, so I just pulled out my lightsaber
and tried to knock him away as best as I could. He dodged expertly, even stealing my lightsaber.
He’s good.
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I looked over and saw Jack and Jacob next to each other, fending off crab-walking Lance and
Quavondo. Lance seemed particularly mad, trying to get back at Jacob for swatting him in the
gut. Chippy was no where to be seen, which led me to believe he had already been beaten.
“So, who exactly is Supreme Liter Coke?” I asked Harvey, making small talk in order to hopefully
distract him.
“Believe me, I couldn’t believe who it was,” Harvey said, not taking his attention off of me. “I almost
didn’t want to follow him. But, here we are now. And he’s right in your midst.”
“Not creepy at all,” I muttered while jumping over a tree branch. I glanced to my right and Jack
was gone. This was actually pretty terrifying.
And pretty soon, I tripped on a log, and then I was being dragged away by Harvey.
“Now, you’ll be joining your captured friends.”
“How exactly does that work?” I asked as he led me into the treehouse, where the Bounty Hunters,
Chippy, Jack and Jacob were. It was a pretty big treehouse. “I mean, you can’t actually kidnap
us.”
“Oh, we’re not going to kidnap you,” Harvey cooed.
“There is a place that is notorious for their brainwashing capabilities,” Mike said, pacing the floor.
“It brainwashed even the toughest of us, that is being Dwight. He may be weird, but he has many
layers that only the best brainwashing can penetrate. Anyway, that’s where we’re going to take
you, so you’ll join our cause.”
It suddenly dawned on me how this was going to play out. We’d be brainwashed, then sent back
home like nothing happened, but we’d be enemies of the Rebellion forevermore. It was pure evil.
“Who wants to go on a field trip to Tippett Academy?”
Darth Paper’s Rage
By Frankie
Noah, Jacob, and I were minutes away from [REDACTED]. Everything was about to work out
perfectly, and still, nobody was hurt.
If only it had stayed that way.
“We can’t go back to the base,” Noah gasped.
“What?! Are you crazy?” I slowed down to a halt.
“He’s right,” Jacob murmured. “The Knights of Pen are on our tails. If we give them off to Sara by
hand, we’ll expose our base’s location. And if Principal Howell learns where Tommy is, he might
even try to get him in trouble with the police.”
“Why do you have to be so logical, Jacob?” I moaned. We had all fully stopped by now. “So, what
now? We’re just gonna give up and let them brainwash us?”
“No,” Jacob’s eyes gazed into mine, then darted to his feet. “We aren’t giving up. We’re gonna
text the plans to Sara.” He yanked a phone out of Noah’s pocket and took two pictures; one of
the map and one of plans.
“But, uh… our phone’s out of text minutes,” Noah gulped.
“It’s WHAT?!?” Jacob snatched the phone from Noah’s hand.
“I kind of used them all.”
“Talking to her?” Jacob pointed at me.
“Sorry, bro,” Noah’s face turned red.
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“Hey,” I snatched the phone from Jacob. “Since when am I just ‘her?’ What’s with you lately,
Jacob?”
Jacob looked at me and sighed. “Do you have a phone on you?”
“Yeah, but it’s too old and stupid to send text attachments…” I growled. “Can we use you guys’
phone to send an email to Sara?”
“But there’s no wi-fi signal here to do that,” Noah said. “The closest place with free wifi is…”
“Wendy’s,” I glared at the sign across the street.
“We’re going to Wendy’s.”
We bolted down the street as fast as we could. Director Kellen and some students with origami
Death Troopers were right on our butts.
Jacob slowed his pace. “You guys gotta go without me.”
“No!” Noah put his hand on Jacob’s shoulder. “You can’t do this.”
“I’m holding them off, just go!” Jacob said. He then whispered something in Noah’s ear. Noah
nodded, and replied, “You know I will.”
Then Jacob smirked and ran off, brandishing his lightsaber and his blaster, saying, “The folds are
with me, and I am one with the folds…”
“What was that about?” I asked.
“Nothing,” Noah replied.
I took Noah’s hand as we ran ahead, hearing the sounds of nerf guns a-blazing and Kellen barking
out a contingency order before falling silent. The director was defeated, and Jacob was carried
away. So why were there still footsteps coming from behind us?
“Don’t!” Noah gripped my hand tighter. “Don’t turn around. Just run.”
“Together,” I said while yanking his arm forward.
He smiled. “Love ya.”
“Back at ya, sweetheart!”
We approached the Wendy’s with tired legs and heaving chests. I looked up from the ground,
only to be met with a terrible sight. My heart dropped. Wendy’s was closed.
“The wi-fi might still be working!” Noah grabbed his phone from his back pocket. He ran around
to the back entrance while he set up the internet connection and took pictures of the plans and
map. I still hadn’t looked behind me. I didn’t know who was following us or how close they were.
I followed Noah.
“The connection’s too weak out here,” Noah said. “We have to get inside this back-way. There’s
a long hallway and then some automatic doors. Hopefully once we’re inside, we can send the
email.”
“Hopefully?” I smacked his shoulder.
“Rebellions are—”
“Built on hope. I know.” I smiled, kissing his cheek. His face blushed as deeply as Darth Maul’s
skin, just like it always did. “Sorry.”
Noah hugged me.
“Your brothers would be proud of you, Frankie.”
My mind raced. When was the last time I’d thought about Robbie, and Micah? It didn’t matter now.
Noah was right. They would have been proud to see their sister doing the right thing for a change.
We kicked open the backdoor, and walked down the long, dark, abandoned hallway to the
automatic doors ahead.
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“It’s jammed!” Noah’s voice cracked. Footsteps could be heard behind us.
I turned around.
A kid with long brown hair, a red lightsaber and what looked like Harvey’s stolen Darth Paper was
standing it the doorway. His lightsaber was pretty fancy; it was one those ones that lit up and
made sounds as you swished it.
“You must be this JC I keep hearing about,” I said, remembering Sara’s description of him. “Not
sure Harvey’s gonna like you using his puppet.” I backed up against the automatic door. Noah
was still trying to open the it, biting his tongue in concentration. Finally, out of frustration, he kicked
it with all of his strength. It slid open obediently. We immediately bolted inside, JC following us.
“Full WiFi bars, yes!” Noah shouted.
JC immediately jumped over to where he was. He was a pretty agile guy, I’ll give him that. Noah
reflexively tossed his phone over his back to me. Guarding me so JC couldn’t get me, Noah
unholstered his blaster and fired off every shot he had. JC deflected each one. He the Nerf gun
aside and started pushing JC back. JC kneed him in stomach, and then whacked him hard with
the lightsaber. He grabbed Noah, dazed from JC’s violent attack, and threw him aside. Noah
slumped to the ground. I was running out of time.
“You jerk-face!” I yelled at JC.
“Send it, send it!” Noah shouted, desperately. I fiddled with every button, in panic forgetting how
to operate a phone. Finally, I got to the text message screen, found Sara’s contact, inputted the
files, and pressed sendThe phone zoomed out of my hand and into JC long, evil fingers. He was munching a Skittle, I
could tell. And more than one, apparently, because then all the Knights of Pen appeared,
brandishing weapons.
“As you can see, you could not beat us. All too easy,” JC gloated. But, something made him
hesitate. A singular “swoosh!” He looked at Noah’s phone; his thumb had been on the send button.
“Big Daddy Coke ain’t gonna like that,” Noah snickered. I snorted as well.
“JC, wish it back!” Knight Jim shouted, panicked.
“I can’t!” JC replied, also panicked. “I used all of my Skittles to wish you guys here!”
Me and Noah busted out laughing. I slid down next to where he was sitting and hugged him.
“Well, we still have them at least,” he said. We gulped. In response, he waggled Darth Paper
under our noses. “Be careful not to choke on your aspirations.”
On cue, the Knights all surrounded us, igniting their lightsabers, ready to take us away to an
uncertain fate. Well, partly uncertain; I knew we’d still have each other. Noah looked at me and I
looked at him.
“It was a pleasure working with you, OriKanan Jarrus.”
“The pleasure was all mine, Pyn Erso.”
Epilogue
By Tommy
“They took my best men and my base,” Sara growled, staring at the pictures on her phone. Frankie
had transmitted the plans and the map, so there was that.
“They want to play dirty, so we play dirty,” she growled, moving into my garage, where she had
already started on her next project. She was pretty good with a hammer, I must say.
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“‘But I tell you, don’t resist an evil person. If anyone slaps you on the right cheek, turn to them the
other cheek also.’ That’s Matthew 5:39, NIV, by the way,” I quoted, trying to get her to stop.
“And I fully believe in that,” Sara said, not looking up from the trebuchet she was building. “But
this is war, Tommy. We can’t afford to turn the other cheek.”
“But we have the map, too, you know,” I said. “We can find the Skittles and just reverse all this.”
“Think of this as a precautionary measure. Coke probably has a copy. We have to beat him to it,
but we also need to be able to defend ourselves. And with only me, you, Dwight and the Bounty
Hunters against them, we need all the help we can get. I bet he even knew we’d end up getting
the map somehow.”
She hammered in a couple more nails.
“But we’re the good guys. We shouldn’t use this.”
Sara stood up, admiring her creation.
“Fine. We’ll only use it if we get in a really tight spot. But for now, admire it for a while.”
I had to admit, I looked pretty good.
“This is the Rebellion’s Death Bomb.”
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EPISODE XXV
ORIGAMI YODA’S SECRET WAR
By The EU Council (But Mostly SF JC)

Origami
Yoda
and
the
Mail-Lennium
Falcon
By
Dwight
“Alone you will not be. Not now. Caroline you will have. And Tommy and Kellen and Sara and the
others.
Harvey,
too.”“But
what
about
them?
They
need
you
too!”
“Hrmm….Yes. Impatient, reckless they are. A Force Ghost Yoda you must fold them tomorrow. A
little more help they need. After that…the Force will be with them.”
And
then
he
walked
over
to
the
Mail-lennium
Falcon.
“And
the
Force
will
be
with
you,
Dwight.
Always.”
Then he climbed into the Mail-lennium Falcon and it flew out the window.
I closed the window and went to bed.
What
Happened
Next
By
the
Force
The Mail-lennium flew very well for the first thirty-or-so feet. It reached a cruising altitude of about
twenty feet off the ground and it was headed straight for the house of Captain Micah.
On the thirty-first foot, however, the envelope plummeted to the grass lawn below.
It’s tiny passenger, a green and tan piece of paper folded to emulate the Jedi Master Yoda,
shuffled
out
of
the
envelope
onto
the
grass.
“Worse landing I have not had since Toydaria,” Origami Yoda chuckled to himself, inspecting the
damage to his vessel. It was not damaged, aside from some crumples around the corners.
Origami Yoda could find nothing wrong. “Wonder what caused this, I do,” he said to himself.
Suddenly, something caused the small finger puppet to stumble. A wave of pain, caused by things
that were, things that are, and things that could be. A disturbance in the Force. An unusually
strong
disturbance,
at
that.
Sensing this disturbance, and possible danger to come, Origami Yoda quickly climbed into the
fallen envelope. It would not give much protection, but any little bit mattered. He was only made
of
paper,
after
all.
He suddenly wished Dwight were with him. He hadn’t considered any of his own feelings since
making the decision to help Captain Micah, but now that he was alone, adapting to this new,
unusual
change
in
the
Force,
his
emotions
suddenly
bombarded
him.
Dwight had been his best friend for a long time. Being by himself on this long journey was
suddenly
a
terrifying
prospect.
“May the Force be with me,” he mumbled.
Down
the
Rabbit
Hole
By
the
Force
As soon as Origami Yoda was safely tucked into the Falcon, the envelope rose off the ground,
sparking
blue
energy.
“Signed
up
for
this
I
did
not!”
a
tiny
voice
screeched.
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Unbeknownst to Origami Yoda, the disturbance in the Force did more damage than a discomfort
in the puppet’s mind. Outside, swirling uncontrollably on the pristine lawn, was a blue, circular
portal. It was pulling the Mail-lennium Falcon into its center, sucking in more and more energy by
the
second.
The poor envelope bounced up and down, jolted left and right, and was having an awful time. It
didn’t know whether it should obey the telepathic pull of it’s passenger or if it should give in to the
portal
below.
Origami Yoda knew nothing of what was going on outside. “Terrible turbulence, this is,” he
mumbled.
Outside the portal grew bigger and bigger, the force of its pull stronger and stronger. The Maillennium Falcon simply couldn’t hold back any more. With one final desperate jolt, it dropped like
a rock into the swirling portal, with no idea as to where it was going. As soon as the envelope
disappeared, the portal on the lawn gave one final ‘burp’ and disappeared, leaving the rustling
leaves and howling wind of the world behind.
Voices
From
Beyond
By
Origami
Yoda
From
the
dark
abyss,
voices
I
heard.
Whispers
of
the
shadows.
“Dwight was right…he was right…there was some good left in me…”
“Everybody
do
the
Twist!”
“For brothers to be united, a sacrifice it will take, but in the end, prevail, love will…”
“They’re a radical group, and they want retribution for both schools. They’re everywhere…”
“Squirrels,
save
me!”
“It
was
a
pleasure
working
with
you,
OriKanan
Jarrus…”
“You kids were holding me back from being the coolest kid in all seventh grade…”
“I
was
mad
because
you
and
SaraI’ve
always…you
know…”
“Purple.”
“The
big
question…
Is
Origami
Yoda
real?”
Opened my eyes, I did. The world around me flowed with the Force. Great arches rose from
nowhere, leading nowhere. Began to appear, more portals did. Gateways from one time and place
to
another.
A
cold
surge
of
energy
around
me,
there
was.
“Strong
is
the
Dark
Side,
here.”
I
said.
“And
also
the
Light,
Origami
Yoda.”
said
a
new
voice.
Around,
I
turned.
“Qui-Gami?
Here,
you
are?”
“No, Yoda…” Emerged from the shadows, a robed man did. His hood, he pulled down. “You may
not
remember
me,
but
you’ll
at
least
recognize
me.”
Inexplicably, knew him I did. As if from a past life…or a life yet to be. “Tony D. Struction,” I said.
“Alive,
you
are?”
“That is what you will know me as. And in a sense, yes,” said Tony. “And also no. Come with me.
We
have
much
to
talk
about…”
Motioned me to follow him, Tony did. Blackness all around me swirled, seemingly there to snuff
out all life. But the gateways, shown they did. Swirled with bright, white light, they did, each
gateway echoing different phrases from my past, my present, and my future. To these final ones
I
tried
not
to
listen.
Turned
to
Tony,
I
did.
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“Happened, what has?” I asked. “A disturbance in the Force, I have felt. A strong disturbance.
Then taken here, I was. With you. Where is this? Why here, are you? Explanation I require, yes?”
Grim-faced, Tony looked. “Have you ever seen Star Wars Rebels, Origami Yoda?”
“Only
the
episode
with
me
in
it,
I
have
seen.”
“Okay then, this will be a lot harder.” Tony shook his head. “This place is weird. These gateways,
if you look hard enough…they can lead to any time or place you need to be. Not want to be; need
to be. The Force decides that for you. It’s taught me that much, at least.”
Thoughtful I sat for a long time. An interesting place it was. A world between worlds, call it you
could. Wondered I did if visited this place, the real Yoda ever did. Looked back at Tony, I did.
“A
long
time
it
has
been,
hmmm?”
I
asked.
“Yes, I suppose so,” he replied. “I mean, I think it has. Has it? To be honest, my sense of time
and
reality
is
all
screwed
up.
”
“Get
here,
how
did
you?”
“It’s
a
bit
of
a
long
story…”
“In
this
place,
plenty
of
time
we
have,
yes?”
Smiled
a
little,
he
did.
“Indeed.
Well,
let’s
see…”
Cross-legged he sat, and began telling me his fantastic tale of adventure and tragedy he did. “Let
me ask you a question, Yoda. Do you remember when I first appeared at McQuarrie?”
Nodded, I did, once again knowing knowledge that I should not have known. Confusing me, this
place was. “The first of many bounty hunters, you were. The first harbinger, you were, of an
approaching
storm.”
Sighed, he did. “You’re quite right. That was me. The instigator. I think all those other kids got the
idea that if some twerp like me could mess with the McQuarrie Gang, just about anyone could.
The worst part is that I remember every single one of their names; Jack, Ruth, Gabe, Chuck,
Lawrence, Ricardo, the Minches, Vernon, and Vanessa, to name a few. I remember their
backgrounds,
their
personal
problems,
their
fears,
and
their
fates.”
“Recall so much, how are you able to?” I asked him, ever-curious.
“You know, I never thought I’d get so many questions from the guy who had all the answers.”
Smiled
cheekily,
I
did.
“Strange,
life
is,
hmmm?”
Suddenly, a massive Dark Side wave into my mind slammed. Doubled over, I did, though doubled
over
by
folding
in
half
I
did.
Unfolded
me,
Tony
did.
“I
felt
it
too,”
Tony
said.
“The
Force,
you
can
use?”
I
asked.
“Once you’re here for a long time, the Force tends to have an affect on you.”
Nodded I did. A loud sound coming from a nearby portal, I heard. A loud, painful sound. The Dark
Side energy, coming from there it was. Powerful, It was. Noticed it too, Tony did.
“We
have
to
go
through
there.”
“Why?”
I
asked.
“We have to see what is going on and fix it. I’ll explain on the way. Hop into the Mail-lennium
Falcon.
It’s
a
bumpy
ride.”
Tony
stood
up
and
ran
off.
Turned to follow him I did, but stopped I was. A voice I heard. My name it was calling. It was a
voice I knew, but put my paper finger on it I could not. Made me stop, it did.
“Origami
Yoda…”
the
voice
said.
“Is
it,
who?”
I
asked.
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“Origami
Yoda,”
repeated,
the
voice
did.
“Yoda!
OY-Boy!”
Tony
shouted,
right
by
the
portal.
“Come
on!”
Shook my head, I did. Have to wait, the voice would. Stood up I did, hopped into my envelope,
and using the Force, followed the path of D. Struction.
One
Bad
Day
By
Jacob
I grabbed the firecracker, and ran to the top of the school as fast as I could go! (Peter was behind
me)
I looked down from the rooftop of the school and saw Elijah with Origami Saruman fighting the
Fellowship
and
their
Origami
Characters.
“What are you thinking?” a tiny voice spoke in my head, “It’s just paper! This doesn’t need to
cause death!!” I wish I could’ve listened to it, but I had already made my choice when I lit
McQuarrie
Middle
School
on
fire
three
months
ago.
I
dropped
it.
I waited for a “ka-boom!’ or something, when I opened my eyes and saw Peter holding the Ring;
about to throw it into the wet cement in the school’s construction yard. (It looked kinda like a
volcano.) If he threw it in there, the firecracker would short out, and Elijah and I would fail!
I was angry; SO angry, that I charged Peter, and tried to ram him off the roof, into the fire!
He sidestepped me. The last thing I saw was the burning fire, red and yellow and- manila?
A small, rectangular thing slammed me in the face just as the firecracker popped. I was thrown
from the rooftop, blown backwards by the explosion, and fell face-first into a bush. I had no idea
why
I
was
still
alive.
I looked up to what had slapped me, and found a small envelope on the ground. A kid with blonde
hair
was
lying
next
to
it,
groaning.
“Ugh, universe jumping never gets any better…” the blonde kid groaned. The envelope rustled
and
popped
open.
A
little
green
head
stuck
out
of
it.
“Jacob
Minch,
you
are,
hmm?”
the
green
head
said.
“What
are
you
doing
here,
Origami
Yoda?”
I
asked,
weakly.
“Trying
to
destroy
me,
why
are
you
not?”
Origami
Yoda
asked.
I chuckled. “I just tried to blow up a school. But don’t worry, you’re still the highest on my todestroy
list.”
“I forgot how sociopathical the old Jacob was,” the blonde kid muttered. “It was a fluke accident,
knocking
him
out
of
the
sky.
we
should
leave.”
“Jacob Minch.” Origami Yoda said, deep in thought. “Know you, I do not…but I feel as if I do. Pure
evil
psychopath,
you
are?”
“It depends…” I smirked wickedly. It’s one of my skills. “Are you still a puppet on Dwight’s strings?”
Origami Yoda furrowed his brow, making it wrinklier than it already was. “My own path, I will follow.
Say the same for you, I cannot. Always to the horizon, to greater evils, to darker matters do you
look.”
“Well, it seems to be paying off.” I said. Whoever this puppet was, he didn’t seem to recognize
me. Strange. I didn’t know who the blonde kid sitting next to him was. I didn’t have time to find
out; even if Peter and the Fellowship were complete idiots, they’d look for me sooner or later. I
needed to go. I reached into my pocket. I pulled out a few small, round candies that I’d been using
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as
my
secret
weapon
all
along.
“The
Wishing
Skittles?!”
the
blonde
guy
yelped.
“Not
AGAIN!”
“Oh, so you know what these are?” I sneered. “I’ve been using them since day one. How else do
you think I survived that explosion? These crazy fires and life-threatening situations?? I wished
to
escape.”
“I don’t miss this world,” I heard the blonde kid tell Origami Yoda. World? What did he mean
by…world?”
I decided to continue talking. Draw out some answers. “Some kid with a mustache gave me these
so
I
would
agree
to
his
mind-control.
So
far,
I
like
his
style.”
“Do I even want to ask why Casper, why Fako freaking Mustacho wanted to mind control you?”
the
blonde
kid
facepalmed.
“How you know the name of the great Fako Mustacho? He’s notoriously…secretive.”
His eyes grew big, as if he’d told something that should have been secret. “No reason.”
“Hmm.
You’re
not
from
around
here,
are
you,
Blondie?”
“I
don’t
know
what
you
mean.”
“Stand your ground you must, Tony!” Origami Yoda ordered. “I do not know him as I should, but
the
radiates
off
him,
the
Dark
Side
does.”
“As it should.” I smiled. “Take a look around, kid! I don’t quite know what you mean by world, but
I know the Force is real and gives access to many opportunities. But obviously, where you’re
from, you didn’t have me. A shame. Everything must be so tame compared to here. Fako’s been
using me to turn this world into a wild wasteland! And I even get these Wishing Skittles for free!
In
fact…”
I popped a few Skittles into my mouth and chewed. I thought about my wish.
“Wait,
no!”
Tony
yelled.
Suddenly, as I swallowed, knowledge came flooding into my brain. I saw Tony, Tony D. Struction,
guarding a dimension beyond our own. I saw Origami Yoda coming through his own dimension
into this one. I saw infinite earths, infinite schools, infinite worlds ripe for the taking. I saw
adventures to defeat paper Bounty Hunters. I saw the betrayal of so many– Lance, Mike, Kellen.
I saw Noah and Frankie (or Francesca, as she apparently likes to be called) getting captured by
some guy with Darth Paper. I saw everything. “Beautiful things, the Skittles. Now, I know
everything about you and your worlds!! And soon, with my apprentice, Darth Melted Plastic
Dinosaurs,
I
will–!”
Origami Yoda Force-stuffed the Mail-lennium Falcon into my mouth. I always hate when they
interrupt
my
monologues.
“Never knows when to stop talking, does he…” Yoda chuckled to himself. “Boring he was getting.
Moving
on
to
the
next
reality,
we
should
be…”
“No!! Wait!” I tried to say, but it’s hard to do with an envelope in your mouth.
“Oh, yes. Must not forget my ride,” Origami Yoda said, chuckling. He pulled the Mail-lennium
Falcon out of my mouth and hopped inside.. A blue, swirling portal opened at their feet and they
jumped in. I ran after them and tried to follow, but the portal closed too quickly.
I was breathing hard. I had a choice to make. I could stay in this reality, a reality where I’d already
done as much damage as possible. I had no family here. I had Fako, maybe, but he’d only tolerate
me until I’d done my service. Or, I could leave. Spread my chaos to another unsuspecting world.
See
how
they
react.
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I tossed some of the colored candy into my mouth and made one wish. Then I popped the last
remaining Skittles I had inside and chewed. Making my final wish with the candies that had served
me so well, I wished for a portal to open, and that I go to that other dimension.
Just as the Skittles always had, they granted me exactly what I wished. A blue portal opened at
my feet. I jumped inside, feeling completely, deeply, hopelessly enrobed, like I never had before,
in
the
Dark
Side
of
the
Force.
This
was
not,
as
Tony
said,
a
fluke
accident,
I
decided.
This was my destiny.
Complications
By
Tony
D.
Struction
As long as I have been inside the World Between Worlds, there have never been complications.
Everything has functioned exactly as the Force wills it, just as it was supposed to.
But as I and Origami Yoda were flying back down into the World Between Worlds, there was a
complication.
I suddenly felt a massive shockwave. A wave of rainbow energy exploded through the portal and
slammed against the envelope carrying Origami Yoda. The envelope didn’t stand a chance; it was
thrown out of the portal just before we touched down on the ground.
“Origami Yoda!” I yelled. I searched my feelings and I could not feel him anywhere nearby.
Origami
Yoda
was
lost
between
worlds.
I had a sickening feeling that Jacob Minch had something to do with this.
Origami Yoda: The Series Finale, Episode 1: Harvey’s Internal Conflict
By
Harvey
A long time ago, in a middle school like twenty minutes from here….
There was a kid named Dwight. Odd fellow. He changed his entire appearance like five times in
a row. Very confusing. Anyhow, he folded an origami version of Yoda. He used to give us sixthgrade losers his advice for no apparent reason, and made almost everyone’s life better.
Well,
everyone
but
me.
You see, Paperwad Yoda has thrown me through some crazy loops over the past few years. He
left me to deal with the wrath of Mark the Seventh-Grader, saved Kellen from my deviously clever
machinations, forced me to pay 50 bucks toward Quavondo failing to strike Mike out, made me
lose my precious cheetos, and ruined my plans for Darth Yoda and Darth Paper!
But
this
was
not
all
he
did.
Origami
Yoda
saved
my
life.
I’d become desperate. So lonely and so frustrated that I’d turned myself over to the Dark Side
under the rule of another student, and challenged Yoda/Dwight to a lightsaber duel of
insurmountable
expectations!!
Unfortunately, the duel went sour. Literally. Dwight began choking on my Emperor Pickletine, and
I was forced to choose my path: Save Dwight, and swallow my ego, or Join Vader, and abandon
any
chance
of
having
friends
at
all?
I chose Dwight. I saved him. I saved myself. And it was all because of Origami Yoda.
But
now
Yoda
was
gone.
Our teacher, Mr. Howell, had seen our little “duel,” and brought up matters with Principal Rabbski.
She wasn’t a big fan of origami, and even through Dwight’s best efforts (he tried to give her an
origami Leia), her choice was already made. Dwight and I were expelled from McQuarrie Middle
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School.
I didn’t take the blow too hard. Well, not from an academic standpoint. I was already far above
the average intelligence quotient, and my superior intellect would easily provide me with a new
school
to
attend.
But
Dwight?
Dwight
had
nothing.
Dwight
had
nobody.
Dwight’s “girlfriend” Caroline was appalled by his actions, and left the scene rather quickly.
Tommy and Kellen moved on with their lives, though I heard rumors that Tommy regretted that
decision.
And
we
all
know
about
how
Dwight’s
dad
left.
Everything was out of control. Dwight’s usually calm temper had reached a boiling point. He had
a huge argument with me and the other guys, then disappeared to do whatever a Dwight does.
I felt horrible about the situation. After all, it was just a little bit my fault we were in this situation in
the first place.
Tommy’s Comment: “A LITTLE BIT”?!?
It had been four years since the Lightsaber Duel, and I’d like to have believed I’d properly moved
on
with
my
life…
Until
Yoda
showed
up.
“Paperwad
Yoda.”
I
grumbled.
“Young
Cunningham.”
Yoda
smiled,
eyes
widening.
“I’m ending all of this,” I said, holding a bundle of rudimentary-gathered folders, paper puppets,
and DVD-Rs. “The case files, the video logs, the origami… I’m gonna burn them down!”
“Burn
them,
you
must
not!”
Yoda
said,
plainly.
“Oh,
don’t
start…”
“MUST!!!! NOT!!!!!” Yoda screeched, waddling out of his envelope Millennium Falcon.
“Fine, fine,” I sighed, defeated. My chest felt heavy. “I’ve been weak. Unwise.”
“Lost
McQuarrie,
you
did.”
Yoda
stated.
“Lose
Dwight,
we
must
not.”
“I can’t be what he needs me to be,” I said. “I’m the bad guy. What Dwight needs…”
“What Dwight needs, he already has!” Yoda’s mouth folded into a grin. “Unfortunately, seems to
be
letting
it
all
go,
he
is…”
I
held
my
breath.
“I
can
remind
him.”
“Go, you must. The greatest teacher, failure is. Master this, Dwight must.”
I left on my journey to confront Dwight, for the first time in a long time… as a friend. And as for
Yoda? Well, I had no doubt that little paperwad was real. Did you notice how he Force-pushed
Mark that one time?? Freaky stuff! Anyhow, some other guy popped out of a magical portal, then
he and Yoda vanished, which would have set me off more if I weren’t so focused on my task at
hand: Saving Dwight.
Tommy’s Note: Check out the final episode of Origami Yoda: The Series to see what happens to
Harvey and Dwight next! Coming 2020!
Harvey’s Comment: …
196

Harvey’s Other Comment: …You’re putting ads on my chapters now?
The
‘Real’
World
By
The
Force
As the Mail-lennium Falcon shot through another portal, it flew right into the mail slot of a house,
landing on the floor. Origami Yoda got out of the Falcon and noticed a calendar that read “June
2009”. As he looked around for signs of life, he spotted a trash can with several discarded origami
creations. He investigated further and decided to climb up to a nearby desk.
The moment Origami Yoda finished his trek to the top of the desk, a man walked in, and sat down.
He picked up Origami Yoda. “Huh. I don’t remember making this.”, the man said. He carefully
examined Origami Yoda, making sure not to unfold him. “This is really strange…but I think this
gives
me
an
idea…”
The man pulled out a notebook and started scribbling down all sorts of words and phrases. Things
like: Origami, Mystery, Star Wars, Weird Kid, Strange, Yoda, and so on. More and more the man
kept writing. He wrote for hours. But then, he started drawing. Origami Yoda recognized the
doodles almost immediately. “Kellen, you that is?”, Origami Yoda thought. “Be, it cannot!”
Origami
Yoda
was
right.
It
wasn’t
Kellen.
The
man
began
drawing
Dwight,
Tommy,
Harvey,
and
even
Soapy.
But
if
it
wasn’t
Kellen,
who
was
it?
The
man
flipped
to
another
page
of
his
notebook,
and
wrote:

The
Strange
By Tom Angleberger

Case

of

Origami

Yoda:

Outline

PLOT
Meet Dwight. A sixth-grade oddball. Dwight does a lot of weird things, like wearing the same Tshirt for a month or telling people to call him “Captain Dwight.”…
As Origami Yoda watched in awe, Tony gently nudged him into another portal, sending them both
on their way to the next universe…

The
Ultimate
Duel
of
the
Fates
By
The
Force
Origami Yoda blinked, and the world around him had completely changed.
Tony
cocked
his
head
to
one
side.
“This
place
looks…familiar…”
Regal corridors led into a dark room filled with narrow bridges and reactors. Red shields blinked
on and off periodically. Beams of blazing colored lights clashed above us.
“Is
that…
is
that…”
Tony
started.
“Darth
Maul.”
Yoda
scowled.
It was true. The zabrak Sith assassin brandished his red double bladed lightsaber with utter
ferocity
as
he
glared
into
the
eyes
of…
“Obi-Wan!”
Tony
exclaimed.
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Yoda’s head hung low as he noticed the fallen body of Qui-Gon Jinn.
“Unexpected,
this
is.
And
unfortunate.”
Tony
turned
to
Yoda
with
a
start.
“What?”
Yoda sighed. “A sad day this was, for the Republic. And for my alien counterpart. The
apprentice of his apprentice. His grandchild, you might say. Gone. And defeated, the one
responsible
was
not.”
“Yoda,”
Tony
said.
“Obi-Wan
defeats
Darth
Maul.
Cuts
him
in
half.”
“But kills him, does he?” Yoda’s voice cracked. Tony was bewildered to see what appeared to be
tears
in
the
eyes
of
the
old
green
puppet.
“Master,” Tony got down on his knees. “Qui-Gon found the moment when he was needed most.
He sacrificed himself to save Obi-Wan, Anakin, and Padmé. And he is avenged, one day. Old
Ben
kills
Maul
on
the
white
sands
of
Tatooine.”
“But not before rage, heartbreak, tragedy does Maul wreak!” Yoda practically yelps. “A harbinger
of darkness, he is. The antithesis of the Jedi cause. A beast of cold, reckless hate.”
“What do you want to do about it?” Tony’s question hung in the air. Yoda’s gaze narrowed, fixated
on
Maul.
“Enough.” Yoda stamped his twig cane so hard it snapped. “Too long have we Jedi sat on the
sidelines as the galaxy suffers. Unfair, this is! Unrighteous! No longer.”
Yoda leapt high in the air, landing unsettlingly close to Maul as the creature Force-pushed Kenobi
off the platform, where he clung for dear life over a seemingly bottomless chasm.
Tony
climbed
higher
to
get
a
better
view
of
the
situation.
Yoda reached out with his arm, sending a message to Obi-Wan through the Force.
“Go
for
the
head,
you
should.”
Obi-Wan’s eyes opened in bewilderment. He focused on Qui-Gon’s lightsaber with the Force. He
breathed in. The Force is with me, and I am one with the Force.
He
jumped.
Somersaulting over the vile Sith lord’s head, Kenobi pulled Qui-Gon’s blade into his hands and
cleaved
Darth
Maul
in
two.
Only
this
time,
he
cut
at
the
neck.
Maul’s severed head blinked with surprise, then rage, as it tumbled into the chasm. Maul’s body
crumpled to the floor, pushing the tiny green finger puppet down after Maul’s head.
“No!” Tony screamed, plunging himself towards the ledge and reaching out his hand in despair.
Little green fingers curled around his pinky. He smiled, pulling the paper Jedi master up from the
pit.
“What the heck were you doing?!” Tony cried. “You could have been killed!”
“Bringing the Force back into balance, I was.” Yoda wouldn’t meet Tony’s gaze. “The right thing
to
do,
it
was.”
Tony reached out a finger and lifted Yoda’s head up. The puppet’s mouth appeared to be
quivering.
“Yoda…”
Tony
spoke
slowly.
“…this
isn’t
about
Maul,
is
it?”
Yoda exhaled. “In need, the McQuarrie kids are. But not of me. That, they must learn on their
own.
Truly
needs
me,
Micah
does.
But
confused,
disoriented
I
am.”
“Why?”
Tony
sat
next
to
Yoda.
“Because I love them. Hmph!” Yoda flattened himself against the ground.
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“I love them,” Yoda repeated, much more quietly this time. “And I’ll miss them. My emotions cloud
my
judgement.”
“Yoda, it’s okay to feel. It’s okay to love. The real Yoda didn’t learn that for a long time.”
“The real Yoda…” The puppet started, a newfound edge to his voice. “…sat around on his little
green tushy while his friends were in harm’s way. Unlike him, I am. Unable to do what he does.”
“That’s
a
good
thing.
It
means
you
have
a
heart!”
Yoda
glared
me
down.
“Paper,
I
am.”
“No, I mean…” Tony struggled to find the right words to say. “I mean that you have compassion,
just like the real Yoda, and you’re loyal, like the real Yoda. You would stick with those kids to the
end, if you could. But the Force has new plans for you. You have new adventures to go on. Like
you said, the McQuarrie kids already have everything they need. Do you?”
Yoda
hopped
up.
“Shh.”
Tony
scoffed.
“No,
man,
I’m
trying
to
help
you
out!”
“SHHH!” Yoda bonked Tony’s head with another twig. Tony heard voices and ducked behind a
corner. Queen Amidala–Padmé–approached Obi-Wan, along with her royal guard.
“Obi-Wan!”
Padmé
embraced
him
in
a
hug.
“What
happened?”
Obi-Wan closed his eyes hard to keep from shedding tears. “Master Qui-Gon has become one
with the Force. But by his sacrifice, we were able to defeat the Sith assassin.”
“Take him to a medical capsule! Hurry!” Padmé barked orders at her guards. The company ran
into
the
palace
interior
with
Qui-Gon’s
body
in
tow.
“That’s not going to help…” Obi-Wan’s voice faltered. He inhaled deeply. Shakily.
Padmé
kissed
him.
Tony
threw
up
a
bit
in
his
mouth.
Yoda
dry-heaved.
“Oh, Obi-Wan. I can only imagine the pain you are going through.” Padmé’s eyes locked onto
Obi-Wan’s. “You may stay in Theed as long as you like. I’m sure I can make an appeal to Master
Yoda…”
Obi-Wan kissed her back. “Qui-Gon died to give me a new chance at my life. I will ensure young
Anakin receives proper Jedi training, and then I shall move on from the Jedi Order. There’s
nothing
there
for
me
now.”
Padmé
and
Obi-Wan
walked
away
to
the
greater
palace.
Tony
was
frozen
in
place.
“What…the
hutt…did
you
DO?!?!?!?!?”
“Not my fault, this is!!!!” Yoda screeched. “A freak of nature, this is!!”
“Oh yeah?? The last time I checked, Darth Maul was cut in half and Padmé was married to
FREAKING ANAKIN SKYWALKER! What have you done?? Luke and Leia aren’t even going to
exist,
now!!”
Yoda
staggered
backward.
“Oh
poop.”
“Oh crap is right!” Tony picked up Yoda in one hand and grabbed the Mail-lennium Falcon in
another. “We either gotta fix this, or get out of here fast. My stomach can only handle so much.”
“I
agree.”
Yoda
said.
“Out
of
here,
we
must
be
getting.”
A
loud
rumble
knocked
Tony
onto
his
butt.
“A ship must have landed in the hangar. A BIG ship.” Tony rose to his feet, hearing an awful
crinkling
sound
as
he
stood
up.
He
froze.
Turning around slowly, he found the Mail-lennium Falcon under his shoe.
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“Oh no no no no no no no!” Tony picked up the envelope in horror, trying to make it fly once more.
But
it
was
no
use.
The
Falcon
was
no
more.
“Gets
better
and
better,
this
day
does.”
Yoda
sighed.
“THOUGHT THE SAME THING, I DID!” A voice called. This voice was unmistakable.
Yoda–the REAL Yoda–stood at the entryway to the corridor, hands resting on his cane. He walked
slowly over to Tony and Origami Yoda, who were both to shocked to move.
“How
feel
you?”
Yoda
said,
inclining
his
head
toward
Tony.
“Cold,
sir.”
Tony
didn’t
move
a
muscle.
“And… my paper counterpart?” Yoda turned to his much smaller doppelganger. “How feel YOU?”
Origami Yoda looked up at the Real Yoda. He should have felt awestruck. Should have felt
honored beyond belief. He didn’t even feel angry at his alien self for all the things he’d said before.
Instead
of
these,
he
felt
a
very
different
emotion
entirely.
Shame.
“Failed,
I
have.”
Origami
Yoda’s
voice
broke.
The
real
Yoda
smiled
warmly.
“Failed?
How
failed,
have
you?”
“Abandoned my younglings, ruined this reality, and acted out of vengeance, I have!” Origami Yoda
hopped
into
Tony’s
hand.
“Failed, I have…” he repeated. “But no longer. Better off without me are these worlds. All one big
joke,
this
has
been!”
“One
big
joke?!”
Tony
cried.
“The idea that change the world, a piece of paper could!” Yoda scoffed. “The idea that anyone
can
do
anything
if
set
their
heart
to
it,
they
do!”
“Yoda…” The Real Yoda picked up the paper Jedi. His voice was pained. “Truly believe this, do
you?”
“No
longer
certain
am
I
of
what
I
believe…”
Origami
Yoda
sighed.
“Rest you need. Yes, rest.” Real Yoda walked Tony and Origami Yoda into the palace. He slowly,
calmy, gently carried Origami Yoda to the ornately-decorated door of a guest room.
“Here, you will rest. Sleep for awhile. Let the Force flow around you.”
“Try this, I shall.” Origami Yoda bravely hopped from Real Yoda’s hand onto the doorknob,
opening the door to a beautiful Nabooian suite with a lovely window view of the sprawling green
hills
beyond.
“Night, good. Tight, sleep. Let the bed bugs bite, you should not!” Real Yoda closed the door
merrily, before walking Tony down to the next room over. Origami Yoda flopped onto a pillow
three times his size, letting his crinkled eyelids softly close as he drifted off to sleep…
The
Great
Disturbance
in
the
Force
By
Tony
I had just pulled my blanket over my shoulders, cozily settling in for a brief respite from all our
intergalactic
adventures…
It
didn’t
last.
“TONY! Hey, Tony!” A voice screamed from above me. I opened my eyes. A wild-looking portal
hovered
above
my
head,
Spider-Verse
style.
I
rubbed
my
eyes.
Jacob Minch was extending his hand toward me. “C’mon, man, don’t leave me hanging!”
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I
furrowed
my
brow.
“What
do
YOU
want,
Minch?”
“Look man,” Jacob’s eyes were wide with fear. “I get that we’re, like, enemies in different universes
or something, but this goes beyond all that. Something real nuts is going on up here, and I know
nothing
about
it.”
Reluctantly, I took his hand. Jacob pulled me through the portal, bringing me back into the World
Between
Worlds.
But
something
was
very
wrong.
“What did you do?!” I jabbed a finger at Jacob. Every shimmering blue portal was turning reddishorange,
melting
like
lava.
The
realm
was
collapsing
in
on
itself.
“Don’t look at me!” Jacob sneered. “I just snuck into this place. I was barely here two minutes
before
it
all
went
loco
like
this!!”
“Oh gosh.” I doubled over. My hands started to fade in and out of reality. I shook my head. “No.
No!”
“What?? What’s going on?!” Jacob narrowly dodged a falling piece of an “Origami Yoda and
Battles”
portal.
I stared back at the already-dripping Naboo portal. “Yoda and I…we kinda screwed up. Big time.”
Jacob
blinked.
“What
the
heck
could
you
guys
have
done?”
“We, uh… We had Obi-Wan Kenobi aim for Maul’s head instead of cutting him in half…?”
Jacob’s jaw dropped. “Holy bantha-poodoo! Do you know what this means?!? Maul won’t be alive
to take over Crimson Dawn! Which means they won’t take Qi’ra away from Corellia! Which means
that Han gets his happily ever after with her! Which means that he never meets Old Ben and
Luke! Which means that he never takes them to Alderaan! Which means that Luke never blows
up the Death Star! Which means that Ben Solo is never born, the Death Star still works, the
Empire reigns supreme, Snoke and Palpatine could go to war, Satine would still rule Mandalore,
Ezra wouldn’t have had the Sith holocron, Kanan would be able to see…”
“Jake. Jacob. Cool it.” I said. “How to say this…uh… It’s worse than that.”
“WAT.”
“Obi-Wan
has
goo-goo
eyes
for
Padmé.”
Jacob
fainted.
The portals melted away before I could make another move. I lunged toward the Naboo portal,
only
for
it
to
fall
in
splatters
and
clumps
in
my
hands.
The World Between Worlds was destroyed. We were trapped. Star Wars was ruined.
I fell to my knees as my world turned to black. “I have a bad feeling about this…”
Yoda’s
Return
By
The
Force
“Yoda.
Yodaaaaaaa….?”
The voice of a woman stirred Origami Yoda from his sleep. The same voice he had so clearly
heard
earlier
came
now
as
a
whisper.
“Come
back
to
us,
Yoda.”
she
said.
“Died, have I?” Origami Yoda looked down at his paper body, now hovering over the darkening
sky
of
Naboo.
“In a way.” The Force priestess hovered above Yoda, her voice even. “We are all running out of
time. The galaxy is in the balance. Your interference in galactic history has compromised the
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multiverse’s
existence.”
“If Star Wars, there is not…” Yoda mused. His heart skipped a beat. “…No Yoda will there be for
Dwight
to
base
me
off
of!”
“The galaxy far, far away needs your help.” The priestess voice now came in sudden gasps. “You
must
restore…”
And she was gone. Yoda turned his gaze to the planet of Naboo below him.
It
was
time
to
end
this.
Yoda awoke with a start from his dream-like vision, sprinting out of bed with his little paper feet
and rushing out the door. He slammed open the door to the neighboring room, but Tony was
nowhere
to
be
found.
“Move fast, I must!” Yoda screeched. He scrambled down the long flights of stairs until he spotted
the outlines of the Jedi padawan and the Queen of Naboo basking in the sunlight. Yoda growled.
“No, no, no!” Yoda jumped repeatedly on Padmé’s head, causing the young queen to scream as
Obi-Wan
activated
his
lightsaber.
“Do not move, my dear!” Obi-Wan moved his blade in a very careful and precise manner. “I will
relieve
you
of
this
tree-spawned
creature!”
“Out of the woods yet, you are not, young Obi-Wan!” Yoda pounced onto Obi-Wan’s head,
pressing
his
paper
hand
onto
the
temples
of
Obi-Wan’s
forehead.
“Sleep… You must unlearn what you have learned…” Yoda’s hypnotizing trance worked, and ObiWan’s
unconscious
form
tumbled
onto
the
Theed
garden’s
sweetgrass.
“Don’t!” Padmé whipped out a blaster in the blink of an eye. “Don’t you come any
closer…you…you…”
“Sleeeeeep……” Yoda reached out with the Force, putting all his concentration on wiping
Padmé’s memories clean. She soon joined Obi-Wan, falling face-first to the ground.
“Oops! Sorry!” Yoda gulped. “For the good of the galaxy, this was! And, if any consolation this is;
not hobby material is Obi-Wan!! Never talks about how he feels, does he! Thank me later, you
can!”
Yoda rushed over to the nearest yellow starfighter, hobbled into the cockpit, and prepared to
leave.
It was quite the struggle to take off a starship when the pilot’s arms are much too tiny to press a
single
button
or
flick
a
single
switch.
“Not my day, has this been!” Origami Yoda fell back into his seat. He sighed deeply. He came all
this
way…
“Not over yet, is your journey!!” Real Yoda stretched his arms out towards the starfighter, lifting it
into
the
air.
“Return
to
the
World
Between
Worlds,
you
must!”
“Seeing you again brings warm feelings to my heart!” Origami Yoda smiled. “Thankful for your
help,
am
I!”
“Actually,
say
it
I
think
you
would:
thankful
for
your
help,
I
AM.”
“Irrelevant is this debate! Help my friends, I must!” Origami Yoda closed his cockpit. Real Yoda
envisioned the World Between Worlds in his mind, and, using all of the strength in the Force he
could muster, he shot the starfighter through his world of reality and into the realm beyond!
Reality
By

Check
Tony
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Light returned to the World Between Worlds. I opened my eyes. Portals were forming once again
from
the
void.
Jacob
re-formed,
too.
“Oh, thank goodness I’m alive!” Jacob exclaimed. Then he saw me. “Oh, you’re here, too.”
Suddenly, a starfighter came zooming in through the darkness, dissipating at once, and leaving
a
tiny
green
finger
puppet
at
my
feet.
“Tony…” Yoda murmured. “Right, you always were. No longer my job it is to help the students of
McQuarrie. Time it is to let go of the past. To learn from it. To grow. Failed, I had, yes?”
“Uh…yeah?” I shrugged. Dooming the Multiverse was a pretty bad way to screw up.
“The greatest teacher, failure is.” Yoda’s eyes glinted. “Even for older, more experienced ones.
Even for me. Time it is to go where the Force wills. To help those in need, not those I need.
Sacrifice
all,
I
am
willing
to
do.”
“Then it is time…” I smiled. “Master Yoda, your training is complete. Let’s go home.”
“Yeah…about that…” Jacob’s voice rose with evil glee. “Nobody’s going anywhere until I get what
I
want.”
“And what is it, so badly you want?” Yoda stood in front of me, holding me at his tiny arms’ length.
“I see a world…” Jacob began. “…where McQuarrie is burned down. I see a world where origami
is a thing of the past! I see a world where the great DWIGHT THARP acknowledges my brilliance!
I see a world where the rules only apply to everyone else! MY rules!!! MY WORLD!!!”
“Sheesh, bad guy much?” I hoisted up Yoda. He grunted in approval. I threw the little green guy
straight
at
Jacob.
“I
KNOW
KARATE!!!”
Yoda
screamed.
Ping!
POW!
Ka-ZAMMO!!!
Jacob
flew
backwards.
Yoda
lifted
him
into
the
air
with
the
Force.
“Again, here we go!” Yoda exclaimed. “Another being seeped in the darkness. Another who so
easy
it
would
be
to
defeat
forever…”
Yoda hovered Jacob over a portal showing the icy peaks of Hoth, then to another portal glowing
orange
with
the
lava
rivers
of
Mustafar.
Jacob
shrieked
in
terror.
“Unlike
you…”
Yoda
started.
“I
learned
my
lesson.”
Yoda dropped Jacob into a third portal–the one showing his old dimension, the Fold of the
Rings/”Legends” one–and warped the portal shut with a Force blast heard throughout the
Multiverse.
BLOOOOOOOP!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Yoda shook his head sadly. “A cooler sounding noise, I would have wished for my Force blast…”
“Dude,
it’s
okay!”
I
exclaimed,
grinning
ear
to
ear.
“Look!”
Two portals had just then opened. Both portals radiated overpowering amounts of Force energy.
In one portal, an Origami Emperor with a pickle for a head rested on Harvey’s finger. In the other
portal, Jacob Minch returned to his reality, holding up a sinister-looking origami Darth Sidious.
“Papertine…or Pickletine?” The voice of the Force priestess asked. “Origami Yoda, you have
saved so many on your quest. The students of McQuarrie Middle School will grow beyond your
teaching and into the world before them. But Micah is still in need of help. Likewise, there is this
new portal. It exploded into existence the second that you felt the disturbance in the Force. It is
the doorway to a whole other universe with McQuarrie students gravely requiring your assistance.
The choice is yours: help Micah, or help this new universe’s McQuarrie kids?”
Yoda looked back and forth between the two portals. The trials of Micah or the rise of the Bounty
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Hunters
awaited
him.
“Yoda?”
I
said,
softly.
“What
are
you
gonna
do?”
“Be two places at once, can I?” Yoda asked. The question lingered, echoing around us.
“Two
Yodas
for
two
trials…”
Yoda
spoke
again.
He
smiled.
“My
decision,
I
have
made!”
Yoda
announced.
Both
portals
wavered,
warping
and
fading
as
they
stayed
open.
“Be warned,” the priestess said. “Giving you this choice exerts a grand amount of Force energy.
The
portals
will
not
last
forever.
Tell
me
your
choice
now.”
“Tony…” Yoda said, turning to me. “In your solitude in this world between worlds, training I have
for
you.”
“Training?”
I
blinked.
“An old friend is in need of your assistance. One who has returned from the baked beans. My old
body.”
My
eyes
widened.
“The
FIRST
Origami
Yoda?”
“How to find him, I will teach you.” Yoda grinned as he stepped towards the portal with Pickletine–
the portal where he would aid Micah in his journey. “Wonderful meeting you again, it was. Or
meeting
you
for
the
first
time,
was
I?
Confusing,
this
is.”
Tony chuckled. “Agreed. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure the old Origami Yoda is powerful enough to
outmatch me and my Bounty Hunters. It will be great to see you for the first time.”
Yoda smiled as he stepped into the portal. “May the Force be with you, Tony D. Struction.”
“May
the
Force
be
with
you,
Origami
Yoda.”
Origami Yoda vanished as both doorways to the dual worlds shimmered out of existence. I
smirked.
Leave it to Origami Yoda to find a third option. Leave it to Origami Yoda to save everyone.
Epilogue
By
Micah
After Origami Yoda arrived at my house on a crisp new Mail-lennium Falcon, he relayed his wild
and
fantastical
journey
to
me.
We
laughed.
We
cried.
We
paused.
“Wait…” I gulped. “You saved the Star Wars galaxy by erasing Obi-Wan and Padmé’s memories,
right?”
Yoda
nodded
with
a
grunt.
“But…uh…” I raised an eyebrow. “How did you fix the issue with Darth Maul losing his head?”
Yoda’s
eyes
widened.
“Oh
poop.”
I ran to the TV and put on Disney Plus. Sure enough, there Savage Oppress was calling out for
his brother. Maul’s screams reverberated through the dark and oozy tunnel where they stood.
“See?” I started, turning back to face Yoda. “I guess everything worked out, after all…”
Yoda silently pointed a finger to the TV. I turned back around and gasped.
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TWILIGHT OF THE STUDENT
By The EU Council
Post-Wug
By Tommy

“I can’t believe it,” I breathed. I stood next to Sara, marvelling at the success of Operation Rogue
Wug.
“The Rebellion’s Death Bomb,” Sara confirmed, brushing off her hands. The Death Bomb is, of
course, the fully operational water balloon shooter capable of putting an end to any paper
creation put in its path. Up until our last case file, it had been a power only attained by Supreme
Liter Coke and his Knights of Pen.
“This could be what we need to take down the Knights of Pen,” I remarked with awe.
Sara nodded. “It’s a shame that the entire team got captured for it.”
We hadn’t heard from the Rogue Wug team since they made the desperate bid for the Death
Bomb’s plans. They had managed to text us the plans, but given that they hadn’t been able to
contact us over the course of the next several hours, we could only assume that they had been
captured by the Knights of Pen.
At the forefront, of course, was my old friend Kellen. So much had changed so quickly, our
friendship turned into turmoil. I was suspicious that Supreme Liter Coke was behind it. After all,
he had brainwashed so many of our own side. I hoped Jacob, Frankie, Noah, and the others were
okay and… you know, not getting brainwashed.
I was glad Sara, acting leader of our Rebellion, was still here. However this ended, we would be
in it together. Just like the Rogue Wug team.
Of course, they had also managed to text us a different photo: a map to the last Wishing Skittles.
Now Supreme Liter Coke and the Rebellion each had directions to the Wishing Skittles. SLC was
probably sending his goons to protect it right now.
Honestly, the Wishing Skittles had been one of the biggest problems in the history of McQuarrie
Middle School. Deep down, I didn’t mind that they were finally running out. It was time for this
all to end.
“It’s time,” I told Sara. “Call the McQuarrie gang.”
Of course, there weren’t too many people to call: just me, Sara, Dwight, and the Bounty Hunters.
Everyone else had either been brainwashed or captured by Supreme Liter Coke.
“Y’all better have a good reason for asking me to be on two death missions in one week,” Vernon
drawled, brandishing his Cut Bane. The rest of the Bounty Hunters, seated around the table,
grumbled with agreement.
“First off, nobody’s dying,” Sara said. “Second, thanks to you and your Bounty Hunters, Rogue
Wug was a success. Tommy, if you would.”
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I stood up and opened the nearest door—a closet. Reaching in, I rolled out the newest resource
in our arsenal.
“Woah,” whistled Vernon appreciatively.
“Our own Death Bomb,” Vanessa noted. “And this one has wheels.”
“The reason for that,” Sara continued, “Is so that this is not… well, a ‘death’ mission. With this on
our side, we have a good chance of penetrating the base.”
“I’m not wheeling that dang thing around,” Vernon interjected.
“Fine,” Sara said. “Tommy and I will do it. Your job is to clear the way for us to the Wishing
Skittles.”
Vanessa raised her eyebrows. “We can do that. But it’s not exactly going to be a picnic. The
Knights of Pen could be ready for an ambush, water-gun-style. And several of them are
brainwashed former Bounty Hunters.”
“Whoever they are, we need to get to the last Skittles quickly,” Sara explained. “Supreme Liter
Coke could be moving them out right now. So, who’s with me?”
I raised my hand, but the room was silent for a moment.
Vernon exhaled. “Fine.”
I pulled the map out of my pocket and held it up to the group. “The last Wishing Skittles are
hidden by Supreme Liter Coke at the place where everyone is brainwashed.” I looked at the
group. “We need to go to Tippet Academy.”
“Purple,” Dwight said.
Harvey’s Comment: A pitiful attempt, losers.

Tommy’s Comment: How did you even GET this case file?
Last
By Sara

Dance

of

the

Pens

“No wonder so many of our allies have turned against us,” Tommy mused. “Supreme Liter Coke
has been brainwashing them at Tippet Academy. I thought that was a joke.” To say that I was
underwhelmed by the brainwashing would not be true: it was terrifying. But at the same time,
when there’s a candy that can make anything come true in an instant, expectations for what’s
normal kinda goes out the window.
“It could be the Wishing Skittles, too,” I pointed out. “Ugh. This thing is heavy.” Tommy and I were
tentatively rolling along the Rebellion’s Death Bomb, which, with a few modifications, I had made
portable enough to transport with us. Now, having arrived at Tippet Academy, I couldn’t help but
feel like this might be a mistake.
I was at least glad to be with Tommy. There was nobody that I would rather have at my side for
a desperate mission against an inevitable origami nemesis.
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Of course, we were escorted by Vernon, Vanessa, and the rest of the Bounty Hunter gang, which
was a bit more comforting. Dwight hadn’t come with us. I couldn’t say that I blamed him. He did
have bad experience with this particular school, after all.
It was a Saturday night on the weekend, but as we rolled up, Tippet Academy’s doors were
unlocked and open. Tommy looked at me confusedly. “The Wishing Skittles,” I guessed. “They
must have used them before storing them here to give them access.”
“Um, hypothetically, couldn’t they have used them to set traps?” Tommy wondered.
“I hope not. I mean, it doesn’t really seem to be Supreme Liter Coke’s style. They seem to like to
take us on in person.”
“You’ve got that right,” Vanessa agreed. She strode through the front doors. Tommy looked at
me and shrugged, and we followed her in.
The hallway lights were already on. It was eerie to see the school so empty. The structure
reminded me a little bit of McQuarrie.
According to the map, the Skittles were stored in the cafeteria. I guess they blended in well there.
Go figure.
Ahead of us, Vanessa slowed down. “This is the cafe,” she whispered, gesturing ahead to the
door on the right. We lined up, backs against the wall. I tried to keep the wheels on our Rebellion
Death Bomb quiet.
“I’ve got a bad—” Tommy/Foldy-Wan started.
“Shh!”
Vanessa glanced back at Vernon. He nodded.
Water squirters and water balloon machines blazing, we charged into the cafe.
We were not disappointed. The Knights of Pen had turned over the cafeteria tables and were
ducking behind them as they threw water balloons our way. I gripped the Fortune Wookiee
tightly—one water balloon and it would be all over for my faithful puppet. I didn’t see Supreme
Liter Coke or Grand Admiral Drawn. I guess they had other evil plans to pursue.
“Mwrooaaaar!” I/Fortune Wookiee said. I tossed a water balloon to Tommy, who swiftly put it in
the launcher and sent it toward a table sheltering the Knights of Pen. Quavondo’s eyes got as
large as pizza boats as it crashed into him and his Knight of Pen.
“No! It’s ruined!” cried Quavondo.
Alongside Tommy and I, the Bounty Hunters fought valiantly, sending streams of water toward
our brainwashed friends: Harvey, Mike, Cassie. I felt a surge of hope, but suddenly, Vernon yelled
out. A water balloon had knocked him off his feet as his Cad Bane puppet took a solid dose of
H2O. Jim, Knight of Pen and leader of Supreme Liter Coke’s Honor Guard, pulled the dazed
Vernon out of the room.
“No!” yelled Vanessa.
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I ducked as a water balloon was thrown my way. I looked over to see a brainwashed Murky
waving his Knight of Pen around.
“Sorry about this, Murky!” I shouted, turning the Rebellion Death Bomb and sending a large
balloon his way. It hit him square in the chest.
Despite all of our efforts, the Knights of Pen were slowly wearing us down. Vanessa took a hit
from multiple water balloons thrown by Cassie and Lance. Cam the bounty hunter took a stream
of squirt gun power right to the face. Other Knights of Pen pummeled Tommy and I with water
balloons. I tried to duck behind our Death Bomb, which creaked with each hit.
But, then, just as things were looking hopeless…
“GAH!” Lance cried, soaked. From a door behind the cafeteria counter, the Rogue Wug squad
emerged, blazing with squirt guns. Noah, Jacob, Frankie, Dan, Chippy, Jack. They had evidently
escaped the brainwashing goons. There were a few signs of struggle. Dan was breathing heavily,
Jack’s glasses were disheveled, and Chippy’s hair was soppy.
“Origami, y’all!” Chippy cried.
“Took you long enough!” Vanessa shouted, standing up. “You had to make a big entrance.”
Frankie laughed. “It’s good to see you too, Vanessa.”
With that, the tide of the battle turned as the Knights of Pen faced water attacks from both sides.
Knight of Pen after Knight of Pen was demolished with some good ol’ aqua. With each puppet
destroyed, the Knights looked like they had lost a source of power. There wasn’t much fight after
the puppet was lost.
I stayed next to Tommy and the Death Bomb. We supported each other. The Knights were intent
on the Death Bomb and it appeared to be their main target.
Jacob looked at us, impressed. “A mobile Death Bomb? Even better than Drawn’s. Heck, it’s
better than a Death Shredder.”
“You would know,” Noah quipped.
It was working: only one Knight of Pen was left. Harvey.
Vanessa, Tommy, and I walked toward him. The Rogue Wug team stayed poised behind the
cafeteria counter.
“Idiots,” Harvey sneered. The rest of the Knights of Pen, though puppetless, clambered over to
Harvey’s side. “Defeating us does not defeat Supreme Liter—”
“Where are the Skittles?” I interrupted.
“What?” asked Harvey confusedly.
“The Skittles,” I repeated impatiently. None of the Knights of Pen answered.
“Answer her!” Vanessa demanded. Tommy pointed the water balloon launcher their way, which
seemed to help the case.
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Harvey hesitated, conflicted. For a moment, I thought I might have seen some of the friendly
annoyance that had been endearing so long ago. With great difficulty, Harvey pointed over to
the cafeteria fridge.
“The fridge?” Frankie asked. “Really?”
“We didn’t know,” Harvey shrugged. “They could’ve have gone bad.”
Leaving Tommy and Vanessa in a stalemate with the Knights of Pen, I walked over. I hopped the
counter, slid my way past Dan, and grabbed the refrigerator handle. With a deep breath, I opened
the door. Time to end this.
There was nothing there.
I turned to Harvey. “Very funny,” I said. “Wh—”
But Harvey looked as confused as I did. “Where are the Skittles?” The Knights of Pen around him
muttered with nervousness.
“They’re not there?”
“We checked earlier!”
“Who took them?”
“Hey!” I yelled, trying to get their attention back. “Look, we have a Rebellion Death Bomb catapult
with plenty of water balloons, and Tommy is not afraid to use it! If you don’t tell us where the
Skittles are, I will—”
Behind me, the Rebellion Death Bomb suddenly snapped and collapsed, sending water balloon
spray rocketing across the room. The poor thing had taken a lot of pressure from all sides.
Tommy wiped the water off of his brow. “I’m okay.”
“Okay, we don’t have a Rebellion Death Bomb catapult,” I continued. “But we have… um…”
“Water guns,” suggested Vanessa.
“Right. We have water—” I started.
“Sara,” brainwashed Mike interrupted. “Someone took the Skittles. It wasn’t us.”
There was a momentary silence. With horror, I realized I believed him. And if that was true…
someone else out there had the Skittles. But who?
“Why should we believe you?” asked Tommy pointedly.
“You shouldn’t,” Harvey said slowly. “But I promise… this wasn’t… this wasn’t us.” He looked at
the other Knights. “We should go.”
And so we watched them go. The Knights of Pen. Finally defeated.

Peace
By Tommy

and

Justice...For

Now
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After our encounter with The Knights came to an end, everything kind of went radio silent, which
was kinda weird. I’m not saying that it wasn’t good, (I hadn’t been that stress-free in forever) just
strange. After dealing with this sort of thing for years on end, it seems unusual not to have Star
Wars finger puppets hanging around.
Most of us got back into a semi-normal routine, and I started leaving Foldy-Wan at home. The
brainwashed members of Supreme Liter Coke’s team slowly came… well, not totally around. But
they did the normal school activities they always did. Mike hit his first homerun. Cassie sang at
a concert. Harvey annoyed us all. Normal stuff.
A couple months had passed by this point, and I think we were all starting to put the whole
Origami Yoda thing behind us. It felt more like a bad dream, and we all just wanted to move on.
But then there was a shift in The Force.
One day on the way to lunch, I had to drop some books off at my locker, and when I opened the
door I found an envelope that had been pushed through the slits. I assumed it was from Sara at
first, but when I saw what was written on the front, I shoved the books into my locker and ran to
the cafeteria, letter in hand.
By the time I sat down at the lunch table, I was completely out of breath. For a minute there I
thought I was gonna have to play charades, which is never a good idea when Frankie is around.
“You just run a marathon or something?” Frankie said, ever so sarcastically.
I didn’t answer. I just tossed the envelope onto the table.
“What’s that?” asked Sara.
“Well, it looks like a letter to me.” Noah replied.
“Wow, no crap, Sherlock.” Frankie said as she nudged Noah.
“I had to drop some books off at my locker before lunch, and when I opened it, this letter fell out.
I thought it was from Sara, but-”
“The handwriting is too neat?” teased Frankie.
“Ha ha, very funny Boyd.” Sara said as she grabbed the letter. “What the heck? It’s like somebody
cut out letters from a magazine and spelled out ‘Lomax’.”
“Oh, I saw that on this one horror movie, and this kid-”
“Shh!” Noah said as he cut off Frankie. “Just read it already.”
Sara handed me the letter, and I cautiously broke the seal and dumped the contents out onto
the table. It was a roadmap...and a puppet.
“Oh boy, here we go again.” sighed Sara. “Who is it this time? Origami Max Rebo?”
“I don’t think so…” I said as I picked up the puppet. “It’s Darth Maul.”
“Clone Wars Darth Maul, to be exact,” chimed in Noah. “See? He’s got the cool robot legs.”
“Yeah, but what does Darth Maul have to do with a map?” asked Frankie.
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“I’m not sure,” I said as I unfolded the map. “But it can’t be good.”
“Looks like a map of Lucas County.” Sara said. “There’s McQuarrie, the QwikPick, Old Smugwick
Manor and Museum, and Glen’s Fair Price Store.”
“There’s a circle around this patch of woods. Isn’t that where that old factory is?” asked Noah
as he pointed at the map.
“I think so,” I replied. “But why would someone want us to go there?”
“I don’t know, but the magazine letters are a big red flag.” Frankie cut in. “A big red flag for a -”
“Shh!”
I sighed. “I guess there’s only one way to find out.”

The
By Sara
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For the past few weeks, I’ve had the same single dream. It always begins the same way. The alarm
beeps. 9:00 AM. The ground shakes, and Origami Yoda is talking to Dwight as though that isn’t
the weirdest thing in the world. And that it's totally normal when Dwight leaves his room and
hundreds of other finger puppets storm from the drawers and leap from the window sills.

They joke around, laugh, and sing. "5-Fold Yoda" becomes friends with the normal Yoda, battles
occur between those two and evil Yoda clones. Then Dwight brings home a new puppet of Darth
Paper. The dream ends with the roar of a vacuum and me waking up in a cold sweat.
I've noticed that this dream happens before something bad is about to happen. It happened before
the Week of Papertine, it happened before Cut Bane. It happens every dang time. Kellen shared
the same sentiment... Kellen. I opened up to him about it long ago. He said he had major Deja Vu
over it. He showed me a file he had written about it, full of scribbles.
It was the same exact dream.
Anyways, it happened again, and this morning I woke up in a cold sweat. My eyes were red, and I
was breathing heavily.
I don’t know what the dream means. Maybe it’s supposed to tell me something? Or maybe it’s
just there to remind me of Kellen, the traitor. Whatever purpose it has, it’s a bad one. I hate it.
Tommy had to convince me to join him on a journey to the factory. I mean, we go on adventures
like this all the time, but he said this one had a very-very-very special reason: to find Drawn and
Coke. Still shaken by my dream, I got dressed and ready to head out. We walked across town with
Jacob, Noah, and Frankie.
The factory has been abandoned for years. We've been there before. At least, I felt like we had.
Maybe in another dream.
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It's exterior has been overtaken by moss and grass. There's this after-stench of sweetness, the
vines on the sides of the factory looking almost rainbow.
We got in through a "door" cut into the wire fence surrounding the entire perimeter of the factory.
The wire cutters laid on the side, a puppet on one of the handles. I learned later that the fish-like
creature with Yellow skin and red eyes was "Bannamu."
The interior was no better. The floor was sticky, this sweet smell was almost cavity-inducing.
Tommy took my hand. He was getting shaky. His face turned into a frown as this sense of unease
formed over us.
"Thomas Lomax, Sara Bolt, Jacob Minch, Noah Minch- ugh, I'm not doing anymore of this." A voice
echoed through the factory.
Frankie's eyebrows furrowed, "What about me?"
"...and Francesca Boyd. There. Are you happy now?"
"Where are you?" I exclaimed. We were looking around now.
Kellen stepped forth holding the water bottle with the blue eyes and grimace, and a puppet with
red eyes and grimace. Someone in a hood stepped forward with him.
"Welcome to the Wishing Skittles Factory." 'Drawn' said. He smiled, "Hey, Sara."
"Dude, I know where we are. I was asking where you were."
"Oh, we were just hiding, Supreme Liter Coke, and I."
"Why did you bring us here? Tommy said, holding up the origami Maul and the envelope.
"Oh, that wasn't us." Drawn stated. Tommy looked shocked, and I kept looking at Coke. This was
the first time any of us had seen him, and he was hooded. Mysterious.
"We thought this was a trap." Jacob mentioned, "We thought we were gonna be like, tricked by
you two."
"Oh, heavens no. Not yet. We thought the same thing about you." Drawn said. Coke nodded at this
in agreement.
A cough echoed through the building. Everyone turned to look at eachother.
"Dang it." A gruff voice echoed through the factory. He stepped out of the shadows. Yet another
hooded guy. He was tall, and looked like some stupid cosplay of "Torn up Lando." The cape had
holes and cheeto dust on it.
"Quavando?" Tommy asked.
"First of all, ouch. And no." the man said. He took off his hood, revealing a chiseled face with a
scar on his cheek. He looked like a homeless Chris Pratt. His fingernails were covered in dirt.
"Why is there a homeless dude listening on our convo?" Noah asked.
"You guys don't even recognize me, huh?" the homeless guy asked.
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"No. Not really." Drawn said.
"I'm Micah. I'm Captain Micah." Frankie and I walked up to him, looking him up and down.
"Weird, you don't look anything like him." I said. Frankie felt his arm and raised her eyebrows, and
mouthed the word "Wow."
"That's because I've been trapped here for years. I mean, I was trapped in this loop. Science
Mumbo-Jumbo I can't explain. Sorry."
"No, it's fine. We really don't want to hear it." Jacob said.
"Ouch, again." He said, "Well, anyways, do you guys remember those Skittles?"
"How could we forget?" Tommy asked, "Eat one, make a wish, it will come true."
"Correctamundo," Micah did finger guns at Tommy, "Anyways. I brought you guys together today
so we can eat the final skittles, forged in the mixers of this factory, and wish away the EU."
We were all silent, looking back and forth at each other like Luke nodding to Lando during the
Sarlacc Pit scene. Then, Jacob broke the silence:
"What the #%*@ is an EU?"
“It’s, like, this Universe, man.”
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“EU...You mean like the Expanded Universe?” Noah asked. Of course he would know all about
that. “Star Wars Legends?”
“In a way, yeah. That’s actually a perfect way to think about it.”
“You’re a bit late, then. Disney already wished away the EU.”
“Oh, yeah, and I’m still not happy about that,” Kellen- er, Drawn, said. I still wasn’t used to that.
“How about you wish the EU back instead?”
“That’s not what I mean, idiots,” Micah shot back. “I mean our universe. This is the EU.” Micah
made a sweeping gesture. “This building. This town. This state. This world. This universe. It is
all the EU. An Expanded Universe that shouldn’t even be here.”

Destroy the universe? I’d been evil, sure. I’ve done things I’m not proud of, and I’ve had my share
of maniacal plans. But destroying an entire universe with the Skittles? That had never even
crossed my mind. How sick and deranged would one person have to be to even consider that?
“You can’t do this, Micah,” Tommy shouted, incredulous. “Do you realize how big this is? This
isn’t you pranking us, or destroying origami or something stupid like that. You are literally
destroying our universe.”
“Stop this, Micah, or we’ll make you stop,” Sara ordered. She clenched her fists and held them
at the ready.
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Drawn and Coke stood next to the five of us. “I’m with them on this one. I don’t want to be
destroyed,” Drawn said, with some of Kellen’s trademark uncertainty. Coke just shrugged.
A change came about Micah. He lost a bit of the swagger he had when he’d first emerged. He
fidgeted, almost nervously. “Well, yeah, of course you guys don’t think it’s right, and you never
will,” he said. He seemed almost sad about what he was doing. It could be from my past, but I
knew the difference between pure evil and evil actions. He kept pacing back and forth around
the factory, rubbing his hands together. “What you guys don’t understand is that none of this
was supposed to happen.”
“What are you talking about?” Tommy asked.
Micah wandered next to Coke and Drawn. He took the soda bottle and the puppet out of the
human Drawn’s hands.
“Hey!” he shouted. “Those are ours!”
Micah tossed the soda bottle behind him, where it bounced slowly around the floor. He simply
let the puppet Drawn fall to the floor. “These things are way too important to you guys.”
“I’m intrigued, Micah,” Noah said, crossing his arms. “Besides, they’re symbolic or something.
Don’t change the subject.”
“You don’t get it, though. They should be important to me.” Micah turned toward the seven of
us, finally focusing. “I know this may be a shock, but there are other universes. Like, parallel
ones. Universes that are like this one but just slightly different.”
There was silence. Noah broke it. “So...like...the multiverse?”
“From comics?” Frankie added. “I mean, yeah, sure, if it works for comics, why not us?”
Micah snorted. “You mean this doesn’t phase you?”
Everybody shrugged. “It’s not the weirdest thing that’s happened to us,” Sara said.
“I brainwashed half of them,” Drawn said.
“Huh.” Micah continued. “Okay, so, I come from a different universe. In that universe, I needed
help. Help from Dwight, actually. I’d heard about Origami Yoda and how he’d helped all of you. I
heard about Tommy and Sara. I’d heard about Harvey and his turn to the light. How Mike wasn’t
a crybaby, the Cheeto Hog, and all of the puppets from Darth Paper to Emperor Pickletine. I
reached out to Dwight during the field trip to Washington D.C. I told him all of my problems, and
he told me he’d send Origami Yoda as soon as he could.
“Origami Yoda never came.” These words had a weight which echoed throughout the giant
warehouse.
“Never came?” Frankie asked. “But why didn’t Dwight just send him to you?”
“He did, I think,” Micah replied. “Origami Yoda just never came to my school. I had no idea why.
Our problems got worse, and worse, and worse, and eventually...my school came under EduFun, and after that, closed. I loved that school, too. Origami Yoda didn’t save it.
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“I didn’t know what had happened, until I learned about this other universe. The best I figure,
Origami Yoda was supposed to come to us, but somehow he created this universe instead and
left us out to dry. That’s why this place simply shouldn’t exist.”
“You’re kidding,” Noah murmured.
I looked around, and the information affected each of my friends differently; Tommy couldn’t
stop blinking, and stood completely still. I think Sara nearly started to cry. Frankie just crossed
her arms and glowered. Noah sat down hard on the ground, trying to process all of this
information. Drawn laid down on the ground and covered his face. Coke was the only one that
seemed to not be fazed.
As for myself, I put my hands together and tried not to pass out. It’s not everyday you find out
there’s infinite universes; and more than that, you find out your universe isn’t supposed to exist.
Nothing that’s happened in this universe was meant to happen. Everything, from my attack with
Papertine, the Bounty Hunters, Noah’s fall to the Dark Side, how close me, Noah and Frankie
have become...it’s a mistake.
But he didn’t say Papertine, did he? He said Pickletine.
I turned towards Micah. “I never had a puppet called Emperor Pickletine. He was called Emperor
Papertine. So, why the change?”
Micah sighed, sadly. “Pickletine wasn’t your puppet. He was wielded by Harvey during the same
field trip I met Dwight on.”
“He stole Jacob’s puppet?” Frankie said. “Jerk.”
“Jacob didn’t go on the field trip. Neither did you, or Noah.”
“Well that’s stupid,” Noah mumbled. “What, were we sick that day or something?”
“As far as I know, the three of you don’t exist in my universe. At least, not like you are now.”
Noah choked. “Oh.”
Somehow, knowing that made things even worse. Our universe wasn’t just a mistake; we were
too.
Micah explained further. “I don’t quite know how you three came to be so important here.
Something is different between my universe and this one. It’s really kind of cool, if you think
about it.”
Frankie stormed forward and grabbed Micah by the shirt collar. “By destroying this universe,
you’ll destroy us with it. You knew that, didn’t you?”
“I’m pretty sure it’s just like flipping a switch. You won’t feel anything.”
“We won’t exist!” I shouted, finally letting my anger bubble to the surface. “Tommy, Sara, tell
him!”
Tommy and Sara had both been very quiet. They seemed like they were in a daze, trying to sort
through everything Micah was saying.
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“You’re not...real?” Tommy asked.
Frankie released Micah’s collar, and backed up. “What?”
“We’re not real…” Sara said, quietly. “But, we feel real.”
“It’s an illusion.” Micah stepped forward, with an almost kind look on his face. “A universe that
shouldn’t exist, created by a choice that should never have been made, leading to consequences
no one could predict.”
The warehouse felt small and claustrophobic at that moment. I can’t even explain what I was
feeling. Was it sadness? Fear? Disbelief? I don’t have any idea.
Micah ran his fingers through his hair. “I know it’s hard to hear, but we seriously have to reset
the natural order of things. Fix things. The way they were meant to be. You have to understand.
I need the Skittles. I also need you all here, so thanks for coming.”
“Yeah, sure, thanks for having us.” Drawn stood up, ready to turn around and leave. “Come on,
Coke.”
“Don’t leave!” Micah shouted, all of a sudden. “Please stay here!”
“Oh, so you could tell us that nothing we’ve ever done actually matters?” Frankie asked, fuming.
“It’s all just some cosmic joke?”
“Well, no, not really,” Micah said, shrugging sheepishly. “I need you here to actually perform the
action. All of you. The heroes, like you guys, and the villains, like Drawn and Coke. I have the
Skittles with me already.”
Micah snapped his fingers and a pedestal materialized, with a bowl full of Wishing Skittles on
top. It was a huge bowl, easily holding hundreds of Skittles. Enough to destroy a universe.
“Thank you all for coming to my base. You could call it...Starskittle Base.”
Noah glowered. “Wow. Puns? Now?”

The
By Drawn, or Kellen

Change

Occurs

You might be wondering if I knew anything about this. The answer is; yes. It is absolutely
amazing the things Supreme Liter Coke knows. I just wanted to play the fool at the moment. It
was to my advantage, obviously.
I...agreed with Micah. Ever since Tony D. Struction joined the school with Jango Fortune, things
had felt very strange. Like, we weren’t in our own skin. Come to think of it, I didn’t even remember
anything from before Tony came. Like, I had just started. I knew how to act, how to think, who I
was...but that was it. Everything since then felt like it was added on; dreams coming out of
nowhere, history that I didn’t know. It all felt plausible enough, but once I thought about it they
didn’t feel authentic. Micah’s was the most logical solution; we didn’t exist as we are now before
Jango Fortune
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Maybe...we shouldn’t exist. From what I’d learned about the old universe, we screwed things up
just as much as we do now. In that universe I’m a wimpy sad-sack who can’t get a girl to save
his life, just like I was before Coke helped me to overcome that weakness. It turns out I’m just
like that in every universe, and none of my friends, or enemies, for that matter, are any better.
Micah’s thinking is too small.
I slowly stepped towards the bowl.
“We’re not helping you destroy the universe,” Frankie shouted. “Right, guys?”
Noah and Jacob immediately agreed with her. Tommy and Sara still didn’t know what to think,
and me and Coke shrugged. I was now within arms reach of the bowl.
“Seriously?” Frankie asked. “You want to let this maniac destroy everything?”
“No, no, of course not,” Sara said. “It’s just...a lot to take in.”
“Well, we have to stop him, right?” Noah asked. He held his hands up, like he was ready to punch
whoever got in his way.
Tommy was still frozen, thinking about everything he’d just learned. I’ll admit, I was sympathetic
to him. I’d done the exact same thing when I learned about the issues. But I knew he was going
to make the wrong decision.
Jacob put his hand on Tommy’s shoulders. “Tommy. If Micah does what he says he’s going to
do, he will destroy us. Me. Noah. Frankie. Who knows who else? Please, please don’t let that
happen.”
Those words seemed to give Tommy resolve. He snapped out of his stupor and stood next to
the Minch twins. “Okay. You’re right.” He looked Micah dead in the eyes. “You can’t destroy them.
We won’t let you.”
“I was afraid of that,” Micah sighed.
Before anyone could react, Micah popped a Skittle into his mouth and Noah, Frankie, Jacob,
Tommy and Sara disappeared. He turned to me and Coke, who were now right next to him.
“It looks like I’m going to have to find some different good guys. How about you? Are you in?”
“You need to think bigger,” I said. “It’s not just the EU that needs to be destroyed. It’s the
multiverse that needs to fall.”
Before he could react, I picked the bowl of Skittles off of the pedestal and ate a Skittle; lemonflavored, in fact. Me and Coke disappeared from the factory with the Skittles of mass
destruction, leaving a dumbfounded Micah behind in the factory.

The
By Sara

Aftermath

Being teleported by a Wishing Skittle is a strange feeling; there’s a blink, momentary vertigo and
once you open your eyes you’re in another place. That’s exactly what happened once Micah
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wished us away and we found ourselves sitting outside of McQuarrie Middle School. It had to
be intentional, that he sent all of us here; Micah was a psychopath with a flair for the dramatic.
I was trying really, really hard to wrap my mind around everything I’d just heard. Of course, Micah
could just be insane, but what scared me is how genuine he sounded. And with the fact that allpowerful Wishing Skittles existed, I just had to imagine that anything was possible.
But a whole other universe? Universes, to be exact. And we were in the wrong one.
I couldn’t begin to imagine what the other universe might be like. From what Micah said, me and
Tommy existed in this other place. What were we like? Did we get along? Were we boyfriend and
girlfriend, like we were here? What was Other Me doing right at this very moment? Did she know
that other universes existed?
Trippy didn’t begin to describe it.
I stood up slowly, taking stock. I looked around at my friends, people I’d thought were completely
normal people. Well, normal-ish, because, you know, origami. Now, though, I couldn’t help feeling
strange. Tommy felt like...Tommy, I guess. But Jacob, Noah, and Frankie seemed different. After
Micah had revealed everything about them, it was hard to see them as anything but different.
I helped Tommy up and brushed some grass out of his short hair. He smiled at me, but it was a
sad smile. A tired smile. I hugged him.
“When are we heading back?” Noah said, jumping to his feet. He had a determined scowl on his
face, like he was ready to punch anything that looked at him sideways. “Frankie, come on.”
Frankie kicked Noah in the shin. “Can’t we stop for one minute?”
“Ow,” Noah moaned. “Of course not! We have to stop Micah. Let’s go.”
“Why?” a defeated Jacob questioned. He was lying on his back, looking up at the sky, which was
cloudy. I couldn’t imagine what was going through his head at the moment.
“Why?” Noah repeated, in disbelief. “Why? Jacob, he’s going to destroy us all.”
“Not all of us will be, according to Micah,” Jacob murmured. His voice had an edge as he said,
“Isn’t that right, Tommy?”
“Hey, wait a second,” Tommy said, defensively. “I didn’t ask to be put here.”
“Micah made that crystal clear,” Frankie said, sitting up. “None of you did. And yet, here you are.
Stuck with the rejects like us.”
“You guys aren’t rejects,” I reassured. “You’re real people!” I meant it, or at least I thought I did.
“We’re a byproduct, Bolt,” Jacob sneered. “We. Aren’t. Real. So what does it matter if Micah
wishes us away? You won’t remember us, we won’t remember existing and everything is
wrapped up in a nice little bow.”
“How can you say that?!” Noah said, horrified. He pulled Jacob to his feet and glared at him.
It was here that I noticed the differences in the Minch twins; they were the exact same height
and had the same face shape, but Noah seemed lighter than his counterpart; his hair was
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brighter, his skin tanner, and he seemed to have way more energy. Jacob was paler, had darker
hair, and a weight surrounding him that had never been more pronounced than it was now. These
differences became more pronounced as a fight began.
“I can say that because it’s true,” Jacob sniped.
Noah held his ground. “We’re people! We live here, we breathe here, we have lives here!”
“Lives that shouldn’t exist!”
“We have things to live for!”
“You have things to live for!” Jacob bellowed. “You, Noah! You’re the funny one, the smart one,
the one that everybody liked as soon as he came in. I had to work for it, and people still don’t
like me. You get to be a hero, while I have to prove that I am one. You got the girl we both liked,
and I’m left alone! It doesn’t matter to me now, Noah, because it’s always mattered before. I can
stop caring. I can stop being a pariah. I can just...stop.”
Needless to say, a silence fell on the group. Everyone just sort of stared at Jacob. How could
someone we considered to be one of our best friends still feel like that? As I stopped to consider
what he said, I felt so much guilt. We’d tried to make Jacob feel forgiven for everything he’d
done, but it obviously hadn’t been enough. How he’d been able to carry that inside him for so
long, I don’t know.
“Jacob?” Frankie asked, now standing. “What do you mean?”
Jacob, now breathing heavily, groaned. “You weren’t..I didn’t...ugh.” Jacob looked at Noah, who
still looked dumbfounded at his brother’s confession.
“Jacob, um,” Noah said, fumbling with his words, “He, uh, liked you too.”
Frankie looked understandably awkward. “Oh.”
“That’s not the important part, anyway,” Noah said, putting a hand on his brother’s shoulder.
“Bro, you know I love you, right?”
Jacob sighed. “Yeah, I do, it’s just-”
“We do a terrible job of showing you we love you too, man,” Tommy said, stepping forward. “I’m
so, so sorry.”
“I’m so sorry you felt so alone,” I said.
“I’m sorry it took the end of the world for me to admit it,” Jacob said.
“Now I know what we have to do,” Tommy said, resolutely. “Jacob, I’m sorry, but we aren’t letting
you stop existing. No matter what Micah says about ‘right universes’ or whatever, I will do
whatever I can to keep this one going. We want you to stay around, buddy.”
“I’m with Tommy,” I said, holding my boyfriend’s hand. “You’re not getting away from us that
easily.”
Jacob grimaced. “No, guys, I didn’t say all that to make you sorry for me-”
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“We live here too, you know,” Frankie added.
“We’ll save all three of you,” Tommy confirmed, “and anybody who exists here. Micah doesn’t
get to decide who lives and who dies. You all might have come out of nowhere, but we’re all still
people.”
Noah smiled. “So, does this mean we can go back to the factory now?”
Jacob had started to cry a bit, the first time I’d ever seen him do so. He smiled as a few tears
rolled down his pale cheeks. “Fine, we can save our universe.”

Speech
By Tommy

and

Debate

The crew and I were all trying to come up with a plan of attack to defeat Micah, Drawn, and Coke,
but we couldn’t think of a single plausible idea. Some of the guys were trying to give up, but then
we got a call.
It was Micah.
He said that Drawn and Coke had betrayed him, and taken all of the Wishing Skittles for
themselves, aside from Micah’s personal stash. He said they were planning not only to destroy
the Expanded Universe timeline, but all other universes along with it.
He wanted to form an alliance with us.
Obviously I had a hard time believing him, but he sounded pretty serious. Also I’d have to agree
that taking down one timeline is better than all of them, so we didn’t really have a choice. After
thinking about it, I decided to take it to the team.
“Are you insane!?” Sara shouted at me. “You know if we side with him he’s just gonna cast us
aside as soon as we finish helping him!”
“I know, I know, it sounds like a stupid idea. And it might be. But it’s the only option we have.” I
said.
“You’re obviously not one for motivational speeches.” Frankie said sarcastically.
“Look,” I sighed. “We can either team up with Micah, or have a 3-sided war that will last for who
knows how long. We save every universe, or we save none.”
“I’m with Tommy.” chimed in Jacob.
“Of course you wanna side with the bad guy.” Sara said. “You were a villain for how long? Years?
You set the school on fire for crying out loud!”
“I’ve changed!” Jacob shouted back. “That was a long time ago!”
“That doesn’t mean you won’t do it again! I know how you are, you slimy little urchin!”
“Wow, Sara, immediately after he pours his heart out,” Noah said, disappointed.
Sara groaned. “Okay, I’m sorry! This is just really, really stressful!”
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“Guys, guys! Calm down! This is exactly what the villains want! They’re hoping we tear ourselves
apart from the inside out so they don’t have to deal with us!”
“Tommy’s right,” said Frankie. “The only way we can take down Drawn and Coke is with Micah’s
help. After we do that, maybe we can save him...or betray him.”
“What do you think now, fortune cookie?” snapped Jacob.
“Hey, watch it!” I said, glaring at him. “It’s Wookiee.”
“That’s four to one, Sara.” said Frankie.
Sara sighed. “...Alright fine. But I’m blaming you, Lomax, if we get killed.”
I gulped.

An
By Tommy

Uneasy

Alliance

We made our way back to Starskittle Base, and met up with Micah. He was sitting on a throne
made of cardboard boxes. How dramatic could one guy be?
“Welcome back, Lomax.” he said nonchalantly. “I suppose this means that you’ve accepted my
offer?”
“Yes, we have.” I replied, as the other grouped up behind me.
“But we have a few ‘Terms and Conditions’.” butted in Sara.
Micah leaned forward on his cardboard throne. “That’s to be expected. Carry on, Ms. Bolt.”
“First off, if there’s any sign of betrayal, you’re on your own. So no funny business.”
“Hm.” nodded Micah. “Obvious enough. Anything else?”
“If you use any of the Wishing Skittles during this alliance, you go down.”
“Simple enough. I only have 3 left anyways.”
“And finally,” Sara sighed heavily. “If we win...we only wish on…” tears started to well up.
“...destroying the EU Timeline.” she said, her voice shaking.
Micah jumped down from his throne and landed right in front of Sara. “That sounds fair. Need a
tissue?” he offered her a handkerchief, but she swatted it away.
“So what’s our battle plan?” asked Frankie.
“Way ahead of you, Fred.” interrupted Micah.
“It’s Frankie-”
“We’ll make barricades with some of the cardboard boxes over there, and place them in this
formation.” Micah explained as he laid out a map of Starskittle Base. “Then, we’ll take these
paintball guns and put two sniper towers there, and there. After that, we’ll set up an alarm system
that triggers when anyone enters the base.”

222

“Wow, that sounds like a great plan.” said a familiar voice. Everyone looked up.

Drawn.
But not just Drawn. Kellen had somehow managed to gather an army of what looked like
hundreds, if not thousands of origami wielding villains. At the forefront with Drawn were some
familiar faces.
Harvey’s Cousin JC.
Someone who looked a lot like Jacob, but darker. Complete with Origami Emperor Papertine.
Mr. GCF-less Soapy.
Every villain ever created was here. Not only did that have Star Wars puppets, but I saw figures
from Lord of the Rings, Marvel, DC, I mean you name a franchise, and there were at least a dozen
puppets for it. It was like nothing anyone had ever seen before.
“Too bad you couldn’t put it into action.” continued Kellen. “Should you even try bargaining? Look
at you. Imbeciles. Morons. You’re outnumbered 10,000 to 1. Surrender now, and I promise I won’t
completely obliterate you.”
He was right. We were outnumbered. I looked around. Sara. Mike. Jacob. Frankie. Micah. There
was no way out other than surrender. I started to step forward, but-

Boom.
Boom.
BOOM.
BOOM.
At first, nobody knew what it was. I thought it was just some really loud thunder or something.
But then I realized that it wasn’t raining. And that Micah was chewing on something. He silently
pointed at Sara and put a finger to his lips.

He used a Wishing Skittle.
It wasn’t thunder.
It was marching.
The doors opened. Hundreds of faces. Some new, and some old. I didn’t even recognize most
of them. Somehow, though, I knew their names:
Quavondo, Mike, Cassie, Lance, Amy, even Harvey. All back on the side of the good guys.
Megan, who also called herself Fred.
Yodamaster and BobaFett1212.
T@yler.
Adam Minch.
CJ the Bus Driver.
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Kurt Blum? Matt Yen? How did I know these people?
It was everyone.
They all stood in rows, armed with puppets and mirroring the villains army exactly. Micah had
used one of the last Wishing Skittles in the universe to bring all of our allies from across the
multiverse together so they could fight.
Kellen and I locked eyes. Simultaneously, we shouted:

“CHARGE!!!!!”
The
By Tommy

Battlefield

Hundreds of kids and puppets collided, shouting, punching, spraying silly string, and throwing
water balloons every direction imaginable. It was impossible for me to figure out who everyone
fighting was. It felt like every single person I’d ever met in middle school was here, fighting either
for us or against us. It was absolutely insane!
The main objective was to get the Skittles away from Drawn and his army. It sounded simple,
but with this many kids trading punches it was easy to lose your bearings and end up with a fist
to the stomach.
Just from where I was standing, in the middle of the battle, I recognized several of the fighters.
Right in front of me, Harvey’s evil cousin JC dueled Megan/Phred in a lightsaber battle that
would rival any of the movies. Except, you know, the lightsabers were plastic.
As I passed them, I could hear them taunting each other. “It’s good to see you again, sis. How’s
life been treating you at this loser school?” JC shouted.
“Better than it’s treated you, Dork Side,” Megan shot back.
They’re brother and sister? Huh.
JC knocked Megan to the ground, and was ready to deliver a severe blow, before Adam Minch
jumped in the way. “Come on, guys!”
Bus Driver CJ, Cam the Bounty Hunter, a guy named Peyton who had an origami Gollum, and
Noah jumped to Megan’s defense and helped her stand. “You’re outnumbered, JC,” Adam Minch
proclaimed.
“Oh, so now I’m the high-school supervillain?” JC asked, incredulously.
I guessed that they could handle him.
Just as I was considering this strange occurrence, someone pounced on me and shoved me to
the ground. The wind was knocked out of me as I looked at who’d attacked me.
“Tommy boy! Great to see you,” my attacker sneered.
“Jacob?!” I asked, dumbfounded. When had he turned on us?
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Except, this guy didn’t look like Jacob. Well, he did, obviously, because how else would I have
recognized him? But he also looked wilder than the Jacob I knew; his hair was pitch black and
stuck out in crazy angles, he had bags under his eyes and his skin was so pale it was almost
white. It was Jacob if he’d been in the Twilight Zone.
“Glad you recognize me. It’s been ages.” He kneed me in the gut. “I’ve been looking forward to
this.” He raised his hands, ready to pummel me, before he was shoved to side himself.
“Get away from him, you freak,” Jacob Minch, the real Jacob Minch, ordered.
I stood up, rubbing my belly. “So...wait, what?” I asked.
“Multiple universes, I guess,” Jacob said, shrugging. “I can’t believe I look like that in a different
universe.”
“That’s hurtful,” Evil Jacob said, immediately throwing a few punches at both of us. “I consider
myself to be the best me there is.”
“Where do you even come from?” I asked, dodging a punch. “Who are you?”
“The Real Jacob Minch, my friend. Some might even say The Original Jacob Minch. This guy
here? He’s milquetoast compared to me.” Evil Jacob kicked Jacob in the shin and cackled. “I
mean, have you even burned down a building yet?”
“You’ve burned down a building?” Jacob asked, horrified.
“Several, in fact. Nearly died on my last one. I’m still not entirely sure how I’m still alive, but waste
not want not. Thanks to that Micah guy, I’m here now in this stupid place. I miss when everything
was more confusing. Chaotic. That’s when I was at my peak, let me tell you.”
Jacob sucker-punched Evil Jacob in the chin. “Shut up, you idiot!”
“I know I am, but what are you?” Evil Jacob replied, rubbing his chin. “We’re the same person,
Jacob Minch. I’m just better.”
Jacob punched him again. “No, we’re not!”
“Of course we are!” Evil Jacob caught Jacob’s fist and threw him backwards. “You’re Jacob
Minch. In every timeline I’ve seen, Jacob Minch is an evil, vindictive loner who never got over a
bad break and dedicates his life to messing with everyone else. That’s how it is, and that’s how
it always will be, as long as you’re Jacob Minch.”
“No!” Jacob jumped up, and in a flurry of movement shoved Evil Jacob to the ground, pinning
him, and threw punch after punch at his doppelganger. “I’m Jacob Minch! I’m a good guy! I’ve
gotten redemption. I have friends. I have a brother who loves me. And I will never be a villain
again!”
Evil Jacob stopped laughing and looked momentarily scared. “Well, I wasn’t expecting that.”
Jacob held Evil Jacob down and turned to me. “Go on ahead, Tommy. I’ll keep him busy.”
“It was great catching up with you!” Evil Jacob called to me. I was glad at least one of them was
on my side.
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To my right, some guy with an Iron Man puppet was wailing on a couple kids. I was headed
towards Micah, who had decided to ditch us again and join up with the villains. Sara had warned
me that he would betray us, but this quickly? I had to put a stop to it.
As I made my way across the battlefield, I saw Coke run into the shadows. I was tempted to
follow him, but I was tackled by Drawn from behind.
“Where do you think you’re going, Lomax?” he shouted, holding me to the ground. “I should’ve
done this a long time ago…”
“In a galaxy far, far, awa- Hey!” I said as he ripped Foldy-Wan off my hand. He crumpled it up and
threw it behind him, but before he could say anything else, there was a CLANG!
Kellen fell to the ground as Sara helped me up. She had hit him on the back of the head with a
can of silly string.
“Thanks, I owe you one.” I said. She had caught Foldy-Wan mid-air and handed him back to me
as she pulled me up. “No problem. Now lets kick some butt.”
We stood back to back, two cans of silly string each, and let loose. I saw the Iron Man kid fighting
alongside a kid with a Batman puppet, Mr.GoodCleanFun was using Soapy as a slingshot for
water balloons, and Noah and Frankie were tag teaming a Sauron puppet, while Gandalf dealt
with a paper mache Balrog.
I ducked a punch and passed the Iron Man and Batman guys. “I hate to say this, but who are you
guys?” I shouted, curious.
“The name’s Alan,” Batman kid shouted. “You’d be surprised how much practice I’ve had at this
type of thing.”
“Yeah, well, join the club,” Iron Man kid said. He elbowed somebody in the nose. “I don’t know
why I’m here, but I know I’m here to help...somebody.”
“Thanks for helping us, then!” I yelled, gratefully.
After the silly string ran out, I threw the cans to the ground and ran towards Micah, who was
holding a machine labeled ‘The Death Shredder’. He would’ve been an easy target, except for the
fact that Tater Tot and Mark the 7th Grader were his bodyguards. I managed to work my way
over to a girl wielding a Hulk puppet, who said she would “deal with them”. I didn’t really have
any idea how, but when I looked up, she stepped through an actual portal, that was opened by
Dr. Strange I presume. Two more portals appeared, one behind each guard. The Hulk girl tackled
Mark, and a Wolverine kid took down Tater Tot, leaving Micah defenseless.
All of a sudden, Vernon O’Brien came thundering past me, riding a heavily tricked out Death
Bomb like a wagon!
“Vernon! What are you doing here?”
“Those dang Knights tried to brainwash me, but I got out and fixed this up!” he hollered, rolling
towards the Death Shredder. “YEEHAW!”
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He flicked a switch on the side of the Death Bomb, and the catapult launched a giant water
balloon at Micah and the Shredder.
“No!” Micah screamed. He dived out of the way, but the Shredder got the full impact. The weight
and force of the exploding balloon toppled the evil machine. And just for good measure, Vernon
rolled over it, making sure it stayed down.
“Thanks, Vernon!” I shouted.
“Not a problem, Tommy!” He rolled off, to wreak more havoc, I’d assume.
Merry and Pippin puppets helped make a path for me as I waded through the battle towards
Micah, who was now cowering in fear. I walked up to him and grabbed his collar fully ready to
send him into next week, when Coke returned from the shadows and said:
“STOP.”
That was it. As if my magic, everyone let go of each other and turned towards Coke, who stood
on a crate so everybody could see him. He stared at the crowd, and sighed.
“Look at what has become of you all. This fighting, none of it makes any sense. It’s pointless.”
he stated, and removed his hood.
It can’t be. That’s not possible.
Dwight. It was Dwight.
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There was a simultaneous gasp throughout the crowd, and people began to murmur amongst
themselves, trying to decide if it was really Dwight.
“Please stop, all of you,” Dwight pleaded, quietly. I don’t know how, but as soon as Dwight spoke
everyone calmed down. “The fighting needs to stop.”
As Dwight finished speaking, the crowd around us started to disperse. Both ‘armies’ started to
shrink, as the various members I didn’t know started to vanish. They just kind of shimmered
away, like a hologram. It was kind of creepy.
First, it was the Iron Man kid. I heard him mutter “Emily’s not going to believe this…” as he
vanished. Then, it was Evil Jacob, who cackled the whole time. Then, group by group, the armies
lessened, until the only people left were me, my friends, Kellen, Dwight and Micah.
As I looked around, I saw the confused faces of middle-schoolers who were way out of their
league. Aside from Micah, these were all people that had been, or still were, my close friends.
Just in the last week, they’d been the bad guys. Now, though, I could tell they were sort
of...waking up.
Quavondo pulled himself to his feet, after he’d been knocked down in the fight. Vernon O’Brien,
who’d led the Bounty Hunters, now stood by himself, not sure which way to turn. Noah and
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Frankie just hugged each other, trying to block out everything else. Lance tried to do the same
with Amy, but she ignored him. I’ll never know how they got together.
“That was eventful,” Harvey scoffed, as he brushed himself off.
“Where’d everyone go?” a bleary-eyed Cassie asked. “They were here, but…”
“I believe they were force projections,” Harvey said, pushing his glasses up. “You know, from The
Last Jedi? A lot of people were upset that was in the movie, but only the real fans-”
“Shut up, Harvey!” Kellen shouted. He was curled up in a ball on the floor. I think he’d been crying.
“I’m just glad they’re gone.”
“And why would a traitor like you be happy about that?” Noah interrogated, advancing on him.
Kellen sniffed. “I don’t know. I...just...don’t want to fight anymore.”
“Really? Well-”
Jacob stepped in front of Kellen, blocking Noah. “Lay off.”
Noah narrowed his eyes. “Jacob, he’s a traitor. He’s a bad guy, and-”
“So was I,” Jacob said. “And so were you. And so were quite a few people here. But we’re good
now. I’m good now, because of you. Because of all of you. Kellen made a dumb choice when he
became Drawn. I get that. But, if he wants to come back,” Jacob turned and extended a hand to
the slumped over Kellen. Kellen sniffed, took it, and stood up, “I think we should let him. He did
the same for us.”
Noah slowly nodded. “Fine. But...I’ll be watching you, Campbell.”
Kellen immediately blurted out a long line of apologies. “Guys, I’m so, so sorry. I don’t know what
came over me, it just seemed like the right thing to do, I was tired of being the lame one, and-”
He looked right at me. “Tommy, especially...I’m sorry. Can you forgive me?”
For a split second, I considered it. Why would I forgive Kellen? For the past few months, he’s
been orchestrating the Knights of Pen, letting them take over McQuarrie just so he doesn’t have
to live in anybody’s shadow anymore. How insecure would someone have to be to do that? But,
then I remembered that Kellen has been my best friend, pretty much forever. The fact that he
felt so insecure should have been something I noticed, so I could help him through. He shouldn’t
have tried to destroy the universe, obviously, but I think I can chalk that up to hormones.
The split second was over.
I hugged Kellen immediately. “Of course, dude. I’ve missed you.”
Kellen hugged me back. “Oh, sweet. Sorry about the whole universe thing.”
“You’re good.”
Someone hugged us from behind. I looked up, and Sara had her arms wrapped around both of
us. “Welcome back, Campbell,” she said, smiling.
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“Hey, so, turns out Dwight’s the big baddest bad guy,” Mike mumbled. “Should we ask him about
that?”
Everyone turned to Dwight, who, for the first time in his life, had stood quietly on the sidelines,
watching everything take place. It felt weird to think how out of character this was for Dwight.
“Why, Dwight?” I asked, calmly. I wanted to know exactly what was going on. I could account for
Kellen, but Dwight was such an unknown. I doubted what he’d done was a ‘bad guy’ action.
Dwight cleared his throat. “I created Origami Yoda to do good,” he paused, carefully considering
his words. Once again, that was very out of character. “I folded him so I would be able to make
a positive difference in people’s lives. This is not what I wanted. Hundreds of people fighting for
no reason, actually hurting people. This isn’t right.”
He started to walk around, looking at everyone around him, Harvey first. “It started when Harvey
made Darth Paper, and it just got worse from there. People were actually acting as their puppets
personas more than they were acting as themselves.” He looked pointedly at Jacob, Vernon and
Mike, who had gone full Palpatine, Cad Bane, and General Grievous, respectively. “That’s when
it got out of hand. Factions started to form, and people legitimately hated other people just
because of stupid finger puppets. Friends, and heck, even families were torn apart because of
these things.” Again, he looked at Jacob and Noah. Noah shuffled, nervously. “This shouldn’t
have happened. None of this. We need to go back to the beginning and start anew.
He paused, breathing deeply. “When Micah told me that all of this happened because of Origami
Yoda, I knew something needed to change. We have to wish away the Expanded Universe, or
everyone will suffer forever...because of me.”
“What do you mean, because of Origami Yoda?” I asked.
Micah stepped forward, holding the bowl of Skittles. “It’s not important. But you have to see that
Dwight is right, don’t you? It’s the only way.”
It couldn’t be the only way. Could it? Our friends would vanish, forever. “But what about-”
I felt a hand on my shoulder. It was Jacob.
“I think...we get it,” he murmured. Noah and Frankie were standing behind him, holding hands
and crying. “If Origami Yoda did it, I think we can all trust that it amounted to something, right?”
Jacob walked up to Dwight and held out his hand. Dwight nervously shook it. “Dwight’s the
smartest one here. If he says it’s the right thing, I think I’m ready to accept it.”
Dwight, who normally never, ever hugged people, pulled Jacob into a bear hug. Jacob seemed
as uncomfortable as Dwight usually was, but he accepted it. “Purple,” Dwight said.
“Purple,” Jacob repeated.
“Are you sure we’ll be alright?” Kellen asked, rubbing his hands together. “What if-”
“Don’t worry about it,” Micah reassured. “Quicker than falling asleep. Now, are you all in
agreement?”
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Slowly, but surely, everyone present raised their hands; myself, Sara, Kellen, Harvey, Quavondo,
Cassie, Mike, Lance, Amy, Vernon O’Brien, the Minch twins and Frankie. Micah was right. This
universe wasn’t ours. We were all ready to wish away the EU.
Jacob broke away from Dwight and put his arm around his brother. Frankie gave him a small
peck on the cheek, which caused him to, force once, regain all color back into his face.
There was a moment of silence as Dwight passed around the bowl of Wishing Skittles. I looked
around and could tell that, for once, everyone was in agreement. What had happened to us? Why
was there so much fighting and hate over a few finger puppets? Dwight was right. There was no
reason for it to go this far. As the bowl came to me, I took a Skittle and held it in my hand. How
could such a little thing cause so much trouble?
Once everyone had a Skittle, Dwight got back up on the crate. He held up his Wishing Skittle and
put it in his mouth. Everyone else did the same. Sara and I locked eyes for a moment. She was
crying. Then I noticed that I was too. I could hear sniffling and sobbing all throughout the crowd,
but everyone knew what had to happen. I put my arm tightly around Kellen on one side and my
other arm around Harvey. Dwight began to chew, and so did everyone else. The last thing I
remember was watching Noah, Frankie, and Jacob in a group hug slowly fading away.
And, quietly, I made one final wish.
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By Tommy
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The big question: Is Origami Yoda real? Well, of course he’s real. I mean, he’s a real finger puppet
made out of a real piece of paper.
But I mean: Is he REAL?

230

THE COVERS

231

