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For Richard,

friend to spiders

MM

To my big brother, Andy,

who is famous for his love of spiders

and other creepy-crawly things!

PHR









airy!

Scary!

Be wary!

Stink was on a kick. Stink was on a 

roll. Stink was in the zone. The paper-

folding zone. Stink was cuckoo-crazy 

for origami.

Fold. Crease. Press. Turn. Flip.
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He folded an orange origami fi sh. 

He folded a purple origami pinwheel. 

He folded a red origami ladybug.

Stink could not stop folding. He 

folded junk mail into a string of sail-

boats. He folded sticky notes into an 

army of ants. He even folded candy 

wrappers. He made a candy-bar dog, 

a bubble-gum ring, and a lollipop 

bow tie.

Easy-peasy!

Stink practiced folding Beginner 

Level origami. One day, he was going 

to advance to Level Medium.

Then Stink took out his lunch-money 
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dollar bill. He folded it in half. He 

folded the corners down. He fl ipped it 

over. He folded the bottom up and the 

sides in. He folded the back legs. He 

folded the front legs. He made a zigzag 

fold and ta-da!

His dollar-bill jumping frog was 

ready to hop.

Stink took the origami frog outside. 

He pressed the back of the frog. It 

jumped across the deck. He pressed it 

again. It leaped across the yard. Again. 

It leaped into the tall weeds at the 

corner of the fence.

Stink ran over to get his jumping 
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frog. Where was it? Stink pushed apart 

some tall weeds, when what to his 

wondering eye did appear? 

Something in the grass. Something 

pink!

Was it a fl ower petal? A jelly bean? 

Doughnut sprinkles? An old piece of 
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pink play clay? Maybe the pink thingy 

was a rare pink-fl amingo mushroom!

Stink peered closer. Wait just a leap-

frog second!

The pink thingy moved! The pink 

thingy was not just one pink thingy. 

It was several pink hairy things. And 

the pink hairy things were attached to 

even bigger, hairier . . . legs! 

And the legs were attached to an 

even bigger, hairier . . . body.

And the body was attached to a 

giant, hairy . . . head.

And the hairy head had a bazillion 

and one eyes.
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Stink had never seen a spider so 

hairy. He had never seen a spider with 

so many eyes. Were those fangs?

He had never seen a spider with 

pink toes!

This was some kind of monster 

spider. A mutant spider that had 

escaped from a top-secret super-

scientifi c radioactive lab.  

Creature from the Pink Lagoon!

“Run!” Stink yelled to nobody but 

himself.

He ran. He ran into the house and 

through the kitchen and down the 

hall and up the stairs to his room. He 



slammed the door shut. He pulled a 

blanket around himself.

Bwaaaa! He shivered. Stink did not, 

would not, could not, like spiders. He 

had been meaning to get over his fear 

of spiders, but he had never gotten 

around to it.
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What was a giant mutant spider 

doing in his very own backyard 

anyway?

Frogs? Yes. Toads. Defi nitely. Snails, 

slugs, and skinks? You betcha. Back-

yards would be boring without them. 

But spiders made him shiver. Spiders 

made his skin crawl. Spiders felt like 

a thousand tiny prickly feet marching 

up and down his arms and legs.  

Stink did not, would not, could not, 

go back out into the yard. But he had 

to get his jumping frog back. After all, 

it was one whole dollar bill!

If only he knew somebody who was 
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NOT afraid of spiders. Hmm.

Eureka! Stink did know somebody did

who was NOT afraid of spiders.

Judy Moody!

His big sister thought wolf spiders 

were “cute.” She was not a Squisher. She 

was a Saver who set spiders free when 

they got inside the house. She once held 

a daddy longlegs in her bare hand.

Spiders had eight legs and about a 

million eyes. Okay, eight eyes. But in 

The World According to Stink, eight of 

anything was too many.

He was not, no way, no how, going 

back out there alone.
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Stink found Judy in her room 

making a pet rock. “Hey, Judy! Are you 

up for a scare?”

“Always,” said Judy. “What did you 

have in mind? Telling spooky stories?”

“Scarier,” said Stink.

“Looking for a ghost in Grandma 

Lou’s basement?”

“Scarier,” said Stink.

“What’s scarier than that?” Judy 

asked.

“A ginormous, hairy, scary, radio-

active mutant spider!”

“Cool,” said Judy. “Does it glow in 

the dark?” Judy tickled Stink’s arm 
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with a feather. “The itsy-bitsy spider 

went up—”

Stink shook her off. “There is 

nothing itsy-bitsy about this spider. It 

has a million furry legs and a billion 

buggy eyes and venom-dripping fangs. 

It even has pink toes.”
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“There’s no such thing as a pink-

toed spider,” said Judy. “First of all, 

spiders don’t have toenails. Second of 

all, spiders do not wear pink.”

“You gotta see this thing. Up close 

and for reals.”

“No thanks.” She glued a googly eye 

onto the rock.

“Are you telling me that you, Judy 

Moody, have a chance to lay eyes on 

the world’s hairiest, scariest spider—I 

mean, we’re talking museum-quality 

spider here—but you would rather sit 

here and play with a rock?”

“Yep.”
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“I’m telling you, this thing is 

gargantuan. It’s tarantulan!”

“Tarantula? Why didn’t you say so? 

Tarantulas are the coolest.”

“I double-dog-pink-toe dare you to 

come see the hairiest, scariest spider 

ever.” 

Judy put down her pet rock. 

“Challenge accepted!” 







tink pulled Judy into the way-back 

corner of the yard. He pointed to the 

tall weeds. “That’s right where it is. 

Cootie Corner.”

“Cootie Corner?” asked Judy.

“I just named it that, because it has 

cooties now. Big, fat spider cooties.”

Judy pawed through the tall grass. 

“There’s nothing here, Stink.”

“Nothing big and hairy?” said Stink.

“Nope.”
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“How about something with a hun-

dred pink toes?” said Stink.

“Nope,” said Judy. “Maybe it was 

just a leaf. Or a piece of bark or some-

thing. Besides, tarantulas don’t live 

around here anyway.”

“Where do they live?”

“I think they live in the desert. Like 

in South America. Or Texas.”

“This one lives in Virginia,” said 

Stink. “It was right here. I swear.”

“I’m going back inside,” said Judy. 

“But we didn’t fi nd my dollar-bill 

frog!” called Stink, running after her.

Stink called his friend Sophie of the 
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Elves. Sophie came right over. Stink 

led her straight to Cootie Corner. But 

the spider was not there. No tarantula. 

Nothing. So Sophie went home.

Stink called his friend Webster 

Gomez. Webster came right over. Stink 

led him straight to Cootie Corner. But 

the spider was not there. No tarantula. 

Nada.
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“It was here, honest,” said Stink. 

“And guess what. It had pink toes.”

“I believe you,” said Webster. “My 

cousin Marcos has a red-knee taran-

tula. He knows about all kinds of 

tarantulas. He told me all about pink-

toe tarantulas. They live in trees 

instead of on the ground, and they’re 

nocturnal. They come out at night. They 

are one of the hairiest of all tarantulas,

and they live in South America.”

“So what’s a South American pink-

toe tarantula doing in my backyard?”

“I bet it escaped!” said Webster. 

“Tarantulas are super fast. They’re 


