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‘Make sure you wear your scarf.’ Mum 
bustled into Tim’s room as he finished 
getting dressed for school. Even though 
it was spring, she was wearing her winter 
coat. ‘It’s freezing again. Wish I could just 
stay home today.’

Tim wished she could too, or at least 
that she could be back when he returned 
from school. It wasn’t much fun coming 
home to an empty house. It had felt even 
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worse since his good friend Hercules had 
returned to his home in Ancient Greece.

‘I can’t. It’s wrecked, remember?’ 
Mum hadn’t believed Tim when he’d 

said that the scarf  had unravelled itself. 
But what else could he say? She hadn’t 
taken him seriously when he’d told her 
about Hercules, who’d been trapped 
in their old Greek vase by the wicked 
goddess Hera. Mum almost certainly 
wouldn’t believe what had happened 
next. By grabbing onto the vase, Tim had 
unwittingly travelled to Hercules’ home. 
Tim had been wearing the scarf  at the 
time. It wasn’t his fault it had got caught 
up in the action.

‘That’s right, I was going to get you a 
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new one. I forgot. Sorry, but I’ve had ... 
uh ... other things on my mind. Important 
things. Look, Tim, I’ve been meaning to 
talk to you about this. I shouldn’t put it off  
any longer ...’ Mum’s cheeks flushed red 
and a fine sheen of  sweat covered her face. 

Tim thought he knew what she wanted 
to say. He nodded and smiled reassuringly. 
‘Is the heating playing up again? Don’t 
worry, Mum. Just get a man in.’

Mum gulped and spluttered. ‘Funny you 
should say that. You see, I ...’ She cleared 
her throat, paused, and shook her head. 
‘There isn’t time for this now. I want to do 
it properly. How about you show me the 
scarf  and I’ll see if  it’s wearable?’

Tim handed it over and Mum frowned. 
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‘No, it’s too far gone. Toss it out. But put 
on your gloves at least.’

‘They’re too small. Remember? You said 
you’d get a new pair.’

Mum’s face brightened. ‘Oh yes! Your 
gran knitted you some. I’ll go get them.’

She left the scarf  behind and Tim 
hastily crammed it in a drawer. He didn’t 
want it thrown away. It was a souvenir 
of  his adventure and a reminder of  his 
encounter with Theseus the Minotaur 
Slayer. Theseus had unravelled the scarf  in 
a futile attempt to escape the labyrinth that 
Hera had trapped them in. In the end, Tim 
had been the one to find the way out.

‘Here.’ Mum came back in and handed 
him a pair of  brown gloves. ‘Try them on.’ 



They were much too big and were made 
out of  coarse yarn.

‘They’re scratchy,’ Tim complained.
‘They’ll have to do for now,’ Mum said, 

fastening the belt on her coat. ‘I’m off. 
Make sure you wear them on your way 
to school. We don’t want you getting 
chilblains again. Bye, dear.’ 

She gave Tim a quick hug, left his room 
... and screamed.



‘What? What happened?’ Tim bolted 
after her. He had never heard his mother 
scream like that before. It was a scream of  
sheer terror, as if  there were a kill-you-
with-a-glance gorgon after her. 

‘A sp-sp-spider …’ Mum stuttered as 
she pointed at the wall. ‘Big.’

Tim followed her shaking finger 
and, sure enough, a large spider was 
clambering along the hallway wall.

‘Get a broom, quick! I’ll keep watch to 
make sure it doesn’t hide.

Urgh! ’
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Tim darted down the corridor and 
came back with a broom, a glass and an 
envelope. He’d taken the opportunity to 
remove the scratchy brown gloves and 
thrust them in his jacket pocket. 

‘Whack it! Hard. Hurry before it jumps 
on us!’

Tim didn’t want to hurt the spider, so 
he nudged it gently with the bristly end 
of  the broom. It fell to the floor and his 
mother leapt back. Acting swiftly, Tim 
slapped the glass over it, taking care not to 
squash it.

‘It’s okay, Mum, I’ve caught it.’
She shuddered. ‘Kill it! Urgh, it’s 

horrible.’
Tim looked down at the hairy brown 
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spider trapped in the glass, waving its 
long legs frantically as it tried to climb up 
the slippery sides. The poor thing hadn’t 
done anything to hurt them. It was just 
crawling along, minding its own business. 
He couldn’t bring himself  to kill it. 

‘I’ll take it outside,’ he said, bending 
down and sliding the envelope under the 
glass.

‘Don’t you dare. It’ll come back inside. 
Just … squish it or something.’

Tim had never realised his mother had 
such a vicious streak. He flashed her a 
severe look. ‘I’ll take it down the street 
and let it go. It won’t come back.’ Not after 
hearing his mother scream like that. The 
poor spider was probably scarred for life.



‘It better not,’ Mum 
grumbled. She leant forwards 
to kiss him like she usually 
did, then backed away 
nervously. ‘See you tonight. 
And then we’ve got to talk.’

Tim carried the spider 
to the end of  the street, 
being careful not to jolt it. 
The spider stared up at him 
through the glass, bright eyes 
gleaming. Tim rather liked 
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the idea of  keeping it as a pet but knew 
his mother would go nuts. ‘Sorry about 
this,’ he murmured. ‘Nothing personal.’ 
The spider waved its front legs as if  it 
understood.

‘Talking to a glass now, are ya, 
Cinderella? Next you’ll be talking to a 
teacup.’ It was Leo the bully, who seemed 
to have made it his life’s mission to make 
Tim miserable. The unkind nickname was 
a jab at the fact that Tim had to help out 
with housework. 

Tim and Leo had crossed paths the day 
before, when they had both been dragged 
around a boring garden centre. Leo had 
tripped Tim up and Tim had returned the 
favour. It had felt good at the time. Great, 
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actually. But now that they were alone in 
an empty street, with Leo clenching his 
beefy fists, Tim thought it probably wasn’t 
the wisest thing he could have done. If  
only Hercules were still with him, he’d 
frighten Leo off  again. But no. 

This time, Tim was on his own.

‘How about I smash 

that stupid glass?’ 

Leo said, thrusting his freckly face close 
to Tim’s. ‘Or maybe I should smash your 
stupid nose instead. Whaddya reckon?’


