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Mutan t s  i n  t h e  At t i c

It was a spiderweb roughly the size of Texas.
One thing was for sure, whatever bloodsucker spun 
that thing must have had a toxic waste dump for an 
 incubator. Soaring from floor to the apex of the roof, it 
spread across the attic like a see-through wall.

“Mo-o-o-o-ommm,” whimpered Erin, her voice 
trembling. “I . . . can’t . . . mooooove.”

“Don’t worry, honey, I’m right here,” her mother 
said, unconsciously backing toward the stairway. “Just 
step back slowly.”

Erin hesitantly slid one foot back.
“I’ll get my Power Blaster 150,” Michael 

 announced, and scampered down the stairs.
“I saw this strange shadow across the ceiling, so I 

came up to see what it was. Then I turned around,” 
Erin said, pointing at the web.

“Lady! Where do you want the piano?” a gravelly 
voice interrupted from downstairs.
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With a wary glance at the spider metropolis, Dr. Mac 
hurried down the steps. “Come on, kids, we’ve got a lot to 
do before Dad gets home.”

“But what about the web?” Beamer asked.
Their mother stopped halfway down. “Uh . . . tear it down, 

I suppose.”
As their mother disappeared below, Erin gave Beamer a 

no-way! glance, silently mouthing the words, “Tear it down?”
“Yeah . . . right.” Beamer said, looking anxiously at the web 

looming above them. “That dude falls on you, and you’ll spend 
forty years getting unwrapped.”

At that moment, a sunbeam broke free of a cloud and 
flooded the tall windows like a waterfall, lighting up that wispy 
silk curtain like a giant sunburst.

“Hey, look!” he exclaimed, suddenly noticing two 
long, dust-covered tables on the far side of  the web. 
 Scattered across them were broken and discarded test 
tubes and  chemical  beakers and a stack of  electric cables. 
 Remembering what the realtor had said about scientists, 
Beamer said in a hushed voice, “What if  it’s a mutant spider 
created by some evil  genius who used to live here?”

“Aw, get off  it,” Erin drawled nervously, already 
 backpedaling toward the stairs, her eyes fearfully searching 
the dark corners of  the attic. “I’ve got an idea. Let’s leave it 
to Dad.”

“Sounds good to me,” Beamer said, relieved. “Let’s get out 
of here.”

The web quivered and the test tubes rattled as the kids 
plummeted down the steps.

By dinnertime the Tale of the Web had grown into an epic 
story of courage and adventure. According to Beamer, he had 
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