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He walked home alone. He always did. Nobody liked him. He was a loner. He didn’t mind. With 
people like that, he wanted to be a loner. As he reached his home, he saw the car in the driveway. 
They’re home, he thought. He entered the house, and as he passed his parents, they looked up. 

“Hi Bob,” his father said. His mother merely nodded. He went up to his room, shut his door, and 
turned his radio on full blast. He threw his books on a chair and dropped his jacket on the floor. 

He flung himself on his bed and sighed. He started to think. I’ll fix them. I’ve got to. But how? 
What could I possibly do to seven different junior high school classes? Suddenly, he knew. Of 
course, he thought. Why didn’t I think of that before? 

He got his chemistry set out. Carefully, he mixed the right chemicals. This was no junior set that 
made baby experiments. He had selected this set with great care. There were some dangerous 
chemicals that he had stolen from school. He knew just what to do. Finally, it was finished. 

“I’m going out for a while, Dad,” 

“Where to?” 

“Oh, just around. Be back soon.” 

“Okay.” 

He knew where he was going. It would be tough to get in, but he’d make it all right. 

He forced a window open and slipped in quietly. He found his way to the room he wanted. After 
all, it was his own school. He poured the mixture into the heating system. He was the only one 
who knew what would happen when these chemicals were mixed with water. In about twelve 
hours—well, they’d find out. Let’s see, he thought. It’s nine o’clock now. Perfect! Tomorrow, 
when they’re all in school, they would go before they knew what was happening. He wouldn’t be 
there. He’d fake sick tomorrow. 

His last thought before he fell asleep was what he was going to complain of the next day. 

The next morning, he was woken up by the alarm clock. A while later, his mother came in. 

“Didn’t you hear the alarm clock?” 

“I don’t feel so good.” 

“What’s the matter?” 



“I have a headache and an upset stomach.” 

“Take an aspirin. You’re not going to pull any fake stuff on me.” 

“But Mom…” 

“No buts. Get up this minute or else!” 

There was no arguing with that tone of voice. Suddenly, he had an idea. He’d cut school at a 
quarter to nine and hide until it was time to go home. Sure! He’d be out before it happened. 

In first period class, he glanced at the clock. Eight thirty-five. He’d better leave soon. He saw the 
steam rising from the radiators. Although it was late February, it was still chilly out. All of a 
sudden, he started choking and coughing. He noticed that everyone else was, too. What had 
happened? He checked his watch. A quarter after nine. But the school clock said a quarter of 
nine! The poison gas shouldn’t have started until he was gone. Suddenly he understood! He had 
set his watch half an hour forward the day before. 


