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Doxie was a large spider. She lived under a dock near a lake. She liked to go fishing. She liked
to stride on water. But what Doxie liked most was to go exploring. She was a curious spider. She
wanted to find out everything about her world.
Doxie Spider was making her way down to the lake to find a tadpole. She had been working on
a project but was getting hungry. Then she noticed something rustling on the dock. She crawled
over to inspect. It was a boy’s blue jacket.

Peanut Butter Press
9-1060 Dakota Street
Winnipeg, MB R2N 1P2
www.PeanutButterPress.ca
The illustrations were rendered in acrylic with detailing done in ink and pencil crayon.
Edited by Marianne Ward
Designed by Jason Doll, Animation Dog
Printed and bound in Hong Kong by Paramount Printing Company Limited/Book Art Inc., Ontario, Canada.
This book is Smyth sewn casebound.
10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1
Library and Archives Canada Cataloguing in Publication
Michalow, Erna, author, illustrator
        Doxie spider’s predicament / written and illustrated by
Erna Michalow.
ISBN 978-1-927735-47-3 (paperback)
        I. Title.
PS8626.I19D69 2016            jC813’.6            C2016-905732-1

She clambered over the folds
and slipped into a pocket. Just
then, a hand grabbed the jacket,
trapping Doxie inside.

“Mom, look what’s in my pocket. It’s a spider,” shouted a boy. “Please go get the bugcollecting box you made for me.”
“Careful, Jon,” cautioned Mom as she returned with the bug box. They shook the pocket and
the spider slid into the metal box. “Spiders can bite when they are disturbed. They’re able to
crawl through tiny spaces, so let’s put tape on these edges. We don’t want this spider to escape
in your bedroom.”
“Maybe I can research this spider and use the information for my science fair project,” Jon
said excitedly.

Jon carried the bug box to his room and placed it on his
desk. Clunk!
Doxie felt a moment of terror and shrank into a corner.
“Now what?” She panicked. Doxie knew she was in a
dangerous predicament. “I must calm down and think of
a way to escape. When I’m free, I’ll be able to continue
my work.”
Doxie began to investigate her surroundings. The
first thing she spied with her eight eyes was the word
SPIDERS. She murmured, “Hmm. Some of the things I can
see from here are giving me ideas. I wonder if I can pull
the wool over this boy’s eyes.”

Jon had cleared off his desktop. The chart he had made for his project was
sitting in front of him. He had chosen the topic of spiders but hadn’t decided
what to write next.
Doxie beamed. “Ah. I know. I will spin him a story about spider inventions.”
She took a deep breath and yelled as loudly as she could, “Jon! Jon! Jon!”
“Did you call me?” Jon asked. He hesitated and then listened again.

Doxie yelled louder. “Let me out, and I’ll help you with
your homework. I’m clever.”
“You? Help me?” scoffed Jon. “How?”
“I’ll show you some of the things that were invented
by spiders. And,” she continued, “I might also show you
our latest invention.”
“Okay then,” said Jon. “I have to get going on my
project. Let’s get started.” He laughed and said, “We
can’t shake on it, but it’s a deal.”
Jon picked up his pencil. “What kind of spider are
you?” he asked.
“I’m a female dock spider,” she answered. “My name
is Doxie.”
“Oh, yeah. That makes sense. I found you at the dock,” said Jon, printing Dock Spiders on the
chart. “I need to write down facts about you. So tell me what you eat and how you behave.”		
Doxie did not answer.
“Come on. You promised to help me,” coaxed Jon.
“And you promised to set me free,” replied Doxie. “I said that I would show you things, but I can’t
do that from inside this box. If you release me in the garden, you’ll be able to learn how my spider
relatives live in their natural habitat.”
“But if I let you go, you might escape and then I won’t find you again,” said Jon.
“I promise I won’t disappear. I always keep my promises. Take me to the garden and open the
box,” demanded Doxie.

Jon did as he was told. Doxie scrambled out. “Follow me,” she cried, hurrying
toward the fence. Looking back at Jon, she shouted, “I know you’ve only got two legs,
but you can keep up with a little creature like me. Don’t be such a slowpoke.”
When Jon caught up, Doxie motioned for him to be still. “Sh,” she said.

“There are several species of garden spiders that make their home here,” announced Doxie, crawling over to
a thin web in the space between two fence posts. “This web was spun by my captivating cousin, an orb weaver
spider. Notice how delicately these strands are woven. From watching spiders, people learned how to spin yarn
and how to weave so they could make cloth and lace. We invented those kinds of crafts. Back and forth, over and
under, in and out with fine silk thread,” she sang.

“What do garden spiders eat?” asked Jon, thinking of his project.
“All species of garden spiders eat insects. When a fly or gnat gets tangled in the web, the orb
weaver spins more silk strands to wrap around the prey. Spiders find the soft insect filling very tasty.
If you’ve ever enjoyed a wrap, then you’ve got the orb weaver spider to thank.” Doxie chuckled and
smacked her fangs as she imagined a squirming tadpole inside a freshly made wrap.
“Look at the beautiful shape of this web,” exclaimed Doxie, pointing a front leg. “It’s also spun by
an orb weaver spider. That’s where people got the idea to make a wheel. That Ferris wheel off in
the distance is the same shape as this web.”

“Let’s go look at the flower bed next. Another of my relatives likes to
hide there,” said Doxie.
John knelt down to get a closer look. A yellow crab spider was resting
on a daisy.
“Hi, Goldie,” Doxie said. “What have you been up to lately?”

A fly landed on Goldie’s flower to
collect nectar. Goldie pounced on it,
sucking out its juices.
“Ew,” said Jon, wrinkling up his face.
“Mmm. A smoothie,” said Doxie
matter-of-factly. “We all have to eat.”

“Now I can answer your question,” said Goldie. “It’s
almost time for me to lay my eggs. I’ll have to hide them
and then stand guard until my spiderlings hatch.”
“The way she covers her eggs with a leaf and then
wraps them up with silk strands is like what you humans
do for birthday presents,” Doxie explained. “Gift bags
with tissue paper are another useful invention to which
spiders lay claim,” she said with pride.

“It’s time to move on,” said Doxie.
“I like to stay in one place,” Goldie told them, “because it can take several days for me to change
to match my surroundings and that makes me tired.”
Jon whispered in amazement, “She’s using camouflage. No wonder it was hard to see her.”

Doxie said, “Our next stop is the compost
heap that’s right behind you.”
A crow was pecking at some sunflower heads
strewn on top of the pile. “Caw! Caw!” it called
loudly as Jon and Doxie approached.

Doxie crouched low in Jon’s shadow as the crow sailed past. “Whew!
That was close.” She breathed a sigh of relief.
Jon shrugged. “Hey. You’re the one who said we all have to eat.”
Doxie glared at him.

The crow flew off. Then it wheeled around
and dive-bombed Doxie.

Doxie explained that the decaying matter in
the compost pile made a perfect home for the
worms that birds love to eat. She was alert for
the dangerous vibrations of flying birds. She
kept all her eyes open.

“Two of my relatives make their home here. There’s Shorty.
He’s a sheetweb spider. That insect bouncing on his trampoline
web will be his supper. Just like Ferris wheels, the idea of making
trampolines for fun came from us.”

“See that funnel-shaped web right there?
We invented funnels too,” Doxie said,
giggling. “Here comes your mom with some
weeds. Watch what happens when she
tosses them on the pile.”
Jon sat down on the grass. He didn’t have
to wait long for some action.

