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We few, we happy few, we band of brothers; 

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 

Shall be my brother 

 

Perfect words from an old King 

Perfect for the game WASP 

Perfect for a spy 

Perfect until the tables are turned 

Perfect until I meet a real spy. 

 

 

Thomas fidgeted in his seat. All his classmates had their heads bowed in concentration. 

The room was as silent as a recon mission. They were taking a stupid test. Why do I have to even 

be here? He wondered. His WASP team video game was waiting for him, each night after school 

and weekends. Royce has the upgrade. He says I can come over and play tonight. He sighed. 

WASP is the best espionage game ever. 

Thomas looked up at the clock. Thank goodness history is the last subject of the day. 

Sixth grade is such a bore. He drummed his pencil against the edge of his desk. Another 

week until Christmas vacation… He probably should be glad the stupid test was today, on a 

Friday, instead of Monday. That way it would over with and he‟d have the whole weekend to 

enjoy. He shifted in his seat. In his mind‟s eye he envisioned a better way to enter a classroom 

after the lunch hour. For real, he had simply entered and sat in his assigned seat. 

Now, he imagined himself rushing into the room after lunch. With a toss of his hand he 

threw three long chop stick looking scramblers again the wall. They stuck there. Suddenly the 

classroom was pitched into blackness. The magnetic stems had blown the fuses throughout 

several rooms and hall. Screams would have filled the void had he not also thrown some skitters 

at various corners of the room. Fellow students passed out from the sleeping gas billowing out 

from the small disks. He remained unaffected. His nose filters were top of the line. Now to 

complete the mission, he thought. He had to steal the general‟s favored board eraser. 

He blinked only to face the reality of a room filled with students taking a test. He looked 

down at the paper pressed against the desk by his arm. Why does it have to always be pretend? 

He wondered.  At least military history or military tactics would be more interesting rather than- 

8. The ancient civilization of Fertile Crescent is responsible for many of the 

advancements we have today. Place in a proper timeline the date when that civilization first 

appeared. 

( ) Assyrian  ( )Babylonian  ( )Phoenician  ( )Sumerian 

(A)3200 BC  (B)1728 BC  (C)1100BC  (D) 1088 BC 

His mind began wandering again. Lunch with Royce only made it harder to concentrate. 

His friend had leaned over his lunch plate nearly smashing his peas. “They upgraded WASPS‟ 

arsenal,” he said. “The skitters now cause 24 hour amnesia and they now have poopers.” 

Thomas grinned; eyes alight with the new name.  „Poopers?” 

Royce nodded. “That‟s not their real name but that‟s what players are calling them.” He 



returned the grin. “It‟s from something for real. Police usually uses a bunch of flashing lights to 

use against riots. The game made improvements. It‟s a device that can be thrown into a room full 

of enemy soldiers that flashes a bunch of lights and makes all kinds of sounds. It scrambles 

everyone‟s senses. It‟s different than Tasers since it affect a bunch of people all at once. It gets 

mob people so confused; it makes em mess in their pants. 

“Poopers.” 

Royce nodded. They had a great lunchtime conversation. After that, the rest of the school 

day just dragged. 

Wish the bell would ring already. Tap. Tap. Tap. The ticking clock was taking too long 

for the test. The end of period would mean the end of the school day. 

WASP was the only battle computer game that Thomas‟ parents would let him play. 

WASP (War Against Superior Powers) was a game about a special US Delta Seal team that 

could infiltrate any enemy base to obtain objects or people. The thing was they didn‟t kill 

anyone. They used stems, (weapons looking like magnetic chopsticks that held an electrical 

charge), skitters (gas disks) knets (snake like devices that could trip the enemy up or wind them 

up in a net), drones (robotic machines) and now apparently poopers. WASP used anything that 

could incapacitate an enemy so the team could achieve their mission without the loss of life. 

I should be out, rescuing POWs rather than taking a silly test. 

The WASP team was feared by all because of their skill and reputation. His dad said it 

reminded him of the A team… whoever they were. 

I want to be a Delta Ops soldier when I grow up, he told himself. He wished he could 

reread the book he found in the library: Journal of a Special Ops Soldier by a guy named John 

Doe. The name sounded familiar. Had he seen him on TV? It told all about what was required to 

be in Special Ops and how almost all the applicants failed the tests. It also talked about the sense 

of family and team work created by working with skilled fellow soldiers on the long term. 

Tap. Tap. Tap. The impact of the pencil against the edge of his desk provided a great 

rhythm, like soldiers marching in perfect synergy. The tick of the clock drew him out of his 

thoughts and with a start Thomas jerked back as he saw his teacher nearly looming over him. Her 

hands were fisted on wide hips and she glared at him as he had continued to tap his pencil 

unconsciously against his desk. 

He dropped his pencil and it clattered to the floor. The class erupted into laughter. 

Everyone had been watching Mrs. Senath while she waited for Thomas to notice her. 

She leaned down until her gaze was nearly level to his. “Welcome back to reality, 

Thomas.” 

He‟d gotten caught at daydreaming again. He had been known to do that before. He 

should be paying attention. With a sigh, and a face so red he could have started a fire, Thomas 

returned back to his test.  

8. The ancient civilization of Fertile Crescent. 

 


