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Throughout the ages, since the dawn of time, a debate has raged amongst the human race:

‘What is the best EVER superpower?!?’

It’s something that has been passionately discussed ever since the very first superheroes emerged, a very (VERY) long time ago …
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No one has ever been able to agree what the best power is, however, over time, it has been very clear what makes a rubbish superpower …
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Yes, throughout history, the debate has raged on over the best superpower, but everyone pretty much agrees that if your power is the ability to talk to one useless animal, well, it doesn’t get much worse …

 

Dylan Spencer was at school, slumped in his chair, his head resting on the desk. School was not where he wanted to be. Perhaps this is a feeling MOST kids can relate to, but it was even worse for a superhero. All Dylan wanted to do was be out of the classroom, saving the world.
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Having recently captured a supervillain named Repeat Offender (who actually turned out to be a good guy), Dylan was in the good books of his boss, Ron Strongman, the Head of the Superhero Collective. Dylan’s department, the CITD (which stands for Cats In Trees Department), were no longer only being sent out to save cats from trees (the WORST job for a superhero). Instead, they were also being asked to take on actual real-life supervillains.

Only, things hadn’t been going so well. Every time Iguana Boy and the CITD went out on a mission they would fail. EPICALLY. In fact, they hadn’t captured one single supervillain since Repeat Offender; they were on a pretty awful losing streak, one that had put Dylan and his iguanas firmly in Ron Strongman’s bad books and, along with the rest of the CITD, they had found themselves back on Cats In Trees duty.

Dylan had once again become the laughing stock of Superhero HQ, but it wasn’t just his fellow superheroes who found Iguana Boy amusing. He also had to endure the giggles of his entire class, whenever the subject of superheroes came up at school.

‘Every day someone, somewhere, is saved by a superhero,’ said Mrs McGettigan, peering at the class over her bright red spectacles. ‘When you really think about it, isn’t that truly extraordinary?’

‘It’s not extraordinary,’ said Charlie, a rather burly kid in Dylan’s class.

‘Here we go again …’ muttered Dylan, who had seen Charlie Logan challenge Mrs McGettigan countless times before. He once argued that the sun and moon were the same thing because you never see them in the same place at the same time.

Mrs McGettigan sighed heavily, rose from her seat and perched on the edge of her desk ready to go to battle with Charlie Logan once more.

‘Everyone knows there are hundreds of superheroes, and their job is to SAVE PEOPLE, so of course they are going to do it every day,’ said Charlie.

‘But don’t you think, Charlie Logan, that the fact we HAVE people with such wonderful and inventive powers is truly extraordinary?’ said Mrs McGettigan.

‘Sure, I guess some powers are pretty cool …’ said Charlie, steering the conversation rather nicely. It was every kid’s favourite topic, and Mrs McGettigan had walked straight into it once again.

‘Super-strength!’ shouted one kid, a pencil in either hand being lifted to his shoulders as if they weighed a ton.

‘Super-speed!’ said another, grabbing a piece of paper from the girl sitting next to him and waving it above his head. It said, ‘Kim loves René’ and had a picture of her and René holding hands encircled by a love heart. Kim looked incredibly embarrassed and the class laughed hysterically.

‘Flying is by far the best!’ said a girl with jet black hair, getting on top of her desk and jumping as high as she could, landing with a thud on the floor.

‘Talking to iguanas!’ shouted Charlie. And there it was, the inevitable Iguana Boy joke. Half the class fell off their chairs laughing. Even Mrs McGettigan let out a little chuckle.

‘Arghh! Charlie makes that joke every single day. It wasn’t funny the first time,’ said Dylan frustratedly.

‘You don’t like my jokes?’ taunted Charlie menacingly.

‘It was a rubbish joke,’ said Pauline, who was communicating with Dylan over radio. Dylan had an earpiece so that Superhero HQ could contact him in case of an emergency, and the iguanas had stolen one of the headsets from Ron Strongman’s office so they could talk to Dylan when he was at school. It was incredibly annoying.

‘Yeah, don’t just sit there, Dylan, tell him Iguana Boy is awesome!’ added Crazy Red-Eye Paul.

‘Tell him about that time we brought down Repeat Offender,’ added Paul, wrestling with the other iguanas for control of the microphone.

‘Yeah, maybe you should tell him that Iguana Boy captured Repeat Offender, who happened not to be a villain and now he’s one of the best-loved superheroes at HQ. Everyone loves the Outtatime Kid,’ said Pauline. Dylan could just about hear her in the background, above the rustling that Dylan could only imagine was the sound of the iguanas wrestling for control of the microphone.
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‘Well?’ said Charlie, who was yet to get a reply as Dylan was momentarily distracted by his iguana pals. ‘Why are you just standing there not saying anything, rather than laughing at my jokes like everyone else, LOSER?’

‘I … just think that …’ Dylan took another look at Charlie Logan, who was now out of his seat. He was a big kid. A REALLY big, intimidating kid. Dylan swallowed hard. ‘I guess it was pretty funny …’ said Dylan, feeling defeated.

‘So you think Iguana Boy is pretty stupid too?’

‘Don’t say it, kid,’ said Smelly Paul.

‘Oh no, he’s going to say it!’ said Paul, before adding, ‘Smelly Paul, you smell really bad today, like an ostrich fart.’

Dylan momentarily laughed to himself, thinking of Smelly Paul and remembering the fact that ostrich farts are the WORST-smelling farts in the animal kingdom. It’s why they bury their heads underground all the time, to escape their own rotten stench. This laugh looked like he was agreeing with Charlie, that Iguana Boy really was stupid.

There was nothing else for it. ‘Yes, he’s pretty stupid.’ Dylan hung his head.

‘Well, I don’t think he’s stupid,’ said Cara, the girl who was sitting next to Dylan. ‘He’s a superhero who has saved the world on more than one occasion. I personally think he deserves some respect.’

The class laughed, but it didn’t seem to bother Cara. She looked over at Dylan and smiled. He couldn’t remember the last time someone at school had smiled at him. It felt nice.

‘I like her,’ said Pauline over the earpiece.

‘Now, if you are done educating the class about superpowers, Charlie …’ said Mrs McGettigan, but unfortunately Charlie wasn’t finished.

‘You’re all wrong,’ said Charlie. ‘The best superpower,’ he added with confidence, ‘is not super-strength.’

The boy with the pencils dropped them miserably to the floor.
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‘It’s not super-speed either,’ Charlie went on. The boy who had grabbed the drawing from Kim screwed it up and threw it back at her.

‘And it’s definitely not being able to fly.’ The girl who had jumped off her desk sat back down grumpily, resting her head in her hands.

‘So, it’s invisibility then, very good, now let’s get on with the class, shall we?’ said Mrs McGettigan.

‘Invisibility? Don’t be ridiculous!’ said Charlie, moving to the front of the class. He gestured for Mrs McGettigan to move out the way and she duly obliged.

‘I hate it when he does this,’ whispered Cara to Dylan. At first Dylan ignored it, assuming she was talking under her breath to herself, but when he looked over, she was looking directly at him.

‘Uh … yeah … he’s a complete wibbleflop,’ said Dylan without thinking.

‘Wibbleflop?’ said Paul. ‘Who uses the word “wibbleflop”?!? What even is that? Way to lose a friend before you’ve even made one there, mate.’

‘I mean tool, idiot, stupid … face …’

Cara giggled. ‘I prefer wibbleflop. It’s a good word. Describes him perfectly.’ She leaned in a little closer. ‘Don’t let him bully you, you’re a much better person than him. Don’t be afraid to stand up for what you believe in. You’re right, his jokes ARE NOT funny.’ Dylan smiled.

‘Then what is it already?!?’ said Mrs McGettigan impatiently. Despite her annoyance, she seemed genuinely interested in the answer and had now sat down in Charlie’s empty seat at the front of the class.

‘It’s the power of persuasion.’ The class looked confused.

‘The power of persuasion? You mean like that supervillain has … what’s his name again …’ said a rather thoughtful-looking boy at the front of the class.

‘Mind Bender,’ said Charlie confidently. ‘Exactly. It’s the BEST power. Just imagine the thing you want most in the world …’

‘To be rich!’

‘A pony!’

‘For the school bell to ring,’ said Dylan under his breath. Cara chuckled and high-fived him.

‘To regain control of my class,’ said Mrs McGettigan, scratching her head.

‘A ham and pickle sandwich!’ The class turned to look at the boy who had shouted. ‘What? I’m hungry …’ he said weakly.

‘Good, good. Those are all excellent answers,’ Mrs McGettigan said. ‘Well, apart from the ham and pickle sandwich – seriously, dream bigger, Doug. Now can we all do some work?’

Charlie ignored her and continued. ‘Think of it this way, you are only one conversation away from getting those things. All you need to do is use the right words, at the right time, to convince the person who already owns that thing, and they could give you whatever you want. Thousands of pounds. Even a pony.’

‘Or a sandwich,’ said Doug.

‘Fine, or a sandwich … And if you had the power of persuasion …’

‘They would have to give it to you!’ Mrs McGettigan began to clap. The rest of the class followed. Except Dylan, who wasn’t exactly happy with his classmates for celebrating the powers of a supervillain. Ron Strongman would be outraged if he knew Dylan wasn’t trying to convince his class to turn against a supervillain.

‘Mind Bender is a supervillain, and his powers are NOT cool,’ he said stubbornly.

Charlie Logan left his spot at the front of the class and approached Dylan’s desk. He cut an imposing figure, having clearly had a growth spurt before all the other kids. He towered over Dylan, placing his huge fists on his desk, before lowering his head so that their eyes were just a few centimetres apart.

‘I strongly suggest you reconsider what you just said and agree with me,’ said Charlie, getting out some jelly babies and eating them while keeping his eyes firmly on Dylan.

‘On second thoughts, I agree: persuasion is the best power, and it doesn’t matter that the power belongs to a supervillain who has been causing chaos across London for months.’

‘See! I persuaded him to agree with me!’ Charlie spun on his heels and smiled to the rest of the class. ‘Maybe I have the power!’ he said.

‘I’m pretty sure that was a threat,’ said Pauline.

‘Yeah, that doesn’t count as a superpower,’ added Paul.

‘I don’t know, sounded pretty persuasive to me,’ said Crazy Red-Eye Paul.

‘You don’t have any powers, Charlie Logan, you’re just a bully,’ said Cara defiantly, standing up for Dylan. Charlie didn’t refute her claim. He simply smiled and walked back to the front of the class.

Dylan hung his head in shame, disappointed to have given in so easily. A good superhero would have stood behind their words and faced the consequences, he thought, but he had buckled at the mere sight of Charlie Logan menacingly munching on a packet of jelly babies.

Cara sat down and looked at Dylan, but he wouldn’t meet her eye. He was too embarrassed. She leaned over. ‘I don’t like bullies and he had no right to speak to you like that. You’re …’ She trailed off. ‘At least in MY opinion … you’re a pretty super guy, Dylan. You just need to believe in yourself.’

Dylan forced a smile, but felt utterly embarrassed. He wasn’t entirely sure why the girl one desk over was suddenly being so nice to him, but he appreciated it.

Charlie returned to his seat and touched Mrs McGettigan on the shoulder. ‘You can take it from here.’ Their teacher looked a little flustered, as if she wasn’t prepared to retake the reins so soon, and muttered to herself as she made her way to the front of the class.

As Cara reached out to put a reassuring hand on Dylan’s shoulder, he raised a hand to his ear, pushing Cara away. It was Ron Strongman calling over his earpiece, his loud voice booming into his ear.

OEBPS/images/px.jpg
DYLAN SPENCER
IGUANA BOY

TALKING TO IGUANAS
yrs/4ft 3ins
CAPE! y

| 16uaNAs

TRIPLE CHEESE

| SUPERHERO COLLECTIVE
> CHRIS
VENTRILOCHRIS

VOICE THROWING
10yrs/3ft 2ins  ff
SNAZZY JUMPSUIT ::
WHISPERING N
TO PEOPLE 20 METRES AWAY N\






OEBPS/images/pxi.jpg
SUPERHERO COLLECTIVE
IFFI & FIFI
TELEPATHY TWINS

TELEPATHY (WITH EACH OTHER)
12yrs/5ft
N/A

THINKING OUT LOUD

SUZANNE
TERRIFYING SUZANNE {

BEING TERRIFYING
7yrs/3ft Sins
N/A

SHOUTING N





OEBPS/images/co1.jpg
SURERHERO






OEBPS/images/p3.jpg





OEBPS/images/p2.jpg





OEBPS/images/p5.jpg
I'M IN BIG
TROUBLE!






OEBPS/images/p4.jpg
ANCIENT EGYPT & ﬂ‘






OEBPS/images/p13.jpg





OEBPS/images/p6.jpg





OEBPS/images/p16.jpg






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
ONE BOY. ONE DISAPPOINTING SUPERPOWER.






OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
AND THE

%%\y‘\?mss“

JAMES BISHOP _
__ RININ PARERH |

71 ,





OEBPS/images/pviii.jpg





OEBPS/images/pix.jpg





