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Dylan Spencer sat on his bed, doing what he did best: DREAMING of becoming a superhero. He was royally fed up of waiting. Dylan had just turned nine, but he had dreamed of being a superhero ever since he could remember. As a child, you’re used to saying, ‘When I grow up I want to be …’ but, as all superheroes are in fact children, he didn’t want to have to wait until he was older. He wanted to be a superhero right NOW, just like his brother and sister were.

Unlike his brother and sister, Dylan was a nice kid who often put other people’s feelings ahead of his own. From a very early age he had felt a need to help others. The feeling had manifested in small ways: drying the dishes after his mum had done the washing-up, or helping his dad get rid of a wasp nest in their attic, by throwing his teddy bear at it. (Unsurprisingly, this hadn’t helped and his dad had got covered in stings, stubbed his toe on an old record player and tripped over, but Dylan’s intentions had been good.)

It was around the age of five that Dylan had learnt about the existence of superheroes.

‘Superheroes like to help. Much like you, Dylan,’ his mum had told him, when passing over a wet dish for him to dry.

‘They also protect us from bad people, like that horrible Veggie Boy,’ added Dylan’s dad, who was sitting at the table looking at the news on his phone. ‘But he’s behind bars now, thanks to Metallic Kid,’ he said, before explaining the legend of Metallic Kid …
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Metallic Kid was the very first superhero Dylan had heard about. After his dad had finished the story, Dylan knew what he wanted to do. He wanted to help people. He wanted to put bad, mean people behind bars.

He wanted to be a superhero.
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Dylan was the youngest of the three Spencer children – the only one without powers. His sister, Millie, was fourteen and his brother, Sam, had recently turned sixteen. Both of them were a big deal in the Superhero Collective, the organisation you joined if you could prove yourself as a worthy superhero. The superheroes were based at a super-cool building known as ‘Superhero HQ’, which floated high above the River Thames in London. It was where all of the superheroes came together to hang out and get assigned missions and stuff. Dylan had asked his brother and sister numerous times if they would take him to Superhero HQ one day, even just for a visit, but they had laughed in his face and walked away. At least they hadn’t farted in his face, that would have been worse.



Sam, aka Arctic Thunder, had the ability to control the weather, creating hurricanes with his fingertips, while Millie Monday roasted chickens in thirty seconds, with her laser eye superpower, only active on a Monday. Luckily, she could also fly (but also only on a Monday). They both had such awesome powers and Dylan was beside himself with jealousy because they were always off, saving the world …
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Dylan jumped off his bed and looked out of the window: sometimes he saw Sam, aka Arctic Thunder, flying around outside, leaving a trail of thunderclouds behind him. On Mondays, he would sometimes catch a glimpse of Millie, too. Dylan had to reluctantly admit that his brother, Arctic Thunder, truly was a great superhero. (Although it’s worth pointing out he did have a habit of embellishing his stories. For example, as Dylan had heard many times before, Arctic’s version of the stadium story somehow also contained fifty evil ninjas, the defusing of a nuclear bomb and overcoming a colony of mutant ants that fired acid from their antennae. All he had done, really, was change the weather …)

While Sam really enjoyed superhero work, their sister Millie sometimes found it frustrating, only ever able to use her powers on a Monday. Too often, as chance had it, all the really cool superhero work happened on other days …
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You would be surprised at the number of times Millie Monday bumped into a chef with a broken oven on a Monday. It happened A LOT.

So, yep, Dylan’s brother and sister had everything he ever wanted. AWESOME superpowers. It wasn’t really a surprise – they always seemed to have better stuff than Dylan, who had received hand-me-downs ever since he could remember. Nothing that he owned was new. Clothes, books – even his pet iguana had originally belonged to Sam, until he grew bored of it.



3 MONTHS AGO



‘Hey, little bro, catch!’ Sam said, and Dylan turned just in time to see an iguana hurtling through the air towards him. Dylan was a small kid, the smallest boy in his year, and having an iguana thrown at him very much knocked him off balance. He hit the grass with a thud, his scruffy hair softening the blow.
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Dylan was given no instructions from Sam, no idea as to how long he wanted Dylan to babysit his iguana for. That was three months ago and Sam hadn’t mentioned his pet iguana since.

 

(BACK TO THE PRESENT…)

‘I wish I could save the world, Tumbler,’ Dylan said, as he held the iguana up to his nose. ‘Even just once, like Sam gets to do every single day.’ (He had called the iguana Tumbler after the way it had flown through the air that day.) He’d asked what Sam had called him, but just got a fart as a response. The worst kind – a smelly, fuzzy wuzzler.

‘My brother and sister both have such awesome powers. Hopefully, one day, I will, too. Sam is always so horrible. I would make a much better hero than him. Maybe my powers will come soon. What do you think, Tumbler?’

The iguana looked back at him blankly.

‘No,’ Dylan continued. ‘I don’t hold out much hope, either,’ he said, picking up his favourite comic and placing Tumbler underneath his bed just in time, as a giant raincloud rapidly formed inside his bedroom and started to break – raining cats and dogs everywhere (actually, as this is a story about superheroes, this isn’t the best phrase to use, as there are superheroes who do, in fact, have the ability to make cats and dogs fall from the sky – it’s actually where the phrase comes from – but, to avoid confusion, it wasn’t literally raining cats and dogs; it was just raining, well, boring old rain …)

Anyway, his brother, Sam, aka Arctic Thunder, had a habit of doing this. He would send a raincloud into Dylan’s room, and then put a mini hurricane next to the door so that Dylan couldn’t get out. When Dylan was good and soaked, his sister Millie would enter and dry him off using her laser vision, so that their parents wouldn’t find out. This happened every single Monday.

‘Please can I come out now?’ asked Dylan, who had given up trying to read his comic, as it rapidly fell apart in his hands.

‘Not until you say it,’ said Millie, sniggering outside his bedroom door.

‘But I’ve already said it a hundred times.’

‘Then say it a hundred and one times,’ added Sam, also sniggering.

‘Do you really have nothing better to do than lock me in my room? If I was a superhero, I would be out in the world, helping people!’

‘But you’re not a superhero, and you never will be,’ said Millie, snidely.

‘Yeah, you don’t have a power and, even if you did, they would never invite you in to the Superhero Collective. They have certain standards and you simply don’t meet them,’ added Sam.

Dylan paused. Then he reluctantly said what his brother and sister wanted to hear (for what was actually the three hundredth time).

‘My name is Dylan Spencer, I am nine years old, and I just wet the bed.’ Despite the noise of the erupting hurricane and the pattering sound of falling rain (not cats and dogs falling, these noises are different: dogs make a terrible whining sound as they fall, while cats remain quiet, confident of landing on their feet), Dylan could hear his brother and sister rolling around on the floor, laughing. He wasn’t sure why they still found it so funny, having heard it over a hundred (three hundred) times. Eventually, the door opened. Millie dried Dylan and his room off with her laser eyes, leaving only one small wet patch in the centre of his mattress.
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‘It’s very big of you to admit it, Dylan, but you really should have stopped wetting the bed by now,’ said Sam.

Millie patted him on the back and laughed.

Then Sam’s phone rang (playing ‘Barbie Girl’ by Aqua. He would hum along every time it went off and sing ‘come on, Arcti, let’s go party…’)

Sam put his finger to his ear. This was how Superhero HQ communicated with the superheroes – with SUPER-COOL ear pieces:

‘Absolutely, sir, I will be there right away. I’ll let Millie know, too.’ Sam touched his ear once more and turned to face his sister. ‘That was Ron Strongman. We have to go – a rhino has escaped from Bristol Zoo and is running around causing mayhem.’

‘Sounds pretty terrible,’ replied Millie, coolly. She turned to her younger brother. ‘I’ll tell you what, Dylan. We’ll head off and save the WORLD, and you can stay here and save your mattress – by changing the sheets.’

He could hear their laughter all the way down the stairs.

In that moment he was certain that one day, he would develop a power. And when he did, he would be better, stronger, and fiercer than both of them put together!

 

After he was sure that Sam and Millie had left the house to save the world from a rhino, Dylan headed outside to the garden to play with his cars (which had, of course, originally belonged to Sam). There were five in total: three only had two wheels; one was covered in paint; while the other was severely burnt (it had probably happened on a Monday).

He placed Tumbler in the sandpit nearby and set the cars up, ready to launch them off a small wooden ramp, made from the broken shed at the end of the garden. Dylan hadn’t noticed that the ramp was facing in the direction of the sandpit, as he was too busy polishing his favourite cars, the Hyundai and the Hummer.

‘Please welcome, for your entertainment, the amazing stunt-car driver, Dylan Spencer!’ He grabbed hold of the burnt-out Hyundai car and pushed it towards the ramp. He let go and the car flew off the edge – straight onto the head of Tumbler.
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Dylan froze.

‘Hello?’ he said
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‘Dude, that really hurt! Why did you throw a car at me?’

Dylan walked over to the pit to find Tumbler staring up at him, the car balanced on his head.

Dylan removed it carefully.

‘Cheers. Don’t think a car-hat really suited me. I’m more of a flat-cap kinda guy.’

‘You’re talking!’ Dylan exclaimed.

‘I’m always talking, kid. It’s you that’s finally listening.’

‘But you’re an iguana.’

‘I’m fully aware of that, thank you for clarifying. And now you can hear me, let me set one thing straight. My name is not Tumbler.’
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