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The city of Megalopolis is UNDER ATTACKUNDER ATTACK!



Can nothing stop 


this mechanical 


menace?


CHAPTER ONE
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Wait! What’s in the sky?


ULTRA BOY!ULTRA BOY!



Da-Da-Da-Da-Da-Da-



DAAAAAH!


A crashing comet!


A speeding satsuma!


No! It's . . .
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DAAAAAH!
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The relieved citizens of Megalopolis 


clap and cheer like a bunch of ecstatic seals. 


But little do they know that their 


DASHINGDASHING



and MYSTERIOUSMYSTERIOUS superhero saviour is actually 



a twelve-year-old boy! (Me!)


To the casual eye, I look like your typical, 


ordinary schoolboy, but take a closer look and 


you’ll discover a spectacular origin story!


We're SAVED!


ROBO-ZILLA! Prepare 


to be SCRAPPED!
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A thrilling 


escape from 


a dangerous 


foreign land . . .


A discovery of a 


special gift . . .


. . . and a 


promise to 


use it to help 


others as a . . .



. . . to fi nd safety 


in a new home.
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You see, being a superhero is more than 


POW! ZAP! BOOM! POW! ZAP! BOOM! 



It’s all about doing good deeds.


Like, helping 


people get home.


Making sure that everyone 


uses the correct bins.


Being on hand 


to take a group photo.


And landing a 


devastating blow 


on a rampaging 


robotic kaiju.
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SWEET!SWEET!



I strike a heroic pose for the 


camera phones fl ashing below.


Bad idea.


I’m mid-showboat when 


THWAAACKTHWAAACK! With 



one whip of its metallic tail, Robo-Zilla sends me 


fl ailing across the sky and 


CRASHINGCRASHING into the 



side of a skyscraper then into the ground. Ouch.


Lucky for me, my bionic suit is shock 


absorbent and still fully 


operational.


Unlucky for Robo-Zilla, 


so are my phaser lasers.


My cape fl aps wildly as I 


WHOOOOSHWHOOOOSH towards my 



target. 


Just as Robo-Zilla is 


about to turn a bunch 


of jittering joggers into 


pavement pizza, I let rip.


Now, it's my turn!
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Nothing!


Not even my phaser 


lasers set on ‘


MAXIMUM MAXIMUM 



BLASTBLAST’ could singe its shiny 



steel armour. Before my 


disappointment can sink in, 


metal tentacles shoot out of Robo-


Zilla, speeding towards me!


I’ve barely rocketed out of the way when – 


CLANKCLANK! – Robo-Zilla’s claws clamp my body in 



its vice-like grip. 


As I struggle to break fr ee, my bionic suit’s 


energy bar goes fr om fi ve to one on my smart 


goggles screen. If I don’t do something soon, 


I’m toast!
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Then I see him.


A silhouette 


INSIDEINSIDE the left  eye 



of Robo-Zilla. It’s 


DOCTOR FRENZYDOCTOR FRENZY! The 



mad inventor who created 


this mechanical menace!


Out of the blue, my 


imagination cooks up an 


EPICEPIC escape plan out of my 



STICKYSTICKY situation.



Praying my remaining energy doesn’t run out, 


I electrify my bionic suit and give Robo-Zilla a 


SHOCKSHOCK. Its grip loosens and I ROCKETROCKET out of its 



claws . . .


GO, ULTRA BOY!
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. . . and straight into its MOUTHMOUTH!



Inside Robo-Zilla’s maw of razor-sharp steel 


fangs, I take a power drill out of my utility belt 


and unscrew a big metal panel in the roof of 


Robo-Zilla’s mouth, then 


CLIMBCLIMB



into the DARK  SPACEDARK  SPACE above.



Doctor Frenzy 


SHRIEKSSHRIEKS when I pop 



up into his control 


room inside Robo-


Zilla’s head. 


Panicked, he straps 


on a seat belt and 


OH NO! ULTRA BOY!
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pulls a lever on his control panel. Robo-Zilla 


immediately moves its head back, and Doctor 


Frenzy lets out a cackle of evil laughter, thinking 


I’ve been 


FLUNGFLUNG back down into the hole I 



popped out of. But, to his 


HORRORHORROR, I am 



wearing my magnetic boots. He gasps with fear 


as I 


CLONKCLONK across the cockpit towards him.



Time to 


go-go, Robo!
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‘Now you’ve done it!’ cries Doctor Frenzy.


Just as he says that, things go totally bananas!


I hold on for dear life as Robo-Zilla starts 


JERKINGJERKING me around like we’re at the world’s 



weirdest rave, 


TWISTINGTWISTING and STRETCHINGSTRETCHING



like a giant piece of playdough, and fl ashing all 


sorts of crazy colours, until – 


KABOOMKABOOM! – it 



explodes into a shower of pixels! 


‘


UH-OH!UH-OH!’ is all I get out before I take an 



express trip down gravity lane! 


I open my mouth to scream, but before the 


sound leaves my mouth – 


POOFPOOF!



The screaming crowd? Gone. Doctor Frenzy? 


Gone. One second, I was falling through the sky 


of a wrecked city, then, in a blink, I was back in 


my bedroom, gamepad in hand, staring at my 


TV screen as it fi zzled into darkness.


‘


BALAAYO!BALAAYO!’ boomed a voice across the room 



like thunder.


I spun around and guess who was standing 


there, arms folded, looking angrier than I’ve 


ever seen her? My 


MUMMUM! 



And in her hand? The power cord to my 
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games console, yanked fr om its socket.


She unplugged me. Mid-game.


But this was no time to whine – one look at 


Mum’s face told me that this was 


GAME OVERGAME OVER.
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It wasn’t long until I fi gured out the bee in 


Mum’s bonnet:


You see, ever since my baby brother moved 


into INVADEDINVADED my room and nuked the 



atmosphere with his nostril-torturing 


BUTT BUTT 



STENCHSTENCH, my nose has been on strike.



CHAPTER TWO
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Much to the 


suff ering of my 


whole family.


‘


Nose Nose 



blindness?!blindness?!’ 



yelled Mum, covering her 


nose with the end of her 


shawl. ‘More like chore 


blindness! You’d rather play 


your blasted video games 


than do your duties.’


‘I didn’t smell it, honest, 


Mum!’ I whined. ‘I’ll do better 


next time. I promise.’


‘No promise!’ barked Mum. ‘I tell you to do 


something, you do it! Insolent boy!’


Then, right on cue, my three sisters peeked 


their 


SMIRKINGSMIRKING heads through the door, and 



handed Mum a fr esh nappy.


They say to keep your fr  iends close and your 


enemies closer, but my arch-nemeses live under 


the 


SAMESAME roof as me, which is way too close.



Their names are:
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Mildly irritating individually, but together they 


form an abomination of aggravation called . . .


Hey!


Salutations!


Sup


BOO-HOO! Mummy 


pulled the plug on 


your dumb video game.


The only game 


you're good at 


is playing the 


fool!


PUH-LEASE! 


You're no gamer. 


Didn't you tell 


Dad to take the 


computer to the 


hospital because it 


had a virus?


SISTER BEAST!


THE


YASMIN


SAMIRA


HALIMA
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‘Take care of Abdi,’ said Mum. ‘Your sisters 


and I are going food shopping.’


My sisters all smiled smugly in unison. Then 


Mum did the unthinkable – she 


KIDNAPPEDKIDNAPPED my 



games console!


‘And 


NONO computer games!’ sneered Mum. ‘Be 



a big brother, or wallahi, I will send you back to 


Somalia!’


And she didn’t mean a fi ve-star trip to a rich 


and vibrant city like Hargeisa.


No. She meant 


BANISHINGBANISHING me to the middle 



of nowhere to live on a farm raising goats, 


wearing nothing but a macawis (Somali sarong) 
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and being a walking buff et for all 


sorts of ticks.


‘Change his nappy,’ snapped Mum, 


tossing the new nappy at my feet. 


‘And open a window. Djinn 


love unclean places.’


And with that, Mum 


swooped out of my room 


like Batman, her baati 


dress billowing behind her, with her three 


SNICKERINGSNICKERING sidekicks right on her tail.



GULP!    DJINN!?!GULP!  DJINN!?! The poopy stench was 



enough. Mum didn’t have to spook me out too!
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Don’t mind them. These angelic-looking 


fellas are my ‘Noble Recorders’. You see, I was a 


really naughty kid when I was little and my mum 


told me that according to Islam, everyone has 


two angels on their shoulders.


One lists down all the 


GOODGOOD things we do . . .



. . . and the other lists 


down all the 


BADBAD



things we do.


Nothing more 


motivating than the 


threat of evil 


spirits.


UGH! Call me when 


the smell goes.


Hiya!


That's me.
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And at the end of the world, they give their 


scrolls to Allah (aka God) and, depending 


on which list is the longest, you either get to 


eternally party up in Heaven, or live in a non-


stop cringe compilation down in Hell.


But last year at Quran 


school, I found out that 


your deeds don’t start getting 


recorded until you hit puberty 


(which I’m still 


WAITINGWAITING for) 



so, Mum must’ve only told me that to 


scare me into being good. 


And it worked because I can’t stop picturing this 


made-up version of them lurking around. So, I 


guess I’m stuck with these imaginary stalkers.


And guess where naughty 


boys go to, huh?


Just because we're not really 


your Angels, it doesn't mean 


we'll stop judging you.


It's too much fun.
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Well, I hope they’re having fun watching me 


change a nappy. I can’t believe that I have to 


endure this for another 


FOUR YEARSFOUR YEARS!



I wished I could 


ESCAPEESCAPE and spend the 



last week of summer hanging out with my 
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two besties, but Wing is still on holiday in 


Shanghai with his mums and JoJo is on a family 


backpacking trip at the Grand Canyon.


And me? Growing up in a house where 


money was always playing 


HIDE-AND-SEEKHIDE-AND-SEEK



(and mostly hiding), getting a shiny new games 


console was about as likely as fi nding a 


GOLDEN GOLDEN 



TICKETTICKET in a chocolate bar. The best we could 



manage was a garage sale relic that 


WHEEZEDWHEEZED



like a grandpa aft er taking a fl ight of stairs. So, 


if I wanted fun, I had to make it by turning 


sticks into swords, cardboard into castles, and 
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my bedroom into my super secret base: THE THE 



STRONGHOLD OF SERENITYSTRONGHOLD OF SERENITY.



Hey! Don’t 


LAUGHLAUGH, I’m serious.



Now, this looks 


like a totally boring, 


ordinary wardrobe, 


right?


For I am a 


SUPERHERO!
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WRONG!WRONG! It’s actually my GADGET VAULTGADGET VAULT



where I keep 


my costume 


and all my 


SPECTACULARSPECTACULAR



gizmos.


Now, 


normally you’d 


have to be a 


tech genius 


like Tony Stark 


or a billionaire like Bruce Wayne to have these 


MARVELLOUSMARVELLOUS gadgets.



But, lucky for me, I have a Cheat BoO  k. 



Last year while wandering through the 


dusty, forgotten corners of my school library, I 


stumbled upon a book so mysterious it seemed 


to hum with 


MAGICMAGIC. It was a guidebook stuff ed 



with every life hack and mischievous scheme 


that a kid could possibly dream.


With its help, I 


MADEMADE all my superhero gear 



out of everyday items that I found lying around 


the fl at. 
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A superbase does more than house your cool 


gear. Behold, my 


ALCOVEALCOVE of  ACCOLADESACCOLADES



where I store all the merits of my heroic deeds.
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I’ve helped a lot of people this summer, but 


today could be my 


greatest challenge yet: 


BABYSITTINGBABYSITTING. 



It’s not as easy 


as you’d think. 


When you’re 


looking aft er 


a baby, a 


totally 


SAFESAFE



living 


room . . .


. . . is 


suddenly one 


of the 


MOST MOST 



DANGEROUS DANGEROUS 



PLACES ON PLACES ON 



EARTHEARTH!
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UH-OH!UH-OH! Our bin looked    



like it had had its fi ll of dirty nappies! I needed 


to empty it down our 


TRASHTRASH chute but Mum 



took the door key.


ROOM, 


DE-DANGERED!


YUCK!


Does this baby ever 


STOP pooing?




26


















27


Hmmm.


I'VE GOT IT!
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I decided to 


duct-tape Abdi 


to his rocking 


chair, prop the 


fr ont door open 


with a chair, 


then 


THROWTHROW the 



binbag down the 


trash chute and 


RUSHRUSH back . . .



‘HEHEHEHEHE!’


SLAM!SLAM! ABDI! He must’ve rocked his way 



to the fr ont door and knocked over the chair 


propping it open! The 


FIENDFIEND! I should’ve 



taped him to the wall!


What do I do?


The easy solution was to talk to the Jawaris 


down at number eight, but then Mum would 


know what happened and I’d never be trusted 


with anything ever again. My sisters 


would 


LOVELOVE that.



Well, genius, what's Plan B?!
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No. I had to fi x this myself.


‘CALLING: CHEAT BOo  K. COME IN, 



CHEAT BOo  K.’



The Cheat BOo  k heard my desperate plea over 



my bedroom intercom and sent me a solution 


in seconds.


I vote we just start a new 


life in the bushes outside.
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It was a fl awless plan. Genius.


Well . . . except one, small, teensy-weensy 


thing. It wasn’t Kamal-proof.


Just as I was locked, loaded and ready to 


LAUNCHLAUNCH myself high up in my tree catapult, I 



spotted Mum and my sisters heading home. Cue 


full-body panic!


I was about to 


ABORT MISSIONABORT MISSION, but the 



branch 


SLIPPEDSLIPPED out of my nervous, sweaty 



palms and the next thing I knew, I was 


ROCKETINGROCKETING across the sky like a screaming, 



fl ailing human cannonball and 


CRASHEDCRASHED



through the kitchen window. 


When the dust cleared, I was buried in 


rubble, with a saucepan for a hat.
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The kitchen? Total DISASTERDISASTER.



So, like any hero, I strapped on my robotic 


tentacles and got to work.


Many hands make light work, and just as I 


slapped the last piece of wreckage into place, I 


heard a key scrape in the fr ont door lock.


PHEW!PHEW!



Oh . . . WAITWAIT. WHERE’S ABDIWHERE’S ABDI?!



I whipped around – and there he was, taped 


to his rocking chair and see-sawing down the 


hall like an 


ESCAPED HOSTAGEESCAPED HOSTAGE . . . heading 



STRAIGHTSTRAIGHT for the door!



This was 


NOTNOT part of the plan.



Panicked, I clicked my heels, and – 


BOOMBOOM! 
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– wheels popped out of my superboots, and I 


skated off  aft er Abdi. 


In one 


EPICEPIC, slow-motion-worthy move, 



I scooped him up, and we sped towards the 


living room.


A minute later, my sisters burst in, 


GIGGLINGGIGGLING



with excitement, ready to see their most fi endish 


fantasy come true. But, instead of chaos and 
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