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CHAPTER ONE


Backyard Barbecue


My name is Peter Powers. You’ve probably never heard of me. Most people haven’t. But one day, I’m going to be the world’s greatest superhero—or maybe the lamest. My superpower is super crummy. All I can do is make ice cubes with my fingers. Not cool.


Though I did defeat a supervillain! That’s progress, right?


Even with the world’s silliest superpower, I could still be a superhero. I mean, not anytime soon, but one day. Sure, I need training and a code name and a costume and… Ugh. Definitely not anytime soon.


“Why the long face, son?” my dad said. My family was gathered in the backyard having a barbecue.


“I’m just bummed about my powers,” I said.


“Don’t be. When I was your age, all I could do was make my fingertips light up like birthday candles.”


“Really?” I asked. Maybe there was hope for me.


“Yup. Now look at me!” My dad tossed some hot dogs on the grill, then held his hand over them. His hand made a big burst of flame, and in two seconds, the hot dogs were scorched! My dad loves to cook. He’s also a full-fledged superhero who can control fire. It’s pretty great.
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“Those wieners need buns,” Mom said, floating down from the sky with a plate of fresh bread. She’s a superhero too, with the ability to fly. Super fast and super tough—I wish that was my power. “Fit like a glove,” she said, grabbing the well-done hot dogs with the buns.


“Gavin, put your duplicates away and come eat!” Mom called out. Gavin is my older brother. He’s definitely not a superhero, though he does have pretty rad powers. He can make exact duplicates of himself. Then there’re two or four or even six versions of my brother running around being annoying. He’s the worst.


“Hey, Felicia, can you put your phone down and join the family?” Dad asked. My younger sister, Felicia, rolled her eyes and acted like it was the end of the world. Since she couldn’t text on her phone, she picked up a solid-steel beam and began bending it back and forth like it was a sheet of paper. You guessed it: She’s super strong.


“OUCH!” Mom gasped. “I burned my finger on the grill.”


I grabbed a towel and ran over. My fingers conjured up four perfect ice cubes. “Here, Mom, put this on it.”


“Quick to the rescue,” my dad noted. “Just like a hero.”


I couldn’t help but smile.


“Thanks, Peter,” Mom said. “Hey, how did your class presentation go?”


And then my smile went away. It was such a simple question—with a not-so-simple answer. How could I tell my mom (a superhero!) that the presentation got totally messed up when Zack (the new kid—and BULLY—at school) totally destroyed my  report (on purpose!)? I didn’t want to admit that I was a big loser and an easy target for bullies.


“Greaaat!” I said, my voice cracking. I didn’t feel like telling the truth in front of Gavin and Felicia. They would totally make fun of me.


“IT’S WIENER TIME!” Grandpa said, rolling his wheelchair into the backyard. My baby brother, Ben, sat on his lap. Grandpa Dale used to be a superhero, but now he mostly watches TV at home. He’s a little crazy, but in the best possible way. For an old person, he’s actually really cool. He’s kind of my best friend. He did a 360 spin in his wheelchair, and Ben laughed.
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“Dad! Be careful with Ben,” Mom said, scooping up Ben and taking him into her arms. Ben has powers too, if you can believe it. He loves getting into trouble like any other baby, but he also can turn invisible, which makes him extra naughty. Grandpa likes getting into trouble and being naughty as well, though his powers are completely different. He has bird powers. He can sprout big wings and has super eyesight, or something like that.


“Time to stuff our gullets!” Grandpa cried out.


The entire Powers family sat down at the picnic table and ate. Family meals are the best. At least until Gavin or Felicia says, “I don’t have enough ice in my drink. Refill, Peter?” Instead of going to the fridge, they make me put more ice in their cups.


Yup. That’s what my powers are used for: I’m a walking ice cube tray.
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