



  [image: cover]




  





  [image: ]




  





  For my three girls:




   




  Rosie, Connie and Louise




   




  

    

      

        

          

            

              

                

                  

                    

                      (SH)


                    


                  


                


              


            


          


        


      


    


  




   




   




  For Mike . . . much xxoo




   




  

    

      

        

          

            

              

                

                  

                    

                      (BL)


                    


                  


                


              


            


          


        


      


    


  




  





  Contents




  I’M OLIVER




  CHAPTER 1 UNDERCOVER




  CHAPTER 2 PHOTO FAIL




  CHAPTER 3 WENGHI BENGHI




  CHAPTER 4 BITTEN BY THE BUG




  CHAPTER 5 THE DANGER ZONE




  CHAPTER 6 HORRIBOBOLOUS




  CHAPTER 7 A SPOT OF GARDENING




  CHAPTER 8 THE ZIMBESI GOBBLERS




  CHAPTER 9 BALLOON FAIL!




  CHAPTER 10 FUN AND GAMES




  CHAPTER 11 KIDS CAN’T DO




  CHAPTER 12 GRUESOMINGIN!




  





  I’M OLIVER




  Hi! I’m Oliver Ranulph Templeton Tibbs, mild-mannered comic-reader and EXTREME PIZZA-EATER. Also known as Oliver ‘Fibbs’, just because I tell

  people I’m DABMAN, the daring and brave, dashing and bold DEFENDER OF PLANET EARTH

  (D.O.P.E.).




  [image: ]




  Meet my Super And Special family:




  Mum, Charlotte Pomeroy Templeton Tibbs, is a life-saving brain surgeon.




  Dad, Granville Fitzwilliam Templeton Tibbs, is an award-winning architect.




  My big twin sisters, Emma Letitia and Gemma Darcy Templeton Tibbs, go to the National Ballet Academy: ballet, ballet, ballet – it’s all they talk about.




  Then there’s my little brother, Algy – Algernon Montgomery Templeton Tibbs. He’s a maths genius, chess champion and King of Sneakiness.




  [image: ]




  And how could I forget Constanza, our Italian nanny? She’s a bit dizzy, but she gets me.




  [image: ]




  At school, I’ve got my best friend Peaches Mazimba on my side. She’s the most sensible person ever, so I’ve recruited her to be a D.O.P.E.

  like me: she’s ‘Captain Common Sense’.




  [image: ]




  Unfortunately, I’ve got the Super And Special Gang against me:




  Bobby Bragg can break bricks in half with his bare hands. Aka ‘the Show-off’, he has the Power to BORE PEOPLE STIFF.




  [image: ]




  Hattie Hurley is a Spelling Bee Cheerleading Champion. Aka ‘the Spell Queen’, she has the Power of Big Words.




  Toby Hadron is a science whizz. Aka ‘the Boffin’, he has the Power of Inventing REALLY SCARRY STUFF.




  And finally there’s my teacher Miss Wilkins, Keeper of the [image: ] Points, and dispenser of detentions, especially when she thinks

  I’m telling FIBS – but as I keep telling her (and everyone else): they’re not FIBS, they’re stories!




  [image: ]
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  The soft, suffocating darkness pressed close around me. Something moved outside the door, shuffling and creeping in the night. I [image: ], not daring to breathe. If they found me hiding here, I was in BIG TROUBLE, but I was so close to discovering the SECRET. The end was in sight!




  I waited, silent and still, until everything was quiet again, then switched on my torch. Its white glow lit up the underside of my bed covers. More importantly, it lit up my new comic,

  [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ], lying open on the bed next to

  me.




  [image: ]




  [image: ] had discovered that the chief of the Kalamitti Kuku tribe was about to unleash Wiki, an [image: ] beast-god. [image: ] had been captured, and was tied to a sacrificial altar-stone, on the summit

  of an ancient temple deep in the [image: ] . . .




  [image: ]




  [image: ]




  I heard a [image: ] scream.




  ‘[image: ]’




  I gasped. Had I imagined it? Mum and Dad always said I got too involved in my comics, but I was sure that scream was real.




  As if to prove it, another screech shattered the quiet of our house once more.




  ‘[image: ]’




  I threw back the bed-covers and dashed out of my room, torch in hand. The sleepy, [image: ] face of my little brother, Algy, peered round his

  bedroom door.




  ‘What’s going on, Ollie?’ he whispered, his voice trembling.




  ‘I don’t know, Algy,’ I said. ‘Stay in your room.’




  I rushed along the SHADOWY corridor towards the bathroom at the end of the landing. The sound of my rasping breath and thumping heart filled my head.

  With one shaking hand, I reached for the door handle, holding the torch above my head, ready to strike.




  The bathroom door burst open and a tall, terrifying figure stood before me. Its dark face and long, outstretched arms glowed with luminous orange [image: ]. Its hair stuck out in a halo of long stiff spikes. The MONSTER staggered out of the bathroom, [image: ]

  hands grasping at me. I could feel the creature’s hot, foul breath on my face.




  [image: ]




  Yikes, I thought, it’s one of the radioactive zombies from [image: ] [image: ] [image: ].




  And, what’s more, it had breathed on me – I was [image: ]!




  The hall light snapped on. Mum ran towards us, closely followed by my twin sisters Emma and Gemma.




  It was then that I realized. The creature wasn’t a [image: ] zombie, it was . . .




  ‘Dad!’




  ‘What’s wrong with me?’ he cried, his red-raw eyes blazing at us.




  ‘Maybe it’s something you ate,’ suggested Algy.




  The words were out of my mouth before I could stop them. ‘WHAT IF . . . that fruit salad you had for supper had been poisoned by a race of

  [image: ], mutant fruit-men who wanted revenge on humans . . .’




  [image: ]




  [image: ]




  ‘But that’s only one theory,’ I said hurriedly. (My ‘WHAT IFS’ had a habit of getting me into TROUBLE, and I didn’t want to be GROUNDED again).




  ‘[image: ]!’ shouted Dad, fixing me with his furious laser-red eyes.




  We all stared at him in [image: ]. Dad never said anything silly.




  ‘Why did he say that?’ asked Emma.




  ‘I don’t know,’ replied Mum.




  ‘What does [image: ] mean?’ asked Gemma.




  ‘I don’t know,’ repeated Mum.




  ‘What’s wrong with him?’ wailed Algy.




  ‘I DON’T KNOW!’ shouted Mum.




  ‘But you’re a doctor,’ I pointed out.




  ‘I’m a brain doctor, not a [image: ] doctor,’ she answered, staring closely at Dad’s face.




  At that moment, Dad did an enormous ear-splitting sneeze.




  ‘I don’t like the look of this,’ said Mum. ‘We’d better get you to hospital.’




  As she rushed downstairs to get the car, Dad noticed Algy pointing a camera at him.




  ‘Algy!’ he growled. ‘Don’t you dare take a photo of me looking like this!’




  Then with another cry of ‘[image: ]!’ Dad dashed from the house, jumped into the car and he and Mum drove away into the night.




  Our Italian nanny Constanza wandered sleepily to the top of the stairs, late for all the action, as usual. She blinked at the light, and jumped when she saw us standing

  in the hallway.




  ‘Mamma mia!’ she exclaimed. ‘What you do here? You should be in beds.’




  I quickly told her what had happened.




  Constanza stared at me for a moment then burst out laughing.




  ‘Ha! You are pulling my foot,’ she cried.




  ‘He’s pulling your leg,’ corrected Algy.




  ‘Oliver! No FIBS!’ said Constanza, ignoring our protests and ushering us all back to our rooms.




  I sighed and climbed into bed. Alter all this excitement, there was no way I was going to get to sleep, so I snuggled back under my blankets and switched the torch on. I

  decided the only thing that would stop me worrying about Dad was to finish [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]. Now, where was I?




  The knife was plunging towards [image: ]’s heart. I turned the page . . .




  [image: ]




  ‘[image: ],’ I yawned, switching off my torch, and sliding the comic under my

  pillow. There’s nothing like a really great [image: ] story to make you forget about your dad turning into a [image: ] zombie in the middle of the night.




  





  




  

      



      [image: ]


    



  The next thing I knew, the morning sun was BEAMING through the gap between my curtains, carving a thin golden slice across the bedroom

  carpet, and Constanza was shouting my name.




  ‘Oliver! Wake up yourself!’ she called. ‘You have a late for school!’




  I leaped out of bed, threw on my school uniform and CLOMPED downstairs. I couldn’t wait to get to school and tell everyone last

  night’s zombie horror story. And for once I didn’t have to make anything up – it was all true!




  Algy and the twins sat around the kitchen table, quietly eating breakfast.




  ‘What’s the matter?’ I asked, plonking down on a chair next to my brother.




  ‘Your Papa, he is still at hospital,’ said Constanza. ‘They no know what makes bad with him.’




  ‘Oh . . .’ It hadn’t occurred to me that Dad’s [image: ] might be serious. ‘Is he going to be OK?’




  ‘Mum said it’s not very nice . . .’ replied Emma.




  ‘. . . but it’s not really nasty,’ continued Gemma.




  ‘Phew,’ I said.




  I pointed at my sisters, as an image flashed through my mind. ‘WHAT IF . . . you catch Dad’s horrible disease too?

  WHAT IF . . . your ears SWELL up and your noses DROP off and all the

  [image: ] join into one huge GLOWING blob? WHAT IF . . . it

  makes you take up tag-wrestling instead of ballet?’




  Algy laughed, and the twins pulled stupid faces at me.
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