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  My fingers were stiff, the muscles in my arms ached with tiredness, but I had to go on. I’d been holding up the HUGE, [image: ] book,

  [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] by Professor Wilberforce J. Pilkington, for over an hour. I couldn’t put it down – it was too exciting! My heart battered against my ribs. How was it going to end? [image: ]




  I turned to the last page of my new comic, [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] which I’d sneakily hidden inside the book when nobody was looking.




  Agent Q was in terrible danger. The Zygon leader, General Durg, had captured Q and strapped him into a machine that was sucking all the thoughts out of

  his brain, including vital secrets about the Earth’s defence shield.
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  I closed my comic and sighed. Why can’t I save the Earth from alien lizard-men and then go for a strawberry milkshake? Why can’t I be cool? Why can’t I

  be BRILLIANT?




  The only BRILLIANT thing about me is my family:




  My mum, Charlotte Pomeroy Templeton Tibbs, is a BRILLIANT brain surgeon. She saves people’s lives.
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  My dad, Granville Fitzwilliam Templeton Tibbs, is a BRILLIANT architect. He designs award-winning buildings. [image: ]




  My big twin sisters, Emma Letitia Templeton Tibbs, and Gemma Darcy Templeton Tibbs, are BRILLIANT dancers. They go to a top ballet school. [image: ]




  And my little brother, Algernon Montgomery Templeton Tibbs, is BRILLIANT maths. He’s only eight years old, but he already goes to university,

  and he’s the National Chess Champion. [image: ]




  Last (and least) there’s me,
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  I’m BRILLIANT at . . .




  

    

      • sitting in my bedroom reading Agent Q comics, and . . .




      • sitting at the back of a theatre while my sisters dance around in their tutus, and . . .




      • sitting in the car while Algy is taken to a chess tournament.


    


  




  Just then, I was being fantastically BRILLIANT at sitting in one corner of a big dusty room while my little brother played chess against ten

  people at the same time. All the players were thinking hard about their next moves. It was as quiet as the underground bunker in [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ], when Agent Q knocks out the enemy agents with sleeping gas from a capsule in his shoe.




  Now I’d finished my comic, I was bored, bored, bored, bored, bored!




  I looked around the room, and began to wonder . . .




  WHAT IF . . . Algy’s opponents were all alien swamp beasts in disguise, ready to take over the world he lost just one game?
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  WHAT IF . . . Algy’s chair was booby-trapped with a lethal alien STINK BOMB, set to go off if it looked as he’d beat them all? [image: ]




  WHAT IF . . . I was the only person who knew?
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  Dad crept over, interrupting me just as I was about to go into action. I slammed the big, BORING book closed so he wouldn’t see the comic inside.

  The sound boomed and echoed in the huge room, and about forty people all went, ‘Shhhhhhhhhh!’ at the same time (which is probably what a

  lethal alien STINK BOMB going off would sound like).




  ‘Are you enjoying Professor Pilkington’s book?’ he whispered.




  I can’t put it down,’ I whispered back.




  Dad beamed with pleasure. ‘Algy’s winning every match,’ he said.




  ‘Good,’ I replied. “The fate of the world depends on it.’




  Dad frowned. ‘What?’




  ‘Er . . . never mind. Can I have a Snik-Snak chocolate bar from the machine?’




  ‘Look!’ said Dad. ‘Two more of his opponents have given up! Algy’s already won FOUR games! He’s amazing!’ Dad thrust some coins into my hand

  for the Snik-Snak, and tiptoed away to watch my BRILLIANT little brother.




  I sighed, and placed the book on the seat next to me. Making me read [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] was just Mum and Dad’s latest desperate attempt

  to find out what I’m actually good at. So far, I’ve had: [image: ]




   




  

    

      

        • golf lessons (I kept missing the ball)




        • tennis lessons (I kept hitting the net)




        • horse-riding lessons (I kept falling off – I even fell off a Shetland pony)




        • drawing lessons (I couldn’t draw a wiggly line)




        • piano lessons (I couldn’t even play ‘Chopsticks’) and




        • singing lessons (I sounded like a donkey with bellyache).


      


    


  




   




  I’ve been forced to read books about atomic physics, economics and computer programming, when all I really want to do is read comics.




  I think reading Agent Q comics is interesting, but no one else does. And when Monday mornings at school come round, that’s Very

  Bad News, because Monday mornings at school are SHOW AND TELL time (or, as I call it, [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] time).
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  It was Monday morning, and Miss Wilkins began to go through the register. She called out Bobby Bragg’s name, and he stood up in front of the class. Here

  we go, I thought as my heart started to sink.




  ‘What did you do at the weekend, Bobby?’




  ‘I got my black belt in karate.’




  ‘How wonderful!’




  Bobby then swivelled and jumped in the air, kicking, punching and chopping, making loud, ‘Aiyah!’, ‘Ho!’ and ‘Ha!’ noises as he

  demolished an army of invisible attackers.
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  Next, Miss Wilkins called up Hattie Hurley. I knew this would be good.




  ‘What did you do at the weekend, Hattie?’




  ‘I trounced the opposition at the Regional Spelling Bee Championships.’




  ‘How thrilling!’ said Miss Wilkins.




  My best friend, Peaches Mazimba, pulled a dictionary out of her bag and looked up the word ‘trounced’.




  ‘It means she won easily,’ she whispered to me.




  Then Hattie showed us how she did it. Miss Wilkins asked her to spell ‘claustrophobic’ and she got it right! (/ had to look it up to write it down just now).




  As Melody Nightingale walked to the front of the class, my shoulders were drooping so much they nearly touched my knees.




  ‘And what did you do at the weekend, Melody?’




  ‘On Saturday, I sang the national anthem at the big football match.’




  ‘How fantastic!’




  Melody then showed us all her amazing singing voice, warbling beautifully through the whole anthem once again, but this time without a massive marching band backing her, obviously.




  Nearly everyone had done something interesting over the weekend. Even Peaches had taken part in the Mayor’s Parade, dressed up as a bedbug on the town council’s

  pest-extermination float. She showed us a photo. You couldn’t really see her properly because she was curled up underneath a duvet, and stuck behind a giant can of ‘[image: ] [image: ]’ bug killer, but I thought she looked awesome.




  When Miss Wilkins finally called out my name, I sighed and dragged myself to the front of the class.
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  I squeezed my eyes shut, desperately searching my brain for something good to tell. ‘We had pizza for dinner on Saturday.’




  An  [image: ]  of deafening laughter from the rest of the class smashed into me. Miss Wilkins smiled as though I was an abandoned puppy that had been left tied to a lamppost in the rain.
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