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  This is a work of fiction. These stories, characters, places and events are all completely made-up, imaginary and absolutely not true.
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  To Bluebell. Little girl, big imagination.
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  Ugenia woke up one sparkly Tuesday morning. The sun was ready for action and it was the holidays. No school – cool!




  But there was something that was weird about Ugenia this morning. There was no enthusiastic leap out of bed, no mission-impossible plans to make and definitely no toothpaste-advert smile in the

  mirror. Instead she slumped to the floor, practically rolled to the bathroom and stared at her face in the mirror. It stared back at her saying, ‘I’M BORED . . .’
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  Ugenia went downstairs and wandered through the house, picking up books she’d already read, flicking channels on the TV and staring into the fridge. ‘Boring!’ she sighed.

  ‘My life is boring, boring, borrrrrrrrring – nothing exciting ever happens here.’




  ‘Why don’t you come shopping with me?’ said her mum, Pandora Lavender, who had just got back from her work as a presenter on Breakfast TV.




  ‘Shopping’s boring,’ said Ugenia glumly.




  ‘I’m going to inspect some dinosaur poo – you can come with me!’ said her dad, Professor Lavender, who was a specialist in pretty much everything and worked at the

  Dinosaur Museum in town.




  ‘Boring,’ said Ugenia. ‘I guess I’ll just see what Rudy’s up to. Maybe he’s doing something exciting.’




  Ugenia hopped on her red bike and cycled over to Rudy’s house. Rudy lived two streets away on Leavesden Road where all the houses were stuffed together like cheese-and-pickle sandwiches.

  Rudy lived right on the corner above his dad’s shop, Patels’ Food Store, except it didn’t only sell food, it sold newspapers, Sellotape and weird things like pliers.




  But the most distinct thing about Rudy’s home was the fantastic smell of his mum’s cooking. She often had a large pot of curry on the stove, which always smelt delicious.




  Ugenia liked Rudy’s mum, Rifat Patel, a lot, as she always gave Ugenia interesting food – like lamb curry with coconut naan bread – whenever she came over, even if it

  wasn’t lunchtime.




  ‘Hello, Ugenia,’ said Rifat now. ‘Rudy is upstairs watching a movie. Why don’t you take up these onion bhajis for a snack? I’ve just made them.’




  ‘Cool, thanks,’ said Ugenia. Now these don’t look boring! she thought.




  Rudy was in his room, staring transfixed at the TV.




  ‘Rudy, you’re so lucky,’ Ugenia sighed. ‘Your family’s really fantastic and interesting. I’m so bored with everything in my life – nothing ever happens

  and there’s never anything to do.’
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  ‘Watch this,’ replied Rudy, not taking his eyes off the TV. ‘It’s a Hunk Roberts movie called Gorillas in the Mud.’




  Ugenia stared at the screen at her favourite action hero, Hunk Roberts, as he danced with large gorillas in a jungle.




  ‘Wow,’ gasped Ugenia, ‘that looks far more exciting than living in Cromer Road.’




  Rudy’s mum came in then, bringing Ugenia and Rudy a large glass of tarberry juice each. She sat down with them and began to comb her long hair that had never been cut.




  ‘Ugenia, Rudy’s father and I were discussing how nice it would be if you could come on holiday to India with the three of us,’ she said. ‘We’re going next

  week.’




  ‘INCREDIBLE!’ screamed Ugenia in excitement. ‘I would love to!’




  ‘Well, India’s beautiful – there are golden beaches and amazing people, but you must ask your parents first, obviously,’ said Rifat.




  Ugenia leaped up, gabbling that she had to get home immediately. She tore down the stairs, flung open the front door and jumped on her bike, pedalling as fast as she could back home to 13 Cromer

  Road.
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  ‘Mum! Dad!’ she yelled as she ran into the house. ‘I’ve been asked to go on holiday with the Patels to India! Can I go? It’s going to be amazing!’ And Ugenia

  hopped up and down like an electric kangaroo on super-charged batteries.




  ‘Er, I’m sorry, Ugenia, but no, you can’t go,’ said her mum.




  ‘It’s just not possible,’ said her dad.




  ‘INJUSTICE!’ screamed Ugenia. ‘That’s so unfair – you never let me do anything!’




  ‘It’s just that we have our own family holiday planned,’ said Professor Lavender gently. ‘It was going to be a big surprise.’




  ‘Really?’ frowned Ugenia. ‘Where?’




  ‘Lamorca – it’s a Spanish island,’ said Pandora, smiling.




  ‘I don’t wanna go to Spain – that’s boring!’ said Ugenia, scowling. How could anywhere possibly be as exciting as India?




  ‘Actually, Lamorca has a lot of history,’ said Professor Lavender. ‘There are all sorts of prehistoric myths and legends about the island. It’s apparently the place where

  the first Gorillasaurus rex lived, over two million years ago. The Gorillasaurus was bigger than a house, bigger than a T. rex. In fact, it was absolutely GINORMOUS.’




  Boring, thought Ugenia gloomily. Seen it, done it and bought the T-shirt.




  ‘Ugenia, you should try to enjoy the fact that next week you’re going on a holiday with your own family,’ said Pandora firmly. ‘We’ve been promised a great

  package – a three-star hotel, entertainment and meals included.’




  ‘It will be great fun! There’ll be your mum, Granny Betty, your Uncle Harry and me!’ said her dad, smiling enthusiastically.




  Boring, thought Ugenia again. ‘Nothing exciting ever happens in my life – it’s all BORING!’ she huffed, stomping upstairs and slamming her bedroom door, which made the

  house tremble.
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  The following week the Lavender family was packed and ready to go. They whizzed off to the airport in a big taxi and boarded the Squeezy Jet plane. It was all a bit of a

  scramble as everyone squashed into their seats and the packed aircraft took off into the sky towards sunny Spain. Uncle Harry sat with Professor Lavender, Granny Betty sat with Pandora, and Ugenia

  sat next to a very, very stinky fat lady who was sweating a lot and took up half Ugenia’s seat as well as her own.




  ‘I’m afraid there’s no room in the overhead compartment for this,’ said a rather flustered and snooty fight attendant as she handed back Ugenia’s luminous yellow

  rucksack as if it smelt.




  ‘But I have no space myself!’ said Ugenia with her knees squashed up to her chin.




  ‘This plane food is dreadful!’ said Uncle Harry, accidentally elbowing Professor Lavender in the head.
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  ‘There’s no room for my vanity case,’ sighed Pandora.




  ‘These mini rolls are yummy,’ said Granny Betty.
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  ‘Have you read the safety instructions?’ said Professor Lavender, peering in the rack in front of him.




  Boring, thought Ugenia.




  Ugenia was so bored she tried a few things to help pass the time – flicking peanuts over the seat at the passengers’ heads in front of her then pretending to be asleep when they

  turned around, blowing into the sick bag and then pretending to vomit, and finally trying to read the safety manual, which was by far the most boring . . .




  Finally, Ugenia decided the only thing for it was to take a trip to the loo and experiment with the handwipes and free cologne. After that she squeezed herself back into her seat next to the

  stinky fat lady, who was now fast asleep and drooling over Ugenia’s luminous yellow rucksack.
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