

















all doing it now!” She pointed at me and said,
‘There’s still dried ketchup on your bedroom
wall for a start.” Which I thought was unfair

considering it was the twins that did it.

‘And Jack can clean his petri dish of
a room t00!” she shouted up at his bedroom

window.

The window opened and my big brother
Jack shouted down at me aggressively. ' YOU

owe me for this!’

He is fourteen and trying to grow a
moustache. He was probably mad at me because
he’d planned to go to town to impress some girl
with the three wispy chin hairs and monobrow

he has managed so far.

Dev shuffled out of the side gate and sang out,

‘See ya, wouldn’t want to be ya!

So much for being a loyal friend.

While Mam cleaned up EVII TWINS T had to
clean the living room. It seemed like a relatively
easy job until I saw the billion cat paw prints
on every single surface. My arm was aching by
the time I got to the cabinet. I am not cut out
for manual labour. I am only four foot six. The
cabinet is full of trophies and prizes. Oli, my little
brother, has the most. One for swimming, one
for football and one for hacky sack, whatever
that is. I noticed he didn’t have one for Biggest
Blabbermouth though. He is excellent at
that. Jack has two framed school certificates,

Mam has a boxing medal and Agung has a












Maybe Oli knew what I might be good at.
He was in our room too, cleaning. That’s right,
I have to SHARE a room with my seven-year-
old brother. Dad put a ‘divider curtain’ across
the middle. It hasn’t helped. It just means that
even though I am shielded from Oli’s ugly
mug, I can still hear him talking to Luke
Skywalker (his action figure, not the

actual greatest Jedi the galaxy has ever known).
‘What do you think I'm good at?’ I asked Oli.
‘Ruining my life,” he sulked.
‘Yeah, sorry about that,” [ said, not sorry at

all. ‘Will you clean my half of the room if I give
you a quid?’ I asked.
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‘NOYV

‘“Two quid and packet of pickled onion
Crocodile Crunchies?

\N\p\P\P\AAAAMMMM\\/\‘.‘-‘-‘-’

God, little brothers are such a
pain. [ didn’t want Mam going mad at
me again so I went downstairs and hid in
Agung’s room. Agung is Dad’s dad. He moved
over from Hong Kong (glam) a few years ago
and lives in the garage (not so glam). People

might think that is cruel but the garage
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Sunday

I was still in bed the next morning when Dev
came round to get me. He woke me up by
pulling off the duvet and shouting, ‘Get up,
you're late for school! 1 aimost had a
heart attack. Then I realised it was Dev being a

pillock . . . and it was Sunday.
‘Come on, let’s get chocolate!” he said. We

never made it to the shops yesterday so snacks

were overdue.
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‘Yeah, those too!” he replied.

The thought of dOUQhHUtS eventually got
me out of bed. Imust have burned the equivalent
of twenty-five just folding my pants yesterday:.
I got dressed and we headed off to the shop to

replenish the calories.

Afterwards we went back to Dev’s house
where he has his own bedroom and no
annoying little brother. He has a five-year-
old sister called Heena, but she has her own
bedroom and is only mildly irritating. He has
a mongrel called Graham too who is just as

nuts as Fuzzface. Unlike me, Dev has many
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talents. One of them is turning his eyelids
inside out, which is totally VOMIT INDUCING.
The others are singing and dancing. He has two
certificates hanging on his bedroom wall. One
for Grade One singing and the other for tap

dancing.

‘I wish I was talented,” I said, having a closer
look at his certificates. ‘I had to clean our trophy
cabinet yesterday. None of them were mine. I'm

the untalented one of the family.’

‘Don’t be daft,” said Dev. ‘Everyone has a

talent. I bet I can find out what yours is.’

Well good luck to him, HA! T thought it would
take him AGES but within seconds he had

a brainwave. He chucked a bag of marshmallows
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at me and said, ‘I know, let’s see how many

of these you can cram into your mouth at once!’

‘I know, why don’t you come back to me
when you’ve thought of something less idiotic?’

[ answered.

Dev tapped his phone and showed me the
screen. ‘Look, the world record is fifty-one
by a great-granny in Flemingsville, Kentucky,
USA. You could beat that easy with your
massive gobV ©

©
[ wasn’t sure if that was a compliment

or not.

Dev scrolled through his phone again, looking
puzzled.
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‘But it doesn’t say whether she had her teeth

]

UGH.

I wasn’t about to humiliate myself
by trying to beat some toothless nonagenarian
who lives in a place where they don’t have
anything better to do — plus what a waste
of marshmallows! 1 racked my brain and

remembered the plastic trophy that I'd found
under the bed.

‘I've got a better idea,’ I said.
Devdidn’tanswer. He was too busy squashing

a handful of marshmallows into his gob in an

attempt to break the world record himself.
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He brought the subject back to his drama
club, which he has mentioned a BILLION
times before. He has wanted me to join since
[ was five, even though he knows I can’t sing,
dance or act. I reminded him about the infant
school nativity when I played a shepherd. Mary
was handing me baby Jesus (a doll, I'll add at this
point), and as I stepped forward the tea towel on
my head slipped over my eyes and I 'U‘Wecc
over a hay bale. Jesus went V\,\“NG out of my
arms and landed on Miss Wimple’s (one of the
dinner ladies) lap on the front row. She was so
shocked she jumped YP and her bag of mint
humbugs launched into the air like a fountain
of hailstones. I went to retrieve Jesus but
s\\d on a humbug, fe“ off the stage and
knocked Miss Wimple flat on her backside.
The whole place erupted with laughter and she
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was utterly humiliated. She never did give me a

full serving of chips after that.
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Monday

Mam made pancakes for breakfast. I thought it
was a special occasion but I couldn’t think what

it was.

It wasn’t my parents’ anniversary, as Dad
normally buys Mam an expensive bunch of
flowers. Not because he is kind, generous and
thoughtful, but because his mate at work’s wife

is a florist and can do him a good deal.
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It was nobody’s birthday either. It couldn’t
have been Fuzzface’s or Hulk’s. Fuzzface
was a stray that turned up in our hallway two
years ago. Nobody ever claimed her. I am not
surprised, she is out of controll Hulk is the
ancient-looking school guinea pig that Oli is
currently looking after. Despite his name, Hulk
is not threatening in the least. He is the size of
bellybutton fluff and could probably blow away
in the wind. He used to live in a hutch in the

7R, classroom, but because of

his nervous disposition
he couldn’t stand the
screaming kids and

his fur fell out. None

of the other kids

would go near him after

/ ;oo that because he looked so

/ ~

/ —
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weird. But Oli thought he resembled a Star
Wars character called Babu Frik,
so on that basis he volunteered to take him

home.

It didn’t matter what the occasion was, [ was
just looking forward to something other than
cheapo, own brand Ricicle Krisps. Mam is going
through a healthy-eating phase so she made
the pancakes sugar-, gluten- and dairy-free. The
excitement soon wore off when she told me
that. I noticed Agung was using one of them
as a tea coaster. He has a problem with coasters.
And to be honest, it was probably the best use
for it anyway:.

‘Thought you might need cheering up,” said
Mam.
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Pancakes that weren’t sugar-, gluten- and

dairy-free would have done the trick.

“You've been a bit glum lately, everything all
right?’ she added.

[ lifted my chin off the table and sighed.

Tr'sjust...|"M NOT GOOD AT ANYTHING!'
I blurted. ‘Everyone except me has got
something in the trophy cabinet. 1'M A TOTAL
LOSER’

Mam laughed as if I was making a big fuss
over nothing. How would she like it if her
highest achievement in life was winning a

ridiculous party game?
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‘Don’t be silly, you're clever at loads of

things!’ she said, all high-pitched.

‘Like what?’ I said, taking a slug of orange

juice and spilling it all down my jumper.
‘Well er, there’ser ...
‘Armpit farts!’ shouted Oli.

‘Shoving peanuts up your nose,” Jack
added.

The world is a sad place when you have to

live with brothers as immature as mine.

You two, shut your traps!’ said Mam,

giving them the concrete-cracking glare.
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She raised her eyebrows at Dad in a strange
up and down way. I could almost hear the cogs
grinding in his head as he thought long and hard
of something. ‘Oh, there was that time you won

the Pin the Tail on the Donkey game!” he said.
Agung burped loudly.
‘My thoughts exactly,” I commented back.
He chuckled and said something in Chinese.
The conversation came to an abrupt end after
that. It was probably for the best as we would

have been sitting there until nightfall thinking

about what [ was good at.
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At school Dev was late for lunch which meant
that Ged Sponger came and sat opposite me. I've
never got on with him because quite frankly, he

is the biggest plonker in Plunkthorpe.
Hold on ... that means even Ged has a talent!

AMAZING.

I avoided eye contact with him by arranging
the rice on my plate into the shape of a Teenage
Mutant Ninja Turtle. A second later a spade-like
hand reached across and tried to pull my plate

away.
‘You eatin’ this?” Ged said, gruffly.

It was chilli con carne. I didn’t want a reason
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to make Ged mad so I warned him it was spicy.

‘Eugh,” he growled, pushing it back. ‘Next

time, get something I can eat.’

HA! Anyone would think 1 was Ged’s

humble servant or something!

swatting away an invisible

How to avoid conversations with PLONKERS
e Preoccupy your$e|'F with
fatal

PLONKER|
>

Look bu;y by scufpﬁng
your food into a random
cartoon character

Reply to every sentence

Put a paper bag over your
head and pretend you're
notinthe room

in ‘K]ingon; until plonker
goes away
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Dev (literally) waltzed in a moment later.

‘Where have you been? I said, annoyed at

being left with Ged, the medieval tyrant.
‘It’s a surprise,” he replied.

I hate surprises. Unless it involves
snacks, spending money or evidence that

unicorns exist.

‘Listen,” he went on, ‘about the talent thing. I

have an idea!’

Dev reckons everyone is good at something
if they look hard enough. It’s all right for
him, he was born multi-talented, while

[ sing like a S'ﬂt@]?i[ﬁl]]l@ CIFOW and dance
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‘You can be my mentor, but I am NOT
wearing that thing,” I said.

Dev sniffed it and replied, ‘Hmm, it smells of

boiled onions anyway.’

CHARMING.

Jack gave me the eVl | eye all evening. He still
hasn’t forgiven me for making him miss out on
going to town with his mates on Saturday. As
far as I'm concerned I did him a favour because
while cleaning he found Ninja Banana 2
stuck behind the radiator. He has been looking
for that video game for six months. Also there

was a mug under his bed that Dad had to
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retrieve with a pair of barbeque tongs and chuck
straight into the outside bin. It was full of furry,
blue mould. I have saved Jack from contracting
a deadly bacterial disease and get no thanks in
return. Typical! His silent treatment made me
uncomfortable so [ went to my room. Oli was in
there making LUKe Skywalker fight
Hulk with one of Agung’s chopsticks in the

absence of a lightsaber.

I reminded Oli to go gentle on Hulk, he
wouldn’t want him turning bald again. (Hulk
has grown back all his fur since leaving the

bedlam of the classroom.)

[ wonder what Dev has in store for me. It is

making me nervous.





