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About the Book



Nelson hates vegetables. He hates the smell of them, he hates the look of them.


Most of all, he hates eating them.


But what if they gave him superpowers? Superpowers he needs when an alien race he made up in class yesterday swoops into town and holds his school hostage, threatening to eat his teacher . . .


 


‘This book is gross, hilarious and totally captures my best side. I give it five pumpkins.’

- Alien Princess Rachael
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Nelson Hunter hated vegetables. He hated smelling them, he hated looking at them. But most of all, he hated eating them.
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Just the thought of eating a zucchini made his eyes water. One time he almost threw up because somebody said the word ‘broccoli’. But of all the gross, disgusting vegetables in this world, Nelson hated pumpkin the most.
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Nelson Hunter lived in the messiest room in an otherwise tidy house. He shared this mostly tidy house with his mum, his dad, his twin sisters – Emily and Kate  – and their dog, who all kept much cleaner rooms than Nelson (even the dog). The house also had a spare room for whenever Nelson’s grandparents came to stay.


Sometimes it would be months between visits, but lately his grandparents had been visiting for a few days every week. At least they had been staying at Nelson’s house instead of the other way round.

Nelson didn’t like visiting his grandparents one bit!

It wasn’t because of the long drive to get there, which involved being sandwiched between his two sisters singing the worst songs in the universe for the entire three-hour car trip.

It wasn’t even because he forgot to pack something important every time – like his toothbrush, socks or, worst of all, his underwear.
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The reason Nelson hated visiting his grandparents was the fact that Nelson’s grandparents lived on a farm.

I know what you’re thinking: farms are cool, right? Baby pigs to pat, horses to ride, hay to jump in. Here’s the thing: Nelson’s grandparents’ farm didn’t have any of that stuff. Nelson’s grandparents’ farm had just one thing, and lots of it: VEGETABLES.


Remember when I told you that Nelson hated vegetables? Can you imagine anything worse to a kid like Nelson than 400 acres of nothing but bright green beans, shiny red tomatoes and pointy white asparagus? Usually when he found out that his grandparents were coming to stay instead of the other way round, he was stoked.
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Unfortunately for Nelson, it wasn’t just his grandma and grandpa who’d come to visit his family during their recent visits.

His grandpa had also filled every inch of free space in his car with the year’s newly harvested, award-winning pumpkins.
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Nelson’s dad was a great cook. Or so everyone said. But Nelson secretly hated his cooking, and it was especially bad lately. Nelson knew that his dad wasn’t a bad cook, but Nelson hated his dad’s cooking for one very good reason: it always contained vegetables. As the main ingredient!

Nelson’s dad took immense pride in his cooking. He’d never throw a steak on a plate with a side of random veggies. Nelson would always overhear him saying things like ‘Vegetables should be treated with the same amount of respect that meat gets’, which Nelson didn’t really understand but still passionately disagreed with.

Over the last few weeks, Nelson’s dad had used the award-winning pumpkins in every single dinner he’d put on the table. First there was pumpkin risotto, then there was roast pumpkin salad,

pumpkin pie,

pumpkin ravioli and
 
three different kinds of thick

pumpkin soup!
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It was the worst month Nelson’s nostrils had ever had. Just smelling the constant orange stink of his dad’s pumpkin dishes was bad enough. He couldn’t imagine how much worse the food would taste!

Nelson hated his dad’s cooking, but he would NEVER let his dad find that out. It would break his dad’s heart!

Not even a minute after putting the plates on the table, Nelson’s dad would always ask everyone if they were enjoying their meal.

Nelson’s mum wouldn’t even swallow the food in her mouth before exclaiming how much she loved it.

Next, Nelson’s twin sisters would both scream ‘YUMMY!’ at the exact same time and give each other a high five.

Nelson’s entire family loved vegetables! What was wrong with them?

Nelson had got really good at hiding his plate from his dad’s prying eyes. He would set the table early and block his dad’s vision with every condiment on the table. All his dad could see was salt, pepper and a selection of sauces.

When Nelson’s dad looked over at him, Nelson would force the biggest smile he could muster and say, ‘Dad, you’ve done it again. Another delicious dinner!’
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While his weirdo family was stuffing their faces with disgusting vegetables, Nelson would carefully sneak every last vegetable from his plate and into his pockets. Sometimes he had to be extra careful and ladle an entire bowl of soup, spoon by spoon, into his pockets.

When there was no food left on his plate, he’d ask to use the bathroom, then make a sneaky detour to his bedroom, where he’d empty all the veggies from  his pockets and chuck them under his bed.

If you ever find yourself in the bedroom of Nelson Hunter, under no circumstances should you take a peek under his bed. No matter how strange the smell coming from under there is, don’t look.

Trust me when I say that several years’ worth of hidden vegetables is the grossest thing you’ll ever see. Even Nelson would cover his eyes when he emptied his pockets under there. Sleeping on top of something that gross  was pretty bad but, to Nelson, anything was better than actually eating those vegetables – especially pumpkin.
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After disposing of his dinner, Nelson would rush to the bathroom and flush the toilet so that his parents thought he’d been there all along. He’d always time it so that he’d be away from the table when his dad asked if anybody wanted seconds. By the time Nelson returned, his weirdo family would’ve polished off all those extra veggies.
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Another thing Nelson hated was school.

Unfortunately, Nelson couldn’t sneak school into his pockets and stash his boring teacher, his dumb school books and blunt pencils under his bed.

Mr Shue had been Nelson’s teacher at Greenmore West since Kindergarten. For four years, Nelson had to spend every day of the school year listening to Mr Shue’s super-weird voice, which was really deep and extra nasally at the same time.

Four years of Mr Shue’s bright-orange ties, fuzzy moustache and photochromic glasses. Nelson only knew what the word ‘photochromic’ meant because Mr Shue was so proud of his glasses. The lenses were see-through when he was indoors, then magically turned into sunglasses when he went outside in the sunlight. Nelson thought that was a cool trick when he first saw it in Kindergarten, but four years later he thought photochromic glasses were the lamest things on the planet.
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Nelson knew kids at other schools who got a new teacher at the start of every year. Even every other grade at his own school got a new teacher at the start of every year! But for some reason, his class was stuck with Mr Shue.


Here’s the worst thing: Mr Shue had never taken a sick day at any point during those four years. Not one! And if a student was off sick, he’d send home a week’s worth of homework for every day missed. So Nelson hadn’t missed a school day since Year One.

Maths wasn’t Mr Shue’s strong point, so Nelson wasn’t even able to add up how  many days of his life he’d spent with the same teacher. He did know how to spell ‘photochromic’, though.
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Nelson’s best friend since Kindergarten was Olive Sadana. She lived five doors up from Nelson’s house and LOVED vegetables. She was the only person who knew about Nelson’s secret. She thought his refusal to eat vegetables was the funniest thing in the universe and she teased him about it constantly.


‘You’re looking extra green today, Nelson,’ she said with a smile, as they waited for the school bus. She peered at him and grinned. ‘I think you might have scurvy.’

He laughed, pretending he knew what scurvy was. Wasn’t that something pirates got after months of being at sea? He made a mental note to look up the symptoms of scurvy later that night, just in case he did actually have the pirate disease.

‘So, what have you got to swap with me today?’ Olive asked, opening her lunch box.
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Nelson took his out of his schoolbag, lifted the lid and gagged. ‘A bag of carrot sticks,’ he replied, then peeled back the top piece of bread off his sandwich and shuddered. ‘With a . . . mashed pumpkin sandwich.’

‘Amazing!’ Olive exclaimed, with a genuine enthusiasm that made Nelson question why he was her friend. ‘I’ll trade you for a packet of Burger Rings and a hot dog bun filled with peanut butter?’

‘You’ve got a deal!’ Nelson replied, with the same amount of genuine enthusiasm. He wished Olive’s family would invite him over for dinner.

Olive replaced the lid on her now vegetable-filled lunch box and put an arm  around Nelson. ‘Are you ready to give your presentation on the solar system  to the class today?’ she asked, knowing what Nelson’s answer would be.
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‘Our p-presentations are due today?!’ Nelson stammered, panicking. ‘I haven’t even started writing mine!’

Olive shook her head at him and laughed. ‘The Shue is not going to be happy!’

‘Did you finish yours?’ Nelson asked, already knowing the answer.

‘Of course! Three minutes on the many vitamins and minerals found in – you guessed it – vegetables!’ Olive jumped to her feet as their bus pulled up. ‘Maybe you’ll learn a thing or two, scurvy boy.’

Nelson gulped and scrambled after her.

Mr Shue had given his class a pretty easy assignment: to deliver a three-minute presentation on a topic of their choosing in front of the class. Everybody chose to write their talk about the things they loved most. Olive had chosen vegetables. Dennis and Diana Kostopoulos, who were sitting in front of Nelson and Olive on the bus, had chosen caterpillars and kickboxing. Nelson, as usual, hadn’t been paying attention.

If Nelson had the choice, he would have chosen to talk about dogs. Specifically, his six-year-old sausage dog, Pickles. But because he’d been looking out the window when Mr Shue had called his name last week, he didn’t get to choose his own topic.


‘If you love staring into space so much,  Mr Hunter,’ Mr Shue had bellowed in his weird voice that was both deep and nasally, ‘then you’ll love writing me three minutes about the solar system.’

[image: image]











[image: image]



Nelson wasn’t necessarily bad at school. He was just easily distracted.

Every year at his parent–teacher meeting, Mr Shue would tell Nelson’s parents the same thing: ‘Nelson has the potential to be a good student, he just needs to apply himself more.’

If Mr Shue wasn’t busy watching the other students give their presentations this morning, he would have noticed Nelson Hunter applying himself more than ever. In the fourth row, third from the left, Nelson was furiously writing every solar system fact he knew on a piece of paper he’d torn out of his English book.
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If Nelson wasn’t so busy applying himself more than ever, he would have noticed Olive giving the best three-minute presentation about vegetables that anyone at Greenmore West Primary School had ever heard. Specifically, he would have heard her mention that pumpkins can strengthen your heart, mind and body – a fact that would be of some use to Nelson at a later point in this story.

After a full minute of thunderous applause and roaring cheers for Olive’s incredible presentation (seriously, it was very, very good), Mr Shue stood up from his desk and interrupted Nelson’s furious solar-system-fact-writing session.

‘Whenever you’re ready, Mr Hunter,’ he said with a nasty grin. ‘Why don’t you come and tell the class what is so fascinating about space that makes you stare into it for every minute of the school day?’

Nelson glanced down at his notes. He’d written eight random facts about space, and each would take roughly ten seconds to say. He quickly did the maths in his head, amazed that he could manage it. Eighty seconds all up, and he needed to fill 180. He was going to have to wing it towards the end.


Nelson took a deep breath and walked to the front of the classroom. He could do this.

‘Good afternoon, Mr Shue and everyone in 3B,’ he began very slowly. ‘My name is Nelson Hunter and today I’d like to tell you about the wonders of . . . SPAAAAAAAAAAACE!’

Nelson put on his best dramatic newsreader voice for that last part and really stretched out his pronunciation of ‘space’ so it lasted as long as possible. This bold move bought him approximately six seconds.

A few students laughed.

Olive groaned.
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Mr Shue was not impressed, and gritted his teeth.

‘Get on with it, Mr Hunter,’ he said, waving the timer in his hand. ‘Stop wasting time.’

Nelson began listing all the names of the planets in the solar system, stopping just before Pluto, which he introduced as a dwarf planet, even though he had no idea what a dwarf planet was. The class was clearly impressed, though, which made Nelson a little excited.

Unfortunately, this caused him to speed up and rattle out the next seven space facts at a rapid speed. Nelson excitedly told his class about the low gravity on the moon, the colour of Mars, the bigness of Jupiter, the smallness  of Mercury, the rings of Saturn, the brightness of Venus and the coldness of Neptune in less than a minute. After finally pausing to take a breath, Nelson looked over at Mr Shue.

‘How much longer to go, sir?’ he asked.

Mr Shue shook his head. ‘You’ve still got ninety seconds, Mr Hunter.’

Ninety seconds! Nelson was doomed.

He desperately searched his memory for anything else he knew about space. Would Mr Shue notice if he just started telling everybody the plot to Star Wars? Would he get suspended if he made a Uranus joke? His memory wasn’t giving him anything useful. It was time to get creative.

‘On one of Neptune’s moons,’ Nelson began, ‘lives an ancient race of fat, purple aliens called the Despinites!’

Nelson’s class erupted with laughter.

Olive hid her face in her hands.

Mr Shue threw the timer onto his desk.

Nelson decided to keep going. He was already in trouble, why not finish the story he’d started? ‘The Despinites,’ he continued, ‘travel from planet to planet in a spaceship that’s shaped like a cucumber, searching for their favourite delicacy: teachers!’

Everyone in the class lost it. Half of them started banging their fists on their desks, tears running down their cheeks. It was the dumbest thing they’d ever heard anyone say.
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Mr Shue, now red-faced with his eyebrows raised impossibly high, smashed his hands down on his desk so loudly that the local police station received three noise complaints. ‘That’s enough, Nelson!’ he shouted, saliva spraying from his lips.

Diana laughed from her desk in the second row. ‘What’s the matter, sir? You afraid that you’ll be eaten by a Despinite?’

‘No, Ms Kostopoulos,’ Mr Shue shouted, his voice trembling with anger. ‘I’m afraid that Nelson Hunter will have to write a new presentation for me. Three minutes about the importance of telling the truth. A presentation that he can spend the afternoon writing in detention!’

‘Detention? But I’ll miss my bus!’ Nelson protested.

Mr Shue’s frown suddenly turned upside down and a deeply evil smile swept across his face. ‘Perfect,’ he said to Nelson. ‘You can practise your presentation on the walk home.’
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Detention was only introduced to Greenmore West at the start of the year, but Nelson had already been given it enough times that he was pretty used to the extra hour after school a few afternoons each week.

He got on really well with Ms Blake, who was a PE teacher by day and a detention supervisor by afternoon. They’d never got on when she was teaching him PE (Nelson insisted the only sport he was good at was Mario Kart), but their friendship blossomed through Nelson’s commitment to detention.

Nelson had actually become quite productive with his time in detention – far more productive than he was during regular school hours. He’d spent his last handful of detentions working out new ways to get rid of vegetables from his dinner plate  – the smell coming from under his bed was starting to give him funny dreams, and the rest of his family were bound to start asking questions about what he was hiding in there soon.
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The sight of Mr Shue’s angry red head was stuck in Nelson’s mind this afternoon, though. That angry red head’s favourite thing was to give Nelson detention for any reason whatsoever, so Nelson knuckled down and within forty-five minutes had finished his presentation about the importance of telling the truth. (It had been way easier than writing a presentation about the solar system. This surprised Nelson very much.)

A short fifteen minutes of staring into space later, Nelson was free to go. He walked to the bus stop and realised that he’d have to keep walking all the way home. At the exact moment of Nelson’s realisation, the sky opened up and it started to pour with rain.

‘This has been a terrible day,’ Nelson told himself with a sigh.

After all, it was important to tell the truth.
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Unfortunately for Nelson, his terrible day was about to turn into an extra-terrible night. Soaked, tired and angry, all Nelson wanted to do was crawl into bed. But as he turned the corner into his street, he saw the worst thing ever parked in his driveway: his grandparents’ car.

Oh no! They were visiting again! Nelson slowly shuffled towards his house, trying to avoid being noticed.

‘Help your grandpa bring the veggies in, Nelson!’ his mother shouted when she spied him. She didn’t even say, ‘How was your day?’ or ‘Why are you late and soaking wet?’ or ‘Did you tell your entire class about an alien race that eats teachers today?’

‘Hope you don’t mind if we stay for dinner,’ said Nelson’s grandpa, as he tossed Nelson an absolutely hideous pumpkin.

Nelson’s heart sank. ‘Of course I don’t mind!’ replied Nelson, ignoring the presentation about telling the truth that he’d written in detention that afternoon. He minded a lot.
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He lugged the hideous pumpkin all the way to the kitchen.

‘Nelson, look at you! You’re fading away!’ his grandma exclaimed. She poked him in the stomach. ‘Your dad told us you were all out of pumpkins, but you’re clearly not the one eating them!’

Nelson started to panic. His grandma was on to him! She was always snooping around when they came over.

Just as Nelson was contemplating how his life was over, Nelson’s grandma burst into laughter. False alarm. She was just doing that thing that grandparents do, where they tell you you’re skinny because you don’t eat enough.

‘Could you set the table for dinner, Nelson?’ his father asked, as he huddled over the stove.

Nobody had even noticed that Nelson was soaking wet. Or that he was late. They were all too excited about another batch of his grandparents’ stupid, award-winning, disgusting pumpkins.

Nelson trudged over to the cutlery drawer, grabbed a handful of spoons and began to place them on the dining table. As always, he pulled out a selection of condiments and placed them in the middle of the table, so he’d be able to hide from his dad’s eyes during dinner.

‘Black vinegar?!’ his grandma exclaimed, as Nelson was putting the finishing touches on his elaborate condiment wall. ‘Who in the world eats pumpkin soup with black vinegar?’ She stomped over to the table and looked at the other bottles Nelson had assembled. ‘Fish sauce? Honey? Nelson, why are these on the table?’

Nelson stared up at his grandma, his eyes as wide as the bowls they were about to eat from. This suspicious old lady was definitely on to him.

‘Nelson, do you eat your soup with black vinegar, fish sauce and honey?’
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‘Y-yes, Grandma,’ Nelson stammered. A bead of sweat slowly trickled down his cheek. ‘They really bring out the flavour of the pumpkin . . .’


His grandma laughed. ‘This is something I’ve gotta see. I’m sitting next to you tonight so I can keep an eye on you!’

Nelson’s heart started beating a million kilometres an hour. Usually he’d only have to worry about blocking his dad’s vision. His mum and his sisters loved their food too much to ever notice. He was going to have to be extra sneaky tonight.
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Nelson stared at the deep orange void in front of him.

As always, Nelson’s mum, dad and sisters scoffed down their meal, not paying attention to anything else at the table. They must have learned those eating habits from Nelson’s grandpa, because that’s exactly what he was doing too.


On any other night, Nelson would have poured the soup into his pockets, excused himself and dumped it under his bed. But tonight he was dining with his hawk-eyed, leering grandma at his side, who was watching his every move. Nelson decided that she was enjoying seeing the hideousness that was him spooning the soup into his mouth. Almost like she knew how much he was suffering.

‘Are you sure you don’t want to add some fish sauce? Or how about a little honey?’ Nelson’s grandma cackled like a wicked witch, licking pumpkin soup from her lips.

Nelson picked up his spoon and slowly  dipped it into the lake of pure terror. The pureed pumpkin welled in his spoon until all the silver had disappeared. He closed his eyes and forced his lips open, emptying the spoon’s contents into the small space beneath his tongue. He pulled the spoon out and revealed to his grandma that it was empty with a smirk.

‘You’ve still got a few spoonfuls to go,’ she chuckled.

Looking his fiendish grandma directly in the eyes, Nelson ate another spoonful. His tastebuds were on fire, but he refused to swallow. He continued to shovel the soup into his mouth.


Spoonful after spoonful went from bowl to mouth and soon his bowl was half-empty. With his cheeks about to burst, Nelson lifted his bowl and poured the rest of it in his mouth. Some people say that miracles are impossible, but on this night, a young boy named Nelson Hunter managed to fit an entire bowl of pumpkin soup into his mouth.

Nelson placed his bowl back on the table, stood up and proclaimed, ‘Excuse me, good family, I must relieve myself in the restroom. Please pardon my absence!’ But it sounded more like the dog was gargling under the table. Which would’ve been an alarming sound if Nelson’s family hadn’t been preoccupied with wiping up the final remnants of pumpkin soup from their bowls with bread.
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Nelson hurried down the hallway towards his bedroom, where he planned to spit the pumpkin soup that was currently pooled in his mouth under his bed. Running as fast as a kid with a mouth full of soup could run (which isn’t actually that fast  – you should totally try it one day), Nelson made it to his bedroom and threw open the door, only to find his grandma blocking his path.

How did she get there before Nelson? Why didn’t Nelson notice her run ahead of him? Can she walk through walls? Was Nelson’s grandma a vampire?

These were all important questions that Nelson would have to address later.

‘How was your dinner, Nelson?’ she barked, prodding him in the guts with a pointy finger. ‘It’s weird that your tummy isn’t full after eating all that soup.’

Nelson stared at her hopelessly, his cheeks puffing out like a frog’s.

‘What’s the matter? Soup’s got your tongue?’

Nelson considered legging it to another room, but he couldn’t move. His grandma prodded him again.

‘Don’t you have an answer for me? Go on, Nelson, spit it out!’ She put her hands up to Nelson’s face. ‘Actually, I’ve got a better idea. Why don’t you swallow it?’

Nelson’s grandma pinched his lips with one hand and squeezed his cheeks with the other. The entire bowl of pumpkin soup that Nelson had miraculously stored inside his mouth for almost five minutes had no choice but to slide down his throat and into his stomach.

Nelson’s entire body burned like he’d just ingested hot lava. Why was pumpkin this disgusting?

‘Tastes good, doesn’t it?’ his grandma laughed. ‘Don’t worry, Nelson. You’ll thank me for this in the morning!’
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She let go of his lips. Nelson hurried into his room and closed the door behind him before collapsing onto the ground. Everything looked orange.

Nelson closed his eyes as he heard his dad yelling from the kitchen. ‘Dessert’s ready. I made pumpkin pie!’











[image: image]



BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!

Nelson awoke with a jolt to find he’d fallen asleep on the floor. He reached up to hit the snooze button on his alarm and instead heard a crunching sound. Confused, Nelson looked at his alarm clock and saw that he’d flattened it. Nelson grabbed onto his cupboard door and pulled himself up, but the door came off its hinges and fell to the ground with a thud.
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Weird.

‘Nelson?’ his mum called outside his door. ‘Is everything okay in there?’

‘I’m – I’m fine, Mum,’ he stammered. Even his voice felt stronger than usual.


‘No need to yell, Nelson! Your grandma said you were feeling sick last night? Shame you missed dessert!’

‘I’m fine  – just getting ready for school,’ he groaned. The whole room shook with the sound of his voice.

Nelson tried to put his cupboard door back on, but it snapped in half like a dry lasagne sheet. What was going on?

Worried he would break his doorknob next, Nelson called for some help.

‘Can someone please open my door?’ he whispered. ‘I’ve locked myself in!’

‘We don’t even have locks on our doors,’ his sister Emily replied. She opened Nelson’s door. ‘And stop shouting. I’m in the next room.’

‘Uh, thanks,’ Nelson said as quietly as he could.

His sister winced as she looked around his room. ‘What happened in here? And what’s that smell?’

‘It’s nothing,’ Nelson murmured, carefully pushing his sister out of his room. ‘Nothing at all!’

He pulled his door shut with a bang. All of the framed pictures on the wall fell to the floor.

‘Uh . . . I’m gonna be late for school!’ Nelson exclaimed as he ran past his bewildered family. It was only 7.15 am.
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Nelson had been sitting at the bus stop by himself for an hour when Olive finally showed up. As soon as she was in earshot, Nelson started nervously yelling at her, letting her know that he’d been there for ages and how dare she keep him waiting!

Olive grinned at her frazzled friend. He looked more shaken than when his parents bought him a new computer and he was so excited to play games on it that he forgot to sleep for an entire long weekend. What ridiculous thing had he done now? She took a deep breath. ‘Good morning, Nelson,’ she began. ‘You’re here early. How was detention?’

‘Detention?’ replied Nelson. ‘Who had detention?’

‘You did,’ she answered, wondering why he was yelling everything he said. ‘Yesterday afternoon. You told Mr Shue there is a race of aliens on one of Neptune’s moons that eat teachers.’

‘Oh yeah,’ said Nelson. ‘The Despinites. I forgot.’


Olive knew something was up. ‘You forgot something that happened yesterday afternoon?’ she said. ‘What happened between then and now?’ Even for Nelson, this was weird.

Nelson grabbed Olive’s arm.

‘Olive,’ he began. You’re not going to believe this, bu–’

Olive winced. ‘Can you stop yelling?’ she interrupted. ‘I’m standing right next to you!’

Nelson looked directly at Olive and whispered, ‘I . . . have . . . superpowers!’

Olive started laughing. First a chuckle of disbelief, then she gripped her sides as she let out a huge belly laugh. Soon she’d dropped to one knee, laughing uncontrollably and pointing at her ridiculous best friend who’d just told her the stupidest thing ever in the loudest voice she’d ever heard. Almost hyperventilating, Olive sat down on the bus stop bench and continued laughing her head off.
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Nelson sighed. He bent down and effortlessly lifted the bench with Olive still on it.

Olive stopped laughing.
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She sat silently on the bench for a few moments. ‘Nelson, I think you better put me down now.’

‘Why? Are you afraid of heights?’

‘No, the bus is coming.’
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Olive spent the entire bus ride to school telling Nelson to keep his voice down. He had so many questions about his new superpowers – and so did she – but Olive had read enough comic books to know that maintaining a secret identity was almost as important as the superpowers themselves. Nelson wasn’t even able to whisper quietly about what had happened to him that morning, so getting him to shut up was her priority as they made their way to school.

Olive pulled an exercise book from her bag, ripped out the middle six pages and began sharpening a 2B pencil. ‘I’ll talk while you write,’ she said, handing him the pencil and paper.

Nelson nodded, then furiously scrawled on the piece of paper, using his knee as a desk.
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Olive read it and grinned. Whatever had given Nelson superhuman strength definitely had not improved his spelling.

‘Your grandma isn’t a witch, Nelson,’ she said.

Nelson kept writing.
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Olive stopped laughing. She’d known Nelson since kindergarten and had never seen him eat a single vegetable. In fact, she had eaten all of his vegetables!

‘Nelson,’ she said in a serious voice, ‘does your heart, mind and body feel strengthened?’

Nelson shot her a confused look.

‘Did you even listen to my talk about vegetables yesterday?’ Olive said.

Nelson shook his head sheepishly.

‘Classic Nelson. Look, I think we can rule out being cursed by your grandma as the source of your powers. For one, grandmas aren’t evil. Two, what kind of a curse is it to give someone super strength? That’s the opposite of a curse, if anything.’


Nelson looked at her desperately.

‘If you had listened to my talk yesterday, you would know that pumpkins are excellent for muscle growth, among other things!’

Nelson rolled his eyes. Vegetables were disgusting. How could anything that disgusting do anything good for anyone? He quickly wrote a few more words on his piece of paper.
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Olive shrugged. ‘Well, we can get to the bottom of whatever happened to you after school. First, we need to focus on making sure nobody finds out about your secret.’

She grabbed the piece of paper Nelson had been writing on out of his hands, ripped it into small pieces and started eating them. Nelson looked at her like she was crazy.

‘I’m destroying the evidence!’ replied Olive. ‘Also, if eating vegetables for the first time gave YOU powers, maybe eating paper for the first time will give them to me too!’
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Olive walked with Nelson all the way from the bus to their classroom, ensuring he didn’t make eye contact with anybody so he didn’t have to talk with his enormous super-powered voice. That would be a dead giveaway that something was up.

Nelson took the seat just behind Olive once they got to class. He stacked all of his books and stationery in a pile so he could hide behind them. As an extra line of defence, Olive planned to be extra bubbly and annoying, asking questions all day so Mr Shue would be too distracted to even notice Nelson was there. It was a perfect plan.

‘Good morning, 3B!’ Mr Shue exclaimed, bounding through the door. ‘Who’s ready to learn?’

He picked up the whiteboard eraser and whistled loudly as he wiped off all the teaching notes from yesterday that Nelson hadn’t paid attention to. Once finished, Mr Shue bounced the eraser off his hand like a volleyball and it landed with a plonk on his desk. As he scanned the classroom, Olive quickly thrust a hand into the air.

‘Yes, Miss Sadana?’ said Mr Shue cheerfully.

‘You seem happy today, sir,’ replied the extra-bubbly Olive.

‘Of course! How could I not be happy knowing that we are going to start today by hearing another incredible talk by the one and only Nelson Hunter?’

Olive gasped.

Nelson tried to sink even lower into his chair. There goes their incredible plan.

‘Well, what are you waiting for, Nelson? Come and tell the whole class about the importance of telling the truth,’ Mr Shue said with a sneer. ‘I trust there will be no nonsense about teacher-eating aliens from Neptune today.’

Nelson didn’t dare say a word. It was just his luck that the one time he’d actually done his homework, he couldn’t present it without shattering the classroom’s windows with his new super-voice.

[image: image]


‘Unless – don’t tell me – you haven’t done your homework?’

Nelson paused. Getting yelled at by Mr Shue again was slightly scarier than everyone in his class finding out about his weird superpowers. He reached into his bag and pulled out the speech he’d written in detention yesterday, much to the entire classroom’s surprise. He was about to get to his feet when Olive shot up from her seat.

‘Wait!’ she shouted. ‘Nelson’s . . . lost his voice. He’s got a cold! I’ll read his talk out to the class!’

Mr Shue chuckled. ‘Miss Sadana, do I need to send you to detention to write your own take on the importance of telling the truth? Because I’m looking at Mr Hunter and he doesn’t look like someone with a cold. In fact, he looks healthier than I’ve ever seen him.’

Nelson’s cheeks flushed red as the entire class turned to stare at him.

‘Now, Mr Hunter,’ said Mr Shue, ‘stop delaying my class and get on with it.’

Olive sat down, defeated. She mouthed ‘I’m sorry’ to Nelson as he took a deep breath and stood up from his chair. It was time to talk about telling the truth louder than anyone else had ever talked about it before.


As carefully as he could, Nelson made his way to the front of the classroom. Mr Shue’s grin got larger and larger with every step Nelson took. When he reached the whiteboard, he turned around and stared at his classmates for what seemed like hours.

‘Whenever you’re ready, Mr Hunter,’ said Mr Shue. ‘This better be good.’

Nelson swallowed the saliva in his mouth. It still tasted like pumpkin. He took one last deep breath and looked at his notes.

Nelson was just about to say ‘Good morning, Mr Shue and everyone in 3B.’ when – WHAM! – the classroom door smashed into a million pieces. Everyone in the class screamed. Mr Shue fell off his chair and onto the floor. Smoke poured into the room through the now doorless doorway. Nelson stayed silent, watching like a hawk.

A slimy purple leg made its way through the doorway, followed by a slimy purple body with a slimy purple head on top. Three more tall, slimy purple men entered the room. The largest slimy purple man was wearing a shiny gold crown and carried an even shinier trident that was even taller than he was. It looked extra sharp. He stood at the front of the class next to Nelson, who was frozen in shock, and addressed the students.
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‘Good morning, earth children,’ he began. ‘My name is Lord Hallabutt of  the Despinites. My knights and I  have  travelled all the way from Despina, the fifth moon of Neptune, for one thing . . .’


Lord Hallabutt pointed his trident at Mr Shue, who was lying on the floor in front of his desk.

‘Brunch!’
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A coincidence is what we call something that is not planned or arranged but seems like it is. A coincidence can be as unremarkable as you and your best friend showing up to a Halloween party wearing the exact same costume, or as out-of-this-world remarkable as Nelson’s current situation.

You see, when he told his class yesterday that there was a race of teacher-eating aliens called the Despinites who lived on one of Neptune’s moons, he had no idea that there indeed was a race of aliens named exactly that who lived on the fifth moon of Neptune and loved nothing more than to eat teachers for brunch. It was an absolutely remarkable coincidence.

This is an absolutely remarkable coincidence, Nelson thought as he watched the enormous purple alien wearing a crown approach Mr Shue.

Nelson scanned the classroom to see every single one of his classmates hiding under their desks with their eyes closed. Except for Olive, who was waving her hands above her head, trying to get his attention.

‘Nelson!’ she shouted, over the screams of her cowering classmates. ‘Save Mr Shue!’

Mr Shue was huddled on the floor next to his desk, hugging his knees, looking like a terrified jellybean. Lord Hallabutt of the Despinites was standing over the teacher, holding his huge golden trident above his head. He was going to use the trident like a fork on Nelson’s terrified jellybean teacher!

Nelson weighed up his options. If he let Mr Shue get eaten, the aliens would probably just go back to Neptune and Nelson would never have to do homework again! At the very least, he’d finally get a new teacher.
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He looked over at Mr Shue, who may have been angry, obsessed with extra homework AND the owner of way too many awful ties, but there was one thing he definitely wasn’t: brunch.


Nelson realised he had been cursed with these powers for a reason, and it was up to him to save his teacher!

Nelson pounced forwards and jumped on top of Mr Shue’s desk, grabbing onto Lord Hallabutt’s trident.

Lord Hallabutt was not pleased. ‘What is the meaning of this?’ he said, as Nelson tried to pull the trident from his huge purple arms.

Nelson was strong, but so was this gross alien.

Engaged in a tug of war for his trident with a boy who was a third of his size, Lord Hallabutt called for help. ‘Guards! Seize him!’ he demanded.


The three other slimy purple men made their way towards Nelson, wielding golden swords.

Nelson hadn’t said a word all morning, worried that his super-powered voice would wreck the school. He didn’t have time to think about the school now. ‘GO AWAAYYYYYY!’ he yelled, as loud as he could.

Every window in the classroom cracked and Lord Hallabutt’s guards went flying out the doorway.

‘What manner of child are you?’ asked Lord Hallabutt. He tried to pull his trident from Nelson’s grasp. ‘This trident is the property of the Despinite monarchy and you will unhand it at once – or face the consequences!’

Nelson pulled the trident as hard as he could. He felt Lord Hallabutt’s grip beginning to loosen.

‘Very well then, young man!’ exclaimed the struggling purple king. ‘I tried to warn you!’

Lord Hallabutt let go of the trident with one hand and tried to grab Nelson. Nelson dodged Lord Hallabutt’s huge slimy fingers and kicked the crown off the purple king’s head, sending it flying through the air and crashing into the wall with a metallic thud.
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Lord Hallabutt winced as he gripped his trident tightly. ‘My boy, if you’ve so much as dented that crown there will be hell to p–’

Lord Hallabutt wasn’t able to finish his sentence. Nelson yelled again, the sound forcing down Lord Hallabutt while Nelson snatched the trident from his hands.

‘AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!’

Nelson jumped over Lord Hallabutt and held the trident above his head with both arms.

‘You think a dented crown is bad?’ Nelson shouted. ‘How about a snapped trident?’


The walls didn’t shake when he shouted, nor did the windows shatter. But Nelson didn’t notice. He closed his eyes and brought the trident down onto his knee with as much force as he could. He didn’t hear a shattering sound. When Nelson opened his eyes, he saw the trident, fully intact, slightly bent around his leg. He’d barely damaged it at all.

Lord Hallabutt laughed and started walking towards Nelson. ‘What’s the matter, boy?’ he sneered. ‘Not strong enough to break a fork?’

He reached towards the slightly bent trident in Nelson’s hands. Nelson held on with all his strength. But he could feel that strength becoming less and less with each second. Soon Lord Hallabutt had pulled the trident close to his chest. Nelson let go with one hand and made a fist. He’d never punched anyone before. He threw his fist towards Lord Hallabutt’s big gross purple face. It just made a kind of squish sound.

Lord Hallabutt laughed and lifted his arm. ‘Now let’s see how you take a punch from me!’

Nelson closed his eyes, waiting for the knockout, but it didn’t come.

‘Who dares touch the arm of a Despinite?!’ Lord Hallabutt shouted.

Nelson opened his eyes to see both Mr Shue and Olive holding on to Lord Hallabutt’s purple arm. Had they developed superpowers too?

The alien shook his hand free with ease and knocked Mr Shue and Olive to the ground.

‘Olive!’ Nelson shouted.

He felt two slimy hands on his shoulders. The guards had made their way back into the classroom and were holding him tight. Lord Hallabutt snatched his bent trident back from Nelson, who couldn’t stop him. He felt weak and completely useless. Lord Hallabutt picked him up and held him directly in front of his huge, smiling mouth. Nelson could see his scared reflection in Lord Hallabutt’s shiny, sharp teeth.
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‘Children . . . We don’t eat children,’ Lord Hallabutt said as he threw Nelson into the corner of the room. ‘After all, if we ate children, you’d never grow up to become delicious teachers!’
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Lying on the floor, Nelson could see Despinite guards dragging teachers out of the other classrooms along the hallway. He felt useless as he watched them dragged away to become some alien’s lunch. His powers had only lasted a couple of hours. What a rip-off!

Lord Hallabutt pointed at Mr Shue with his trident. ‘You!’ he bellowed. ‘They fought for you! The other children didn’t fight for their teachers. Guards!’ shouted Lord Hallabutt. ‘This one must be of some importance! He will make the perfect offering for my daughter.’
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Lord Hallabutt picked up Mr Shue and threw him over his shoulder. ‘Rachael!’ he yelled. ‘Come look at what Daddy has found for you.’


The guards moved aside as a smaller, purplier alien made her way through the doorway slowly. She dragged her feet all the way across the classroom, then looked at Lord Hallabutt with her hands on her hips. ‘What?’

‘Rachael, is this teacher not fit for a princess?’

The smaller alien rolled her eyes, crossing her arms. ‘It’s fine. Whatever.’

Lord Hallabutt glared at his daughter. ‘Honey, we’ve travelled all this way to find a teacher worthy of your digestive system, and now that we’ve fought for one as delicious as this, the least you could say to me is thank you.’


Princess Rachael looked at Mr Shue, who was upside down and passed out on Lord Hallabutt’s shoulder. She sighed. ‘Thanks, Dad.’

[image: image]


‘That’s more like it!’ exclaimed Lord Hallabutt. He picked up his dented crown and put it atop his slimy purple head. ‘Now, follow me to the kitchen. We’ve got a brunch to prepare!’
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Olive was the first kid standing in the classroom. She ran past all of her classmates, who were still hiding under their desks, and over to Nelson, who was sitting in the corner of the room, bruised and battered.

‘Nelson, are you okay?’ she asked, putting an arm around him.

‘M-my powers . . .’ Nelson stammered. ‘I was so strong at first but . . .’

‘You took on four aliens at once,’ Olive said proudly.

‘But it wasn’t enough!’ Nelson cried. ‘I couldn’t even save someone as lame as Mr Shue.’

Olive left Nelson in the corner as she scanned the room. Two guards blocked the exit, but they weren’t paying attention to what was going on inside the classroom. If they could get past the guards, then maybe they could run for help. But the guards were way too strong for them to take on.

Olive had to think. And she hated thinking on an empty stomach. She made her way over to her lunch box and found the same thing that was always there – Burger Rings and a peanut butter sandwich. Yuck. She grabbed Nelson’s schoolbag and started rummaging through it.

‘Nelson, where’s your lunch box?’ she asked.

Nelson wiped the tears from his eyes. ‘What?’

Olive repeated the question. ‘Your lunch box – where is it?’

‘I forgot to bring it,’ said Nelson. ‘I left home in a rush this morning as soon as I got out of bed.’

Olive stopped rummaging and looked at him curiously. ‘Wait . . . So you didn’t have breakfast?’

Nelson rolled his eyes. Olive considered lecturing him about breakfast being the most important meal of the day.

‘No,’ he told her. ‘I haven’t eaten anything since dinner last night.’

‘No wonder!’ Olive exclaimed. She started furiously going through all of her classmates’ schoolbags. ‘Everybody, open your lunch boxes!’ she ordered. ‘I need vegetables!’

Everyone stared at her. They had all heard how much she loved vegetables in her talk yesterday, but this was ridiculous.


‘I’ve got a bag of potato chips,’ said Dennis.

‘Are there vegetables in fruit roll-ups?’ asked Jasmine.

‘Are cashews vegetables?’ asked Tony.

Olive scurried back to Nelson. ‘I’ve figured it out. You got your powers from eating all that pumpkin soup,’ she whispered. ‘I think your powers ran out because you haven’t eaten since last night. If we feed you some more vegetables, maybe you’ll get your powers back and we can take down those guards!’
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Nelson’s eyes widened. He looked over at the pathetic pile of potato chips, cashews and a half-eaten celery stick in the middle of the room.

‘What’s the point?’ he groaned. ‘We barely have any vegetables in here and, even if we did, what makes you think I’d force myself to eat them again? There’s no way I’m putting myself through all that just to fail again.’

Olive was moments away from singing a song of encouragement to lift Nelson’s spirits when she heard two thuds from the doorway. The guards collapsed and Princess Rachael entered the room.

‘Uh . . . hi, everyone,’ she said, as she flicked her green hair out of her eyes. ‘Who wants to get out of here?’
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Rachael Hallabutt hated teachers. She hated smelling them, she hated looking at them. But most of all, she hated eating them.

Just the thought of eating a teacher made her eyes water. One time she almost threw up because somebody said the word ‘education’.


Of all the gross, disgusting teachers in this world, Rachael hated Year Three teachers the most.
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Princess Rachael walked up to Nelson Hunter, holding out her hand. ‘I saw you kick my dad’s crown off earlier,’ she said, pulling him to his feet. ‘Reckon you could do that again?’

Nelson let go of her hand as soon as he was standing up then took a step back. ‘Don’t count on it,’ he sulked. ‘The only thing I’m good at is failing.’


Olive introduced herself to Princess Rachael. ‘I’m Olive, this is Nelson and this is . . .’ She looked back at the rest of the class, who were cowering under the desks again. ‘On second thought, don’t worry about who they are.’

The Despinite princess shook Olive’s hand. ‘My name is Rachael. My dad has dragged me to your planet to force me to eat a teacher.’

‘Why would he do that?’ asked Nelson.

‘On Despina, a teacher is considered a delicacy,’ answered Rachael. ‘But they, like, taste disgusting. And they’re really bad for you too. That’s why Dad’s so fat and slimy.’

Olive gasped. ‘We need to save Mr Shue from being eaten!’

‘That’s the one Dad wants me to eat,’ Princess Rachael replied with a nod. ‘But Dad’ll probably just eat him if I don’t. You’re gonna have to stand up to my dad again.’

‘We need vegetables first,’ said Olive. ‘Nelson needs vegetables so he can be strong again.’

‘I don’t know what vegetables are,’ replied Princess Rachael. ‘But I can take you wherever you need to get them. Dad’s too busy preparing brunch to notice me nicking one of the spaceships for a bit. But we must hurry. He’ll start getting hungry soon.’

‘We need to go somewhere where there are heaps of vegetables,’ said Olive. ‘But it looks like your dad’s using the cafeteria right now. Nelson, have you got any ideas?’
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Nelson scowled. ‘Forget it. I’m not going anywhere.’

He walked away to find another corner to mope in. Something crunched beneath his foot. Nelson stopped and picked up what was left of Mr Shue’s photochromic glasses. A tear rolled down his cheek. ‘Photochromic’ was the first four-syllable word that Nelson had learned to spell. And Mr Shue was the teacher who taught him how to spell it.

Olive and Princess Rachael were on their way out of the door when Nelson called to them.

‘Wait!’ shouted Nelson. His face dropped as he realised what he was about to suggest. ‘I know a place where there are heaps of vegetables.’
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It had been a pretty insane morning for Olive Sadana. First, she’d found out her best friend had superpowers. Then she’d watched her best friend fight aliens. Now, she had to save her teacher from being an alien’s brunch.

On any other day, riding in a spaceship would have been extremely exciting. But after the morning Olive had just had, it barely even registered. In fact, when asked about this day many years later, Olive won’t even mention that she rode in a spaceship. Yet, here she was, riding in a spaceship shaped like a cucumber with her best friend, Nelson, and a purple alien princess named Rachael.

‘Where are you taking us?’ Olive asked. ‘Shouldn’t we be going to the shops or something?’

‘We’re going to my house,’ Nelson replied. ‘Trust me, we’ve got everything we need there.’

Princess Rachael engaged the spaceship’s cloaking device (it’s always better to be safe than sorry) and parked the spaceship in Nelson’s driveway. He darted ahead of the others, leaping out of the ship and hurtling through his front door. They found him running around his kitchen, yelling and jumping like an absolute madman.

‘The pumpkins! Where are the pumpkins?’ Nelson shrieked. ‘Don’t tell me my family ate all of them already!’

He desperately searched the rest of the house for the twenty award-winning pumpkins his grandparents had given them yesterday. They were nowhere to be found.
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‘So much for your plan, Nelson,’ said Olive. ‘We’re running out of time! What are we going to do?’

Nelson stopped in his tracks as he was struck by a truly horrible idea. He shuddered. ‘Follow me,’ he said, and began walking down the hallway. ‘I know what I have to do.’


Olive and Rachael followed Nelson into his bedroom.

‘Don’t judge me,’ he said as he dragged his bed away from the wall, revealing years of decaying vegetables that he’d snuck from his dinner plate and hidden under his bed.

Olive clamped her hands over her nose and mouth and tried not to throw up.

‘By the grace of Galatea!’ Princess Rachael exclaimed. ‘In all my years of travelling the cosmos, I have never seen colours like these!’

Olive pointed at a particularly gruesome patch of rotten pumpkin. ‘That one is furry!’


Rachael pointed at another. ‘That one is moving!’

Olive handed Nelson a fork. ‘You know what to do,’ she said, squeezing her eyes closed.

Nelson scanned the pile of horror for anything orange. There were so many different vegetables under his bed, but right now all he needed was pumpkin. He bent down and jammed his fork into the fuzzy orange mush in the corner. Every single molecule of his body seized up. No part of him wanted to eat what he was about to eat.

‘I better be exempt from detention forever after this,’ he said, and shoved the fork into his mouth. He roared like a lion about to attack its prey and started  shovelling forkfuls of the ghastly  orange sludge pile down  his throat.
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‘Nelson! Nelson!’ a voice cried through the darkness. ‘Did it work?’

Nelson reached for his alarm clock to hit the snooze button.

‘Ow!’ cried the same voice. ‘He hit me!’

Nelson opened his eyes to see Olive rubbing her face. They were back in the spaceship.


‘That really hurt, Nelson!’ she said, giving him a fierce look.

‘Did eating that disgusting orange mess work?’ Rachael called out from the cockpit.

Nelson sat up. ‘I DON’T FEEL ANY DIFFERENT!’ he boomed. Nelson threw his hands over his mouth, but it was too late. The spaceship’s navigation system began to flicker and the walls of Princess Rachael’s flying cucumber rumbled. A terrifying symphony of beeps and alarms blasted from the cockpit. Nelson looked at Olive whose face was filled with terror. What had he done?


‘Hold on to something!’ she said, trying not to panic. ‘We’re going down!’

The walls spun around and around as the spaceship propelled towards the earth.
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‘Bracing for impact!’ yelled Princess Rachael. ‘Engaging crash shields!’

Nelson felt his stomach in his throat as the spaceship smashed into the earth with a thud.


Princess Rachael opened the ship’s door to a mess of dust and broken bricks. They all scrambled towards the exit, and as Nelson stepped off the ship he noticed a familiar room that now had no ceiling and only two walls!

‘Detention’s not for another five hours, Nelson.’ Ms Blake grinned from behind her desk, where she was reading a book. ‘But since you put that hole in the roof, I’ll definitely be seeing you then!’

‘Sorry about the roof, Ms Blake,’ Olive said, jumping out of the spaceship. ‘But it’s a lot better than being eaten by an alien.’


Ms Blake had no idea what the kids were on about. The aliens hadn’t gone anywhere near her – every smart Despinite knows that PE teachers taste horrible!











[image: image]



Nelson, Olive and Princess Rachael burst out of the detention room and immediately took down two guards who were keeping watch. As Nelson bumped their heads together, he wanted to say something funny like the hero always says in action movies, but he knew his booming voice would alert Lord Hallabutt that he was on the loose.


Creeping through the hallways of the school, it wasn’t long before the three of them had made it to the cafeteria. Olive could hear muffled voices and a hearty aroma filled the air. She could smell onions, garlic and cloves, but, thankfully, there was not a whiff of roasted teachers.

‘Nelson!’ Olive hissed, pointing to the door. ‘They’re in there!’

Nelson pushed forwards with both hands and the locked cafeteria doors blew off their hinges, soaring through the air and conveniently knocking over a guard. Four more guards ran towards Nelson, holding the spiky ends of their tridents in front of them. Nelson realised that now was his chance.
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‘SOUP’S ON!’ he yelled, sending the guards flying into the scalding hot stockpots on the stove.

The kitchen shook. Lord Hallabutt definitely would’ve felt that, wherever he was. Olive peered into the dining area next door and saw all the teachers tied up and covered in salt. She did a quick headcount to make sure one of them hadn’t been eaten prematurely.

‘There’s a teacher missing!’ she said to Nelson. ‘Where’s Mr Shue?!’

Nelson heard the sound of squeaking wheels coming from behind him. He turned to see Mr Shue lying on a trolley, bound and gagged with an apple in his mouth. The trolley was being pushed by the extra slimy, extra evil Lord Hallabutt.

‘Hello, children,’ he said with a smirk. ‘Looking for someone?’
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Lord Hallabutt pushed the trolley with Mr Shue on it as hard as he could towards Nelson. Seeing his teacher speeding towards him with an apple in his mouth was definitely in the top-three weirdest things Nelson had seen in the last hour.
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He caught the trolley and dug his feet into the ground to slow the impact. The heavy trolley pushed Nelson up against the wall of the cafeteria.

Lord Hallabutt ran towards Nelson, grabbed the trolley and lifted it above his head, sending Mr Shue rolling along the floor, away from the fight. The enraged purple alien swung the trolley towards Nelson. Nelson threw a punch just in time to hit the trolley, which shattered into a jumble of nuts and bolts.

‘Do you have any idea how hungry I am?’ Lord Hallabutt said. ‘You can’t get good brunch service anywhere these days!’


Nelson kicked off from the wall and soared through the air, his feet pointed towards Lord Hallabutt’s slimy face. But the alien was too quick. He snatched Nelson’s left foot, spun him around and launched him into a pile of dirty dishes.

Surrounded by broken plates and cutlery, Nelson grabbed a handful of forks and started hurling them at the angry purple blur that was running towards him. The forks bounced off Lord Hallabutt’s slimy skin and ricocheted all over the room.
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‘Watch where you’re throwing those things, Nelson!’ Olive shouted, as she tried to untie Mr Shue.

Princess Rachael grabbed a fork as it flew past her head. ‘Your big plan was to smack my dad around a bit?’ she asked angrily. ‘You’re just as bad as he is!’

Nelson had thought it would work, but Lord Hallabutt was stronger than Nelson remembered. ‘Sorry!’ Nelson shouted back with his super-powered voice, toppling Lord Hallabutt over.


His voice! All this time he’d been trying to fight with his fists and feet when he could’ve just been fighting with words!

Nelson and Lord Hallabutt both stood up at the same time, their eyes locked with one another. Lord Hallabutt swung his trident through the air, striking a battle pose while Nelson thought carefully about what his next words would be. He remembered something he’d practised while walking home from school yesterday.

Nelson ran towards Lord Hallabutt, grabbed his slimy purple arms and held on tight.


‘GOOD MORNING, MR SHUE AND EVERYONE IN 3B!’ he bellowed. Lord Hallabutt’s crown whooshed off his head and smashed into smithereens. ‘MY NAME IS NELSON HUNTER AND TODAY I’D LIKE TO TELL YOU ABOUT THE IMPORTANCE OF TELLING THE TRUTH!’

The walls shook and the windows cracked. All the pots and pans crashed onto the floor. Lord Hallabutt’s face trembled with every word that left Nelson’s mouth. For three minutes, Nelson told the trembling Lord Hallabutt about trust and reliability. He explained how relationships are strengthened when we tell the truth. He screamed his entire speech until he was out of voice and out of strength.
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‘AND THAT’S WHY,’ Nelson said as his voice weakened, ‘it’s important TO always TELL the truth,’ gasped Nelson, breathing heavily. With his speech over, he released the conquered Lord Hallabutt, who collapsed into a purple puddle on the floor.

Nelson made his way over to Olive and Mr Shue, and with the last of his super strength, pulled the apple out of Mr Shue’s mouth.

‘Nelson,’ Mr Shue said calmly, ‘that was an incredible speech.’
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Mr Shue surveyed the half-destroyed cafeteria. ‘Well, you certainly made a mess of things here, didn’t you?’ he laughed. ‘Maybe we should untie some of the other teachers so they can clean this up?’

Rachael made her way over to Mr Shue, who cowered a little when he saw her. ‘Sorry about my dad,’ she said, extending a hand. ‘I promise, the women in my family are way less . . . greedy.’

They shook hands as Olive walked over to Nelson.

‘Olive?’ asked Mr Shue. ‘Does anyone know about Nelson’s talents besides you . . . and this alien princess?’

‘No, sir,’ replied Olive. ‘We tried as hard as we could to keep it a secret.’

‘But I guess now we’ll have to tell everyone the truth, right, sir?’ groaned Nelson.

‘No, Mr Hunter,’ Mr Shue said with a grin. ‘In this instance, telling the truth isn’t of utmost importance.’ He walked over to the collapsed body of Lord Hallabutt in the middle of the room. ‘Besides, I’m sure everyone will be much more interested in what to do with this . . . enormous purple creature.’

Suddenly, Lord Hallabutt’s hand shot up from the ground and grabbed Mr Shue by the neck. Lord Hallabutt rose to his feet, furious, with desperation in his eyes. He held Mr Shue above his head.
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‘All I wanted was a little brunch!’ he wailed. ‘A few bowls of teacher stew and we’d be on our way!’

Nelson sprinted towards Lord Hallabutt, but, without his super strength, was pushed away effortlessly with a flick of Lord Hallabutt’s finger.

‘Usually, I slow-cook a teacher before I eat it,’ Lord Hallabutt squawked, licking his lips. ‘But today I think I’ll eat one raw.’

Lord Hallabutt opened his disgusting purple mouth, revealing three sets of sharp yellow teeth. He lifted Mr Shue towards his lips as the teacher screamed. Nelson desperately searched the room for pumpkins. Olive considered yelling her presentation at the alien to see if it was as effective as Nelson’s.

‘THAT’S ENOUGH, DAD!’ Princess Rachael shouted, wielding her father’s bent trident. ‘TEACHERS ARE BAD FOR YOUR HEALTH!’

She launched the trident through the air towards her overly peckish dad. The weapon landed right in his enormous mouth, wedging itself perfectly in between his wide-open lips like a cork in a bottle. Unable to close his mouth or open it any wider to remove the trident, Lord Hallabutt dropped Mr Shue on the floor and let out the most high-pitched scream Nelson had ever heard. Flailing his arms up and down, Lord Hallabutt ran around the room madly and crashed into the pantry, sending the school’s lunch ingredients for the next three days flying all over the room.
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A dull orange pumpkin with khaki green spots popped out of the pantry and rolled all the way over to Nelson’s feet. It wasn’t the kind of pumpkin that would win any awards, but it would do for now. Nelson grabbed it with both hands and starting chomping at the raw pumpkin as quickly as he could, fighting back the urge to vomit every time he took a new bite. He furiously chewed through thick skin, pulpy flesh and crunchy seeds. The effect was instantaneous. Nelson could feel the power of the pumpkin coursing through his veins.

Swallowing his final bite, Nelson stormed over to the screaming Lord Hallabutt and yanked the trident from out of his mouth, causing the great purple alien to scream even louder. For the second time that day, Nelson lifted the trident over his head and brought it down to his knee. This time it snapped clean in half with a satisfying CRUNCH.

Nelson threw the pieces of trident over his shoulder and grabbed Lord Hallabutt by the lips, which is no way anyone should ever grab a lord. He effortlessly lifted the King of Despina over his head, charged out of the school cafeteria and slam-dunked him into his spaceship. Grabbing the edge of the spaceship with both hands, Nelson scrunched the metal door shut, so there was no chance of Lord Hallabutt escaping, then swung the spaceship in a circle around and around his body. Nelson let out a beastly roar as he tossed the spaceship into the sky with all his might, sending Lord Hallabutt back into the solar system in a blur of silver and purple.

Princess Rachael watched her father soar into space, then turned to all the Despinite guards that had been left behind.

[image: image]

‘Guards of Despina!’ she commanded in the most regal voice she could muster. ‘As the next royal in line, I decree that no longer shall us Despinites indulge in the consumption of teachers. In fact, as of today, we are all on a smoothie-only diet for the next month!’

The guards groaned as they made their way back to their spaceships. Princess Rachael stood proudly before walking towards her own. Just before getting inside, she turned back to her new friends, Olive and Nelson.

‘I’ll add you online,’ she said. ‘I’ve got heaps of classic photos from today to tag you in!’

And with that, she shot off into space.
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The rest of the day was pretty much a write-off for everyone at Greenmore West Primary School. The other teachers were untied, the police came and asked everyone questions, the students’ parents had to sign some forms and then everyone got to go home at lunch. Nobody mentioned anything about Nelson taking down an entire fleet of alien soldiers by himself, although a few of the teachers mentioned they’d heard him screaming over the school intercom. He’d probably have a detention or two because of that later in the week, but it seemed as though his secret was safe.

Olive and Nelson celebrated an afternoon free of school (and a victorious battle) by lying down on Nelson’s bedroom floor, which now smelt less like rotting pumpkin than it did earlier that day.

‘Today was absolutely insane,’ Olive proclaimed for the tenth time in five minutes. She was right, though.


‘I never want to eat another pumpkin again,’ Nelson groaned, clutching his stomach.

Olive shot upright. ‘Are you serious?’ she scoffed. ‘That pumpkin made you strong enough to throw an alien three times your size into space, and you never want to eat one again?’

‘I don’t even want to see a pumpkin again,’ he replied. ‘I don’t care what it can make me do. It’s still the most disgusting food ever created!’

[image: image]


Olive laughed, scrawled some words on a piece of paper and went to stuff it in her back pocket. Nelson snatched it from her hands before she was able to.

‘What’s this?’ he asked. Olive had written the names of about fifty different vegetables on the piece of paper.

‘Well, eating pumpkin made you super strong,’ Olive replied. ‘Aren’t you at all curious about what would happen if you ate a tomato? Or some cauliflower? Or a carrot?’

‘Nope.’ Nelson scrunched up the piece of paper and threw it in his cupboard, which was still missing a door. ‘And we’ll never, ever find out because I am never, ever eating a single disgusting vegetable again.’

‘Nelson! Phone!’ his mum yelled from the kitchen.

Nelson plodded down the stairs and picked up the phone. ‘Hello?’

‘Nelson, it’s your grandma. I heard you had quite an adventure today!’

‘Who told you?’

‘Everybody tells me everything. Including your little secret.’

‘What secret?’ Nelson said.

His grandma chuckled. ‘I told you you’d thank me for making you eat that pumpkin soup. Now, it’s time we got serious.’


Nelson frowned. ‘About what?’

‘Tell your mum and dad that you’re coming round to our place this weekend. Your friend Olive can come too. You’ll need to bring a radish, a head of lettuce and a jar of pickles. It’s time to begin your training.’

Nelson’s grandma hung up the phone, leaving Nelson gobsmacked.

This had been a super weird day, but it sounded like things were about to get even weirder.
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