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For my friend, the incomparable, fail-free, Fred Morgan.
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[image: A humorous, hand-drawn illustration of a FAIL-O-METER dial, with a needle pointing to 100 percent EPIC FAIL.]
There was a moment, when the water slide threw me as high as it possibly could, that I felt invincible, as far from Finn the Fail as I have my entire life.

[image: Finn with spiky hair, holding a spear triumphantly over his head, with one foot resting on the head of a defeated wild boar.]
The sun wasn’t shining, it was BEAMING, tanning my skin, bleaching my hair, making me look like some kind of bronzed Greek god to everyone at ground level (all right, that was pushing it a bit, but the slide was HUGE and it had thrown me PROPERLY high).

Below me lay not just a pool of the purest Mediterranean blue, but a crowd of what felt like thousands, all about to learn that I, Finley Neville Oliver Hope, was NOT a klutz, a catastrophe magnet, a human banana skin.

[image: A partially peeled banana, with its top half exposed and a small mark on the fruit suggesting ripeness or a blemish.]
For once, I was going to prove them wrong. I was going to show them what a win from Finn looked like!

I was going to wow them with my Olympic-level diving skills _ after all, I had been on holiday for almost a week now, my aquatic talent sharpened to the deadliest of points. My plan was to hinge at the waist and quickly touch my toes with my fingertips, before arrowing down, barely causing a ripple as I split the surface of the pool in two.

By the time I rose triumphantly to the surface, the crowd would be holding score cards, each of them shouting 10!!, before a beautiful young woman hung a dazzling gold medal round my bashful neck.

Or that’s what the plan was.

What actually happened was this…

[image: A cartoon drawing of a crab with large claws, two small antennae, and a friendly expression.]
At the top of my arc I hinged at the waist, and with perfectly straight legs went to touch my toes. That was when I heard the TWANG. I’ve heard a similar noise a lot over the last year or so, mostly from Dad as he bends over in extremely over-tight and inappropriate cycling Lycra. It either means the material has finally (and understandably) given up the ghost, or his hamstrings have. Sometimes, it’s both. He is nearly forty. Ancient.

I chose to ignore it at first. Reckoned it was just the sound of the speed barrier splitting in two as my perfect dive began. But then… I felt a strangely familiar sensation. A coldness, a chilly-ness just south of my waist, DESPITE the tropical heat. It must have been the wind. I was, after all, travelling at a trillion miles an hour.

[image: A drawing depicts a striped beach ball with a happy, surprised facial expression, being kicked by an unseen foot.]
Immediately, I remembered the last time I felt a similar sensation, when I was IN water, rather than speeding towards it. While doing my lifesaving badges, I’d managed to throw not just my pyjamas onto the side of the pool, but my trunks too. THAT time, however, I had the murky waters of my local pool to hide my blushes (and other things)… THIS time, I had no such protection.

[image: A wooden signpost with an arrow pointing right, bearing the word PARADISE crossed out with two thick lines.]
Pulling my head out of a perfect dive position, I looked skywards, and saw my shorts FLYING THROUGH THE AIR FOR ALL TO SEE. The only problem was, they were no longer attached to my body. In fact, they were doing a pretty good impression of the world’s most ineffective parachute, as they flittered twenty metres above my ankles.

It was at this moment that my diving technique (understandably) fell apart. It’s hard to concentrate on keeping your legs straight and together when the elastic in your shorts has violently detonated. It’s even harder to do it when you are trying to stop a crowd looking in horror at the things you must ALWAYS keep hidden from public view.

[image: A small mouse comfortably nestled inside a large, frosted donut with sprinkles, with only its head and front paws visible.]
To put it mildly, everything went hideously wrong. I continued to approach the water, but without any grace whatsoever. In fact, I plummeted, arms flailing, legs frog-kicking as I tried to find a position that would allow me to cover my decency. It wasn’t as easy as it sounds. I was travelling so fast that the G-forces were MASSIVE, like the sort you’d get in a fighter jet _ though I don’t imagine many pilots are forced to fly behind enemy lines TOTALLY NAKED.

[image: A bee flying to the right, leaving a faint, curly trail behind it.]
Obviously, I had to try and spare my blushes. But as the water zoomed closer and closer, I realized that at any second, I was about to hit the water in a massive bellyflop and not the perfect diving position I had been hoping for. Would I create a tsunami so great that it would flood the nearby motorways and airports? I loved this island we were on; I didn’t want to be held responsible for a hideous natural disaster.

I was also SLIGHTLY selfishly worried about my own personal pain management… on this holiday, I had become no stranger to the dangers of the poorly executed dive. The wrong angle of entry, even when diving from the side of the pool, could result in the sort of scarlet belly normally associated with the robin redbreast, which is all very cute on a Christmas card, but not so good when you are trying to style it out on holiday.

[image: An oval-shaped sticker or button, angled slightly to the right, with the word NOPE in bold sans-serif letters.]
But this was no poolside dive, oh no. THIS was a dive of epic proportions. A dive that would be remembered for as long as the witnesses held breath in their bodies… Because as the water screamed towards me, I realized I was beyond help. I was beyond control. This was going to be a record-breaking flop… a fail that would echo through the ages, for ALL the wrong reasons…

[image: A hand forming the loser gesture, with the word LOSER spelled out by the thumb and index finger.]
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[image: A hand-drawn cartoon depicts a FAIL-O-METER gauge with a needle pointing toward SUPER RARE WIN.]
Hang on… I’m getting ahead of myself. You’re probably thinking:

Er… Last I heard, you were trying to survive the first term of year seven, not living it large on a tropical island with substandard elastic in your swim shorts?

Fear not. I am, still, Finn Hope. I am still in year seven, and despite the occasional glorious WIN, my existence on this planet is still littered with steaming turd-shaped FAILS that I don’t just step in… I seem to roll in, for some reason.

[image: A steaming pile of feces, rendered with a playful, hand-drawn style.]
DON’T ASK ME WHY? I DON’T DO IT OUT OF CHOICE.

If turds were magnetic, they would undoubtedly be ATTRACTED to me though… This latest series of truly epic fails came out of nowhere, starting about a week before half term. I was CRAWLING through the final days of lessons in the thinly veiled prison they call school, when Dad called a family meeting.

[image: A head of Finns’s dad with a mustache and a mullet haircut, identified by an arrow as Dad, AKA Lycra Dad.]
These were not common occurrences in our house, not even after he and the Mothership split up. In fact, we’d only ever had one in our lives, where we made the decision to name our dog TROUBLE. The dog is not trouble by the way (well, she is, but in name only); the dog is a genius who is pretty much my only ally in our house. She also seems to dislike my nemesis big brother Jonah with a ferocity that dogs normally reserve for cats (another sign that she is the greatest dog on the planet, despite her unconventional facial features).

[image: A drawing shows the head of a dog named Trouble, with an arrow pointing to its nose and the text Trouble the Dog.]
So, Dad calls the meeting, and me, Jonah and Maisie (my little sister who is CONVINCED that unicorns exist and live among us) traipse into the living room to find not just Dad sitting there but Gran too.

Gran is Dad’s mum, and they share not only genes, but terrible taste in clothing. Dad seems to dress solely in Lycra these days (he says this is due to cycling and not because he is a WEIRDO) whereas Nan wears whatever she can lay her hands on in the morning. And it is clear that while her hands are looking for clothes, her eyes must be covered by a blindfold. I mean, her choices are bizarre. Striped tights with a tartan skirt and polka-dot blouse. I AM NOT claiming to be a fashion icon (Jonah would, of course) but I know that these things do NOT go together, not unless you WANT people in the same room to clutch at their eyes in pain at the sight of you.

[image: Gran with curly hair and large glasses, wearing a polka-dotted dress and striped socks, sitting in an armchair with a blanket over her lap.]
[image: A word CRINGE in uppercase, letters with an outline, tilted upwards from left to right.]
Dad says she’s a ‘one-off’ or a ‘true original’, whereas I’d suggest she is simply a ‘bit of a nightmare’.

You see, she’s got a way of talking to people that is direct to say the least. Some might say BRUTAL.

EVERY TIME she meets my best mate Google (and she’s met her like a MILLION TIMES), Gran asks her if she’s my girlfriend, and every time I blush and mumble NO, and she always says (as she raises an eyebrow), ‘Hhhhhhhm, just as well, Finley. After all, she’s WAY too pretty for you… smarter too, no doubt.’

She would never say anything like that to my other best mate, Laszlo. She much prefers him to me and practically throws her walking stick down as she sprints (yes, SPRINTS) towards him the minute he appears…

The first thing that ran through my mind though, when I unexpectedly saw her at the family meeting, was, Oh no, I hope she’s not ill. I mean, I may think she’s a bit of a nightmare, but she is my GRAN.

[image: A simple doodle or scribble features a continuous, wavy line.]
Jonah looked equally worried, and as I sat beside him, he leant in and whispered in my ear, ‘If Gran is moving in, it’ll mean us sharing a room with Maisie too…’

[image: A man named Jonah the Tormentor with shaggy hair, a smirk, and a goatee, rendered in a simple, bold line art style.]
My mind (and stomach) reeled at the thought of this. Jonah wasn’t finished though… ‘And I am NOT giving up my top bunk for her. If anyone ends up sleeping on the floor with her unicorn plushies, it’s YOU.’

My brain nearly exploded with the thought of this. I DIDN’T want Gran to be ill. I wanted her to continue being the same rude, brutally honest, badly dressed human she’d always been. But I didn’t want to share a room with my brother AND sister. Maisie may not smell as bad as Jonah, snore as loudly or fart with the same hideous regularity, but she TALKED. Man, did she talk. Non-stop. Even in her sleep. And always about the same thing, the same endless vomit of unicorn-related gibberish (in her defence though, I’d one hundred per cent rather have a conversation with her than Jonah).

[image: A rock with a textured, irregular head and a long, streaking tail.]
[image: Maisie, a girl with wide eyes and a wide smile, wearing a unicorn costume that covers her head and part of her face, with MAISIE written above her.]
‘Gran has some news for us,’ Dad said, though he was grinning as he said it. This made it unlikely that Gran was poorly (PHEW), and I couldn’t imagine he’d be smiling if he was about to be greeted by her false teeth floating in a cup of water when he washed his face every morning.

We looked to Gran, who looked to us, her pupils MASSIVE behind industrial-sized specs.

‘My dear friend Reenie passed away last month…’ she said.

I wasn’t sure what the right thing to say was, so said nothing, just tried to make my eyes as big as Gran’s (which was impossible). Jonah said nothing either, just fiddled with his phone till Dad snatched it off him. Only Maisie spoke…

‘Is she in heaven now, with the angel unicorns?’ she asked, both innocently AND annoyingly.

[image: An oval, contains the capital letters BAAA in a bold, slightly irregular font, conveying a sound or expression.]
‘Oh, I shouldn’t think she’s in heaven at all,’ Gran replied. ‘She had a terrible potty mouth on her, did Reenie. And light fingers. Always nicking the batteries out of my remote control so she didn’t have to buy any. Same with my biscuits…’ Gran looked like she was getting angry. I was getting more and more confused about what any of this had to do with us.

[image: A spherical object, a molecule or an atom, with six triangular-shaped protrusions or nodes.]
‘Anyway,’ she went on, ‘turns out all the money she didn’t spend on batteries or Jammie Dodgers, she saved. And when she died, she left it to someone.’

I saw Jonah’s eyes light up as he suddenly took an interest. I wanted to laugh at him. He’d never even heard of Reenie till now, so lord knows how he thought he might end up richer as a result. What would he even spend it on? He’d already bought every mirror in the world, the poser.

[image: A cartoon drawing of a crab with its claws raised and a slight smile.]
‘What I’m trying to say,’ Gran went on, ‘is that she left it to me.’

Jonah really DID look interested now. I expected him to rush over and sit on her lap and offer to paint her nails for her. I think he would’ve actually done it, if Maisie hadn’t beaten him to it.

[image: Two indistinct, dark, bee-like shapes against a plain background.]
‘Did you buy me a new unicorn, Gran?’ she yelped in a voice so shrill the windows trembled.

‘Better than that…’

‘TWO UNICORNS!!!’ Maisie squealed.

‘No, Maisie. What Gran is trying to say,’ Dad smiled, ‘is that she has a special treat for us all…’

‘That’s right!’ Gran said, clutching Maisie’s hands. ‘We’re all going on holiday!!!!’

The immediate reaction in the room was not overwhelmingly positive. When the Mothership moved out, Gran ‘cheered us up’ by taking us on a mini-break so awful that it seemed to last a millennium. I know that sounds dead ungrateful, but you try going through a divorce then being imprisoned with your family in an ancient caravan on the edge of a cliff at the end of the world during a freak storm.

I’m not even being dramatic. It rained so hard that we were nearly washed out to sea. Not to mention the wind, both inside and out. The kitchen only had a microwave, so we basically lived off Pot Noodles, which after three days did things to Gran’s insides that haunt me to this day. PLUS me, Jonah and Maisie had to share a bed.

[image: An icon of four French fries falling out of a striped square container.]
[image: An illustration depicts a small travel trailer, teetering precariously on the edge of a cliff with Finn visible through the window.]
I could feel a panic attack coming on. ‘Oh… w-w-wow…’ I stammered. I didn’t want to ask the next question, but my fearful brain made me. ‘Where?’

‘Oh, nowhere special,’ Gran said, deadpan, and I waited for her to tell us we were going glamping in a graveyard… ‘Just this little island I know called… TENERIFE!!!’

There was a moment, a delay, a time lag, as my brain caught up and tried to compute the glory of what had just been said. She had not said Dead-End-on-Sea, or Boredom-ville. Tenerife wasn’t even in this country! I didn’t know where it actually was, but it sounded exotic. I had questions, many of them, but all attention in the room had turned to Jonah, who was up off the sofa and doing the sort of dance that, frankly, he should’ve been arrested for.

[image: An explosion or burst, characterized by jagged outlines and concentric layers of light colors.]
[image: An icon depicts a jagged lightning bolt pointing diagonally downward to the left.]
‘GET IN!!!’ he roared. ‘Get SO FAR IN!’

Maisie joined him, though she hadn’t a clue what was going on. She probably thought a Tenerife was a breed of unicorn, so it was only a matter of time before she was crushingly disappointed and things turned ugly, violent even.

As per usual, it was left to me to be the voice of reason and gratitude, and I mean, it wasn’t difficult, it was Tenerife for goodness sake!

‘We’re going next week,’ Gran said after I thanked her eight thousand times. ‘Soon as you break up for half term. It’ll be like paradise.’

Paradise. That sounded pretty good, but so I wasn’t ultimately too disappointed, I had to ask one vital question. ‘And we’re all going, are we? Jonah and Maisie too?’

[image: A drawing depicts a striped beach ball with a happy, surprised facial expression, being kicked by an unseen foot.]
[image: A crinkled bag of Pop popcorn, angled to the right, with a serrated label on its front.]
‘Of course! The four of you, me and… a special friend of mine.’

Jonah stopped dancing momentarily. ‘You’re not bringing Reenie, are you? We don’t have to carry her ashes onto the plane in a biscuit tin?’

This earnt him a daggered look from Dad, while I just banked the comment in the bulging file that read ridiculous things my turd of a brother says cos he’s a dufus.

‘No, no, no,’ Gran went on. ‘We already scattered her down the bingo hall, not that the owners were that delighted about it. I’ll be bringing a different friend… a special friend… a man.’

From the look on Dad’s face, this was a bombshell that was new, even to him. He looked shocked, surprised, bemused… unlike us three kids, who were just appalled.

‘That is GROSS,’ Jonah said, not loudly enough for Gran’s hearing aids to pick up but audible to me. For the first time in my life, I found it impossible to disagree with him.

Was it even legal to be romancing someone at that age? Surely it was dangerous for older hearts to be tested so recklessly. The thought of DAD having a new girlfriend was bad enough, but Gran??

[image: A word art illustration of the acronym OMG in a playful, slightly tilted, rounded sans-serif font.]
‘I know what you’re thinking,’ she went on, ‘but I don’t give a monkey’s. You don’t stop having fun just because your teeth fall out.’

[image: A partially peeled banana, with its top half exposed and a small mark on the fruit suggesting ripeness or a blemish.]
That was it, my hands were clamped over my ears as I shouted LALALALALALALALALALA on repeat silently in my brain. Why was she doing this? She’d just given us the best news in the world EVER. Don’t spoil it now, GRAN!

So, I did what any self-respecting grandson would do. I thanked her again and again and again. Maybe I should’ve removed my hands from my ears before I did it, but I couldn’t take the risk. After the fifteenth thank you, I spotted my opportunity to beat a retreat.

‘I know we don’t go for a while,’ I said, ‘but I’m going to pack!’ And before Gran could tell us any more about her ANCIENT Romeo (whose name was actually Fred), I sprinted for the stairs, determined not to let anything spoil what was UNDOUBTEDLY a major WIN for FINN.

[image: A cartoon illustration of a boater hat, featuring a dark band with the hand-lettered text KISS ME QUICK across it.]
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[image: A Fail-o-meter dial, humorously measuring levels of failure from Super Win to 100 percent Epic Fail, with the needle pointing towards Faintly Useless.]
Whatever happens in my life, no matter how great the fail or humiliating the situation may be, I know I am lucky, no, BLESSED, to have two best friends like mine. When word reached them of my holiday windfall, they were delighted for me. Well, one of them was.

‘Jammy,’ spat Laszlo. ‘That’s what you are… Jammy. In fact, I hate you.’

[image: A character named Laszlo, drawn in a bold, expressive style, with a smirk and shaggy hair.]
‘So, to confirm, you’re pleased for him then?’ Google said, completely straight-faced.

‘I hope his suitcase goes missing, the hotel is plagued by rats and that every single girl in the whole resort already has a boyfriend.’ I swear his bottom lip stuck out so far, a kid from year eight tripped over it.

[image: A person’s head with curly hair tied in a large bun, looking happy, with an arrow pointing from the word GOOGLE to the bun.]
‘And there you have it,’ Google went on. ‘The REAL reason for his bitterness. Girls, as always.’ Google IS the smartest person I know, a human search engine, a fount of ALL knowledge, a wise owl in human form, so it wasn’t a stretch for her to work this one out.

Laszlo is funny, the joint funniest kid I know, but he’s also the most lovesick human being on the planet. If HE was a bird, he definitely wouldn’t be a swan, cos they mate for life, whereas Lasz? He falls in love every other minute.

‘I mean,’ he went on, the sulk getting bigger by the second, ‘you just go. Don’t be worrying about us here in the cold, sat shivering by the radiator, waiting for the clocks to go back so it’s darker for even longer.

‘Well, I hope you enjoy yourself,’ Lasz harrumphed. ‘I hope you have the time of your life and meet the girl of your dreams. But WHEN you don’t, not IF, WHEN, don’t come crying to me, because my cup of sympathy will be bone dry.’ And he flounced off, in search of his next great love.

[image: A cartoon drawing of a crab with large claws, two small antennae, and a friendly expression.]
[image: A round face, expressing intense worry or fear with wide eyes, furrowed brows, and clenched teeth.]
‘Anyone would think I was going to Miami or something?’ I huffed. ‘I mean, it’s brilliant, but at the end of the day, I’m still going with Jonah, aren’t I? Imagine what torture he’ll dream up in a foreign country? And Maisie’s already kicked off four times cos Dad won’t let her take every unicorn in her collection. I think she expected a seat for all of them on the plane.’

Google thought about this for a moment. ‘Well, thank goodness your dad will be there, in his holiday Lycra, to keep control.’

I felt my head spin. ‘Oh man, he’s not going to wear it out there, is he? He is, isn’t he? He’s going to hire a bike to give him an excuse to wear it 24/7.’

‘Either that, or he’ll just wear the swimming equivalent…’ I had to hold on to the wall at that point to stop myself from passing out. ‘He wouldn’t, would he? He wouldn’t wear tiny trunks… he wouldn’t wear budgie smugglers?’

[image: A hand-drawn speech bubble in an oval shape contains the onomatopoeic word BAAAA in a bold.]
[image: A word CRINGE in a bold, sans-serif font, where each letter has a wavy, irregular outline and a prominent drop shadow.]
Google fixed me with a look that said I think you know the answer to that. And I did. Dad would. Because in the fashion department, my dear father had no shame. I think he must have given it all to me, and as a result this holiday was beginning to mirror my entire existence.

‘It’s going to be a nightmare. Jonah plotting, Maisie unicorning, Dad strutting about in skin-tight beachwear…’

Google scratched her temple as she delivered the knock-out blow. ‘Er… you’ve forgotten Gran… and her new fella.’

[image: An ice cream cone lying on its side, with a scoop of melted ice cream pooling around its base and small flecks scattered around.]
And that was it. The final nail in the coffin, the pickled cherry on top of the sourest ice-cream sundae ever made. Yes, I was on going on holiday with the most random set of loons to walk the planet. And to make it worse, I was blood-related to almost every one of them.

[image: A wooden directional signpost pointing to the right, with the word FAILSVILE in a blocky, handwritten font.]
There were five days until we stepped on that plane. I’d need five years to think up a reason good enough to get out of it.
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[image: A FAIL-O-METER styled like a circular gauge, with a needle pointing towards Super rare win, surrounded by various levels of failure and success.]
I decided to pack early, to avoid the prying eyes of my evil brother. He’d only take the mick out of everything I chose to take, which was OUT OF ORDER, because nearly ALL of my clothes had once belonged to HIM.

I swear, it’s rubbish being the second born, cos everything you get is handed down. T-shirts, pyjamas, school uniform, it all came my way from Jonah, which meant they had a TOXIC odour that you couldn’t get rid of, no matter how many times you washed it, or covered it in the world’s strongest deodorant. Dad said I was imagining the permanent Jonah stink, but it was real.

[image: A tilted aerosol spray can with WILD TIGER printed on its label.]
When I was younger, I used to worry that when I pulled on his clothes they would weld to my skin and infect my blood, make me act all evil and sinister, like Venom in the Spiderman comics. For a while, I still wore my own clothes underneath to act like a shield. Until I started getting too hot all the time and fainting in class. Dad told me to get a grip of myself. Bit rich for a man whose clothes make him look like a bouncy ball.

[image: A casual sneaker, featuring detailed laces, stitching, and distinct stripes on its side.]
Anyway, I was packing my case when there came a call from downstairs. Dad.

[image: A drawing depicts a striped beach ball with a happy, surprised facial expression, being kicked by an unseen foot.]
Like any decent human, I got up to go to him, but as I left the room I was pounced on by Jonah, who must have been waiting for me. He pushed me back into our bedroom and tied my arm to the bedhead with his dressing gown cord. The knot he used was so complex it must have been the SAS who taught him it, not the scouts. By the time I wrestled myself free and slid down the banister to save 0.75 of a second, Dad was in the foulest of moods.

‘Finn,’ he shouted. ‘If I tell you to come down, you come quickly, not when you’ve finished your game.’

Maisie started laughing and climbing on me and whispering Finn’s in trouble, Finn’s in trouble on repeat in both my ears (ANNOYING), while Jonah twisted the knife as only he could.

[image: A toilet paper unrolling from the upper left, with several sheets unfurling in a wavy pattern towards the lower right.]
‘Dad’s right,’ he lectured. ‘Don’t you think he’s got enough on, keeping us safe and happy, without YOU letting the side down.’ His acting was extraordinary. Evil, yet impressive, as he turned back to Dad and patted his shoulder supportively. ‘Go on, Dad. Tell us your VERY vital news. I’m all ears.’

[image: A tightly wound spring or spiral, tapering downwards with a dynamic, energetic feel.]
Trying to explain to Dad that Jonah had taken me hostage was pointless. Besides I wanted to know what was so important.

[image: A cylindrical candy wrapper with twisted ends, featuring a rectangular label that reads MINT in capital letters.]
‘It’s about the holiday,’ he sighed.

Oh my God, it was off, wasn’t it? It was all a big hoax. Reenie had actually left her money to a donkey sanctuary instead of Gran, so, knowing our luck, Tenerife was off the agenda but the fart-filled caravan at the end of the world was still available. I know

[image: An icon of four French fries falling out of a striped square container.]




[image: A rock with a textured, irregular head and a long, streaking tail.]

[image: An explosion or burst, characterized by jagged outlines and concentric layers of light colors.]




[image: A cartoon drawing of a crab with large claws, two small antennae, and a friendly expression.]
[image: An oval-shaped sticker or button, angled slightly to the right, with the word NOPE in bold sans-serif letters.]


[image: An explosion or burst, characterized by jagged outlines and concentric layers of light colors.]


[image: A bee flying to the right, leaving a faint, curly trail behind it.]
[image: An icon depicts a single, jagged lightning bolt striking diagonally downwards from left to right.]


[image: A cartoon rocket ship launching upwards and to the right, emitting a large plume of smoke and fire from its base.]
[image: Finn Hope in a striped full-body suit, with a small axe stuck into his back, all contained within a thought bubble.]
[image: Two stylized insects, flies, with bulbous bodies and delicate wings.]
[image: A hand forming the loser gesture, with the word LOSER spelled out by the thumb and index finger.]




[image: A Spinosaurus with a long snout, small front limbs, powerful hind legs, and a distinctive fin-like sail on its back, outlined in thick lines.]



[image: A cartoon rocket ship launching upwards and to the right, emitting a large plume of smoke and fire from its base.]
[image: A dog Trouble with an elongated head, wearing dark sunglasses, and sitting with its mouth slightly open to reveal square teeth.]
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