


Ok. Well, I am 9 1/4, almost 9 1/2 and  

my name is PIZAZZ.

Yes, you did hear that right. My name is        
                    PIZAZZ.
And yes, it IS completely embarrassing.
And no, I don’t think it’s a proper name 

either, but as with most things around here  
it really doesn’t seem to matter what  
I think about it.



With a ridiculous name like PIZAZZ 

I should probably be a magician,  
or a pop star, or a really smelly 
perfume, but I am not any of  

those things. 

What I actually am is super. Not 
super as in brilliant, or terrific or even 

very good. I am SUPER super.  
Actually super. As in superhero, with powers 
and stuff.

Because of this, I HAVE to wear a 
costume and part of that  costume is a very  
annoying cape. It gets in the way, 
flapping around my feet and trailing 
in puddles and getting stuck in doors,  
but I still have to wear it 
 

 
 
 

Not just when it’s cold.

ALL
THE

TIME.
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. . . And my ridiculous name (which in case 

you hadn’t already guessed I HATE) 
is written right across the back of my 

cape in HUGE shiny letters.  
		

			   SUPER.
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