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CHAPTER 1

Norm knew it was going to be one of those days when he woke up and found himself in the middle of The French Revolution.



“Norman?” said a strangely familiar-sounding voice.
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Uh? thought Norm groggily. What was going on?



Had he fallen asleep in front of the telly? And if so, where was the flipping remote control? Because there had to be something better on than this!



“You haven’t been asleep, have you?” said the voice.



There was a burst of laughter. Norm looked around to see a sea of grinning faces looking back at him. Suddenly he knew exactly what was going on. He had fallen asleep. But not in front of the telly. He’d fallen asleep in class! No flipping wonder the voice had sounded strangely familiar. It was the voice of his history teacher, Miss Rogers!
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“Late night, was it, Norman?”



“What?” yawned Norm.



“Pardon,” said Miss Rogers.



“What?” said Norm.
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“Pardon!” said Miss Rogers. “Not what!”



“Oh, right. Sorry,” said Norm.



“Late night, was it?”



“Erm, yeah, kind of,” said Norm.



“Good,” said Miss Rogers. “Pleased to hear it.”



Norm was getting more confused by the second. And he’d been pretty confused in the first place. “What? I mean, pardon?”




“Well I’d hate to think you’d dropped off because of my teaching.”



“No, no, course not, Miss Rogers,” said Norm quickly.
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There was more laughter. As it happened though, the night before had been a late night – most of which Norm had spent Googling around for potential new bikes, what with his current bike being totally past its ride-by date. How was he ever supposed to become World Mountain Biking Champion on an ancient wreck like that? Not that there was the remotest possibility of his skinflint parents buying him another one. Not until his dad got a job and his mum started working more than five minutes a week at the flipping cake shop there wasn’t, anyway. And even then they’d probably want to blow all their money on flipping food and clothes and electricity and stuff, claiming that that was somehow more important. It was so unfair.



“What were you doing?” said Miss Rogers.



Norm shrugged. “Just thinking.”



“I meant what were you doing last night?” said Miss Rogers. “Or don’t I want to know?”
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Norm thought for a moment. How did he know whether his teacher wanted to know what he’d been doing last night or not? What was he? Psychic or something?



“Well, Norman?”



“Looking at bikes,” muttered Norm.



“Geek,” laughed a voice from the back.



Norm turned around to see Connor Wright, the captain of the football team, smirking at him.



“What was that?” said Norm.



“Er, nothing,” said Connor Wright.



“There’s nothing geeky about looking at bikes!” spat Norm.



“Whatever,” said Connor Wright.



“Better than flipping football,” muttered Norm.



“You reckon?”



“Yeah, I do actually,” said Norm.



“Just ‘cos you’re rubbish at football,” sniggered Connor Wright.



“I’m not rubbish,” said Norm. “I’m really good.”



“Oh yeah?”



“Yeah,” said Norm. “I just don’t play, that’s all.”



“That’s quite enough, you two,” said Miss Rogers.



Norm sighed. He knew that Connor Wright was right. He really was rubbish at football. But Connor Wright wasn’t completely right. The real reason Norm chose not to play football was that Norm hated football more than just about anything. Well, apart from going for walks. And living in a stupid little house with paper-thin walls and only one toilet. And most vegetables. But apart from that, Norm hated football more than just about anything.



“Open your homework diary please.”



Diary? thought Norm. Not diaries? He must have misheard. He glanced around the rest of the class. But no one else had made a move.
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“Well, Norman?” said Miss Rogers.



Norm pulled a face. “Just me?”



Miss Rogers nodded. “Just you.”



“But…”



“I don’t see anyone else asleep, do you?”



“Give them a few more minutes,” mumbled Norm under his breath.



“Oh, dear. That’s unfortunate,” said Miss Rogers.



“What is?” said Norm.



“Well, that’s just doubled the size of your punishment exercise.”



Norm heard the words, but it was several seconds before he fully comprehended what they actually meant.



“Punishment exercise?”
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“Well, of course,” said Miss Rogers. “What do you expect?”



Norm opened his mouth to say something – but suddenly thought better of it and closed it again. Miss Rogers clearly wasn’t going to change her mind now. Things weren’t about to get any better. They could only get worse. Same as flipping usual.





CHAPTER 2

“You fell asleep?” said Mikey in utter disbelief.



“Yes, I fell asleep, Mikey,” said Norm.



“You actually fell asleep?”



Norm sighed. “Yes, Mikey. I actually fell asleep.”



“In history? ” said Mikey as if that was somehow worse than falling asleep in maths, or geography.



“Yes, Mikey,” said Norm, beginning to get more and more exasperated. “In history.”



“Whoa,” said Mikey.



Gordon flipping Bennet, thought Norm. The way Mikey was going on anybody would think he’d got changed into his flipping pyjamas first – not just accidentally nodded off for a few seconds.
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“I didn’t mean to, Mikey!”



“Well I should hope not,” said Mikey.



Norm looked at his best friend. “Have you never fallen asleep, then?”



Mikey looked puzzled. “In school, you mean?”



Norm sighed again. “No, I mean have you ever just generally fallen asleep?”
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“What?”



“Of course I mean in flipping school, you doughnut!”



“Oh, right,” said Mikey. “Erm, no, I don’t think so.”



Course not, thought Norm. Silly question really. Mikey would never do a thing like that, would he? He’d be too busy sticking his hand up and getting every single question right! Just like he used to in primary school. Of course it wasn’t Mikey’s fault that he was just that little bit better at everything than Norm was. Norm knew that. It was still flipping annoying though. The only consolation, as far as Norm was concerned, was that he and Mikey weren’t actually in the same class very often now that they were in secondary school. They were in different classes for nearly all subjects. In fact some days the only time they actually saw each other was at lunch when they walked round the playing field together, chatting. Which was exactly what they were doing now.



“How come?” said Mikey eventually.



“How come what?” said Norm.



“You fell asleep.”



Norm looked at Mikey again. For someone who was supposed to be reasonably intelligent, he didn’t half ask some stupid questions sometimes.
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“How come I fell asleep?”



Mikey nodded.



“Because I was tired, Mikey!” said Norm. “Why else do you think I fell asleep?”



“Well, obviously you were tired, Norm,” said Mikey. “What I meant was why?”



“Why was I tired?”



“Yeah.”



“Because I didn’t go to bed till really late last night.”



“Yes, but why?” persisted Mikey.



Gordon flipping Bennet, thought Norm. Was Mikey trying to set some kind of new world record for being incredibly annoying, or what? Because if he was, he was going about it the right way.



“If you must know, I was looking at bikes.”



Mikey looked confused. “In a shop?”



“ON MY IPAD, YOU DOUGHNUT!”



“All right, all right,” said Mikey. “There’s no need to shout, Norm.”



Straightaway Norm felt bad. It wasn’t Mikey’s fault he’d fallen asleep in class any more than it was Mikey’s fault that he was just that little bit better at most things than Norm was. It was still frustrating though, having to explain. Like talking to one of his little brothers.



“Sorry, Mikey,” said Norm.



“It’s OK,” said Mikey. “See anything you like?”



Norm thought for a moment. Had he seen anything he’d liked? Abso-flipping-lutely he had! But before he could reply, something smacked him between the eyes with such force, it felt like he’d been whacked round the head by an elephant’s trunk. Not that Norm had ever actually been whacked round the head by an elephant’s trunk before – but he imagined that’s what it would feel like if he had been. It was all he could do to stay on his feet, let alone speak.
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“WHAT A GOAL!” yelled a voice.



“You OK, Norm?” said Mikey.



“Uh? What?” said Norm. “What happened?”



“That was amazing!”



Norm turned round to see Connor Wright running up to him. “What was?”



Connor Wright laughed. “What do you mean what was? That was the most incredible header I’ve ever seen!”
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Header? thought Norm.



“The keeper never stood a chance!”



Norm suddenly twigged. So that’s what had hit him. A football! Not only that, but it appeared he’d somehow managed to score a goal!



“I thought you were kidding,” said Connor Wright.
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“What do you mean?” said Norm, who knew perfectly well what Connor Wright meant. What he’d said earlier about choosing not to play football was a load of garbage. He’d only said it to try and shut him up. But there was no way he was going to admit that now.



“When you said you were really good at football.”



Norm shrugged. “Yeah, well, you know…”



Connor Wright eyed Norm suspiciously for a moment. “You did mean to, didn’t you?”



“Mean to what?” said Norm.



“Head the ball?”



“Course I did,” said Norm nonchalantly. “What? You think the ball just hit me or something?”
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“No, I just…”



“What then?” said Norm.



“Nothing,” said Connor Wright.



“Good,” said Norm. “Now if you don’t mind, my friend and I are trying to have a conversation.”



Connor Wright showed no sign of moving.



“Go on,” said Norm dismissively. “Run along and play now. There’s a good boy.”



Connor Wright turned to leave, but stopped again. “If you ever fancy a kick about…?”
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“Yeah, yeah,” said Norm. “I’ll let you know.”



Norm and Mikey watched as Connor Wright trotted off again.



“Can I ask you a question, Norm?”



Norm shrugged. “I dunno, Mikey. Can you?”



“What was all that about?”



“What was all what about?”



“You didn’t really mean to head the ball, did you?”



“Are you serious?” said Norm.



Mikey nodded.



“Did I mean to head the ball?”



Mikey nodded again.



“Mikey?”



“Yeah?” said Mikey.
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“There’s more chance of me giving up flipping pizza than there is of me ever meaning to head a flipping football!”



“What?” said Mikey.



“Of course I didn’t flipping mean to head it! It just flipping hit me!”



“That’s what I thought,” said Mikey.



“So why flipping ask then?” said Norm.



“Dunno,” said Mikey. “I was just checking.”



“Doughnut,” said Norm as the bell rang signalling the end of lunch and the beginning of afternoon lessons.





CHAPTER 3

“Feeling all right, Norm?” said Mikey as he waited in the playground for his friend to catch up so that they could walk to the bike shed together.



“What?” said Norm. “Why shouldn’t I be?”



“After your amazing ‘header’?” said Mikey making speech marks in the air with his fingers.
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“Shhhh!” hissed Norm, looking around anxiously. He didn’t mind Mikey knowing that the goal he’d scored had been a complete and utter fluke, but he didn’t want anyone else to know – especially Connor Wright. But there was no danger of being overheard by Connor Wright, or anybody else for that matter. School was over for another day. Kids were pouring out the main doors like a river of excitable ants, all talking and laughing at the tops of their voices.
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“You must admit, it was quite funny,” grinned Mikey.



“Funny?” said Norm.



Mikey nodded.



“You call being whacked on the head by a flipping football funny?”



Mikey stopped grinning and suddenly looked a bit sheepish. “Erm, well…”



“I tell you what’s funny, Mikey,” said Norm.



“What?” said Mikey.
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Norm thought for a moment. He couldn’t think of anything even remotely funny. It was so flipping annoying.



“I’ll get back to you.”



“When?” said Mikey.



Norm sighed. “What do you mean, when? I don’t know when, you doughnut!”



They walked on in stony silence for a few moments.



“Sorry, Norm,” said Mikey eventually.



Norm shrugged. “It’s all right.”



“Really?”



Norm shrugged again. “S’pose.”



Mikey looked instantly relieved. “Fancy going biking later?”
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Norm couldn’t help laughing. Did he fancy going biking later? What kind of stupid question was that? He always fancied going biking! He’d be out on his bike 24/7 if his mum and dad let him. Longer if possible.




“I’ll take that as a yes, then?” said Mikey.



“What do you think, Mikey?”



“Great,” said Mikey. “I’ll call round for you once I’ve done my homework then.”



Norm groaned.



“What’s up?” said Mikey.



“That’s just reminded me.”



“What?”



“I’ve got a punishment exercise,” said Norm.



“What for?” said Mikey. “Falling asleep in history?”



Norm nodded.



“What have you got to do, Norm?”



It was a good point actually, thought Norm. What had he got to do? It was so boring he’d almost fallen asleep again just writing it down!



“Something about kings and queens, I think. I’m not really sure.”



“What about them?”



“I dunno, Mikey, all right?” said Norm irritably.



“All right,” said Mikey. “I was just asking.”



“Hang on a minute,” said Norm. “When have I next got history?”



Mikey pulled a face. “I’ve no idea.”



“I wasn’t talking to you, Mikey,” said Norm. “I was talking to myself.”



Mikey looked concerned. “Are you sure you’re all right, Norm?”



“YESSS!” said Norm, punching the air.



“What?” said Mikey, who by now was beginning to look genuinely worried.



“Tomorrow’s Thursday, right?”



“Right,” said Mikey.



“I don’t have history tomorrow!” said Norm.



“So that means…”



“I can go biking tonight!” said Norm triumphantly.



“Great!” said Mikey.



Norm smiled. Despite the punishment exercise and being hit on the head by a football, today had just got a whole lot better. And it wasn’t very often Norm could say that.



Norm was still smiling a few moments later when he and Mikey rounded a corner to see the bike shed with only one bike left in it. And it wasn’t his.
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“Now that really is funny, Mikey,” said Norm.



“What is?” said Mikey, unlocking his bike.



“Where is it?”



“Where’s what?” said Mikey innocently.



“Where’s what?” mimicked Norm. “Er, my bike?”



Mikey shrugged. “Don’t ask me.”



“Come on, Mikey, stop mucking about. Where have you hidden it?”
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“Why would I hide your bike?” said Mikey.



Norm began to get a horrible feeling in his stomach. Not the kind of feeling he got when he’d eaten too much pizza and he suddenly needed to find a toilet. A whole different level of horrible feeling.



“Seriously, Norm, I have no idea where your bike is.”



Norm stared at Mikey. It was beginning to look like he was actually telling the truth. In fact in all the years they’d known each other, Norm couldn’t recall Mikey ever trying to pull off any kind of stunt or practical joke. Why would he start now?



“So that means…”



Mikey nodded. “It’s been stolen.”



Norm had temporarily lost the power of speech. It didn’t really matter though. Even if he could have spoken he wouldn’t have known what to say. His bike was gone. Someone had taken it. His flipping bike! It made no difference that it was a rubbish bike. It was his rubbish bike! Not someone else’s rubbish bike!
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“I don’t understand,” Mikey. “Someone must have known the combination.



Norm didn’t reply.



“You did lock it, didn’t you, Norm?”



But Norm still didn’t reply. He felt like he’d just run slap bang into a brick wall. Naked. And with the whole flipping school watching.
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CHAPTER 4



[image: images]





“Who’s that?” called Norm’s dad anxiously from the kitchen, as soon as the front door slammed shut. Not that Norm actually noticed his dad sounding anxious. Then again Norm was so consumed with recent events, he wouldn’t have noticed if the house had been on fire and his dad had been trying to put it out with a watering can.



“That you, Norman?”



“Yeah,” said Norm, slouching into the kitchen like a slug with an attitude problem.
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“Thank goodness for that,” said Norm’s dad, looking up from his newspaper.



“What?” said Norm.



Norm’s dad grinned. “Well, I was supposed to be getting tea ready, wasn’t I?”
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