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 To Drew who cannot wait.


CHAPTER 1

Norm knew it was going to be one of those days when he woke up and got blamed for global warming.
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“What?” said Norm.


“You heard,” said Norm’s dad, spraying a mouthful of toast and marmalade across the table.

Norm’s dad was right. Norm had heard. He just needed to check. “Global warming is my fault?” said Norm, who was perfectly used to being blamed for all kinds of stuff – just not stuff quite on this scale.

Norm’s dad nodded and took another bite of toast.

“What? All of it?” said Norm.

“That’s not what I said, Norman.”

Funny, thought Norm. Because as far as he was concerned, that was exactly what his dad had said. That Norm – and Norm alone – was single-handedly responsible for the imminent destruction of the entire planet.
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“All I did was leave the TV on standby, Dad.”

“And you left the light on overnight.”

Norm shrugged. “It’s just a light, Dad. It’s no biggie.”

“It’s not just a light, Norman.”

Norm pulled a face. “What is it then?”

“It’s the tip of the iceberg,” said Norm’s dad. “No pun intended.”

Iceberg? thought Norm. What flipping iceberg? And what flipping pun? What on earth was his dad on about?

“What I’m saying,” said Norm’s dad, “is that if you carry on like this, there’ll be no icebergs.”

Norm pulled another face. He never had been any good at puzzles. He hated puzzles! Puzzles were for geeks. What was the connection between leaving a light on, and icebergs? Frankly, who cared? Norm certainly didn’t. Especially first thing on a Saturday morning.
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“Do I need to spell it out, Norman?”

“What? Iceberg?” said Norm.

“It’s a waste of energy,” said Norm’s dad, spraying another mouthful of toast and marmalade.

It’s a waste of flipping food, thought Norm who was beginning to wish he had an umbrella with him. How come his dad was allowed to speak with his mouth full, but not him? 
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“Switch things off when you’re not using them!” said Norm’s dad. “Save energy – don’t waste it!”

“Whatever,” said Norm.

“No, Norman. Not whatever,” said Norm’s dad. “I presume you’ve heard of the greenhouse effect?”

Whoa, thought Norm. His dad was seriously beginning to lose the plot now. What was he going on about flipping greenhouses for? They didn’t even have a greenhouse!

“All the gases building up in the earth’s atmosphere?” said Norm’s dad.
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Norm was beginning to feel gas build up a lot closer to home. If he didn’t get to the bathroom soon there was likely to be some very localised global warming.

“Temperatures rising?” said Norm’s dad.

“Yeah, but that’s a good thing, right?” said Norm.

“How exactly is that a good thing, Norman?”

Norm thought for a moment. “Well, if it was warmer there’d be no need to go abroad on holiday. There’d be less planes in the sky. Less pollution.”

Norm had no idea whether what he’d just said was right or not. It sounded reasonable enough though.

“That’s not the point,” said Norm’s dad. “The point is, you should switch things off when you’re not using them. It saves money!”
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Aha! thought Norm. So that’s what this was all about. He might have known. Never mind all that global-warming-save-the-flipping-planet guff. It was all about saving money! It always flipping was these days. It was so unfair! Why should Norm have to suffer just because his stupid dad had gone and got himself sacked?

“If you don’t start remembering to switch things off, I’m going to…”

Norm’s dad stopped mid-sentence.

“I’m going to…”
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Norm knew exactly what he’d do if he didn’t get to the bathroom very soon. And besides, he wasn’t particularly bothered what his dad said he was going to do. He never carried out any of the threats he made. He might as well threaten to make Norm wear a dress and call him Kylie. He was never actually going to do it.


“I’m going to…”

“What, Dad?” said Norm.

Norm’s dad sighed. “I’ll think of something. Just remember to switch things off. That’s all there is to it!”

“But…”
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“No buts, Norman!” said Norm’s dad, the vein on the side of his head beginning to throb – a sure-fire sign that he was starting to get stressed. Not that Norm noticed. He knew it was useless arguing, though. He might as well just let his dad say what he’d got to say and get it over with. The sooner his dad got it over with the sooner Norm could go. And boy did Norm need to go! And anyway, so what if he was being blamed for global warming? It wasn’t the end of the world.

Norm chuckled to himself.

“What’s so funny?” said Norm’s dad.

“It’s not the end of the world,” said Norm.

“What isn’t?”

“Being blamed for global warming.”

Norm’s dad looked blankly at Norm.

“Geddit?” said Norm.

“It’s no laughing matter, Norman. Just switch things off in future, right?”

Norm sighed.

“Right?” said Norm’s dad.

“Right, Dad.”

“And remember to close doors behind you.”

“Uh?” said Norm.

“It’s what they’re for!”

“What what are for?”

“Doors,” said Norm’s dad. “They’re not meant to be left open. They’re meant to be closed. Otherwise what’s the point of having them?”
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Norm had literally no idea what his dad was talking about any more. Not that he ever had much idea what his dad was talking about. But now it was as if he was watching a foreign movie. Without subtitles.

“Doors help keep the heat in,” said Norm’s dad. “They help to save money! If you’re going to leave them open all the time I might as well just set fire to twenty-pound notes!”
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That would be one way of keeping warm, thought Norm, getting up and heading for the stairs.

“Where are you going?” said Norm’s dad. “I haven’t finished.”

“Toilet,” said Norm without bothering to turn round.

“Only flush if necessary,” said Norm’s dad.

It was going to be necessary all right, thought Norm. It was going to be abso-flipping-lutely necessary.

“Saves money! I mean, water!” yelled Norm’s dad. “And shut the door behind you!”

But it was too late. Norm had already gone.


CHAPTER 2

Norm was sat reading a mountain-biking magazine when there was an urgent knock on the door.

“Is that you in there, Norman?” said a muffled voice.
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Norm would have known that voice anywhere – no matter how muffled it was. It was Brian’s – and there was something uniquely annoying about Brian’s voice. Then again, thought Norm, there was something uniquely annoying about Brian.

Norm turned a page. Whatever his middle brother wanted would just have to wait.

“I know it’s you, Norman!” said Brian, beginning to sound more and more agitated.

Norm sighed. Couldn’t a guy get a moment’s peace without being hassled? Was that really too much to ask? Apparently it was.

There was another knock on the door – this time louder, longer and if anything, even more urgent.

“What are you doing in there?”

Enough was enough. Norm’s levels of patience had just hit rock bottom.

“What do you flipping think I’m doing, you little freak?” yelled Norm. “I’m on the flipping toilet!”

“Language,” said another voice – this one closer and distinctly unmuffled.

Norm looked round to find Dave lying in the bath, his head barely visible above a mini mountain range of bubbles.
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This was getting ridiculous, thought Norm. In fact never mind getting ridiculous – it had already got ridiculous. He was nearly thirteen years old! Surely he was entitled to some privacy, wasn’t he? In fact, never mind flipping privacy – this was a serious breach of basic human rights.

“What are you doing here?”

“What does it look like I’m doing?” said Dave.

“Having a bath,” said Norm.

“So why ask then?” said Dave.

Norm sighed. It wasn’t his fault they’d only got one toilet in this stupid little house –and that it was in the bathroom. In their old house they’d had a separate toilet. It had been possible for someone to have a bath and someone to have a pee at the same time! Not any flipping more it wasn’t! It was like living in the flipping Stone Age or something. Virtually everybody Norm knew had a separate toilet and bathroom. Mikey’s parents had their own bathroom. His perfect flipping cousins all had their own bathrooms! It was so unfair!
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“I’m going to wet myself in a minute!” shouted Brian.

“Good,” muttered Norm.

“You’re taking too long!”

Too long? thought Norm. Since when had there been a time limit?

“How much longer are you going to be?”

“As long as it takes,” snapped Norm through gritted teeth.

“Well, hurry up,” said Brian.

“Else what?” said Norm. “What are you going to do about it, Brian? Give me a ticket?”

“Uh?” said Brian.

“What are you, Brian? Some kind of toilet warden?”

“Seriously, Norman, I’m telling Mum and Dad if you don’t let me in,” said Brian.

“Seriously, Brian, I don’t flipping care!” said Norm, turning another page. “Now shut up. I’m trying to read.”
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“I thought you were…”

“Are you still here?” said Norm.
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There was a sudden clatter of footsteps up the stairs.

“How much longer are you going to be in there, love?” said Norm’s mum.

This was seriously beginning to do Norm’s head in. Why was everyone so obsessed with how long he was going to be on the flipping toilet? Didn’t they have better things to do? He had no idea how long he was going to be on the flipping toilet! A flipping long time at this rate!

“You heard your mother,” said Norm’s dad. “How much longer are you going to be?”
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Gordon flipping Bennet, thought Norm. Who else was out there? Why didn’t they invite the flipping neighbours round while they were at it? In fact, why stop there? Why not just invite the whole street round!

“We’re going to IKEA, remember?” said Norm’s mum.

What? thought Norm. IKEA? On a Saturday morning? When he could be at Mikey’s? Never mind the end of the world. This was worse than the end of the world. This made the end of the world seem like a picnic in the park by comparison. What did they need to go to IKEA for again, anyway? There was no room left in the house for anything else. It was full to flipping bursting point already.
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“Psst! Norman!” hissed Dave.

Norm turned to find his youngest brother pulling a funny face and frantically gesticulating towards the window. Surely the smell wasn’t that bad, was it?

And then Norm suddenly twigged. Dave wasn’t about to be overcome by fumes. He was trying to tell him something! The window! The perfect means of escape! The only means of escape! It was just a short drop down onto the garage roof. And from the garage roof he could shin down the drainpipe and be away on his bike before anyone knew it. He hadn’t actually said anything to his parents yet. They didn’t know for sure that he was even in there.
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“I’m warning you, Norman!” said Norm’s dad, his voice getting higher and higher. “Answer me now! How much longer are you going to be in there?”

“He’s not in here!” yelled Dave. “It’s me in here!”

“What?” said Norm’s dad, managing to sound both muffled and puzzled at the same time.

“Norman’s not in here, Dad! It’s me! Dave!”

“Where is he?”

“No idea, Dad!” said Dave.

Norm smiled at Dave. But this was no time to stop and wonder why his little brother had done what he’d done. All Norm knew was that he needed to act quickly if he was to get away with it.

Norm stood up. Dave immediately disappeared beneath the bubbles. He had no more desire to see what Norm needed to do, than Norm had to be seen doing what he needed to do. By the time Dave resurfaced, Norm had gone.


CHAPTER 3

“Hello, Norman,” said an all-too-familiar voice from the other side of the fence, as Norm slid down the drainpipe and landed on the ground.

Norm didn’t need to bother turning round to know that it was Chelsea. So he didn’t bother.
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“Sssshhh!” hissed Norm, opening the garage door as quietly as possible.

“All right, all right,” said Chelsea. “Keep your hair on, Norman .”

It never failed to annoy Norm, the way that Chelsea always deliberately overemphasised his name like it was the funniest name she’d ever heard. Thank goodness she only lived next door with her dad at weekends. If she ever moved in permanently, Norm would have to seriously consider emigrating.

“What’s with all the Mission Impossible stuff?”

“What?” said Norm, putting his helmet on.

“You know – all the climbing out of the window and sliding down the drainpipe? It’s all a bit James Bond, isn’t it?”

“I’ll tell you what it is,” said Norm. “It’s none of your flipping business, that’s what it is.”

“Ooooh!” said Chelsea sarcastically.

Norm pursed his lips but said nothing. Now wasn’t the time for any kind of blazing argument with Chelsea. Now was the time to get on his bike and ride – as quickly and with as little fuss as possible. Before his parents saw him! But that wasn’t easy when your occasional next-door neighbour just happened to be the most annoying person in the whole wide flipping world.
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“So where’s the fire?”

“Uh?” said Norm. “What are you on about?”

“What’s the hurry?” said Chelsea.

Norm sighed. “Which part of none of your business do you not understand?”

Chelsea smiled. “I just like to know these things, that’s all, Norman. No need to get you pants in a palaver!”
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“What?” said Norm.

“Your knickers in a twist,” said Chelsea.

Norm sighed again. “If you must know, I’m not going to IKEA.”

“What do you mean, you’re not going to IKEA?” said Chelsea. “I’m not going to China.”

“I mean, everyone else is going to IKEA – but I’m not,” said Norm.

“Oh, I see,” said Chelsea. “So where are you going?”

“Mikey’s,” said Norm, wheeling his bike out of the garage and closing the door as quietly as possible.

“Oh right, Mikey’s, eh?” said Chelsea.

Norm got on his bike.

“How is he?”

“I’ve no idea,” said Norm. “I’ve not got there yet.”

“Well, when you do…” began Chelsea.

“If I flipping do,” muttered Norm.

“…be sure to say hi.”

Norm pulled a face. Of course he’d say hi to Mikey. Why wouldn’t he say hi to Mikey? What kind of stupid thing was that to say?

“From me, I mean,” said Chelsea as if she’d been reading Norm’s mind.

“I knew that,” said Norm.
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“So why aren’t you going to IKEA?”

“Don’t want to.”

“Why not?”

Norm shrugged. “Just don’t want to.”

“Yes, but why not?” persisted Chelsea.

“Because I’ve got better things to do,” said Norm, finding it increasingly difficult to keep his voice down.

“Like, what?”
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Norm took a deep breath. One more stupid question and he was going to blow a flipping fuse. But if Chelsea actually asked another question Norm didn’t hear it, because at that moment loud throbbing rock music started to blast out of his trousers.

“Hello?” said Norm, answering his phone as quickly as possible, whilst making a mental note to change his ringtone to something quieter. “Oh, hi, Mum.”

Chelsea smiled knowingly at Norm.

“Where am I? Erm, at Mikey’s, Mum” said Norm. He glared at Chelsea, defying her to say anything.

“Oh, really? IKEA?” said Norm, doing his best to sound disappointed. “Sorry, Mum, I had no idea. I would have loved to have come.”
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