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To Max, Ollie and Noah.
Without me – none of you would have been possible.


CHAPTER 1

Norm knew it was going to be one of those days when he woke up and found himself about to pee in his dad’s wardrobe.
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“Whoa! Stop Norman!” yelled Norm’s dad, sitting bolt upright and switching on his bedside light.

“Uh? What?” mumbled Norm, his voice still thick with sleep.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

“Having a pee?” said Norm, like this was the most stupid question in the entire history of stupid questions.

“Not in my wardrobe you’re not!” said Norm’s dad.

“That’s from Ikea that is,” added Norm’s mum, like it was somehow OK to pee in a wardrobe that wasn’t.
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Norm was confused. The last thing he knew he’d been on the verge of becoming the youngest ever World Mountain Biking Champion, when he’d suddenly had to slam on his brakes to avoid hitting a tree. Now here he was having to slam on a completely different kind of brakes in order to avoid a completely different kind of accident. What was going on? And what were his parents doing sleeping in the bathroom anyway?

“Toilet’s moved,” said Norm, hopping from one foot to the other, something which at the age of three was considered socially acceptable, but which at the age of nearly thirteen, most definitely wasn’t.

“What?” said Norm’s dad.

“Toilet’s moved,” said Norm, a bit louder.
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But Norm’s dad had heard what Norm said. He just couldn’t quite believe what Norm had said.

“No, Norman. It’s not the toilet that’s moved! It’s us that’s moved!”

“Forgot,” said Norm.

Norm’s dad looked at his eldest son. “Are you serious?”

“Yeah,” said Norm, like this was the second most stupid question in the entire history of stupid questions.

“You forgot we moved house?”
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“Yeah,” said Norm.

“How can you forget we moved house?” said Norm’s dad, increasingly incredulous.

“Just did,” shrugged Norm, increasingly close to wetting himself.

“But we moved over three months ago, Norman!” said Norm’s dad.
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“Three months, two weeks and five days ago, to be precise,” said Norm’s mum, like she hadn’t even had to think about it.

Norm’s dad sighed wearily and looked at his watch. It was two o’clock in the morning.

“Look, Norman. You just can’t go round peeing in other peoples’ wardrobes and that’s all there is to it!”

“I didn’t,” said Norm.

“No, but you were about to!”

Norm’s dad was right. Norm had been about to pee in the wardrobe, but he’d managed to stop himself just in time.

Typical, thought Norm. Being blamed for something he hadn’t actually done.
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Norm considered arguing the point, but by now his bladder felt like it was the size of a space hopper. If he didn’t pee soon he was going to explode. Then he’d really be in trouble!

“Go on. Clear off,” said Norm’s dad.

Norm didn’t need telling twice and began waddling towards the door like a pregnant penguin.
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“Oh, and Norman?”

“Yeah?” said Norm without bothering to stop.

“The toilet’s at the end of the corridor. You can’t miss it.”

Norm didn’t reply. He knew that if he didn’t get to the toilet in the next ten seconds there was a very good chance that he would miss it!


CHAPTER 2

Norm tried every trick he knew to get back to sleep. The trouble was, Norm only knew one trick – counting sheep jumping over a gate – and it just wasn’t working. For a start he’d made the gate much too high. There was no way a sheep was going to be able to clear it. Not without some kind of springboard or mini trampoline, anyway. In the end there was a big pile-up of sheep, all milling about like…well, sheep, basically. It was so annoying. And the more Norm thought about it the less sleepy he got. And the less sleepy Norm got the less chance there was of carrying on the dream where he’d left off. Was he destined to become World Mountain Biking Champion or not?
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Norm was desperate to find out.
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Norm tried to guess what time it was. The last time he’d looked it had been 2.30. That seemed like ages ago. But it was hard to tell. It was still pitch black outside. A couple of cars had driven up and down the street and some random guy had wandered past, singing tunelessly at the top of his voice. Norm opened one eye to check. The red digits of the digital clock glowed, suspended in the dark.
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Norm couldn’t believe it. Three minutes? Was that really all it had been since he’d last looked? Three measly minutes? A hundred and eighty stupid seconds? A twentieth of a flipping hour? No way, thought Norm. That can’t be right. The clock must be faulty. The battery must have run out. The world must have stopped turning. There had to be a rational explanation. It couldn’t possibly have been only three minutesfNorm was sitting with his feet on th! But it was. He was never ever going to get back to sleep at this rate!

[image: images]

It didn’t help that Norm could hear his dad, snoring away like a constipated rhinoceros. Not that Norm had ever actually heard a constipated rhinoceros – but he imagined that’s what one would have sounded like. He’d never noticed how loud it was before. Before they’d moved house, that is. Their old house had been solid and sound proof. There could literally have been a constipated rhinoceros in their old house and Norm wouldn’t have heard it. But in this house, with its tiny rooms and paper-thin walls, you could virtually hear fingernails growing.
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Norm tried putting his pillow over his head but it didn’t make the slightest bit of difference. It was an incredible racket. It wouldn’t have been so bad, but his mum and dad’s room wasn’t even next to Norm’s! How come his mum could sleep through it and yet Norm couldn’t? How come his stupid little brothers could sleep through it and yet Norm couldn’t? It was just so unfair, thought Norm. But then so was everything these days.

Like being blamed for peeing in his dad’s wardrobe for instance. Or rather, not peeing in his dad’s wardrobe. How unfair was that? It wasn’t Norm’s fault they’d moved was it? It would never have happened in their old house. In their old house he’d never once woken up to find himself about to pee in anything other than a toilet. In their old house Norm would have been back to sleep ages ago!
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The more Norm thought about it, the more wound up he got. Why on earth did they have to go and move in the first place? Who in their right minds would leave a nice big house for a glorified rabbit hutch? Well, not exactly big.

It wasn’t like it was massive or anything. But compared to this place their old house was like Buckingham flipping Palace! It just didn’t make sense to Norm.

And yes, Norm knew there were homeless people out there who’d give anything to have a roof over their heads and that he shouldn’t be so ungrateful and all that stuff. His mum and dad didn’t need to tell him that. Just like they didn’t need to keep banging on about starving children in Africa every time he left a bit of broccoli, but they still did. If they were that bothered why didn’t they just bung it in a jiffy bag and send it to them?
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And how was Norm ever supposed to become World Mountain Biking Champion eating flipping broccoli anyway?

By now, Norm was oozing anger. The air around him practically crackled, as if he was some kind of human electricity generator. Never mind flipping wind-farms or solar flipping panels. If harnessed correctly, Norm could have single-handedly powered a small town for a whole year!
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It was probably just as well then that Norm didn’t hear Brian, his middle brother, pad along the landing and open his parents’ bedroom door. It was probably just as well that he wasn’t there to see Brian lift the lid of the laundry basket and pee in it. And it was definitely just as well that Norm didn’t see Brian pad away again without so much as a peep from his parents, one of whom was still snoring like a constipated rhinoceros and the other of whom was busy dreaming of her next trip to IKEA.

A car drove down the street, the beam of its headlights flickering through a crack in the curtains and briefly illuminating Norm’s face. But amazingly, Norm never even noticed. Like a hurricane that had finally blown itself out, Norm had fallen fast and furiously asleep.

The good news as far as Norm was concerned was that he picked up the dream exactly where he’d left off. The bad news was that his best friend Mikey became the youngest ever World Mountain Biking Champion. Norm came second. It was so unfair.
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CHAPTER 3

Norm gradually became aware of the sound of muffled voices. What on earth could his mum and dad be talking about at this time? It was the middle of the flipping night! Surely whatever it was could wait till morning couldn’t it?

Norm opened an eye and looked at the clock.

[image: images]

Norm closed his eye again and snuggled back into the duvet. By now he was beginning to make out occasional random words and phrases like stainless steel, dishwasher friendly and twelve easy monthly payments.
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His parents really should get out more, decided Norm.

The fog of Norm’s mind slowly began to clear. Something didn’t quite compute. Something wasn’t quite right. But what?

Norm sat up and looked out the window. It was light outside.
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Funny, thought Norm. How come it was light in the middle of the night? Was there like an eclipse or something and nobody had bothered to tell him? He wouldn’t be surprised. Nobody bothered to tell Norm anything. It could literally be the end of the world and Norm would be the last to find out.

Norm opened an eye again and looked at the clock.
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The penny still didn’t drop immediately, but when it finally did, it dropped with an almighty clunk. There wasn’t an eclipse. It wasn’t the middle of the night any more. It was actually the middle of the morning. It looked like Norm had got back to sleep after all!

“Aaaaaaaaaaggggh!!” screamed Norm, leaping out of bed.
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There was a sudden rush of footsteps up the stairs. By the time Norm’s mum appeared at the door, Norm was in his pants and hopping round the room trying to put his socks on.

“Are you OK, love?” said Norm’s mum in a tone that suggested that at the very least she’d been expecting to find Norm lying in a heap on the floor, possibly even gushing blood.

“No, I am not OK, actually!” said Norm. “Why didn’t you wake me, Mum?”

“Because it’s Saturday,” said Norm’s mum, matter-of-factly.

But Norm wasn’t listening.

“How am I supposed to get to school on time if nobody wakes me? It wasn’t my fault I overslept! It wouldn’t have happened if we lived in a proper house! How am I supposed to sleep with that flipping racket going on? Honestly, it’s a miracle the neighbours haven’t phoned to complain! Mind you, they don’t actually need to phone do they? They can just shout!”

[image: images]

Norm stopped, but only because he needed to breathe. His mum just smiled, which somehow made Norm even angrier.

“I’m serious, Mum! The walls are so flipping thin you can hear a spider fart three rooms away!”

Norm’s mum laughed.

“It’s not funny!” said Norm.

“I know it’s not, love.”

“So why are you laughing?”

“Because it’s Saturday, Norman.”
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“It’s Saturday,” said Norm’s mum. “That’s why we didn’t wake you.”

“You might’ve said.”

“I did.”

Norm looked at his mum for a moment.

“Is this a wind-up Mum? It really is Saturday?”

Norm’s mum smiled again.

“You don’t honestly think we’d let you sleep in on a school day do you, Norman?”

It was a fair point, thought Norm. His parents were weird, but not that weird. It really was Saturday.

Norm felt both relieved and happy. Not only was he not late for school, he didn’t actually have to go to school! And as if that wasn’t brilliant enough, Norm suddenly remembered that Mikey was coming round to bike! Things just didn’t get any better than that!

“You can go back to bed if you like, love,” said Norm’s mum.

“Where’s everybody else?” said Norm.

“At the supermarket,” said Norm’s mum.
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Norm looked puzzled. “So – who were you talking to just now?”

“Nobody.”

“Yeah you were,” said Norm. “I heard voices.”

“Shopping channels,” said Norm’s mum.

“Shopping channels?” said Norm.

“Yeah.”
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That explained the random words then, thought Norm. He might have known. His mum was buying more and more stuff off the telly these days.

“Well?” said Norm’s mum, expectantly.

“Well what?” said Norm, even though he knew perfectly well what that particular well meant.

“Aren’t you going to ask me if I bought anything?”

Norm knew his mum would tell him whether he asked or not. He might as well get it over with.

“Did you buy anything, Mum?”
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“Set of saucepans.”

Norm looked at his mum. “But…”

“But what love?”

“We’ve already got saucepans.”

“Yes, I know. But it was a bargain!”

“Yes, but we don’t actually need any more saucepans, Mum.”

Norm’s mum looked at Norm with an almost pitying expression. “No, you don’t understand Norman. It was a bargain!”
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Norm’s mum was right. Norm didn’t understand. Why buy something just because it was a bargain? What was the point if you didn’t need it? Like that bulk load of dog food currently taking up most of the shed. Norm could hardly get his bike in and out. He wouldn’t have minded, but they didn’t actually have a dog.

“By the way,” said Norm’s mum, “did you know you’ve got your pants on the wrong way round?”

Norm sighed. Of course he didn’t know he’d got his flipping pants on the wrong way round! Why would anyone deliberately do that? All the same Norm was actually quite glad that he had put his pants on the wrong way round. They were the ones with May Contain Nuts written on the front.
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CHAPTER 4

Norm was sitting with his feet on the table, reading a bike magazine when his brothers suddenly burst into the kitchen.

“Dad needs help,” said Brian.

“Tell me about it,” muttered Norm without even bothering to look up.
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“What?” said Brian.

“He’s needed help for years if you ask me,” said Norm. “If that’s all you came here to say, you’ve said it now, so clear off.”

“What you doing?” said Dave.

“Looking at a magazine,” said Norm.

“What kind of magazine?” said Dave. “

Bike magazine,” said Norm.

“Why?” said Dave.

“Cos I want a new bike.”

“Why?”

“Cos I just do, right?”

“That’s not a proper answer,” said Dave.

“Shut up, Dave, you little freak,” said Norm.

“I’m telling!” said Dave.

“Dave?” said Norm.

“Yeah?”

“You’ve confused me with someone who gives a monkey’s.”

There was a slight pause. Outside, the sound of a car door slamming was followed by the sound of something being dropped and finally the sound of muffled cursing.
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“I mean Dad needs help getting the shopping in,” said Brian.

“No, really?” said Norm.

“Yes, re…” began Brian before stopping. “Oh, I see. You’re being sarcastic, aren’t you, Norman?”
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Norm still didn’t bother looking up. Some things were more important than helping to get the shopping in – and reading a bike magazine was one of them.

“Sarcasm is the lowest form of humour, you know,” said Brian.

“No, really?” said Norm.

“Yes, I read it in a…” began Brian before stopping again. “You’re doing it again aren’t you, Norman?”

“Got you, Brian!” laughed Dave.

“Shut up, Dave!” said Brian. “You don’t even know what sarcasm means!”

“Yeah I do!” said Dave. “It means…”

“What?” said Brian. “What does it mean, smarty pants?”

“It means… It means,” said Dave. “It means you smell, Brian! Doesn’t it, Norman?”

But Norm wasn’t listening any more. He was reading a text he’d just received.
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“Are you going to help, Norman, or am I going to have to unload the car all by myself?” said Norm’s dad, standing in the doorway, holding a carrier bag leaking something sticky all over the floor.

“Well, if you wouldn’t mind, Dad,” said Norm, immediately starting to text back.
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