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CHAPTER 1
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Norm knew it was going to be one of those days when he went to the toilet, just for something to do. It wasn’t as if he needed to go to the toilet. It wasn’t all that long since he’d actually been. And as far as Norm was aware he didn’t have an abnormally small bladder. Not that Norm had ever spent much time thinking about the capacity of his bladder. Or any time thinking about the capacity of his bladder, for that matter. And it wasn’t as if he particularly liked going to the toilet, either. It was all right. Nothing special. It was just another one of those things you had to do, along with breathing, sleeping and, in Norm’s case, stuffing his face with as much margherita pizza as he could get his hands on.
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The problem was, Norm was bored. Not just the usual kind of bored. Bored like he’d never been bored before. And when it came to being bored, Norm was something of an expert. But this boredom was somehow different. This boredom felt like it was taking boredom to a whole new level. If being bored had been an Xbox game, Norm would have already won. Now he was so bored he thought relieving himself might actually relieve his boredom. Even then, he wasn’t entirely convinced. But it was worth a shot. He had to do something to pass the time before he went biking with his best friend Mikey. What else was he supposed to do? Tidy his flipping room? Right, thought Norm. Like that was ever going to happen!

“Is that you in there, Norman?” said a muffled voice from the other side of the bathroom door – though not quite so muffled that Norm didn’t immediately know who it was.

“Go away, Dave!”

“I’ll take that as a yes, then.”

“Take it however you flipping want, you little freak!” spat Norm.

“Language,” said Dave.
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Norm sighed. This kind of situation would never happen if they had two flipping toilets like they used to. Or if his mum and dad had stopped after just one child. Either way it was so flipping annoying.

“What are you doing in there?”

“What do you think I’m doing, Dave, you doughnut?”

“One of two things,” said Dave.

“So have a wild guess, then,” said Norm. “You’ve got a fifty-fifty chance of getting it right.”




[image: images]




“Having a pee?”

“Wrong,” said Norm.

“Aw, yuk!” said Dave.

“What do you mean, yuk?” said Norm. “It’s perfectly natural!”

“Yours aren’t natural!”

Norm couldn’t help smiling. Dave frequently drove him up the flipping wall, just like his other brother did. But unlike Brian, Dave could occasionally be quite funny, too.

“Have you finished yet?” said Dave.

“No I haven’t flipping finished yet!” said Norm. “Clear off!”

“No,” said Dave.




[image: images]







“What do you mean, no?” said Norm.

“I need a pee!”

“Well, tough,” said Norm. “You’ll just have to flipping wait, won’t you?”

“I can’t,” said Dave. “I’m going to wet myself.”

“Good.”

“That’s not very nice.”

“So?” said Norm.

“So how long are you going to be?”

“Gordon flipping Bennet!” said Norm beginning to get more and more frustrated. “I don’t flipping know how long I’m going to be! A flipping long time if you don’t flipping shut up and leave me to it!”

“Right, I’m telling,” said Dave.

“Telling what?” said Norm.

But there was no reply. Dave was already halfway down the stairs.




Norm thought for a moment. He’d only gone to the toilet for something to do. But now he was there, he might as well do it.
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CHAPTER 2





Norm wasn’t particularly surprised to find his brothers sitting at the kitchen table when he eventually came downstairs. He did live with them after all. Un-flipping-fortunately. But there was nothing much he could do about it. Not for a good while yet, anyway, what with him still only being twelve years old. Or, as Norm preferred to think of it, nearly thirteen. He was, however, genuinely surprised to find Grandpa sitting with his brothers.
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Pleasantly surprised, but surprised all the same.

“Hi, Grandpa. Didn’t know you were coming.”
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“Neither did I,” said Grandpa.

Norm pulled a face. Surely Grandpa must have known he was coming at some point. He hadn’t just magically appeared, like in some stupid book.

“I just thought, well, it’s Saturday morning. Why not visit my favourite grandchildren?”

“Ah, that’s nice, Grandpa,” said Brian.

Grandpa nodded. “Yes, but they weren’t in, so I came here instead.”

Dave burst out laughing straightaway. “Good one, Grandpa!”

“What?” said Brian. “Oh right. I get it. Yeah, good one, Grandpa!”

Norm sighed.
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“What’s up with you, Cheerful Charlie?” said Grandpa.

“What?” said Norm distractedly. “Oh, nothing. I’m just bored, that’s all.”

Grandpa scrutinised Norm for a moment, his cloud-like eyebrows almost meeting in the middle.

“Bored?”

Norm nodded.

“Bored?” repeated Grandpa, sounding slightly incredulous.

“Yeah,” said Norm.

“How can you be bored?”

Norm shrugged. “Easy.”

“Kids today.”

Norm waited for Grandpa to go on. And on. And on. Probably with some boring story about people in the olden days never being bored because they were too busy making their own flipping entertainment, or whatever. But he didn’t.
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“What about them, Grandpa?” said Norm.

“What about what?” said Grandpa.

“Kids today?”

Grandpa screwed up his face in concentration.

“It’ll come to me in a minute.”

Norm laughed. It was difficult not to sometimes with Grandpa.
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“So what’s the word on the street, Norman?”

Norm shrugged again. “Don’t ask me.”

“Give way,” said Brian.

“What?” said Norm.

“Give way,” said Brian. “That’s the word on the street. In big white letters.”

“Uh?” said Norm.

“Just before you get to the main road,” said Brian. “You must have seen it, Norman.”

“That’s two words,” said Dave.

“What?” said Brian.

“Give way is actually two words.”

“Yeah? So?” said Brian defensively.

“So…you stink, Brian!” said Dave.

“Oh yeah?” said Brian.

“Yeah,” said Dave.

“Well, you…you…you…”

“What?” said Dave.

“Just wait,” said Brian.

“Gordon flipping Bennet,” muttered Norm. “Is that the best you can do, Brian?”

“Ooh, that reminds me, Norman,” said Dave.

“What does?” said Norm.

“Me saying that Brian stinks.”




[image: images]




“Uh? What are you on about?”

“I hope you remembered to open the bathroom window.”

“Shut up, Dave!”

“Ah, so you’ve been dropping the kids off, have you, Norman?” said Grandpa.

“What?” said Norm.

“Dropping the kids off at the pool?”

Norm pulled a face. “Uh?”
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“It means having a poo,” said Dave. “Think about it.”

Norm thought about it.

“It’s a euphemism,” added Brian helpfully.

“A what-amism?” said Norm.

“A euphemism,” said Brian.” When you say something instead of saying something else.”

“What’s the point of that?” said Norm. “Why not just say what you want to say? It’s much easier.”

“Yes but it might not always be polite,” said Dave.

“Right,” said Norm, who was beginning to have less and less of a clue what anybody was talking about, let alone what a flipping euphemism was. Would it make any difference if he left the room and came back in again, he wondered? Probably not.

“Hello, Dad. Didn’t know you were coming,” said Norm’s mum appearing in the doorway, a bulging carrier bag in each hand.
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“Oh, you know me,” said Grandpa.

Everybody looked at Grandpa, waiting for him to continue. But once again he didn’t.

“What are you doing, love?” said Norm’s mum, turning to Norm.

“Who, me?” said Norm.

Norm’s mum nodded.

“Right now?”

“Right now,” said Norm’s mum.

“Nothing much,” said Norm. Which was true. He wasn’t doing much. Actually he wasn’t doing anything. But Norm knew immediately that he’d just made a big mistake.

“Good,” said Norm’s mum, plonking down the carrier bags on a worktop and starting to unpack. “In that case you can do the recycling.”
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Norm looked at his mum as if she’d just told him to build a new conservatory. Not that they had an old conservatory. Or any conservatory, for that matter.

“Seriously?”

Norm’s mum stopped what she was doing and turned around.

“Why would I joke about doing the recycling?”

It was a fair point, thought Norm. Why would she? His mum wasn’t exactly renowned for her blistering one-liners. If she said something she generally meant it.

“You said you were bored, Norman,” said Brian. “It’ll be something to do!”

“Shut up, Brian you little freak,” hissed Norm under his breath.
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“Did you?” said Norm’s mum.

“Did I what?”

“Say you were bored?”

“Might’ve done.”

“You might have done?”

“He did, Mum!” said Dave. “I heard him!”

Norm sighed. “OK, OK. I did.”

“Excellent,” said Norm’s mum. “Off you go, then.”

“What?” said Norm showing no sign of making a move.

“What are you waiting for?”



What was he waiting for? thought Norm. Where did he flipping start?

“Well?”

“But…”

“No buts, love. You’re doing the recycling and that’s all there is to it.”
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“Why can’t they do it?” said Norm, glaring venomously at his brothers.

“Why can’t they do what?” said Norm’s dad appearing in the doorway, also carrying a couple of carrier bags.

“Nothing,” said Norm quickly.

Nom’s dad pulled a face.

“Why can’t they do nothing?”

“The recycling,” said Dave.





“Oh, I see,” said Norm’s dad.

“We could do it,” said Brian. “Couldn’t we, Dave?”

Dave nodded. “No probs.”

Flipping creeps, thought Norm.

“Actually you couldn’t do it,” said Norm’s dad.

“Couldn’t we?” said Brian.

“Aw, why not, Dad?” said Dave sounding quite disappointed.

Norm’s dad hesitated for a couple of seconds before breaking into a smile.
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“Because I thought we could go swimming instead.”

“YEAAAAH! SWIMMING!” sang Brian and Dave together.

“Any chance of a lift home?” said Grandpa.

“Absolutely,” said Norm’s dad. “Once I’ve dropped the kids off at the pool.”

There was a moment’s silence before Norm eventually piped up.

“Dad?”

“Yes, Norman?”

“Is that a eupha-thingy?”

Norm’s dad looked puzzled. “A eupha-thingy?”

“He means a euphemism,” said Brian.

“Oh right, no,” said Norm’s dad.

“So you’re actually dropping them off at the pool?”

“Yes, of course I am. Why?”

“Just wondered,” said Norm heading for the door.


CHAPTER 3

Norm stood in the entrance to the garage and let his eyes adjust to the gloom. Gradually he began to make out the shapes of the various recycling bins, but only after he’d made out the shape of his precious mountain bike first. Why couldn’t Mikey go biking now? Why did they have to wait till the flipping afternoon? Anything could happen before then! It was so unfair.
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Norm sighed. He really couldn’t see the point of recycling. Then again, there were a lot of things Norm couldn’t see the point of. His two little brothers, for instance. What exactly was the point of them? Apart from constantly irritating him and winding him up and generally getting on his flipping nerves? Because apart from that they seemed to serve no purpose whatso-flipping-ever.

It was the same when it came to sorting out the rubbish. Who actually cared if you chucked a flipping jam jar into one particular coloured bin or a flipping Coco Pops packet into another? How exactly was that supposed to save the flipping planet? That was just staggeringly stupid, as far as Norm was concerned. Why not just bung it in the same bin? It would save an awful lot of bottoming about. And an awful lot of time, too. Time which could be far better spent…well, mountain biking, for a flipping start!
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No, what was much more important, as far as Norm was concerned, was the fact that the Coco Pops packets they were chucking out these days were all flipping supermarket own brand Coco Pops packets. Not like back in the day, when they could afford proper flipping Coco Pops. And a proper flipping house to eat them in, too. When his dad actually had a job. Not that Norm ever knew what his dad had actually done before he got sacked and they’d had to move and Norm had woken up and found himself about to pee in a wardrobe. When life was – well, if not actually sweet, at least considerably sweeter than is was now.

Norm took a deep breath and exhaled noisily. A little too noisily, as it turned out.

“Is that you in there, Norman?” said a voice. A voice which Norm knew only too well. A voice which never ever failed to drive him abso-flippinglutely bananas.

“Who’s that?”

“Ha, ha. Very funny,” said Chelsea.

Norm stopped what he was doing – not that he’d actually started doing anything yet – and stepped out of the shadows, shielding his eyes from the glare of the sun.
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“Oh, it’s you.”

“What’s the matter, Norman?” Chelsea grinned. “Dazzled by my aura?”

“Can I ask you a question?” said Norm, deliberately ignoring Chelsea’s question. Not that he knew what an aura was, anyway.

“I don’t know, Norman. Can you?”

“Why do you always say my name like that?”

“Like what, Norman?” said Chelsea, if anything overemphasising Norm’s name even more than she usually did.

“Like that,” said Norm trying not to get too annoyed even though it was already way too late for that.

Chelsea smiled. “Because it’s funny.”

“You reckon?”







“Yes, I do, actually.”

“Well, it’s…it’s…”

“What is it, Norman?” said Chelsea.




[image: images]







[image: images]





Flipping annoying, thought Norm. That’s what it was. What right did she have to say whether someone’s name was flipping funny or not? Who did she think she was? The flipping Minister of Names, or something? Thank goodness she only lived next door with her dad at weekends and that he only had to put up with it for two days a week. And that was another thing. Why did Chelsea always have to pop up on the other side of the flipping fence, whenever he was outside? She was like a spider, lying in wait for a fly to land on her web.




“Well?” said Chelsea. “What is it?”
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Norm sighed. What was the point? Nothing he said now was ever going to make any difference. Not that he’d actually thought of anything to say yet. He could be here till the flipping cows came home and he probably still wouldn’t think of anything. It was so annoying.

“I’ll tell you what it is,” said Chelsea. “It’s an old man’s name.”

Norm pulled a face. “No, it’s not.”

“Yes, it is.”

Norm sighed again.
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“Listen to you,” said Chelsea. “You even sound like an old man. Huffing and puffing. You’ll be complaining about the weather next.”

“Uh?” said Norm. “No, I won’t. What’s wrong with the weather?”

“Nothing,” said Chelsea. “But that’s what old people do. They complain about nothing.”

Norm thought for a moment. He wasn’t quite sure how it was possible to complain about nothing, but right now he was more concerned with getting one over on Chelsea.

“Well, at least…”

“At least what, Norman?” said Chelsea cutting him off. “At least you’re not named after a football team? Because I’ve never heard that one before!”

Norm hated it when other people were sarcastic. It was OK for him to be sarcastic. That was different.




But other people? That just wasn’t on.

“I wasn’t going to say that,” said Norm, even though that was precisely what he was going to say.

“Really?” said Chelsea.

“Really,” said Norm.

“What were you going to say, then, Norman?”

“Erm…”
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“Exactly!” said Chelsea triumphantly.

“Hi di hi,” said Grandpa emerging from the front door, Brian and Dave buzzing about him like flies on a fresh cowpat.





“Hi, Chelsea!” shrieked Brian.

“Hi!” said Chelsea. “Did you remember to wash your hands, Dave?”


Brian looked puzzled. “How do you know Dave needs to wash his hands?”
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“Our little secret,” said Chelsea. “Isn’t that right, Dave?”

Dave shrugged innocently. “Dunno what you’re talking about.”

“Grandpa?” said Norm..

“Yes, Norman?”

“Chelsea reckons old people complain about nothing.”

“Oh, does she now?” said Grandpa.

“No offence.” Chelsea grinned.

Grandpa looked at Chelsea. “Why would I be offended by that?”

“Erm…”

“Do you think I’m old, or something?”

“Erm…” said Chelsea again.

Norm chuckled quietly. All of a sudden Chelsea seemed slightly flustered and not quite so full of herself as usual. It was brilliant.

“What do you call old?” said Grandpa.

Chelsea thought for a moment. “Over thirty?”

“Over thirty?” said Grandpa. “In that case it’s a wonder I’m still alive.”

“You’re not old, Grandpa!” said Dave. “You’re… you’re…”

“What?” said Grandpa.

“Annually challenged?” said Brian hopefully.





Grandpa’s eyes crinkled ever so slightly in the corners. It was the closest he ever came to smiling. “How old are you now, Brian?”

“Ten,” said Brian.

“Really?” said Grandpa. “That’s a coincidence.”

Brian looked puzzled. “Why?”

“I was ten when I was your age.”
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Dave burst out laughing straightaway. “Good one, Grandpa!”

“What?” said Brian. “Oh, right. I geddit. Yeah, good one, Grandpa!”
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