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CHAPTER 1

Norm knew it was going to be one of those days when he got out of bed and trod on something he shouldn’t have.

“Ow!” said a muffled voice. “Get off me!”

Norm looked down to see Brian lying on the floor, with the rug pulled up over his chin.
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“What are you doing in my bedroom, Norman?” said Brian.

“Uh?” said Norm. “What do you mean, what am I doing in your bedroom? What are you doing in mine, you little freak?”

“What?” said Brian, propping himself up on one elbow and looking around. “Oh, right. Yeah. I must have got lost.”

Norm regarded his middle brother with a mixture of curiosity and irritation. But mainly irritation. “What do you mean, lost?”

[image: images]

Brian thought for a moment. “Well, I must have got up to go to the toilet – then couldn’t find my way back, or something.”

Norm sighed. How could you get lost in a house the size of a flipping shoebox? OK, so it was only a few months since they’d moved here. But even so, what kind of doughnut couldn’t even find their way back to their own flipping bedroom, wondered Norm (conveniently forgetting that it wasn’t all that long since he himself had narrowly avoided peeing in his dad’s wardrobe).

Actually, it was quite funny thinking about it, thought Norm, thinking about it. He’d heard of people getting out on the wrong side of bed before. He’d definitely got out on the right side. He’d just trodden on his brother!

“What?” said Brian, standing up and stretching.

“What do you mean, what?” said Norm.

“I asked first,” said Brian, straightening the rug.

Norm was getting confused. “Asked what first?”

“What?” said Brian.

“What?” said Norm.

“I asked what, first,” said Brian. “Then you asked what did I mean, what?”

Norm had only just woken up, but already he was beginning to wish he hadn’t bothered. What on earth was Brian going on about? More importantly, why was he going on about it? It really was much too early for this.

“Oh, just clear off, Brian,” said Norm, getting back into bed and wrapping the duvet tightly around himself until only his face was visible.

Brian couldn’t help giggling.

“What’s so funny?” snapped Norm.

“You look like a caterpillar,” said Brian.
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“Oh yeah?” said Norm. “Well, you look like a…a…a…”

“A what?” said Brian expectantly.

Norm couldn’t think what Brian looked like. But whatever it was, it was extremely annoying. “Just go away, will you? Leave me in peace.”

“But…” began Brian.

“But seriously,” said Norm, cutting him off. “Go away, Brian. You’ve got ten seconds.”

“But…” tried Brian again.

“My mistake,” said Norm. “You’ve got three seconds.

            Two…

                        One…”

“Time to get up, boys!” called Norm’s dad from the bottom of the stairs.

“Uh?” said Norm. “Why didn’t you tell me, Brian?”

“I was trying to,” said Brian.

“What?”

“That’s what I was trying to tell you.”

“Oh, right,” said Norm.

“You’re welcome,” said Brian, heading for the door.

“You up yet?” called Norm’s dad.

“I am, Dad!” called Brian. “But Norman isn’t!”

Norm glared venomously after Brian. But it was a waste of a perfectly good glare. Brian had already disappeared.

A hush descended on the room once more. A sliver of daylight pierced a crack in the curtains, illuminating a poster on the wall of a mountain biker frozen in midair. From the kitchen came the sound of early-morning radio – music, jingles and endless traffic reports about places Norm had never even heard of, let alone been to.

“Ah, there you are!” said Norm’s dad from the doorway.

“Just a minute, Dad,” grunted Norm.

“Not you, Norman,” said Norm’s dad. “I’m talking to Dave!”

Norm rolled over to see his little brother lying on the bed, next to him.

“Gordon Bennet!” said Norm. “Doesn’t anyone sleep in their own flipping bed round here?”

“Language,” yawned Dave, waking up.
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“How long have you been there?” said Norm.

“No idea,” said Dave.

“I think someone’s been sleepwalking,” chuckled Norm’s dad.

“Don’t remember,” said Dave.

“Well, you wouldn’t, would you?” said Norm. “That’s why it’s called sleepwalking, you doughnut. If you remembered, that would just be walking.”

“You look like a caterpillar,” said Dave.
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“Yeah, whatever,” said Norm.

“In your own time then,” said Norm’s dad, leaning on the doorframe, arms folded.

“What?” said Norm.

“Get up!” said Norm’s dad.

“’Kay, Dad,” said Dave, getting up and leaving the room.

“Good boy,” said Norm’s dad.

From behind his dad’s back, Dave stuck his tongue out at Norm. In full view of his dad, Norm stuck his tongue out at Dave.
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“Stop that, Norman,” said Norm’s dad.

“But Dave did it to me!” said Norm.

“I don’t care!” said Norm’s dad. “You’re twelve years old!”

“Nearly thirteen,” muttered Norm.

“Exactly!” said Norm’s dad. “Old enough to know better! Now are you going to get up, or what?”

Norm thought for a moment. Was he going to get up, or what? “What if I don’t?”

“Simple,” said Norm’s dad with a shrug of his shoulders. “You’ll be late for school. And you wouldn’t want that, would you?”

“You’d think,” muttered Norm.

“What was that, Norman?”

“Er, I said I think you’re absolutely right, Dad,” said Norm. “I wouldn’t want that.”

“Excellent,” said Norm’s dad. “Do I need to wait here?”

“No, I’m getting up, Dad,” said Norm.

“Promise?”

“Promise, Dad.”

“OK, see you in a minute then,” said Norm’s dad, heading back downstairs.

[image: images]

Norm briefly thought about going back to sleep for a few more minutes. The trouble was that his stomach – traditionally an even slower starter than the rest of him – had finally woken up as well. And once Norm’s stomach had woken up, there was no point staying in bed a second longer.

Norm sat up and got out of bed on the other side. This time, however, it was most definitely the wrong side of bed. For the second time that day, Norm trod on something he shouldn’t have. Only this time, he really shouldn’t have trodden on it. Certainly not without socks or slippers on anyway. He didn’t need to look to know what it was either. But he still did.
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“Phwoar! That is dis-flipping-gusting!” said Norm, wafting his hand in front of his face. “Stupid dog!”


“Woof!” went John from somewhere beneath the bed.

“Gordon flipping Bennet!” said Norm. “Don’t tell me you’ve been sleeping here as well!”

“Woof!” went John again.

“What’s your excuse?” said Norm. “No, don’t tell me. You had a nightmare, right?”

“Norman?” called Norm’s dad from the foot of the stairs.

“Coming, Dad!” called Norm, hopping towards the door.


CHAPTER 2

It was still a good five minutes before Norm finally appeared in the kitchen.

“What kept you?” 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 a bit stressed. Not that Norm ever noticed.
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“Do you really want to know?” said Norm, sitting down at the table and helping himself to a bowl of supermarket own-brand Coco Pops.

“Er, yes, I do, actually,” said Norm’s dad between mouthfuls of toast and marmalade.

“I trod in some poo,” said Norm.

Norm’s dad pulled a face. “What?”

“I trod in some poo and had to wash it off in the bath,” said Norm casually.

“Do you mind?” said Norm’s dad. “Some of us are trying to eat here!”

“But you said you wanted to…”

“I don’t care what I said, Norman. I’ve changed my mind.” “But…”
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“No buts,” said Norm’s dad.

Brian giggled.

“Shut up, Brian, you freak!” hissed Norm. “It’s all your fault anyway!”

Brian pulled a face. “What?”

“It’s your stupid dog!” said Norm.

“Oh, right, it’s dog poo!” said Brian. “I thought you meant it was…”

“Sssssh!” said Norm’s dad. “That’s enough!”

“And John’s not stupid, either, by the way,” said Brian.

“Yeah, he is,” said Norm. “He can’t even understand English.”

“That’s because he’s Polish!” said Brian indignantly.

“I said that’s enough!” said Norm’s dad.

[image: images] sneered Dave.

[image: images] said Brian.

[image: images] said Norm.

[image: images] sneered Dave.

“I’m warning you!” said Norm’s dad. “All of you. Just get on with your breakfast quietly or you’ll be late for school.”

“And we wouldn’t want that,” muttered Norm.

“What was that, Norman?”

“Nothing, Dad,” said Norm.

“Good,” said Norm’s dad. “Because one more peep out of any of you and there’ll be no pocket money this week.”

That did the trick. There were no more peeps. Frankly, thought Norm, there would’ve been no peeps in the first place had he known that this week’s pocket money was at stake. They’d only recently started getting it again. It wasn’t very much. But every little helped and all that. Norm certainly had no intention of blowing it now.
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The time – according to the DJ on the radio – was just coming up to ten past eight. Norm liked to be out the door by twenty past at the latest. Well, strictly speaking, his mum and dad liked him to be out the door by twenty past at the latest. If it was up to Norm he wouldn’t ever leave the house until thirty seconds before school was due to start. Possibly even later if he’d got maths first period.

Norm munched on a mouthful of own-brand Coco Pops. There was something not quite right. Something not quite the same as usual. But what? He just couldn’t seem to put his finger on it.
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“Yes, Brian? What is it?” said Norm’s dad.
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Norm swivelled round to see his middle brother with his hand in the air, as if he was in class already. Seemingly he had no intention of jeopardising his pocket money, either.

“Where’s Mum?”

So that was it, thought Norm. His mum wasn’t there. He knew there was something different!

“She’s at work,” said Norm’s dad.

Work? thought Norm. Since when did his mum work? She might have flipping said!

“She got a call late last night.”

“Who from?” said Brian.

“A friend of hers who runs a café in town,” said Norm’s dad.

Norm was gobsmacked. His mum had a friend? No one told him anything!

“Not Strictly Come Munching?” said Dave, without bothering to put his hand up first.

Norm’s dad nodded.
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“Awesome!” said Dave. “Does that mean we get free cakes?”

“We’ll see how it goes,” laughed Norm’s dad. “She’s just helping out while someone’s off sick.”


“Talking about going,” said Brian, getting up from the table and heading for the door.

“Good boy, Brian,” said Norm’s dad.

“Creep,” muttered Norm under his breath, as first Brian and then Dave disappeared up the stairs to brush their teeth and get ready for school.

“So?” said Norm’s dad once they were gone.

“So, what?” said Norm.

“What do you think?”

“About what, Dad?”

“Your mum, working?”

“Oh, I see,” said Norm. “No, that’s great, Dad. Really great.”
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“You’re right actually, Norman. It is great. She has to be able to afford all that stuff she buys off the telly somehow!”

Norm’s dad suddenly wrinkled his nose, picked up the milk jug and sniffed a couple of times. “Is it me, or is this off?”

That’s not the milk you can smell, thought Norm, making a mental note to give his foot another wash before he left for school.
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