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CHAPTER 1

Norm knew it was going to be one of those days when he woke up and found a bit of sweet corn in his left ear. He wouldn’t have minded, but he didn’t actually like sweet corn. What was going on? wondered Norm. And why was everything so quiet? Had the rest of the family moved house again without telling him? Be flipping typical if they had.
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Rather than investigating though – and finding out whether the rest of the family really had moved house without telling him – Norm simply brushed the sweet corn onto his bedroom carpet and lay back down to read a mountain biking magazine instead. It was Saturday after all. There was no particular hurry to get up. Not that there ever was a particular hurry to get up as far as Norm was concerned. But on Saturday, there was even less of a hurry to get up than usual. Besides, the only thing Norm had planned that day was to go biking with his best friend, Mikey. But that wasn’t till after lunch. And lunch wasn’t going to happen till after breakfast. And breakfast wasn’t going to happen till after Norm had got up. Not unless someone brought him breakfast in bed it wasn’t, anyway.
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Norm put down his mountain biking magazine and listened for a moment. The house really was very quiet indeed. It certainly sounded like he was all alone, in which case,breakfast in bed was looking increasingly unlikely.

 

Norm sighed. Some people were just so flipping inconsiderate.

 

So where exactly were his mum and dad and his two little brothers? wondered Norm. And when would they be back? Assuming that they would be back at some point, of course and they hadn’t been abducted by aliens, or something. It wasn’t that Norm was scared being home alone. He actually quite liked being home alone. But sooner or later, the novelty always wore off. Usually round about the time Norm needed food.
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Or clean pants.

Or possibly both.
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The best thing about being home alone as far as Norm was concerned was that he could pretend he was an only child again, like he had been, back in the day. 
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When life had been sweet and the world had revolved around him, and him alone. But then his mum had gone and ruined everything by having Brian – AKA the most annoying brother on the entire flipping planet.
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Then to make matters even worse, a couple of years after that, she went and had Dave – aka the second most annoying brother on the entire flipping planet. Life, for Norm, had never been the same since. The only consolation was that his parents were now far too ancient to have any more children. Or at least Norm flipping hoped they were anyway. The thought of his mum and dad kissing was gross enough – let alone the thought of them doing anything else.

 

The phone rang downstairs. Norm sighed again. Who could that be, calling at this time of the morning? Not that Norm had the faintest idea what time it actually was. And not that it actually mattered who it was anyway. 
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There was more chance of Norm learning ballet than there was of him actually getting out of bed to answer the phone. Why should he answer the phone? It wouldn’t be for him.

 

Gordon flipping Bennet! thought Norm, as the phone continued to ring and ring and ring. Wasn’t it obvious by now that no one was in?


“SHUT UP!” yelled Norm, getting angrier and angrier.

 

That worked. The phone suddenly stopped ringing. Norm resumed reading.

 

“Hello?” called a voice a few moments later.

 

Uh? thought Norm. Who was that? Certainly not his mum or dad, and not one of his brothers either!

 

“Anyone home?” said the voice, a bit louder.

 

It couldn’t be, thought Norm. Surely not? She wouldn’t flipping dare! Would she?
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“Hello, Norman!” said Chelsea, standing framed in the doorway. “What time do you call this, then?”

 

“Time you got out of my flipping bedroom!” shouted Norm.

 

“No need to be so ungrateful,” said Chelsea.

 

Norm couldn’t believe it. She’d waltzed uninvited into his house and now she expected him to be grateful?

 

“I’ll call the police!”

 

Chelsea grinned. “What will you call them?”

 

“Uh?” said Norm.

 

“Nice PJs by the way,” said Chelsea.

 

“What?” said Norm.

 

“Your pyjamas?”
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Norm looked down. He just had to be wearing the ones with the flipping dinosaur pattern, didn’t he? Not a good look when you were nearly thirteen.

 

“I’m only wearing these cos my other ones are in the wash.”

 

“It’s OK, Norman,” said Chelsea. “Dinosaurs are cool.”

 

“Really?” said Norm doubtfully. “You think so?”

 

“Absolutely,” said Chelsea. “When you’re five!”

 

She burst out laughing.

 

“Just get out,” said Norm.

 

“Don’t you want to know what I’m doing here?” said Chelsea.


 

Actually, thought Norm, now she came to mention it he would quite like to know what Chelsea was doing in his bedroom.

 

“Go on then.”

 

“The front door was open.”

 

“What?” said Norm.

 

“The front door,” said Chelsea. “It was wide open.”

 

“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean you can just walk in!”
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Chelsea shrugged. “I saw everybody rushing out and getting in the car.”

 

“Everybody?” said Norm.

 

Chelsea nodded. “Even the dog!”

 

“When?”

 

“Just now,” said Chelsea. “I’m surprised you didn’t hear.”

 

Norm was surprised he hadn’t heard too until suddenly he remembered the bit of sweet corn in his ear.

 

“I was just making sure everything was OK in case something bad had happened, that’s all,” said Chelsea. “Just being a good neighbour, Norman!”

 

Just being flipping nosy more like, thought Norm. If Chelsea really wanted to be a good neighbour she’d flipping move. She was so annoying.

 

“Shhh!” said Norm suddenly.

 

Chelsea looked puzzled. “But I didn’t say anything.”

 

“Shhhhhhh!!!” said Norm again, more urgently. “Listen!”

 

They listened. Somewhere nearby – faint and muffled – a mobile was ringing.

 

“Aren’t you going to get it?” said Chelsea.

 

“Dunno where it is,” said Norm.

 

Chelsea walked further into Norm’s room and looked around. “I’m not surprised. Look at the state of this place.”

 

Norm was gobsmacked. “What?”

 

“Seriously, Norman. I’ve seen tidier rubbish dumps.”
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Norm couldn’t decide what he found more infuriating. The way Chelsea continually overemphasised his name like it was the funniest thing she’d ever heard, or the fact that she’d actually had the nerve to criticise the state of his room. Either way, he knew he couldn’t let it wind him up. He needed to find his phone, and quickly. What if it was Mikey?

 

Norm leapt out of bed and headed towards the source of the sound. Or, at least, as far as he could tell he did, anyway. He hated to admit it, but Chelsea did have a point. His room could do with a bit of a tidy. Well – a lot of a tidy actually.
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After several unsuccessful attempts, Norm eventually located his phone underneath a pile of clothes on the floor and answered it.

 

“Hello?”

 

Norm looked at Chelsea. Was she just going to stand there and stare all day, or what?

 

“Oh. Hi, Mum.”

 

Chelsea giggled.

 

“Shut up!”

 

Norm listened for a moment. “No, not you, Mum! I was talking to Chelsea.”

 

“Hi!” squealed Chelsea.

 

“What, Mum?” said Norm. “No, you see, the front door was open. She thought something might have happened.”

 

Chelsea grinned.

 

Norm sighed. “Do I have to, Mum?”
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“What?” said Chelsea.

 

“Mum says to tell you you’re a good neighbour,” muttered Norm, through gritted teeth.

 

“See?” said Chelsea.

 

“Where are you?” said Norm.

 

There was a pause.

 

“The vet?” said Norm. “Why? What’s wrong with Brian?”

 

There was another pause.

 

“What?” said Norm. “No, it was just a joke, Mum!”

 

Norm listened.

 

“’Kay, Mum. See you soon, Mum. Bye, Mum.”

 

Norm ended the call. Chelsea looked at him expectantly.

 

“Well?”

 

“The dog’s ill,” said Norm.

 

“Well, duh,” said Chelsea.

 

“What?” said Norm.

 

“I meant, what’s the matter with the dog?”

 

“Oh, right,” said Norm. “He’s got a little…”

 

“A little what?” grinned Chelsea.

 

“Bug,” said Norm.

 

“Ah, that’s a shame,” said Chelsea. “Poor thing.”

 

Norm pulled a face. “Poor thing?”

 

“He’s so sweet,” said Chelsea in a squeaky baby voice.

 

“Sweet?” said Norm. “He’s disgusting!”

 

“Ah, he’s not,” said Chelsea.

 

“Flipping is. All he does is eat and sleep and lick his own…”

 

Norm suddenly stopped. What was he doing even having this conversation?

 

“What?” said Chelsea.

 

Norm shrugged. “What do you mean, what?”

 

“What do you mean, what do I mean, what?”

 

“Can you just go, please?” said Norm.

 

“Pardon?” said Chelsea.

 

“Get out!” said Norm, a bit louder.

 

“What do you say?” grinned Chelsea.

 

“NOW!” yelled Norm.
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“All right, Norman! Keep your hair on!” said Chelsea, disappearing out of the room and heading for the stairs.

 

At last, thought Norm. Peace and flipping quiet.

 

“It’s OK! I’ll let myself out!” yelled Chelsea.

 

But Norm wasn’t listening. He’d had a sudden thought. If he asked nicely, then perhaps Chelsea might…

 

The front door suddenly slammed. It was too late. It looked like Norm was actually going to have to get his own breakfast.
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Flipping typical.

OPS/images/p6.jpg





OPS/images/p7a.jpg





OPS/images/p7b.jpg
5





OPS/images/p8b.jpg





OPS/images/p8a.jpg
W\

“:)
\J

N

) N





OPS/images/p10.jpg





OPS/images/p9.jpg





OPS/images/p12.jpg





OPS/images/p11.jpg





OPS/images/p15.jpg





OPS/images/p14.jpg





OPS/images/p16.jpg





OPS/images/p20.jpg





OPS/images/p19.jpg






OPS/images/cover.jpg
Uﬂm

o o 0 ¢ 1
i elele s ¢ g o ¢

o o

-aabd © 0 O





OPS/images/cover1.jpg
CAN;TIGET{ENOUGH
OF NORM?,

CHECK{OUT{THESE(OTHER|GREAT{BOOKS!

BSO-FLIPPING;LUTELY

/ANDJLOOK{OUTFOR NORM;SJA
MING|SOON!

BRILIIANTINEW/ ADVENTURELICO!

Tt =





OPS/images/cover2.jpg
50 chuep
WouLy Y‘&ECAUSE T

ok 1, mf"‘ ‘SUPREME"

ME EAT 7

WIKIPIZZA'S \
MARGHERITA
'VEGETABLE SUPREME V
Mired peppers, red onion, mushrooms,
HAWAIIAN SgR\WS"LG"p

. Ham, pineapple. & QuEnrPLet
POIPERONLY \h
Pepperon and mozarlla cheese. _ wat MY ("cAR?
QUATTRO FORMAGGI &~ 5 MAKE
Mozzarella, gorgonzola, parmesan and ictta
MEAT FRABT
Meatballs, salani, ham.
WHY 88 TRY OUR HEALTHY OPTIONS?
CAULIFLOWER CHEESE STUFFED CRUST
‘GLUTEN-FREE VEGGIE DE-LITE
CREATE YOUR OWN PIZZA BY ADDING YOUR OWN

TOPPINGS. CHOOSE FROM; %)
Musman
pineapple.

EXTRAS SoUNDS

!
TWiSTED DOUGH BALLs ¥ PAINFUL"
POTATO WEDGES faoph
o — pas8IT FooD*
R
~ ""NAcHos






OPS/images/titlepage.jpg
JONATHAN MERES






OPS/images/p5.jpg





