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CHAPTER 1

Norm knew it was going to be one of those days when he lost his house. Or rather, when he mistook someone else’s house for his own. But it amounted to the same thing. Getting one house mixed up with another. Which was easily done. Well, if you were Norm it was easily done, anyway. And Norm was Norm.


 


[image: images]



 




[image: images]





In his defence, though, Norm wasn’t particularly observant at the best of times, let alone when he’d been dawdling back from school, head in the clouds, daydreaming of the weekend ahead and how he intended spending as much of it as possible on his bike. Norm tended not to notice things. Like the time he didn’t notice that the toilet wasn’t where it normally was and he ended up nearly peeing in his dad’s wardrobe. Or the time he failed to notice that he’d just brushed his teeth with mayonnaise instead of toothpaste. Quite why the mayonnaise had been in the bathroom to start with was another matter entirely. That wasn’t the point. The point was that in the unlikely event of there ever being a world championship for noticing things, Norm definitely wouldn’t win any medals. Assuming, of course, that Norm had even noticed that there actually was a world championship for noticing things, in the first place. Which was even unlikelier. But that wasn’t the point either. The point was that Norm was spectacularly rubbish when it came to noticing things. Like which house he lived in, for instance.



[image: images]






[image: images]






Then again, it still wasn’t all that long since they’d moved from their old house. Or rather, it still wasn’t all that long since they’d had to move from their old house because his dad had been fired and they’d had to start eating supermarket own-brand Coco Pops instead of proper Coco Pops. So Norm could almost be forgiven for getting mixed up. Not that it was an actual crime to mistake another house for your own. But it was definitely a crime to try and break in. Not that Norm was aware that he was trying to break in, of course. As far as he was concerned he was just trying to open the flipping front door. His own flipping front door.
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“What do you think you’re doing?” said a voice.

“Uh?” said Norm, turning around and coming face to face with the owner of the voice. And she didn’t look too happy, either. Quite the opposite, in fact.

“I said, what do you think you’re doing?”

Norm was confused. Firstly, because the door was refusing to open. And, as far as he knew, his mum and dad hadn’t suddenly decided to move house again and not bother telling him. Although, frankly, he wouldn’t put it past them. Secondly, because there was a strange woman standing in front of him, pulling a face like a cat’s backside.

“Sorry, do I know you?” said Norm.
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“I could ask you the same question!” said the woman.

What? thought Norm. He could ask her all kinds of flipping questions if he wanted to. Like, how come she was looking at him like he was something she’d just scraped off the bottom of her shoe, for a flipping start?

“And if you don’t tell me very soon, I’m going to call the police!”

Gordon flipping Bennet, thought Norm. She was going to call the police if he didn’t tell her his name? That was a bit harsh, wasn’t it?

“Well?” said the woman, rapidly running out of what little patience she’d had to begin with.

“But …” began Norm.

“Don’t you but me, young man!” said the woman. “I’ll give you one more chance to tell me who you are and, more importantly, what on earth you think you’re doing trying to enter my house illegally?”
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Uh? thought Norm. Her house? Illegally? Had the rest of the world gone stark raving mad? Or was it just him? If not, what the heck was going on? Because he hadn’t got a flipping clue any more. Not that he’d had all that much of a clue in the first flipping place!

The woman tilted her head and eyed Norm quizzically. All of a sudden, she didn’t seem quite so angry. In fact, she suddenly seemed quite concerned. Almost sympathetic.

“Are you OK?”

“Pardon?” said Norm.

“I said, are you feeling all right?”

Norm thought for a moment. Was he feeling all right? He’d been perfectly all right up until about thirty seconds ago. But now he wasn’t so sure.
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“Hello, Norman!” said a girl walking up the drive. “What are you doing here?”

Norm looked at the girl. She seemed vaguely familiar. He must have seen her somewhere before. But where?

“Norman?” said the woman. “So you know this boy?”

Either that, thought Norm, or it was an incredibly lucky guess.

“Yeah,” said the girl. “We’re in the same class for geography.”

“We are?” said Norm, looking at her again. “I mean, we are, yeah.”
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The girl burst out laughing. “See, Mum? I told you he was funny, didn’t I?”

“Oh, that Norman!” said the girl’s mum. “You should have said, Ellie!”

Ellie? thought Norm. Nope. Still didn’t ring any bells. And what did her mum mean, by ‘that Norman’? How many Normans did she flipping know? Because Norm didn’t know any. Apart from himself. And he was pretty sure that didn’t count. And anyway, how come they’d been talking about him? When he hadn’t got a clue who they were? This wasn’t just weird, thought Norm. This was actually a little bit spooky.

“Have you done the homework yet, by the way?” said Ellie.

“Homework?” said Norm. “What homework?”

“The geography homework, of course!” said Ellie.

Norm looked at Ellie as if she’d just stepped off a spaceship. Not only did he not have the faintest idea what she was on about, but he was beginning to wonder if this was all part of some elaborate practical joke and that he was actually being secretly filmed for some stupid TV show. It was an unlikely explanation, but right then it was the best Norm could come up with.
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“I think your friend’s a little discombobulated,” said Ellie’s mum.

A little what? thought Norm. Now she was just making random words up. And what did she mean, her friend? Norm was scarcely aware that Ellie had even existed till a few moments ago. And now all of a sudden they were flipping friends?
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“’Scuse me a minute,” said Norm, fishing his phone out of his pocket and opening up his maps app in order to try and find out where he was. Because by now it was fairly obvious that wherever it was, it wasn’t where he thought he was.

“I didn’t hear your phone go,” said Ellie.

“What?” said Norm. “Er, no, I’m just …”

Ellie’s mum smiled knowingly. “Lost?”

Norm nodded sheepishly.

“Lost?” said Ellie. “How can you be lost?”

“Aw, stop teasing him, Ellie.”

Yeah, thought Norm. But it was too late. He could already feel himself going bright red.

“Well, he only lives around the corner,” giggled Ellie.
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He did? thought Norm, still looking at his phone. Oh, yeah. He did. And anyway, how come she knew where he lived? This wasn’t just spooky any more. This was starting to get pretty flipping creepy.

“Don’t worry about it, Norman,” said Ellie’s mum. “These things happen.”

Norm sighed. These things happened, all right. In fact, these things happened a little too often as far as he was concerned. Not that Norm had actually ever got lost and mixed his house up with another house entirely before. But rubbish things in general happened a little too often. Well, if you were Norm they did, anyway. And Norm was.
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