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One 
 

Another Monday morning arrived at Vicarage Primary School. Children swarmed 

into the wide, open space of the playground. They filled it with brightly coloured bags, 

coats and squawks of laughter.  

Boys and girls chatted away, discussing their weekend. Huddled together, parents 

tuned into the latest news. Then, a tall roll of carpet appeared at the school gates. 

Everybody’s eyes locked onto it.  

The carpet hopped down the path towards the playground, like a lost, clumsy 

kangaroo.  Another new school, Norris Snoot thought, wrapped inside the thick, patterned 

carpet. I’ll try to make friends - when everybody’s stopped laughing. 

Norris’ two arms hung out of large holes cut into his carpet’s sides. Black boots, 

sticking out of the bottom, completed the picture. The peculiar carpet boy peered out of his 

eyeholes, looking into the distance.  

His dad’s voice echoed around his young son’s head. ‘Remember the competition, 

Norris. Only three months left and then we’ll be millionaires!’ 

‘I’ll try my best, Dad,’ Norris whispered, moving forwards. The tall carpet hopped on, 

plodding down a gravel path. Clive Cooper-West sprinted towards the strange sight. His 

shoes screeched to a halt in front of it.  

‘Who on earth are you, weirdo?’ he asked, shoving his fat face in front of Norris’ 

eyeholes. ‘Why, who are you?’ Norris replied. 

‘The King of the castle!’  

‘Pleased to meet you,’ Norris said. 



Clive Cooper-West walked away but was soon back for more… 

*** 

Dashing up to the carpet’s back, Clive crashed his big shoulders into it. The carpet 

toppled over and started to roll forwards. The path was on a slight hill, so the carpet rolled… 

Faster and faster it gathered speed, heading for the busy, bustling playground. Soon, 

the wall of rolling material crashed into a crowd of children and parents.   

Everybody screamed. Bodies catapulted up into the air, dropping onto the hard 

tarmac. Hundreds of football cards blasted up like a fountain. Parents ploughed into other 

parents, creating a deadly and dangerous domino effect. But the carpet continued to roll. 

‘Stop that thing!’ the head-teacher, Mr Hooper yelled. But it was too late. The carpet 

tumbled into several rows of colourful, prize-winning flowers. It squashed them flat.  

‘My tulips!’ Mr Hooper cried, throwing his head into his hands. The carpet plunged 

into the trunk of a tree and finally stopped.  

  ‘Where am I?’ Norris asked as his head spun around. ‘What happened?’  

Mr Hooper dashed over, his pink, stripy tie dancing in the wind. He spread out his 

arms. He held back an army of parents, all jostling to get a grip of Carpet Boy.  

‘Everything’s under control,’ Mr Hooper said. ‘But who’s under the carpet?’ a short, 

fat parent yelled, clutching a bloody nose. ‘He’s obviously not a gardener,’ remarked an old 

grandmother. ‘Don’t worry,’ Mr Hooper panted. He pulled at a long, tangled hosepipe, 

coiled up like a sleeping snake. ‘He’ll pay for this.’ 

A loud hand-bell sounded. Miss Broderick, the class teacher, marched onto the 

playground, her stick insect legs cutting through the air.  

Pushing, shoving and chatting, the children lined up. Miss Broderick walked into 

school. The children followed her, like rats skipping after the Pied Piper.  



The playground emptied. Several parents hobbled away, taking their limping offspring 

with them. Mr Hooper turned on the tap. He squirted the carpet with a short burst of water, 

soaking its material.  

‘That’s for wrecking my Tulips,’ he said. He pulled the wet carpet up from the ground, 

grabbing the boy’s arms.  

‘Now get into class,’ the head-teacher said, pushing Carpet Boy away. ‘You owe me a 

box of bulbs. And I don’t mean electrical ones.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Two 

Miss Broderick opened her register. ‘We have a new boy starting today, Year 4,’ she 

said. ‘His name’s Norris Snoot and he’s from a travelling circus.’  

The children chatted and chuckled, twisting their heads around. ‘Register time,’ Miss 

Broderick announced, casting her wide angled gaze. ‘Suzie Davies?’  

‘She’s sick, Miss,’ a voice shouted. ‘But she was ice-skating last night.’ 

‘Perhaps she’s got a cold,’ Miss Broderick said, running her fingers through her curly 

brown hair. ‘Norris Snoot?’ 

‘He’s in the cloakroom, Miss,’ somebody said. Miss Broderick strolled towards Norris’ 

carpet, sitting on a pile of fallen bags and coats.  

‘This isn’t exactly school uniform,’ she said, stroking the thick, damp material.  

‘I have to wear it, Miss,’ Norris whispered. ‘And here’s a note to prove it.’  

Norris handed his new teacher a crumpled up piece of paper. Miss Broderick pulled 

her glasses from her blouse pocket and started to read: 

Shaking her head, Miss Broderick puffed out a long blow. ‘9/10 for your dad’s 

spelling, Norris,’ she said. 	

‘Dad’s spelling’s improved, Miss,’ Norris said, ‘since he swallowed a dictionary a few 

weeks ago. Now he can even spell knickers as he knows there’s a silent k at the start of the 

word.’ 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘Oh, I’ll have to try that myself,’ Miss Broderick said, flashing a wry and toothy smile.  

‘Try on some knickers?’ Norris asked. 

‘You know what I mean, Norris.’  

Miss Broderick stared at her new pupil’s carpet. Her big, brown eyes scanned its 

length.  



She stroked her bony chin, peeping into Norris’s eye-holes.	‘Your dad’s note’s very silly,’ she 

said. ‘But I do like his silent k idea and as it’s your first day, I’ll allow you to wear your carpet. 

But I must ask, Norris, why do you have to wear such a thing?’	

‘It’s a long story, Miss,’ Norris answered. ‘Whilst touring Ireland, Mum and Dad 

entered a competition on a T.V. show. The challenge was simple – to live in rolls of carpet 

for a whole year and appear on the front page of the Clunkton Weekly News three times.’ 

‘Fascinating,’ Miss Broderick said. 

‘And this is the good part, Miss,’ Norris added. ‘We’re the only family left as 

everybody else has given up.’  

‘Oh, that sounds so interesting,’ Norris’ teacher said, throwing her arms into the air. 

‘So what’s the prize if your family wins?’  

‘A million pounds,’ Norris replied. ‘But we haven’t appeared in the Clunkton Weekly 

News once yet, Miss, so time’s running out. And the competition ends in three months.’  

‘Well the best of luck, Norris,’ Miss Broderick said, rubbing the sides of his carpet.  

‘I’ll have to check with Mr Hooper whether or not you can wear your carpet around  

school. But once he hears about this competition of yours, I’m sure he’ll be fine about it. 

And of course you can use your special pencil sharpener in class.’ 

Miss Broderick’s powerful ears detected noise. ‘Quiet please,’ she said, holding up her 

palms. She trotted through a maze of furniture to Clive Cooper-West’s desk.  

‘Stop that tapping you fool!’ she bawled. She pulled a pair of scissors from Clive’s 

chunky fingers. ‘And put these back where they belong.’ 

Clive stomped and stamped his way around the classroom. He pushed into other 

children, grunting like a wild beast. That’s the boy who pushed me down the hill this morning, Norris 

thought as he stared at the class nuisance.  



Clive had a round, chubby face, with black, lifeless eyes, all sunken in fat. He was a 

Great White Shark, swimming around in a shoal of goldfish. Although small in stature, his 

neck was the thickness of a small ham. And his arms looked as if he’d borrowed them from 

the world’s strongest man.  

           Norris hopped towards his desk, staring at the powerful predator. ‘Just you wait Bully 

Boy,’ he whispered. ‘I’ll get my own back. One day…’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Three 

‘Time for maths,’ Miss Broderick shouted. ‘Sharpen your pencils, please.’  

Everybody scrambled around the classroom. From his backpack, Norris pulled out a 

small, silver fudge tin, punctured with little holes. He removed its lid and waited…  

Olivia suddenly screamed, almost shaking the bricks out of the building. Tugging at 

her hair, she clamped her eyes shut. Then she pulled them open, dropping her jaw. She 

pointed at a small, brown hamster, scampering around on Norris’s desk.  

A tiny collar hung around the rodent’s neck, attached to a long, brown shoelace.   

‘What on earth’s that thing doing in here?’ Miss Broderick asked. ‘No animals are 

allowed in school.’ 

‘There’s a few in the staffroom, Miss,’ Clive Cooper-West shouted.  

‘Don’t be silly, Clive,’ Miss Broderick snapped. ‘Or it’s Mr Hooper for you.’  

‘I’m not scared of old Hooper,’ Clive snapped back. ‘He’s about as scary as a one-

legged octopus with a broken leg!’ 

Rushing over to Norris, Miss Broderick pretended not to hear Clive’s cheeky remark.  

‘What’s going on?’ she asked, folding her arms. ‘Hamsters are obviously not allowed at 

Vicarage Primary School.’ 

‘But Larry’s the fastest pencil sharpener in the world, Miss,’ Norris said.  

Everybody glanced over to Norris’s desk, all eyes desperate to catch a glimpse of his 

furry friend. The classroom fell silent. 

Norris placed a blunt pencil in front of Larry, pulling his pet’s tail tight. Larry’s tiny 

paws grabbed the pencil and hauled it up to his mouth. Putting his sharp teeth to work, he 

gnawed away. Seconds later, the pencil was razor sharp, with a super pointed lead.  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘I have to admit, that’s quite amazing,’ Miss Broderick said. ‘I trained him myself,’ 

Norris said, stroking Larry’s fur.  

‘Can I have a go, please?’ Miss Broderick asked. ‘I don’t like touching animals, but if 

you pull Larry’s tail for me, I’ll be fine.’ 

‘Well I normally charge 50p a go,’ Norris replied. ‘But as it’s you Miss, I’ll do you a 

deal. How about a gold star instead?’ 

‘Oh, go on then,’ Miss Broderick replied. ‘I’ll just whizz to my desk.’ 

Olivia rushed over to Norris, her wavy blonde hair trailing down her back.  

‘Can I have a go, please?’ she asked,  

shoving a pencil into Norris’s carpet covered face. ‘Listen everybody,’ Norris shouted. ‘As 

it’s my first day, Larry will sharpen everybody’s pencils for nothing!’  



The children cheered, scattering around the classroom on a mass pencil hunt.  ‘What 

do I have to do, Norris?’ Olivia asked.  

‘Just pull Larry’s tail softly and he’ll get to work…’ 

Olivia placed her pencil in front of the happy hamster. She was just about to pull 

Larry’s tail when Clive Cooper-West rushed over. He knocked into Olivia’s thin body, 

pushing her thighs up against a desk.  

‘Hey Gripper, that hurt!’ Olivia cried, rubbing her leg. Clive Cooper-West snorted, 

placing his own pencil in front of Norris’ peculiar pet.  

‘The harder the pull, the sharper the pencil,’ he said, his black eyes twinkling. He 

yanked at Larry’s tail, pulling it tight.  

A pained, high-pitched squeal escaped from Larry’s mouth. He sprinted across the 

desk’s smooth surface. Then, reaching the table’s edge, he sprung into the air. 

 

‘One of the funniest books I’ve ever read!’ Korky Paul (Winnie the witch illustrator) 

 

 

 

 
 


