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“Welcome to BTVC News. I am Anne Finally,
and you join me here, live from the sleepy
village of Dundlewick. I was here last month at
the start of the so-called ‘Dundlewick Doubling’.
Today, I look back at how it all began. A month
in, the doubling goes on, and on ... and on.
Scientists say the number of doubles is set

to rise to one billion by tomorrow morning.
Today, I examine how the doubling began, and
what it means for the future of Dundlewick ...

and the human race.”




One Month Before ...



Chapter 1
Spaghetti and Tomato Sauce

Dundlewick Doubling — Day Zero
Number Of Noahs -1

“What’s that?” Noah asked. He looked down at

the tray of food and screwed up his face.

The dinner lady, Mrs Tuckin, stared back at

him.

“Meat pie,” she said. Her spatula hovered

over the tray, ready to serve him a slice.

“What’s in it?” Noah asked.



Mrs Tuckin raised an eyebrow.
“Meat,” she said.

“I want spaghetti and tomato sauce,” Noah

said.

Mrs Tuckin sighed. “And yet here we both
are, staring at a tray of meat pie,” she replied.
“I'll spell it out to you, Noah. I'm sure it won’t
be for the last time. Monday is spaghetti day.
Tuesday 1s meat pie day. Wednesday is pizza
day. Thursday is chicken day. And then, as
sure as sugar lumps, it’s Friday. And what is

Friday otherwise known as?”

“Fish Friday,” Noah said with a roll of his

eyes.

“Fish Friday! From the sea to your plate!”

Mrs Tuckin declared.

“Yeah, but -” Noah began.



“But every single day you ask me for
spaghetti and tomato sauce,” Mrs Tuckin said.

“Every. Single. Day.”

“That’s because I want spaghetti and
tomato sauce every day,” Noah said in a

matter-of-fact way.

“And I want my cat to stop pooing in the
fruit bowl,” Mrs Tuckin said. “But every day I
go home to find that Catilla the Hun has done

her business on my satsumas.”

“It’s like the song says,” Mrs Tuckin went
on, “‘you can’t always get what you want - but,
if you try, sometimes you might get what you

need ...””

“I have no idea what that means,” Noah

said.

“Give it time,” Mrs Tuckin said. “Now,
look, Noah, I have a lot of mouths to feed and
I know it’s hard to believe but they don’t all



want to eat spaghetti and tomato sauce,” she
said. Mrs Tuckin pointed to the line of children
behind Noah. And, as he looked back at them,
she slapped a spatula full of meat pie down

on Noah'’s plate. “Bon appetit! Enjoy!” she
added. “I look forward to our little chat again

tomorrow.”

‘Why would anyone not want to eat
spaghetti and tomato sauce?’ Noah thought, as

he stared down at his plate of meat pie.

If it was up to him, Noah would eat
spaghetti and tomato sauce for lunch and
dinner. He would get up every morning at
exactly 06.45 a.m. and go to bed at exactly
10.10 p.m. every night. He would only drink
cold milk, and only if it was in a tall glass with
a straw. And he would read nothing but books

about dinosaurs.

If Noah had his way, everybody else would
live by his rules too. But life wasn’t like that.

Everyone was different. It was very frustrating.
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‘Why can’t everyone be like me?’ Noah
thought. He had to do something about it.

But what?



