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         When he heard the handle turning on the front door downstairs, he immediately reached over to shut the TV off. Slowly and carefully, eager not to make a sound, he turned off the game that was on the television. She had entered the house and he understood that his mum had had one of those days again when she set off for work but changed her mind halfway there.

         She would soon turn the TV on downstairs, perhaps putter around in the kitchen for a while, but before long, she would pop upstairs to find out whether he was still at home. He didn't want a chat, couldn't be bothered with that sort of thing, so he got dressed and decided to escape through the window.

         Due to the chilly air, the window frame had swelled and he had to bang on the window, as quietly as he possibly could, in order to get out. When she turned on the tap down there, the old pipes rattled so loudly that he had an opportunity to give the window a substantial clout. It flew open, and with the help of the drainpipe, he swung out in a dexterous motion. From there, he could push the window shut and there wouldn't be any risk of it blowing open in the wind. He jumped, as he had done on numerous occasions before, and landed almost silently in the snow below.

         Then he crept past the living room window and quickly found he was having so much fun. He had managed to trick the enemy. He didn't bother sneaking a peek through the window though; he could hear the TV blaring, and could already imagine the scene.

         When he came around the corner, he stood up straight and walked over to the rustic back door of the garage. This door was very rarely locked, but if it was, he had put a spare key under the motor of their broken lawnmower, which was half-buried beneath several summers' worth of grass and now also plenty of snow that had come down from the roof.

         He brushed off his socks on the chilly concrete floor and put his wellies on, the ones with the thick, rigid soles. Then he put on his grandpa's old lumberjacket and a pair of heavy-duty work gloves. He took great care to lift the handle of the snow shovel, but it still ended up scraping against the concrete floor. Anger bubbled up inside of him and he gritted his teeth. How hard could it be?!

         When he got the damn thing off the floor, his entire body was on tenterhooks. He listened intently; there was faint murmur from the telly, nothing else.

         He shut the door, crept through the hedge and set off up the hill. He didn't overthink about where he was heading. As long as he got up there, he felt calm again. From up there, he could make his way around the world if he wanted to. There was always a new place to visit, somewhere he wasn’t recognised.

         The idea of removing the snow off people's driveways had been his, but just like so many other ideas, it had seemed better in theory than it was in a practical sense. Shovelling snow did not provide quick, simple dosh. On his very first day, he had made a fair bit of money, but the next morning, he had such horrendous backache that he couldn't even get out of bed and it took him a whole week before he got to work again. By that point, no one wanted their driveway swept and then the snow melted.

         It had been snowing heavily for a few days and his mum had glanced over at him every now with a mix of disappointment and dejection in her eyes. It always gave him such a guilt trip. He hated it. He hated when anyone tried to make him feel guilty.

         She said she couldn't stand him just skulking around at home and he thought that she couldn't stand him being so similar to her. If he was staying at home just like she was, she would be reminded of her own behaviour and that was the last thing she wanted.

         He tried to put her out of his mind. The fact that he was spending so much time thinking about her right now was because climbing the hill was hard work and exhaustion made him angry. And when he turned angry, he thought of her. He started dreaming about money instead, and what he would do if he had money. He wanted to take a motorcycle license and buy a proper sports bike, perhaps a BMW or a Yamaha. If he had a bike he would just be able to leave, travel wherever he wanted to and whenever it pleased him. He had already decided he would get the bike before he moved out. Well, if he had to choose that is. He thought about all the babes that would want to be with him as soon as he had the bike. A new girl every weekend. He strolled around the forest for a long time, from one running track to another, until he eventually got tired. Without noticing, he had already passed a few blocks of detached houses and it had started snowing again, which reminded him of everything that was bad in his life right now. There was a yellow house at the bottom of the hill and from the house over to the driveway, there were two uneven tracks in the snow. He could see through the hedge that the lights were on.
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