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CHAPTER 1

Norm knew it was going to be one of those days when he woke up and found himself about to pee in his mum’s wardrobe. Not that he actually knew it was his mum’s wardrobe, of course. Or anybody’s wardrobe, for that matter. All Norm knew was that he needed to pee. And pee was precisely what he intended to do. And pretty flipping soon, too.
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"STOP!” yelled a voice.



Uh? thought Norm, still half asleep. If not slightly more. Who was that?



And what were they doing, watching him go to the flipping toilet? Couldn’t a guy get any privacy around here? Apparently not.



"NORMAN!” yelled the same voice.



"Yeah?” croaked Norm, like a frog with flu.
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"What do you think you’re doing, love?” said a different, altogether more gentle voice.




Norm thought for a moment. Firstly, just how many people were in the bathroom? Because it was beginning to feel like the whole flipping street were in there. And secondly, what did they think he was doing? Was this some kind of trick question? Or just a really stupid one? Either way, he still needed to pee. Because if he didn’t pee, there was a very good chance that he’d burst. And if that happened, things could get really messy. Literally.
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Norm suddenly saw the light. Or strictly speaking, Norm suddenly saw a bedside light, reflected in a mirror, a fraction of a second after it was switched on. Lying next to the light was Norm’s mum. And lying next to his mum was his dad.



"Oh, hi,” said Norm, turning around and finally realising where he was. And, much more importantly,realising where he wasn’t.



"Never mind ‘hi’,” said Norm’s dad, grumpily. "Have you any idea what time it is?”



Not only did Norm not have any idea what flipping time it was, he couldn’t care less what flipping time it was. All he knew was that if he didn’t pee soon he was going to wet himself.



"I’ll tell you, shall I? It’s four o’clock in the morning! That’s what time it is!”
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Norm sighed. So if his dad knew all along, why flipping ask?



"This isn’t the first time this has happened, is it, Norman?”



"It’s the second time, actually,” added Norm’s mum, helpfully. "Except the last time, it was your dad’s wardrobe, not mine.”



"’S’not my fault,” said Norm.
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"Oh, really?” said Norm’s dad, the vein on the side of his head beginning to throb – a sure-fire sign that he was getting stressed. Not that Norm noticed. Or ever noticed. "And why’s that, then?”



"Toilet’s moved,” muttered Norm.



"Pardon?” said Norm’s dad.



"Toilet’s moved!” said Norm, a little bit louder. "’S’not where it used to be.”



"I heard you the first time, Norman.”



Gordon flipping Bennet, thought Norm. So why get him to repeat it, then? Was it him, or was his dad making even less sense than usual? And that was flipping saying something! Because his dad made about as much sense as a flipping jellyfish, at the best of times. And not a very intelligent jellyfish, either.
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"I’m getting a strange sense of déjà vu, here,” said Norm’s dad.



That settled it, as far as Norm was concerned. His dad had started talking an entirely different language. He’d lost the plot completely. Assuming he’d ever actually had the plot in the first place.



"We’ve had this conversation before,” said Norm’s dad.



"Almost word for word, actually,” said his mum. "I remember it like it was yesterday. But it wasn’t.”



"It wasn’t the toilet that moved!” Norm’s dad went on. "It was us that moved!”



"Several months ago,” said Norm’s mum.



"Do you not remember?” said his dad, sounding more and more exasperated.
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Norm sighed again. Did he remember having this conversation before? Or did he remember moving house? If his dad wanted a straight answer, then he really needed to be more specific.



"Well?” said Norm’s dad.



Norm shrugged. "’S’not my fault.”



"Will you please stop saying that?” said Norm’s dad.



"Well, it’s not,” said Norm.



"Well, it’s certainly not my fault!” said Norm’s dad.



"Huh,” harrumphed Norm quietly to himself. But clearly not quietly enough.



"What was that?” said Norm’s dad.
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"It’s OK,” said Norm’s mum, who, luckily, could tell when Norm’s dad was getting stressed and who, as usual, was doing her best to act as peacemaker.



"No, it’s not OK, actually,” said Norm’s dad. "Have you got something to say to me, Norman?”



Norm thought for a moment. Had he got something to say, to his dad? Where did he flipping start?



"Well?” said Norm’s dad, expectantly. "I’m waiting.”



Norm glanced at his mum, who seemed to be staring back at him with an almost pleading expression in her eyes. As if she was desperately trying to communicate something to him, telepathically. As if she didn’t want him to actually say whatever it was that she thought he might be about to say.
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"I really need to pee,” said Norm, hopping from one foot to the other.



Norm’s dad regarded Norm, for a second or two. "Is that what you were going to say?”



Norm nodded. "Yeah.”



Norm’s dad sighed. "Off you go then. And don’t let this happen again.”



Norm closed the wardrobe door and began heading towards the real toilet. He’d do his best to make sure it didn’t happen again. But there was no guarantee that it wouldn’t.




CHAPTER 2

It was several hours before Norm woke up again. But this time, it was morning.



Whether it was the shaft of sunlight shining through the crack in the curtains and bouncing off his eyelids that woke him, or whether it was just the increased noise levels from elsewhere in the house, Norm wasn’t entirely sure. Not that it mattered. All Norm knew was that he was no longer asleep.
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Which was flipping annoying for a start. Well, as far as Norm was concerned it was flipping annoying, anyway. Because somewhere at the back of his mind, Norm was vaguely aware that he needed more sleep, not less. That something had happened during the night. But what?
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Norm continued to lie in bed. Well, at least he presumed it was his bed, anyway. But until he could actually be bothered to open his eyes and check, he wouldn’t know for sure. After all, there’d been that one time in IKEA when he lay down and the next thing he knew, he’d nodded off, only to find a crowd of strangers staring at him when he woke up again, cooing and smiling, as if he was some kind of cute baby animal in a flipping zoo . His parents, on the other hand, hadn’t found it cute at all. They’d been worried sick and told him in no uncertain terms not to go wandering off by himself again. Bit harsh, looking back on it now, thought Norm, because he must have only been about three at the time. But then he’d also been an only child at the time, so he could understand his mum and dad being a bit anxious. Because those were the days when he was the centre of their universe. Before his stupid little brothers came along and ruined everything for ever. Even so, it wasn’t like he’d wandered off into the flipping jungle all by himself. The biggest danger he faced in IKEA was getting lost in the flipping kitchen department. Either that or being bored to death. How his parents actually went there voluntarily was beyond Norm’s comprehension. But then, his parents were in their forties. And people did weird stuff when they were that old.
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There was a knock on the door. Which did little to improve Norm’s mood. If anything, it made it even worse. Why did people have to knock on doors, anyway? They were so flipping annoying. Why couldn’t they just leave him alone? And if they really had to disturb him, why couldn’t they phone up first and make an appointment? And how about they ring a flipping bell, instead of flipping knocking?



"Can I come in, love?” said a muffled voice.
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"I dunno,” grumbled Norm. "Can you?”



Whether Norm’s mum misheard Norm, or whether she’d merely chosen to ignore him, she opened the door and came in anyway.



"Morning, sleepyhead.”



"Are you sure?” said Norm, finally opening his eyes.



"Am I sure, what?” said Norm’s mum, perching on the end of the bed.
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"That it’s morning?”



Norm’s mum laughed. "Yes, I’m sure.”



"Positive?”



Norm’s mum nodded. "Positive.”



"Prove it.”



"Pardon?”



"Prove it,” said Norm again.



"Prove what?” said Norm’s mum.



"That it’s morning.”



"You actually want me to prove that it’s morning?”



"Yeah,” said Norm.



"How?”



Norm thought for a moment. "Dunno.”



"Well, neither do I,” said his mum. "You’ll just have to take my word for it.”
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Norm yawned like a hippo, waking from hibernation. Not that Norm had ever actually seen a hippo yawn before. And he had no idea whether hippos hibernated, either. But that wasn’t the point. The point was that he was still abso-flipping-lutely pooped.



Norm’s mum smiled. "I take it you dropped off again, then?”



Dropped off? thought Norm. Dropped off what? And where? What was his mum on about?



"You got back to sleep?”



"Oh, right,” said Norm, twigging. "Erm, yeah. S’pose so.”



Norm’s mum looked at Norm. "You don’t remember, do you?”



Uh? thought Norm. He didn’t remember what? The precise moment he went to sleep? Well of course he didn’t! What was he supposed to do? Take a flipping selfie, to remind himself?
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"Your … nocturnal ramble?”



"My what?” said Norm, pulling a face like a cat’s bottom.



"Your little night-time stroll?”


Gordon flipping Bennet, thought Norm. Why couldn’t she just say whatever she was trying to say, instead of talking like she’d swallowed a flipping dictionary?
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"When you, erm …”



"When I what?” said Norm.



"Relieved yourself in my wardrobe?”



"Uh?” said Norm.



"Peed,” said his mum. "Or nearly peed, anyway.”



"Seriously?” said Norm.



"Seriously, love. But you managed to stop yourself, just in time.”



So that was what had happened during the night, thought Norm. He knew there was something. He just couldn’t quite put his finger on it.



"Soooo …”



"What?” said Norm.



"I don’t suppose you remember the conversation you had with your father, either, then?”



"When?” said Norm.
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"At four o’clock this morning. When you nearly peed in my wardrobe.”



Uh? thought Norm. If he couldn’t remember nearly peeing in his mum’s wardrobe, he was hardly likely to remember a flipping conversation he’d had with his dad at the same flipping time, was he?



"What was it about, Mum?”



"Doesn’t matter,” said Norm’s mum quickly.



Uh? thought Norm, again. So if it didn’t matter, what was the flipping point of mentioning it, then?
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"It’s just that …”



Just that what? thought Norm. For some reason his mum seemed reluctant to continue. But eventually she did.



"You shouldn’t be too quick to blame him, you know.”



"Sorry, what, Mum?” said Norm, by now more than just a tad confused.



"For moving,” said Norm’s mum.
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"Moving?” said Norm.



"House,” said his mum. "Don’t be too quick to blame your dad.”



Too quick? thought Norm. What did she mean, too quick? First of all, they’d moved house ages ago. And second of all, it was his flipping dad’s fault. After all, it was his dad who’d lost his job, not him. It was his dad who’d blown loads of money, not him. As far as Norm was concerned, his dad was a hundred per cent responsible for them having to move. If not more.



"Don’t you think he feels bad enough already, love?”




Norm shrugged. Or at least tried to. But it wasn’t easy, shrugging whilst lying in bed. And anyway, what kind of ridiculous question was that? How was he supposed to know how his dad felt? Norm knew how he felt. He felt angry. Angry because they’d had to leave their old house. Angry because he never had any money to pimp up his mountain bike. Angry because he was expected to eat supermarket own-brand Coco Pops for the rest of his flipping life, instead of proper Coco Pops like they did before. Angry because … because … well, because things just weren’t like they used to be. Not that things were ever particularly amazing before. They were never, ever rich beyond Norm’s wildest dreams. That would be virtually impossible. But it wasn’t like they used to live in a palace, or anything. It was just a normal-sized house. A normal-sized house with normal-sized rooms and a normal-sized garden. And a normal-sized drive to ride his bike up and down. Not like now. Everything was so much smaller now. Like their old house had shrunk in the wash. And it just wasn’t flipping fair.
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"I’ll tell you then, shall I?” said Norm’s mum, when it became obvious that Norm wasn’t going to reply. "He does feel bad. Really bad. And the last thing he needs right now is for anyone to remind him.”
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Great, thought Norm. He hadn’t even got out of bed yet and already he was being given a flipping lecture. Didn’t exactly bode well for the rest of the day, did it?



"OK?” said his mum.



"Whatever,” said Norm, attempting another horizontal shrug.



"Things can only get better, you know.”
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"Can I have that in writing, please?” said Norm.



Norm’s mum smiled. "Look, I understand your frustration.”



Norm seriously doubted that. No one could understand his frustration. Especially not someone as ancient as his mum.



"No, really I do,” said his mum. "I was your age once.”



Norm seriously doubted that, too. Or at least he found it difficult to imagine that his mum had ever been his age.
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"Can you believe that you’re actually going to be thirteen soon, love?”



Norm thought for a moment. Actually, no. Now his mum came to mention it, he couldn’t believe it.



"You seem to have been nearly thirteen for ever!” laughed his mum.



"Tell me about it,” grunted Norm.



"That must be why you need so much sleep. Because you’re almost a teenager!”



No, thought Norm. The reason he needed so much sleep was because he’d been up till after midnight, looking at mountain biking videos on YouTube. And waking up about to pee in his mum’s wardrobe probably hadn’t helped much, either.



"Hang on,” said Norm’s mum. "What’s that, above your lip?”



"My nose?” said Norm.



"No. Below your nose,” said Norm’s mum. "Looks like a bit of …”



"A bit of what?”



"Facial hair.”
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Uh? thought Norm. So he was growing a flipping moustache? First he knew about it. Why hadn’t anyone said anything before? How come he was always the last to find out about these things?



Not that he’d ever actually grown a moustache before. Or anything else for that matter. But that wasn’t the point. The point was, it was flipping typical.
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