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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.



[image: images]






"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.
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