
Chapter 17 

A Knock on the Toilet Door 

There are a number of things you 

don’t want to hear when you sit on the toilet. 

A fire alarm. 

An earthquake. 

The roar of a hungry lion in the cubicle next door. 

A large group of people shouting ‘Surprise!’ to you. 

The sound of the entire toilet block being demolished by a giant wrecking 

ball. 

The clicking sound of someone taking a photograph. 

The sound of an electric eel swimming up the U-bend. 

Someone drilling a hole in the wall. 

JLS singing. (Admittedly that wouldn’t be welcome at any time.) 

A knock on the door. 

That last one was exactly what Joe heard at break time when he took a seat 

in the boys’ toilet. 

RAT TAT TAT. 

To be clear, that isn’t a knock at your door, readers. It’s a knock on Joe’s 

toilet door. 

“Who is it?” asked Joe, irritated. 

“It’s Bob,” replied… yes, you’ve guessed correctly: Bob. 

“Go away, I’m busy,” said Joe. 



“I need to talk to you.” 

Joe pulled the chain, and opened the door. “What do you want?” he said 

angrily as he made his way to the sink. Bob trailed after him munching on a 

bag of crisps. It was only an hour since he’d been eating chips like everyone 

else, but obviously Bob got hungry very easily. 

“You shouldn’t eat crisps in a toilet, Bob.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because… because… I don’t know, because the crisps wouldn’t like it.” Joe 

whacked the tap on to wash his hands. “Anyway, what do you want?” 

Bob put the bag in his trouser pocket and stood behind his former friend. 

He looked into Joe’s eyes in the mirror. “It’s Lauren.” 

“What about her?” Joe had known it. Bob 

was just jealous. 

Bob looked away for a second and took a deep breath. “I don’t think you 

should trust her,” he said. 

Joe turned around, shaking with fury. “What did you say?” he shouted. 

Bob stepped away, taken aback. “I just think she’s…” 

“SHE’S WHAT?” 

“She’s fake.” 

“Fake?” Joe felt white-hot with fury. 

“Lots of the other kids reckon she’s an actress. They said she’s in some 

advert, or something. And I saw her out with this other boy at the 

weekend.” 

“What?” 

“Joe, I think she’s just pretending to like you.” 



Joe put his face next to Bob’s. He hated being this angry. It was scary being 

so out of control. “SAY THAT AGAIN…” 

Bob backed away. “Look, I’m sorry, I don’t want a fight, I am just telling you 

what I saw.” 

“You’re lying.” 

“I’m not!” 

“You’re just jealous because Lauren likes me, and you’re a fatty with no 

friends at all.” 

“I’m not jealous, I’m just worried for you, Joe. I don’t want you to get hurt.” 

“Yeah?” said Joe. “You sounded really worried about me when you called 

me a spoiled brat.” 

“Honestly, I—” 

“Just leave me alone, Bob. We’re not friends any more. I felt sorry for you 

and talked to you and that was that.” 

“What did you just say? You felt ‘sorry for me’?” Bob’s eyes were wet with 

tears. 

“I didn’t mean…” 

“What, because I’m fat? Because the other kids bully me? Because my dad’s 

dead?” Bob was shouting now. 

“No… I just… I didn’t mean…” Joe didn’t know what he meant. He reached 

into his pocket and pulled out a wad of £50 notes, and offered them to 

Bob. “Look, I’m sorry, here you go. Buy your mum something nice.” 

Bob knocked the money out of Joe’s hand and the notes fell onto the damp 

floor. “How dare you?” 

 

“What have I done now?” protested Joe. “What’s the matter with you, Bob? 

I’m just trying to help you.” 



“I don’t want your help. I don’t want to ever speak to you again!” 

“Fine!” 

“And you are the one people should feel sorry for. You’re pathetic.” Bob 

stormed out. 

Joe sighed, then got down on his knees and started picking up the wet 

bank notes. 

“That’s ridiculous!” said Lauren later, with a laugh. “I’m not an actress. I 

don’t think I’d even get a part in the school play!” 

Joe tried to laugh too, but he couldn’t quite. They sat together on the 

bench in the playground, shivering slightly at the cold. Joe found it hard to 

say the next sentence. He did and didn’t want to know the answer. He took 

a deep breath. “Bob said he saw you with some other boy. Is that true?” 

“What?” said Lauren. 

“At the weekend. He said he saw you out with someone else.” Joe looked 

straight at her, trying to read her face. For a moment she seemed to 

retreat to the back of her eyes. 

“He’s a liar,” she said after a moment. 

“I thought so,” said Joe, relieved. 

“A big fat liar,” she continued. “I can’t believe you were ever friends with 

him.” 

“Well, it was only for a bit,” squirmed Joe. “I don’t like him any more.” 

“I hate him. Lying pig. Promise me you won’t ever speak to him again,” said 

Lauren urgently. 

“Well…” 

“Promise, Joe.” 

“I promise,” he replied. 



A wicked wind whipped through the playground. 

 


