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            CHAPTER 1

         

         Bertie’s head flopped forwards. It was Monday assembly and as usual Miss Skinner had been droning on for hours.

         “Now,” she said. “Listen carefully because Miss Darling has some exciting news.”

         Miss Darling stood up. “As you know we’re nearing the end of term,” she said. “And this year we are holding our very first Pudsley Prom Party!”

         Bertie looked up. What? A Prom Party? But they always watched a film at the end of the summer term. It was the one thing he looked forward to every year!

         “It’s going to be heaps of fun,” said Miss Darling. “There will be party food and games and prizes. And of course, you can’t have a prom without dancing.”
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         Bertie groaned. Dancing? YUCK! It sounded like torture! Why couldn’t they watch The Blob from Planet Zog like last year?

         After assembly he trailed back to class with his friends.

         “A Prom Party?” he grumbled. “Who wants to go to a stupid prom?”

         “Lots of schools have them,” said Eugene.

         “My cousin arrived at his prom in a massive stretch limo,” said Darren.

         “Really?” said Bertie.

         He wouldn’t mind arriving in a limo, as long as he could choose who came in it. Obviously Know-All Nick could walk. But even so, it wouldn’t make the prom any more bearable.
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         “Why’s there got to be dancing?” he complained.

         Bertie hated dancing. He always trod on people’s feet. His mum had once dragged him along to his sister’s dance class. Miss Foxtrot had made him wear ballet shoes and prance up and down on tippy toes. He wouldn’t be doing that again in a hurry.

         “It’ll be just like a school disco,” said Eugene. “I like dancing.”

         “Well, I don’t,” said Bertie. “And I’m not dancing with any girls! No way!”

         Darren smiled and glanced at Eugene. “It’s a prom, Bertie,” he said. “Surely you know about proms?”

         Bertie frowned. “Know what?”

         “That you have to take a girl,” said Darren. “Isn’t that right, Eugene?”

         “Do you?” Eugene gulped. It was news to him.

         Darren winked. “Course you do!” he said. “That’s the whole point.”

         Bertie had turned deathly white. Surely they couldn’t be serious?

         “TAKE A GIRL?” he said, almost choking. “You mean like – you go together?”

         “Yes,” said Darren. “But obviously you have to ask them first.”

         “ASK THEM?” said Bertie.
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         “Of course,” said Darren. “You’ll need a partner or you won’t have anyone to dance with! So who are you going to ask?”

         Bertie looked as if he might pass out. How could Miss Darling do this to him? She actually expected him to ask a girl to the prom and then dance with her? It was too horrible for words! He felt sick just thinking about it.

         “No, no, I can’t,” he muttered, shaking his head. “I’m not doing it!”

         Darren shrugged. “Please yourself, but you’ll miss all the games and prizes – and the party food. And you know what they’ll make you do if you don’t go to the prom?”

         “What?” asked Bertie.

         “Extra maths with Miss Boot,” said Darren.

         Bertie stared in disbelief. “Wait a minute,” he said. “If we’ve ALL got to ask a girl, then you’ll have to do it, too.”

         “Of course!” said Darren. “We don’t mind, do we, Eugene?”

         “Erm … no, no problem,” said Eugene doubtfully.

         Bertie’s shoulders drooped. He ducked into the toilets saying he didn’t feel well.
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         Eugene turned to Darren. “Are you serious?” he moaned. “We really have to take a girl?”

         Darren laughed. “Course we don’t!” he said. “I only made it up because I knew Bertie would be terrified! I can’t believe he actually fell for it.”

         “You had me worried for a minute there,” said Eugene. “But shouldn’t we tell him the truth?”

         “Are you kidding?” said Darren. “This could be the best joke ever. Imagine Bertie turning up to the prom with a girl. It’ll be hilarious!”
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