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      “So, you guys!” Keri hoisted herself up onto my window ledge. “What gives?”
      

      
      Lily and I looked at each other. I giggled; Lily pulled a face. Keri was at it again…trying to be oh, so cool!

      
      She is quite cool, actually; but sometimes she just, like, overdoes it. And Frizz didn’t understand her, anyway. In tones
         of puzzlement, she said, “What gives?”
      

      
      “That’s right, kiddo!” Keri punched the air. “What gives! Meaning,” she added kindly, in normal everyday English, “what’s
         new in your life?”
      

      
      Keri was obviously in a good mood. Ordinarily she would have got impatient, but today she was sounding well pleased with herself.
      

      
      It was Saturday afternoon, and for once we had all turned up. Lily, Keri, Frizz and me. The Gang of Four! (Plus Bundle, who
         is my dog.) It was our last meeting before the summer holidays, so we’d all made an extra-special effort. Just recently, we’d
         had rather a lot of meetings where there’d only been three of us, or sometimes even just two. Once or twice we’d even had
         to cancel. It wasn’t that we were losing interest, or stopping being friends, or anything like that; just that the summer
         term had been so-o-o busy.
      

      
      For all of us! Even for Frizz, who had simply hated her first term at Heathfield. But she’d settled down, now, and made some
         friends, and even joined the drama club. I could hardly believe it! Frizz, joining the drama club! Frizz. Who used to be so
         shy she wouldn’t even put up her hand in class to answer a question! She was really coming out of her shell.
      

      
      It was since she’d won the Junior Schools Chef of the Year Competition and been on the telly and had her picture in all the
         local newspapers. It hadn’t made her big-headed, because Frizz isn’t like that, but it did seem to have given her lashings
         of confidence. Which was nice as it meant the rest of us didn’t have to feel guilty when good things happened to us, such as, for example, me getting a poem in the school magazine, or Keri scoring goals
         in a hockey match, or Lily being chosen for special dance classes. That sort of thing. We didn’t have to feel responsible.
         Before it had always been, “What about Frizz? Poor old Frizz!” She wasn’t poor old Frizz any more and it was a great weight
         off our minds.
      

      
      Plus, of course, we were genuinely happy for her. And proud! I’d told everyone at school, “That was my friend Frizz on the
         telly.” I couldn’t help doing a little bit of boasting. I was friends with a celeb!
      

      
      Lily is another celeb, or is going to be. She is going to be a famous dancer and people the world over will drink champagne
         from her ballet shoes. (Pink satin, natch!) Frizz is going to be a famous chef and have her own restaurant (cordon vert, which means veggie) and Keri is just going to be Keri (and will probably be famous just for that). I don’t yet know what
         I am going to be. Whatever it is, I don’t expect I shall be famous. Boo hoo! But I don’t really mind. When you are little
         and round – well, roundish – you are probably not cut out for fame. And anyway, what a drag! People wanting your autograph
         all the time, and recognising you wherever you go. I especially wouldn’t want to be recognised when I am taking Bundle round the park, as I am usually to be seen in a disgusting old anorak and muddy
         wellies. “Yeeurgh! Look!” (People would go.) “That’s Polly Roberts… What a sight!”
      

      
      So I think I’ll just stay anonymous, and let the rest of them twinkle and shine. It doesn’t bother me one little bit!

      
      I beamed round at them as they sat there in my bedroom – Keri perched on the window ledge, with her feet propped on a chair,
         Lily cross-legged on the floor and Frizz flopped on the bed, with Bundle stretched out beside her. These were my friends!
         My very best friends, that I’d known since way back. Year Two, Year Three. We’d all been at different schools since September.
         Lily was at her dancing school, Frizz was at Heathfield, Keri (whose mum and dad are seriously rich) at her posh boarding
         school and me at the High School, which Frizz calls the Boffin School.
      

      
      My mum and dad are not seriously rich, since money does not, as Mum is forever telling me, grow on trees, so I’d had to get
         a scholarship, which was what made Frizz call me Boffin Head, which I used to wish she wouldn’t. She doesn’t do it so much
         any more; she stopped after she became a celeb. It was like, now we were equals. I was a boffin head; she was a celeb!
      

      
      We’d all made this vow, before we left Juniors, that we’d still go on being the Gang of Four. We were going to meet up every
         Saturday, taking it in turns whose place we’d go to. And we had! All through the winter term, all through the spring term,
         all through the summer. But now it was holidays, which meant this might be our last meeting for a while. Which was why we’d
         all made an effort and turned up.
      

      
      “So, you guys!” That was Keri, leaning forward on her window ledge (and nearly overbalancing). “What’s new?” Keri hadn’t been
         at the last meeting; she’d gone off to do things with her friend Jemima. “What’s been happening?”
      

      
      “We’ve broken up,” said Frizz. “Two months of freedom, yum yum yum!”

      
      “Utter bliss,” agreed Keri.

      
      “I’ve got stuff to do,” I said. “Simply masses of it!”

      
      “Stuff?” said Keri. “What sort of stuff?”

      
      “Essays and stuff. Summer homework.”

      
      Frizz pulled a face and said, “Boffin school!”

      
      I told her that I didn’t really mind. “I quite like working.”

      
      Frizz and Keri looked at each other and shook their heads. Which was something they’d never have done before Frizz became
         a celeb.
      

      
      “Well, whatever turns you on,” drawled Keri.
      

      
      Lily piped up from the floor (where she was busy contorting herself into odd shapes). “I still have to practise every day.”

      
      “Oh. Well! You,” said Keri. “You’re a dancer. That’s different.”

      
      I didn’t quite see why. Lily has to exercise her body, I have to exercise my mind; Lily likes stretching and bending, I like
         reading and writing. Why should Keri sneer at me and not at Lily? ‘Cos I knew that was what she was doing. Oh, Polly. She’s
         just a boffin. It really annoys me! But I didn’t say anything ‘cos of it being our last meeting until (probably) next term.
         I didn’t want to make waves or anything.
      

      
      “So where’s everybody going?” said Keri. “What’s everybody’s plans?” She was just dying to tell us hers!

      
      “Go on,” I said. “What are yours?”

      
      “Well—” Keri tried to hug her knees up to her chin and nearly slipped off the window ledge. It’s not really wide enough for
         sitting on. Her feet fell back on the chair with a hasty plonk. “First I’m going off to stay with Mima for a couple of weeks.
         We’re going to ride like crazy! All day every day! I’m taking Clancy with me.”
      

      
      By Mima she meant her friend Jemima. By Clancy she meant her new pony. She’d only had him a few weeks, so naturally she was quite excited still and couldn’t stop talking about him. We’d all been to visit him in his field,
         and Lily (who is braver than me and Frizz) had been for a bit of a ride on him. Me and Frizz had just stroked his darling
         velvety nose and fed him carrots. He is a very sweet-natured pony and Keri loves him to bits. She has sworn that even when
         she grows too big for him she won’t sell him but will keep him for always. She says it is just too horrid when people get
         rid of their ponies.
      

      
      Although at times Keri can be absolutely maddening, there are lots and lots of good things about her. Which is why we are
         friends! But she can be maddening, all the same.
      

      
      “After I’ve visited Mima, we’re flying over to the States.” She announced it like anyone else might say they were going to
         Brighton, or down to Cornwall. She wasn’t showing off. Not exactly. Probably, to her, it just seemed a normal everyday sort
         of thing to do.
      

      
      “First we’re stopping off in New York,” gushed Keri. “Then we’re going on to Boston. Then we’re spending the rest of the time
         in this place called Cape Cod.”
      

      
      There was a pause, while we digested all this to-ing and fro-ing. Then Frizz giggled and said, “I’m going to this place called
         Cooden Beach.”
      

      
      Cooden Beach is where her granny lives, in a bungalow. It is near Eastbourne, where loads of grannies live. Whenever I have
         been there with Frizz it is always full of very ancient sort of people. At least, that is how it seems to me.
      

      
      “Cooden Beach,” said Frizz. “You know?”

      
      The way she said it was like really cool. Lily cackled, with one leg twisted round the back of her head. (Don’t ask me how
         she gets into these positions. It’s like she’s made of rubber, or something.) I sort of twitched my lips but didn’t actually
         giggle. Not that I didn’t think it funny, but – well! The reason I didn’t giggle will become clear in a moment or two.
      

      
      “There is absolutely nothing wrong,” said Keri, “with holidaying in England.” And she smiled kindly at Frizz as she said it.
         Oh, dear! I told you she can be infuriating. She is one of those people, it is next to impossible to snub. (Mainly because
         she never recognises that you are doing it.)
      

      
      “I am sure,” said Keri, “that it is very patriotic to holiday in England. It is just – you know!” She simpered. “We have these
         relatives over there.”
      

      
      There was a bit of a silence after she said this. Frizz cuddled with Bundle, Lily unwrapped her leg, I sat down at my workstation
         and frowned at my diary. My diary is where I write down all my (ahem!) social engagements. I knew what I had written in there. No one else did. Not yet.
         Not even Frizz.
      

      
      “So what about Lily?” said Keri. “What is she doing? Hey! You!” she said, poking at Lily with a foot.

      
      “Me?” Lily rocketed into a sitting position. A big goofy beam spread across her face. “I’m going to summer school!”

      
      “School! Ugh!” Frizz crinkled her nose.

      
      “No, I’m really looking forward to it,” said Lily.

      
      She’d been given a place at this special summer dance school and was going to spend the whole of August doing exactly what
         she’d just spent the whole of April, May and June doing…bending, stretching, twisting, jumping. Wearing herself to a frazzle.
         She just couldn’t wait to get started!
      

      
      “Some holiday,” I said.

      
      “No, it will be,” insisted Lily. “It’s going to be brilliant! It’s in a great big old house, and we’re all going to stay there.
         Just like boarding school! We’re going down in a coach, all the way to Devon.”
      

      
      “Devon,” said Frizz. “Cream teas! Scrummy!” But mentioning cream teas to a dancer is like mentioning veal to a veggie. (Actually,
         I am not a veggie – quite – but I certainly wouldn’t eat veal. I think anyone that eats veal is the pits.)
      

      
      Lily screamed and collapsed in a heap, where she lay moaning dramatically. “Fat, fat, fat!”

      
      It is a sort of joke with us, the idea of Lily getting fat. She is skinny as a matchstick.

      
      “I would guzzle cream teas all day long if I were going to Devon,” said Frizz.

      
      “Yes, well, you’re not,” said Keri. “You’re going to Cooden Beach. And just as well!” she added. “You’d come back like a great
         puffball.”
      

      
      “Wouldn’t worry me,” boasted Frizz.

      
      She had become very bold since being on telly. She spoke back to Keri all of the time! When we were at Juniors she wouldn’t
         have dared. But it is good. More people, I think, should speak back to Keri. I do myself quite often, even though I am not
         a celeb.
      

      
      “So! That’s me going to America.” Keri counted off on her fingers. “Lily going to Devon. Frizz going to Cooden Beach – grooving
         with granny!” Keri swung her hips to and fro (as best she could, without slipping off the window ledge). “I guess Polly will
         be going as well?”
      

      
      This was the moment I’d been dreading. Well, perhaps not dreading, but I had definitely been feeling a bit anxious. See, for
         the last two years I had gone with Frizz. What happened, her mum would drive us both down there – me and Frizz, and Bundle, ‘cos he likes holidays as much
         as anyone. Then Frizz’s mum would come back home, to help Frizz’s dad in their newsagent’s shop, and two weeks later she’d
         come and pick us up again. We’d spend most of the time on the beach, or mooching round town, or sometimes Frizz’s granny would
         take us out for the day. It wasn’t what you’d call exciting, but it was fun.
      

      
      Better than staying at home! Which is what would have happened otherwise. My mum and dad hardly ever get away in the summer
         months because of Dad’s work. He puts swimming pools in for people, and also does odd jobs such as building walls and painting
         houses. Summer is one of his busiest times. So up until now I’d always been really grateful that I could go with Frizz to
         Cooden Beach. It was just that this time…
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