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      “Fries,” cried Lily. “I want fries!”
      

      
      “OK.” Frizz nodded, and made a note on her writing block: Lily, First Course, Fries.

      
      I said, “You’re not really going to have fries on the menu?”
      

      
      “Why not?” said Keri.

      
      “Cos they’re bad for you!”

      
      “Not in small amounts,” said Frizz.

      
      “I can’t eat them in small amounts! They’re like chocolate, and fudge… You get started and you can’t stop!”

      
      “You mean, you can’t,” said Keri.
      

      
      It’s true, I can’t. Show me a plate of French fries and I’m like a horrible greedy guzzling thing. But I’m not the only one!
         “You have to have a sense of responsibility,” I said.
      

      
      “Speak for yourself,” said Keri. “Look, can we just get on with things?”

      
      “Yes.” Frizz sat, pen poised. It was a Saturday afternoon a few weeks into the spring term and we’d all met up at Keri’s place.
         Frizz was working out her menu for when she was a world-famous chef and had her own restaurant, the Green Gourmet. She’d told
         us all to pick our favourite dishes.
      

      
      “Well?” She looked across at Lily, who was, as usual, sitting on the floor doing stretchy things with her legs, slowly unfolding
         them and lifting them up to her head. “What are you having to go with the fries?”
      

      
      “Mm…” Lily considered. She now had one leg hooked round her neck. Sometimes I seriously think that girl has bones made of
         rubber. “I’ll have…a whammyburger! Double whammyburger. Followed by sticky toffee pudding and pistachio ice cream – oh, and a huge big gluggy strawberry milkshake.
         Yum yum!” She licked her lips. I nearly licked mine, too. I adore strawberry milkshakes!
      

      
      “Honestly,” said Keri, “that is just too utterly gross.”
      

      
      “And you wouldn’t eat all that anyway,” I added. “Not when it came to it.” Lily is a dancer and is just so careful about her food. The school she goes to, which is a ballet school, is extra-super-strict. No one must get too fat,
         and no one must get too thin. They are all weighed and measured every single week! So there is just no way anything gluggy
         or sticky would ever be allowed within sniffing distance.
      

      
      “I can dream,” said Lily, unhooking her leg.

      
      “Not about whammyburgers.” Frizz said it sternly. “I’m certainly not having those on the menu. Not having any kind of burger. Choose something else! I could do a nut loaf, if you like.”
      

      
      Keri said, “Yuck! Puke! Spare me!”

      
      “Nut loaf’s too healthy,” said Lily. “I want something disgusting. Something that’d make Miss Diamond’s eyes fall out!” Miss
         Diamond is the teacher that has the obsession with weighing and measuring. They are all absolutely terrified of her. “Something
         with megabyte calories,” said Lily, her eyes gleaming in anticipation. “All fatty and sugary and sick sick sick!”
      

      
      With grave dignity Frizz said, “Nothing on my menu is going to make anyone sick. But I could do you something like almonds
         and aubergine in a creamy sauce.”
      

      
      “That’ll do,” said Lily. “Cream’d send her screaming up the wall!”

      
      “You still wouldn’t eat it,” I muttered.

      
      “Well, that’s all right,” said Lily. “I’ll let you have it, instead.”

      
      That scared me; I know how easily I fall prey to temptation. “I can’t have gluggy stuff,” I said. “I’m on a diet.”

      
      “Again?” said Keri. “You’re always on a diet! You know they never work.”
      

      
      “That’s because I never stick to them. I’m too weak-willed!”

      
      “Diets aren’t good for you, anyway.”
      

      
      “No, they’re not,” said Frizz. “You have to learn to eat sensibly. What are you going to choose?”

      
      “Oh.” I wafted a hand. “I’ll just go for a salad and a bit of fruit.”

      
      Keri thumped on the floor with her fist. “Bor-ing!”
      

      
      “It’s not very challenging,” agreed Frizz, “but if it’s what she wants—”

      
      “It is,” I said, “cos it’s healthy. If I even just so much as look at a chip I swell up like a balloon!”
      

      
      “That’s because you don’t get enough exercise,” said Keri. She, of course, is this mad sports fanatic who likes nothing better
         than thundering up and down a muddy playing field in the pouring rain, whacking at a hockey ball. “If you just got out and
         ran around a bit, you wouldn’t have this problem.”
      

      
      “Excuse me,” I said. “I take Bundle out at least four times a week.”
      

      
      “Why not seven?”

      
      I roared, “Cos my brother’s s’posed to!”

      
      “But do you run?”
      

      
      “No,” I said, “I don’t. Dogs run: people walk.”

      
      Keri looked at me, pityingly. She is not tiny and slender like Lily, but she is most terrifically lean.

      
      “Anyway,” I said, “come on! It’s your turn.”

      
      “Yah! OK. Well, I shall have new potatoes with fresh green beans and a side dish of tabooly.”
      

      
      Pardon me???
      

      
      “And to follow I shall have krem brooly.” Well, that’s what it sounded like. Lily and I exchanged glances. Trust Keri!

      
      I waited for Frizz to say, “What?” but she didn’t seem fazed; she was writing, quite calmly. I peered over her shoulder. Under “Keri” she had written, “First course, new potatoes, green beans, tabbouleh. Pudding, crème brûlée.” She not only knew what they were, she even knew how to spell them! Frizz never ceases to amaze me. She may not be any good
         at maths or science, or English or French, or any of those things that teachers get so worked up about, but there is almost
         nothing you can tell her about food and cooking. She’s a genius!
      

      
      “So what is this stuff?” said Lily, jamming her other leg behind her neck. “This taboulee stuff…what’s it supposed to be?”

      
      “It’s really just a sort of salad,” said Frizz.

      
      Hah! I shot up, triumphantly. Salad.
      

      
      Angrily, Keri said, “It’s not just ordinary salad! It’s made with bulgur wheat.”

      
      Lily peered out from under her leg. “Did you say vulgar wheat?”
      

      
      “Yes, cos it’s not just an ordinary salad,” I reminded her. “It’s obviously an extremely rude one!”
      

      
      “Oh, for heaven’s sake! You are so unsophisticated,” said Keri. “All except Frizz,” she added, graciously. “She is really the only person one could take anywhere.”
      

      
      There had once been a time when Frizz would have glowed at such a compliment coming from Keri. She used to be so unsure of
         herself, so pathetically eager not to be left out, always scared of Keri and her sharp tongue. Then she discovered her gift
         for cooking and didn’t care anymore what Keri had to say about anything. She was going to be a chef just as Lily was going
         to be a dancer, whereas me and Keri still didn’t have the faintest idea what we were going to do with our lives. It had given
         Frizz simply masses of confidence. She is my very best and oldest friend, so naturally I was pleased for her; but I did sometimes
         have the uncomfortable feeling that maybe I was now the odd one out.
      

      
      Lily unhooked her second leg and began on her arms. First in an arch over her head, then one of them out to the side, then
         the other to the other side, then round to the front. It would have looked ridiculous done by anyone else, even Keri, who
         is so terrifically athletic, but I don’t think Lily could look ridiculous if she tried. I do sometimes envy her, being so
         slim and graceful. I just know that I’m going to end up like Mum, who is a beachball!
      

      
      “OK, so we can’t be taken anywhere.” Lily smiled, dreamily. She never really pays any attention to Keri; she has known her
         too long. “What’s this other thing you’re going to have? This krem thing?”
      

      
      “It’s French,” said Frizz. “It means burnt cream. And I shall definitely have it on the menu!” She beamed at Keri, who sat back, looking satisfied.
      

      
      “Glad to be of help. By the way, you guys—” Keri turned and reached behind her. “I’ve got something for you. A little pressie.
         Here!” She upended an envelope and scattered a sprinkling of small objects across the floor.
      

      
      “Ooh!” Lily pounced. “Badges!”

      
      I peered, short-sightedly. (I was trying to train my eyes to manage without beastly glasses.) “Boys R Us?”
      

      
      “Cool!” Frizz giggled. She snatched one up and pinned it onto herself. Lily did the same.

      
      “Well, go on!” said Keri. There was just the one badge left; she flicked it towards me. “This girl in my class, Adriana? Her
         dad made them for her. It’s what he does; makes badges. Well, and other things, too, I guess. She’s got a whole load of them,
         all different colours.”
      

      
      Mine was a blue one; quite pretty. I picked it up and pinned it on. “What’s it s’posed to mean?” I said. “Boys R Us…what’s
         it actually mean?”
      

      
      All three of them turned to look at me. They always seemed to be looking at me, these days. Like I was some kind of weird
         specimen in a pickle jar. Frizz giggled again. Keri said, “You have to be joking!”
      

      
      “No, I just meant…what’s it for? Is it advertising something?”

      
      “You could say that,” said Keri.

      
      “A shop, or something?”
      

      
      Frizz stifled another giggle.

      
      “Not a shop,” said Keri.

      
      “A band! Is it a band?” I thought that was quite a neat idea. “I wouldn’t mind advertising a band,” I said. “But not if it’s
         just a shop.”
      

      
      Huffily, Keri said, “Look, if you don’t want it, give it back. I’ll find someone who does.”

      
      “No, I want it,” I said. “I want it!”

      
      I like badges; I have lots of them. I have BAN ANIMAL EXPERIMENTS, which I happen to totally agree with, and I’VE BEEN TO
         OTTERWORLD, which I actually haven’t (though I’d very much like to), and I LOVE ANIMALS (which I do!) and STOP THE BLOODY
         WAR, which I also agree with. I don’t think wars should even be started. So if ever anyone comes up and asks me why I’m wearing some particular badge I can always tell them, cos I know why I’m wearing it. Otherwise you just look stupid.
      

      
      I tried explaining this to Keri. “See, they’re like a kind of statement, like stopping war. It’s a statement. But if someone asks why I’m wearing a badge that says Boys R Us, I don’t know what the answer is!”
      

      
      “You don’t know why you’re wearing it?”

      
      “No, cos I don’t know what it means!”

      
      There was a silence. They were all staring at me again.

      
      “O-mi-god,” said Keri.

      
      Frizz had gone into more giggles. She never used to laugh at me. She was the one that got laughed at. She said, “Polly, you are just so funny sometimes!”
      

      
      I said, “Why? What’s funny? I don’t see what’s funny!”

      
      “Well, I ask you,” said Keri. “Who wants to go round making statements all over the place?”

      
      “She can’t help it,” said Frizz, coming to my rescue. Or I thought she was coming to my rescue. “She’s a boffin. They’re all boffins, where she goes.”
      

      
      She meant the High School. They were always going on at me about it. It wasn’t fair! I hadn’t chosen to go there. It was Mum and Dad, making me sit the stupid scholarship. I hadn’t even wanted the scholarship!
         I’d actually done my best to fail. I would have failed if it hadn’t been for pride getting the better of me at the last minute. I failed the maths bit OK, no problem!
         I didn’t even have to try to fail maths, it came quite naturally. But then I had to write a poem and I got carried away and
         did eight whole verses, and they gave me a scholarship and Frizz and Keri have never let me live it down. Lily was the only
         one who didn’t keep getting at me and calling me a boffin. I hate being called a boffin!

      
      “Seems to me,” said Keri, “anyone who doesn’t know what Boys R Us means has to be practically brain dead.”

      
      “Or from another planet.”

      
      “Or old. Like really old,” said Lily, hunching her shoulders and letting her mouth droop open. “So old they’re out of it.”

      
      “And then you wouldn’t want to tell them anyway, in case they might be shocked. Like, f’r instance, you wouldn’t want to tell
         your nan,” said Frizz.
      

      
      “I could tell mine,” said Keri. “’Cept I wouldn’t have to, cos she’d know what it meant…that we’re into boys in a BIG WAY!”
      

      
      “Hurrah!” Lily whizzed round on her bottom.

      
      “You’d better believe it,” said Keri. “Did I tell you guys I’m going on a date this evening?”
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