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      “Me and Rees have broken up.”

      
      That’s what I would say. All cool and casual, like so what? Who cares? Not me!

      
      I practised it, pacing to and fro across my bedroom. Me and Rees have broken up. No big deal. We’ve broken up! OK? I waved a hand. The hand waved back at me, from my dressing table mirror. Omigod, I looked
         like totally demented! My hair was standing on end where I’d raked my fingers through it, and my glasses had slipped to the
         end of my nose and were about to fall off. Savagely, I thrust them back and snatched up a hair brush to beat my hair. I was
         going round to Keri’s in a minute. Dad was giving me a lift. We were all going to be there, me and Keri, Lily and Frizz. I
         desperately didn’t want them to feel sorry for me!
      

      
      I suddenly felt my legs were about to give way, and had to sink down onto my bed. I was all trembly, like a jelly. Five minutes ago I’d been happily looking forward to meeting up with the others and telling them all the latest news,
         like how me and Rees were going back to our dog training classes. How I’d promised Rees faithfully that I would try really
         hard not to let him down. Last time, Bundle had behaved just so badly. I hadn’t ever wanted to go back. It had been too humiliating, having a dog who just galloped about grinning and barking,
         refusing to be trained. But I felt I owed it to Rees cos I’d been behaving just as badly as Bundle, going out with that horrible
         Rory behind Rees’s back. Rees had wanted me to go with him. I’d explained to him why I couldn’t. I’d told him that I was very
         sorry but I’d promised Keri I would go somewhere with her. I hadn’t mentioned the actual place, and I hadn’t mentioned Rory.
         But I had said sorry and Rees had accepted it. At least, I thought he had.
      

      
      “Polly?” he said; and I’d known at once that something was wrong. Just the way he said it. Polly. Like cold, and accusing. “I’ve cancelled this afternoon.”
      

      
      I said, “C-cancelled? Our dog class?”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “But why?”

      
      “I think you know why,” said Rees.

      
      I protested that I didn’t, but horrid clammy fingers were already creeping up my spine. “If it’s about last Saturday… I told
         you! It was something I couldn’t get out of. I’m really, really sorry!”
      

      
      
      “So’m I,” said Rees. “Still, at least it means you won’t have to be embarrassed again. I know you didn’t really want to go
         on with the classes.”
      

      
      “I did!” I cried. “I did! I want Bundle to be trained!”

      
      “That’s OK,” said Rees. “You’ll find someone else to go with.”

      
      “I don’t want to go with anyone else.”

      
      “Should have thought of that before,” said Rees.

      
      That was when I knew for sure: he’d found out about Rory. Someone must have told him! But who? There was only one person I
         could think of, and that was Craig. He’s my brother, and you would suppose he might be at least a little bit loyal; but sometimes I think boys can be just as mean and spiteful as girls are said to be. It isn’t even true about
         girls! Only some are like that. Frizz isn’t; neither is Lily. Even Keri, for all her big mouth, wouldn’t go telling tales
         behind my back. Why on earth should she? One thing’s for sure, you certainly wouldn’t expect it of your own brother. But Craig goes to the same school as Rees, they are even in the same class, and it just seemed like too much of a coincidence.
      

      
      Dad’s voice called up at me from the garden: “Polly! You ready?”

      
      I had to go; I had to be brave. As I reached the head of the stairs I bumped into Craig, on his way up.

      
      “Well, thank you very much!” I snarled.

      
      “For what?” said Craig.

      
      
      “For telling Rees about last Saturday!”

      
      Craig tossed his head. “I didn’t tell him.”
      

      
      “Don’t lie!”

      
      “I’m not lying, you pile of horse droppings!”

      
      I looked at him through narrowed eyes. “So if you didn’t,” I said, “who did?”

      
      “Don’t ask me! I don’t go round tattling.” He shoved rudely past me. I grabbed the banister rail just in time. That boy has
         no manners. “Mind you,” he yelled, as he stomped off to his bedroom, “it’s no more than you deserve!”
      

      
      It was him. It had to be! Except…tiny tendrils of doubt were beginning to snake their way in. Craig is like just about the most
         totally annoying person in the entire universe, but he is usually quite truthful. He is more likely to boast about the things
         he has done, rather than deny them. On the other hand…who else could it be?
      

      
      I didn’t have time to stop and ponder. Dad was shouting at me that he would be late if I didn’t get a move on. I had to go
         and face the others.
      

      
      “Me and Rees have broken up.”

      
      I said it just like I’d planned. Careless. Casual. So what? I waited to see who would react first. Keri, of course! It’s always
         Keri.
      

      
      “What happened?” she said.

      
      I took a deep breath. “He found out. About Saturday.”

      
      “But I thought you’d already got it sorted?” That was Lily, plainly puzzled. “We had it all out!”
      

      
      “Had what out?” said Frizz.

      
      “Well…” Lily hesitated, obviously not sure how much I would want them to know. The fact was, I’d rung her up in a state cos
         of Rory trying to do things I didn’t want him to do. He’d tried to kiss me! A full, slobbery sort of kiss, all wet and slurpy.
         I didn’t feel ready for that! It had really upset me. But Lily had been such a good friend. She’d met me in the shopping centre
         and tried to calm me down as I told her all about it. How I’d got in a panic and pretended to have come out without my epi
         pen (which is this thing I need cos of being allergic to insect bites) so that I’d have an excuse for running home and leaving
         Rory on his own with Keri and her boyfriend Dermot.
      

      
      “What did you have out?” demanded Keri.
      

      
      “Oh! Just…about Rees,” said Lily, “and what she ought to do. I told her to ring him up and apologise, and that’s what you
         were doing. Wasn’t it?” She turned to me, and I nodded miserably. “She was on the phone, talking to him, when I left. I thought it was all going
         OK?”
      

      
      I said, “It was. It did! But somehow he’s found out about me going to Hadleigh House, and—”

      
      “You mean you didn’t tell him?” said Frizz.
      

      
      “No!” My voice came out in a thin wail.

      
      “I suppose that means you didn’t tell him about Rory, either?”

      
      “God,” said Keri, “she wouldn’t want to do that!”

      
      
      “What did you actually say to him?” said Frizz, sounding rather stern.

      
      I hiccuped. “I just s-said…I’d g-gone somewhere with Keri that I’d arranged ages ago and couldn’t get out of it.”

      
      There was a silence.

      
      “That sounds like really convincing,” said Keri.

      
      “Well, I said it a bit better than that! I said I was really sorry. Which I was! And Rees said that was all right, he wasn’t
         mad or anything. I told him I’d go back to dog training classes, we were going to go this afternoon, and then he suddenly
         rang up all cold and said he’d cancelled.”
      

      
      “Did he say why?”

      
      “No, but I know why. Somebody obviously told him.”

      
      Keri leaned forward. “Who d’you think it could be?”

      
      “I don’t know. I thought it was Craig, but he says it wasn’t.”

      
      “Well, it wasn’t me,” said Lily.

      
      “Nor me,” said Frizz.

      
      “I know it wasn’t you!”

      
      “It’s got to be Craig,”

      
      “But he swears it wasn’t!”

      
      “Actually,” Keri cleared her throat. For once in her life, she actually looked embarrassed. “It might have been me.”

      
      Keri?

      
      We all turned to stare. Two spots of pink had appeared in her cheeks. It was the first time I had ever, ever seen Keri blush. Quickly she said, “I didn’t do it on purpose! I’m not a snitch. But Mum asked me whether we’d had a good
         time, and I said yes, except that you’d had to go home because of forgetting your pen thing, which meant poor old Rory being
         left like the odd one out. You know? And then—” She swallowed, and the spots of pink grew brighter and more hectic. “This
         morning,” mumbled Keri, “I went into town with Mum, and we bumped into Rees’s mum, cos like my mum and Rees’s mum know each
         other?”
      

      
      I knew that. I nodded anxiously. “Just get on with it.”

      
      “Yeah, well, Rees’s mum was going on about this wasps’ nest they’d got in their garden? How they were going to have to get
         it removed? And my mum said wasps could be dangerous if you happened to be allergic, and Rees’s mum said yes, like Polly,
         and—”
      

      
      I gritted my teeth.

      
      “Well, anyway, Mum just happened to mention how we’d all gone to Hadleigh House and how you’d left your pen thing behind and
         had to go home and what a shame it was, and—” Keri gave a little embarrassed laugh. “How two’s company, three’s a crowd, kind
         of thing?”
      

      
      “You mean, she told her about Rory?”

      
      “She didn’t tell her, she just mentioned it. In passing. She didn’t know you were going out with him behind Rees’s back. She probably didn’t even know you’d ever
         gone out with Rees in the first place!”
      

      
      
      “I would have thought,” said Lily, “you could have found some way of stopping her.”

      
      “Like how?”

      
      “I don’t know! Suddenly passing out, or something.”

      
      “In the middle of the shopping centre?”

      
      “I would have!”

      
      “Look, I’m sorry,” said Keri, “but it wasn’t my fault. These things happen. If you will try to go out with two boys at the same time—”
      

      
      “You were the one that egged her on,” said Frizz.

      
      “She didn’t need egging on! She’d already practically decided to give Rees the elbow.”

      
      That was so not true! I hadn’t!

      
      “But you had, you know,” said Frizz, as she and I wandered back together afterwards, down the hill to the bus stop. “You told
         me yourself…that time you wanted me to lie for you? Say you were with me when you were going out with that boy that was a
         friend of Keri’s boyfriend?”
      

      
      “Rory,” I muttered. It was the same boy. The one that had tried to slobber over me. Ugh! How could I ever have fancied him?

      
      “You said you were too young to be tied to one person.”

      
      “I didn’t mean I wanted to stop seeing Rees!”

      
      “No, you meant you wanted to try going out with other boys and see if you liked them better than you liked him. Admit it!” said Frizz.
      

      
      I sighed. There was some truth in what she was saying. OK! More than just some truth. Rees was the only boy I’d ever been
         out with. I needed to know what other boys were like. It wasn’t so much that I was bored with Rees, just that he wasn’t very…romantic.
         I wanted the tingle factor! I wanted excitement! What I didn’t want was great wet slobby kisses before I felt ready for them.
      

      
      I said this to Frizz and she shrugged and said, “Chance you take when you go on a blind date.”

      
      I was indignant. It wasn’t a blind date! Well…maybe it was. Strictly speaking. But so what?

      
      “You might be a bit more sympathetic,” I grumbled. “You are supposed to be my friend… My oldest friend. Just cos you and Darren are like stuck together with superglue—”
      

      
      I stopped, before I could say something I might regret. We sometimes used to laugh, just a little bit, at Frizz and Darren.
         Keri always said they were like some ancient married couple, doddering about together.
      

      
      Frizz was looking at me. She said, “What about me and Darren?”

      
      “Well, it’s just…you know! You’re happy together. You don’t want anyone else! We can’t all be that lucky. Some of us have
         to go out with loads of different boys before we find the right one.”
      

      
      
      Frizz curled her lip. “Like Keri, you mean.”

      
      “Not like Keri.” Keri changed boyfriends practically every week. “I would hate to be like that!” Fat chance, even if I’d wanted.
         Keri seems to have some sort of magnetism where the opposite sex is concerned. Of course she is very tall and slim and bursting
         with confidence, whereas I am short and somewhat on the dumpy side, and wear glasses, and have next to no confidence at all.
      

      
      “But the first boy you go out with,” I insisted, “isn’t necessarily the right boy. Not for most people. That’s all I’m saying.”
      

      
      “Yes, and I quite understand,” said Frizz. “I didn’t see anything wrong in you going out with this Rory person. I just thought
         it was wrong to go out with him while you were still seeing Rees.”
      

      
      I couldn’t argue with that. I’d known I was behaving badly, even at the time. “But I still think it was mean of Keri to go
         and tell her mum!”
      

      
      “She didn’t know her mum was going to bump into Rees’s mum.”

      
      “But she knows they know each other!”

      
      “She didn’t know Rees’s mum was going to start talking about wasps’ nests.”

      
      But like Lily had said, she could have fainted, or something. Created some kind of diversion. That was what a true friend
         would have done.
      

      
      
      “Be fair,” said Frizz.

      
      I clenched my fists into tight balls. I felt like screaming, “Don’t keep making excuses for her!” All I wanted was a little
         friendly support and understanding and all I was getting was some kind of lecture.
      

      
      “She did say she was sorry.”

      
      “She didn’t sound very sorry!”

      
      “That’s probably cos she’s feeling guilty.”

      
      I said, “Keri?”
      

      
      “Well, she was the one that set it all up.”

      
      At last! I agreed, eagerly, that if it hadn’t been for Keri, I would never have gone out with another boy in the first place.
         “It was entirely her fault!”
      

      
      “Not entirely,” said Frizz. “After all, you didn’t have to go.”
      

      
      Really, it was just as well that at that point my bus came and I was able to jump on it and leave Frizz behind. She was definitely
         starting to get on my nerves. As for Keri feeling guilty…forget it!
      

      
      Craig was on his way out as I arrived home. He hissed, “Listen, you! I’m sick of always being accused of doing things I haven’t
         done. I wasn’t the one that shopped you!”
      

      
      I pushed past him. “I know you weren’t.”

      
      “Oh! So you know, do you? So am I going to get an apology?”

      
      I shouted, “I apologise!” and slammed the back gate behind me.

      
      
      “Are you two fighting again?” said Mum.

      
      I said, “No, it’s just something I thought he’d done.”

      
      “And he hadn’t?”

      
      Mum raised an eyebrow, inviting confidences, but I pretended not to notice. Me and Mum have this really great relationship,
         we discuss loads of girly stuff together, the sort of stuff I couldn’t possibly talk to Dad about. Not that Dad doesn’t try
         his best to be helpful, it’s just that being a man he doesn’t always understand. But this was something I couldn’t bring myself
         to confess, even to Mum. I guess I was just too ashamed…
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