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	  “Honestly! Just look at that girl,” said Keri.

      In the middle of the playground, in full view of absolutely everyone, Jessamy Jones was standing on her head. Her legs were
         in the air, and her skirt had gone flump! all over her face.
      

      “Showing off,” I said.

      “Don’t worry,” said Lily. “She’ll fall over in a minute.”

      But she didn’t. Worse luck! She went on standing there, upside down, surrounded by a group of admirers. All girls from our
         class. Jessamy Jones is in our class. Unfortunately. She is someone we hold in total contempt.
      

“Lily could do what she’s doing,” said Frizz.

      “Yes, I could,” said Lily. “But I wouldn’t…not in front of everyone. Specially not in front of boys.”
      

      It wasn’t the boys’ playground, but they can easily see into it from theirs.

      “There’s a gang of them watching right now,” I said.

      Lily sucked in her breath.

      “Look at those knickers!” said Keri.

      We looked. To be perfectly honest, they just seemed like ordinary knickers to me. I mean, she oughtn’t to have been showing
         them, and she is a total grot, and I despise her utterly, but I couldn’t actually see anything wrong with her knickers.
      

      “Pink,” said Keri.
      

      “Ugh! Groo!” said Lily.

      Keri sniffed. “Well, but I ask you!”

      So then I knew that pink knickers were naff. Keri is our authority on these things; she is really cool! She can even make
         school uniform seem like designer clothes. You should see her at weekends! Ten going on twenty, my mum says. If Keri tells
         us that pink knickers are naff, then we don’t wear them. It’s as simple as that.
      

      I made a note to take out and lose ALL THE ONES I had in my drawer at home. From this point on, I wouldn’t be seen dead in them!
      

      “Great galloping grandmothers! Now look at it,” said Keri.

      It was walking on its hands. Quite clever, really. But not more than Lily could have done! Lily just doesn’t show off like
         some people. She is quite modest.
      

      Suddenly, as we sat sourly watching, Frizz burst out with:

      “Is pink bad?”

      Oh, dear! Poor Frizz. She is so embarrassing at times. Lily giggled. Keri rolled her eyes.

      “Get real!” she said.

      “Well, but I don’t see what’s wrong with it,” said Frizz. “I’ve got pink knickers.” And she hoicked up her skirt to show us.

      I suppose in a way it was quite brave. If I’d been wearing pink knickers I’d have died sooner than let on! But I sometimes
         seriously feel that Frizz is just a tiny bit young for her age. I guess it comes from having a mum and dad that are ancient.
         More like a nan and granddad, really. It makes them a bit old-fashioned so they think that at ten years old Frizz is still
         a young child. Instead of, as we keep reminding her, practically a teenager!
      

Keri leaned forward to hiss in her face.

      “Take them off and bundle them up and throw them out with the rubbish!”

      “But not now,” I added, hastily.

      Frizz was looking somewhat alarmed. “I couldn’t throw them out! My mum would have a fit.”

      “Then don’t tell her.”

      “But she’d wonder where they’d gone!”

      “Just say you lost them,” said Lily, kindly.

      “But how?” wailed Frizz. “How do you lose knickers?”

      “Don’t ask,” said Keri. “Oh, now look!” she said. “It’s fallen over!”

      “Serves it right,” said Lily.

      We all exulted like crazy, which probably sounds a bit small-minded but quite honestly she is not at all a nice person. Jessamy,
         I mean. Once when Frizz got stuck on a class reader while all the rest of us had moved on, she sneered and said she was a
         retard. And another time, when a boy called Ryan Spicer didn’t ask to leave the room in time and left a trail of wee behind,
         she actually laughed at him. Not right there and then, because of our teacher being present; but afterwards, in the playground.
         She stood at the railings between our side and their side and she made these jeering remarks and people sniggered. I thought that was really mean.
      

      I don’t actually go for boys myself, none of us do. In our opinion they are quite stupid, always shouting out in class and
         thinking they are being clever when in fact they are just pathetic; but Ryan is not like the others. He tries to be. He pretends
         to swagger and bluster and be all loud and macho, but underneath he is quite a timid sort of person.
      

      It was horrid of Jessamy to laugh at him. And at Frizz, just because she is not the brightest.

      “To think,” I said, “that we’re going to have to spend the next seven years with it!”
      

      “Ugh! Groo!” said Lily.

      “Only if we stay on till seventeen,” said Frizz, doing a bit of hasty fingerwork.

      “Help! Help! When’s the earliest you can leave?” I said.

      “Sixteen, I think.”
      

      I went into a mock swoon. “I’ll never survive! Having to see that in class every day!”

      “Maybe it’ll go to a different school,” said Lily, hopefully.

      “There isn’t any different school!”

      “Yes, there is,” said Keri. “There’s Frensham Manor, there’s Heathfield, there’s Clark’s—”
      

      “Listen, listen!” I sat up, very straight. “We’re all going to Heathfield, right?”

      “Right.” Keri nodded.

      “’Cos it’s the nearest,” said Frizz.

      “And the best!” said Keri. “Frensham’s is huge and Clark’s is a dump.”

      “Maybe that’s where she’ll go.” Frizz giggled. “Just about suit her!”

      “I don’t care where she goes so long as it’s not where we go,” said Lily.

      “But we are, definitely, all going to Heathfield,” I said. “Aren’t we?”

      “Definitely,” said Frizz; and she nodded her head up and down, very vigorously.

      The others agreed.

      “We are not going to be separated,” said Keri.

      “No way!” said Lily.

      We’ve been together ever since Reception. We’ve stayed together, through thick and thin. We’ve quarrelled, sometimes, and
         sat at different tables, and one year Keri didn’t invite me and Frizzle to her birthday party and another year Lily hung out
         with Elinor Stoddart for a week or so, but always, in the end, we’ve got back together. We’re the Gang of Four! Lily and Keri, Frizzle and me. Lily and Keri are best friends, and me and Frizz are best friends. But we are also all
         best friends with each other! We have had some really great times.
      

      Maybe I should do a bit of explaining. Our names, first of all.

      Lily’s real name is Lilian, but she is always known as Lily. It really suits her as it is a flower name and Lily is rather
         like a flower, very slender and graceful. She, however, absolutely hates it! Both Lilian and Lily. She says that Lily Stubbs is not at all the right kind of name for a dancer (which is what she is going to be) and
         as soon as she possibly can she is going to change it. Completely. What to, she hasn’t yet decided. Probably something romantic like Crystal, or Tatiana. Whatever it is, she will definitely
         be a dancer! She is determined on that. Lily is an extremely sweet person, always happy and full of fun, and never ever mean,
         but she has this streak in her, what Mum calls a rod of steel, meaning that she will not allow ANYTHING to get in the way of becoming a dancer. One day for sure she will be famous!
      

      Keri is short for Kerianne; Kerianne Fox. Keri is the only one of us who actually likes her name. The rest of us all hate
         ours. But Keri likes most things about herself. I’m not saying she is conceited. Not really. But as she says, “If you don’t like yourself, who else is going to?” This is something her mum and dad have taught her. It is for giving you confidence,
         of which I must say she has a LOT.
      

      Frizz is just the opposite: she is not at all a confident sort of person. She never pushes herself forward or lays down the
         law. She is always trying to point out to us that Frizzell (which is her surname) is not pronounced Frizzle, it is pronounced
         Frizelle. But we still call her Frizzle! Or mostly Frizz. We have been doing it so long it would be difficult to stop. Her first name
         is Dawn, and as I said, she doesn’t like it anyway.
      

      Any more than I like mine!!! It is Polly, and I really, really hate it. A teacher we once had used to call me Polly Flinders, even though in fact it is Polly Roberts. My dad calls me Poll Doll,
         just to tease. My brother calls me Poll Doll to annoy. My brother is a very annoying sort of person. He is only eighteen months
         older than me but the way he carries on you’d think it was more like eighteen years. (Except that at the same time he is extremely
         childish in his behaviour, the same as most boys.)
      


	  
	  What we look like

      This is what we look like:

      

	  Face Shapes
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	  Height
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	  Lily is tiny! She is also very dainty, with black eyes, black hair, cut short with a fringe, a teeny tilty nose and dimples
         when she smiles. My mum once said she looks like a little doll. She is really cute!
      

      Keri is tall and quite big, by which I mean she has Big Bones. She is not fat! She has lovely long legs that go on for simply
         ever, and gorgeous red hair that froths and foams and sprays all about in little tendrils. Now and again the boys try calling her Carrots, or Carrot Top, but she just withers them with this LOOK. Withering is the
         sort of thing you can do when you’re like Keri. I couldn’t wither anyone if I tried! Keri doesn’t have to try; it just comes
         naturally.
      

      Frizz is also quite tall; but unlike Keri she is not big-boned. She is rather soft and pillowy. Mrs Arkle, our class teacher,
         says that she has not yet “firmed up”. I think perhaps this is because she is not very athletic. Lily has her dancing, and
         Keri is on the netball team, and even I walk our dog, Bundle, up to the park every day; but what Frizz likes to do is help
         her mum and dad in the shop. Between you and me, I think she eats too much chocolate and too many crisps! I expect I would
         do the same if my mum and dad owned a shop. How could you help it???
      

      Frizzle’s hair is dark brown and shoulder length, and she has a brace on her teeth and rather a long nose. A boy called Vinny
         Hassett, a particularly horrible sort of boy, once said that Frizzle’s nose looked like a door knocker. He tweaked it and
         went “Knock, knock!” and made Frizz cry. People can sometimes be quite unkind to Frizz; I don’t know why. She just seems to
         be that sort of person. It is true that she is not clever, and nor is she particularly pretty, but she is funny and generous and my best best friend, and I hate it when people are nasty to her.
      

      Now I suppose I will have to describe me, and that is difficult as I am extremely nondescript. Alas! My hair, for instance,
         is brownish, and shortish, and curlyish. My face is roundish, my eyes are roundish, my cheeks are roundish. I am not tall
         (sigh) but on the other hand I am not as short as some people. I am definitely not thin (double sigh) but I am not fat, either. Just medium. Somewhere in between. Oh, and at the moment – alas, again! – I wear glasses. I say
         “at the moment” because one day I am going to have contact lenses. I hate wearing glasses! They make you look learned, like
         a boffin.
      

      When I have my contact lenses, they are going to be green. I would love to have green eyes! I would love to be tall! I would love to have long blond straight hair that looks as if it has been ironed. I would love to be called Jade. I would love to have skin that was golden brown,
         like honey. (Instead of pale pink, like a prawn.)
      

      Dream on!

      The only thing I am quite proud of is my teeth, which may sound an odd sort of thing to be proud of. I mean, teeth are not
         like hair or eyes. No one ever says, “What beautiful teeth that girl has” or “I wish I could have teeth like that”. Most people just don’t even notice.
         But one time when I had to go to the dentist’s for a check up – just a check up! no fillings; I hardly ever have to have fillings
         – the dentist told Mum that I was lucky. He said I had really good teeth.
      

      “Lovely and straight,” he said. He told me to look after them ‘cos they were teeth to be proud of! So now, if ever I am having
         my photo taken or, like, saying hello to someone, I grin like crazy. You can’t do it all the time or people would think there
         was something wrong with you, but I do it as often as I can. After all, it is no different, really, from Lily twizzling her
         legs about or Keri flicking her hair.
      

      As the bell rang for afternoon class, and we trooped back across the playground, Frizz tucked her arm into mine and whispered,
         “We will all go to Heathfield, won’t we?”
      

      I said, “Of course we will!”

      Frensham’s was too big, and Clark’s was a dump. Of course we would all go to Heathfield!

      “We’re the Gang of Four,” I said.

      “Friends for ever,” said Frizz.

      Friends for ever. No one was going to separate us!
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