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1. WHERE’S SPIKE?
Lucy was bored. Geography was not her favourite subject and the double lesson that finished off the afternoon every Friday was the most awful class of the week. Miss McCarthy’s voice was going yadder yadder yadder in the background, but nothing that she said had gone into Lucy’s brain at all, as she doodled aimlessly on the corner of her exercise book. She didn’t enjoy school much, or really feel that she fitted into it. She wasn’t popular and only had one real friend, Tina, who, like her, was thought of as different and nerdy by the others (though Lucy thought that Tina was far more confident and intelligent than she could ever be). She looked up at the clock on the classroom wall and counted the little spaces between the five and the six, where the minute hand was. One, two, three, four…it was 3.29. Great! Nearly home time, she thought. A few seconds later, the bell clanged loudly, followed closely by a hubbub of talking and the scraping of chair legs on the floor. 
'Wait til I tell you to go!’ Miss McCarthy shouted sternly. 
She said this every day and Lucy found it petty and irritating, especially on Fridays when everyone couldn’t wait to get home, so the weekend could start. Everybody sat down again and waited in silence, for what seemed like forever, for Miss McCarthy to say those magic words. 
'OK, you can go now. Have a nice weekend', she said, eventually, over the din of excited chatter and children's feet running towards the classroom door. Lucy picked up her bag and ran to catch up with Tina.
'Are you looking forward to the summer holidays?’ Tina asked. 
'Oh yes' Lucy replied ‘It'll mean that I can spend more time with Spike'.

Spike was the family cat. He had been around since before Lucy was born, as he was nearly twelve and Lucy was just nine and a quarter. He was getting quite old and slow and he probably wasn't as slim as he used to be, but Lucy loved him more than anything. He was her best friend in the whole world, the only one in the house that she could talk to (apart from her teddy, but he didn't really count, as he couldn't move or talk back to her in the same way as Spike did, with his meowing and loud purring). He was also often the only one who understood her and how she was feeling. Despite his great age, Spike was a very happy cat, always purring and he loved it when Lucy stroked and brushed his long black and white coat and tickled him under the chin and behind his ears. He wasn't too old to have the odd ‘mad moment’ either (as Lucy's Mum always called them), enjoying chasing flies up the window, trying to claw and bite at a piece of string, running after his yellow ball and his favourite game of all was waiting until someone was walking along in bare feet and pouncing on them – this drove Mum nutty! This was going to be a brilliant summer holiday, Lucy thought to herself, and it was only two weeks away.

Her thoughts were broken when she reached the main door and the bright sunshine outside dazzled her eyes. When she got used to the brightness, she could see her mum standing near the school gate, chatting to a small group of parents, who were nodding and looking very serious, in the way that adults do. Tina spotted her mum talking to a different group and ran off to join her. 
'Bye Lucy, have a good weekend' she yelled over her shoulder.
'Yeah, see you Monday, Teen, have a great one!’ Lucy shouted back. 
‘Bye nerds!’ Veronica, the class bully, shouted at them both, which both Lucy and Tina chose to ignore, because they had been told that that’s the most irritating thing you can do to bullies.

Lucy walked over to her mum and reached for her hand. Mum looked down at Lucy, smiled and gently squeezed her hand.
'Right, we'd better be getting home', Mum said to the other parents. 
'I'm sure it'll all be fine', a lady said to Mum. 
'Thanks, I hope so', Mum replied, turning and walking Lucy towards the gate. 

Lucy was full of excited chatter about her day and who said and did what, with Mum only managing to get the odd 'Oh really' and 'That's nice' into the conversation – which was often the way when Lucy got going – and before they knew it, they were turning the corner into Jamestown Road, the street where they lived. Lucy smiled to herself as it was only a minute until her best friend would be waiting for her by the front door, winding himself around her legs and purring loudly, as he always did when they got home after school.

They got to number 37, opened the gate and walked up the path. Mum put the key in the door and opened it. Spike wasn't there. That's odd, Lucy thought, running through the house to the back door in case he was outside in the back garden, shouting 'Spiiiiiike! Spikeyyyyy!' as she went. She looked out of the door, but there was no Spike out there either. Mum had come into the kitchen and was putting her bag down on the large wooden table. 
'Mum, where's Spike?' Lucy asked, a little worried that her friend may have wandered off and got lost. 
‘Go and hang your coat up and come back here and sit down’. 
Lucy did as she was told and when she sat down, Mum held her hand. 
'Lucy, I'm afraid... I'm afraid I have some very sad news for you. When I came back home from taking you to school this morning, I found Spike had gone to sleep'. 
'Well what's so sad about that?’ Lucy asked, thinking Mum was just being silly. 'Spike always sleeps a lot because he’s so old, that's why we call him lazybones!'
'Yes, but this sleep is different, Lucy... I'm afraid... I'm afraid that Spike isn't going to wake up again'. 
Lucy thought for a second about what Mum was telling her and suddenly realised what she was saying. 
'You mean Spike's dead, don't you?' she said with a quiver in her voice. 
'Yes Lucy' Mum replied calmly, 'Spike died when we went to school this morning... very peacefully in his sleep. He looked very happy, as if he was dreaming about catching flies and eating fish.'
Lucy stared into the distance.
'But he can't have died... he just can't’ Lucy yelled, 'He knew all the plans we had for the summer holidays and he purred so much when I asked him if he'd like to do them.’ 
'I'm sure he didn't want to leave you, Lucy, really I am... you were his best friend, but cats don't live forever. He was old and it was his time to go. Remember that he had a great life in a good home, with lots of strokes and cuddles and love. Try not to be sad that he's gone, he was a very happy cat.'

Lucy’s mind was racing, thinking about all the wonderful times they had shared together and remembered the way that Spike used to smile when his chin or ears were being tickled, which made her smile despite her sadness. Yes, Spike was indeed a happy cat, but she wasn't happy at all that he had left her and was going to miss him dreadfully. The least she could do was say goodbye to her best and most faithful friend. She looked up at Mum. 
'Can I see him one last time please?' she asked. 
'I'm afraid not, Lucy. Spike's not here anymore'. 
Not here? she thought, where had he gone then? 
 'But why not Mum?' she asked dismayed. 
'Because George and I buried him earlier, darling.' 
'Buried him?' Lucy shrieked with shock, 'But why didn't you wait for me to get home from school so I could say goodbye to him?' 
Mum looked embarrassed. 
'Well…' she said, a little shakily, '…Dead bodies aren't the sort of thing that little girls should see, so George and I thought it best to bury him straight away, before he started to smell and the flies started buzzing round him.' 
George was the old man who lived opposite at number 34. He was lovely and full of fun, so how could he have betrayed her by doing this? And Mum too? It simply wasn't fair. She was really angry and wanted to scream at Mum – throw a tantrum, as her Gran always called it – but she knew that Spike wouldn't approve of that sort of behaviour, even if he was buried somewhere, so she would have to bite her tongue and be grown up about this. Lucy composed herself and said quite calmly, 
'I'm going to my room now.'
She let go of Mum's hand, got up from the table and walked out of the kitchen, down the hall and up the stairs. She opened her bedroom door, walked in and was about to slam it shut out of frustration, when she remembered about being grown up and closed it quietly behind her, hearing the lock click shut. 

Lucy sat down on her bed with a thud, picked up her teddy and hugged him tightly to her chest. She felt very sorry for herself and had all sorts of thoughts and emotions running round her head. She was sad that Spike had gone forever and she didn't know it was going to happen, so she could have heard his purr one last time and seen him smile as she tickled his ears and under his chin, before saying goodbye. She was cross at Spike for choosing to die while she was at school and at herself for even having gone to school today. She was most angry though, because Mum and George had buried him before she had got home from school. She could have taken seeing Spike's lifeless body if it meant she could have held him for a moment to say her goodbyes, and she certainly wasn't a 'little girl', as her Mum put it – she was nine and a quarter! She squeezed Teddy hard and let out a long angry grrrrr, which made her feel a bit better.

She tried to imagine where Spike was now. The only other person who she remembered dying was her granddad but she didn't really understand much about what was happening at the time, as she was only four. The one thing that that had stuck in her mind, though, was Mum telling her that Granddad had gone to heaven and she wouldn't see him again until she went to heaven too, which was a long, long time away. She wondered if Spike was with Granddad in heaven, or if cats had a different heaven of their own, where they could play and frolic without human beings interfering, a sort of giant playground just for cats. She looked out of the window up into the sky and daydreamed about Spike running around on the clouds, chasing his favourite yellow ball and jumping up to try and catch the stars. She also hoped that any angels that were around didn't have bare feet, as they would be pounced upon and their toes would be nibbled and licked, although they would probably enjoy it more than Mum did. 

Memories were flooding back about all the games they had played and fun they’d had, and while she felt smiley thinking about all those great times, her heart felt heavy and sad as she knew that there would be no more. She really wanted to cry, but no matter how hard she tried, no tears would come to her eyes. She was thinking so hard that she wasn't aware of the time passing and when she next looked out of the window, the sun was starting to set. Teddy was also squeezed so tightly against her that he was almost flat. As she was plumping him back up to his normal shape, there was a gentle knock on her bedroom door. 

Lucy stood up, opened the door and went back to sitting on the bed. Mum came in and sat down next to her. 
'I know how bad you must be feeling, darling, really I do, but it was Spike's time to go and what George and I did was for the best'. 
She looked at Lucy, who could see from her eyes that she was telling the truth, but it didn't stop her feeling angry about what had happened. She turned away from Mum and looked out of the window.
'Come with me, Lucy', Mum said, 'I've got something for you'. 
Lucy looked at her. 
'What is it?', she asked suspiciously.
'Come downstairs and see', Mum said softly, standing up and offering Lucy her hand. Lucy hesitated, before getting up and putting her hand in Mum's. 









2. GOODBYE OLD FRIEND

When they got downstairs, Mum took Lucy into the living room, picked up a little bunch of brightly coloured flowers tied together with a pink ribbon and handed them to her, before walking her silently towards the back door. 
'Where are we going?' Lucy asked, feeling a little bewildered.
Mum opened the back door and led Lucy outside, along the garden path to a mound of freshly dug earth. 
'I thought you might like to say goodbye to Spike and put some flowers on his grave, like we do for Granddad. I'll just go and start making supper in the kitchen, so you know where I am if you need me, OK?'. 
'OK Mum... thank you', Lucy replied, before turning round and looking at the mound of soil that Spike lay beneath. She tried to think of what to say to Spike, but no words came into her mind. This was the hardest thing she had ever had to do and the situation made her feel slightly scared, if a little more grown up. 
'Oh Spikey', she started, 'Why did you have to go so suddenly without saying goodbye to me and letting me see you smile one last time, eh? I know that Mum said it was your time to go and you looked peaceful and happy, but I'd give anything to spend more time with you... even one more day... hour... five minutes. I'm going to be so lonely without you as you were my bestest friend in the whole wide world. The summer holidays just aren't going to be the same now you're not here... and I know you were looking forward to spending it with me too cos you purred when we talked about it… but now it's not going to happen. Ohhhh I'm sorry Spike, I shouldn't moan and I know it's not your fault that you went, I'm just going to miss you soooooo much you know'.
She looked at the bunch of flowers in her hand and then at the mound of brown earth. She bent down and put them gently on Spike's grave saying softly 
'Goodbye Spike, thank you for sharing lots of good times with me and being there when I needed someone to talk to and cheer me up with purrs and smiles. Sleep well old friend and dream of catching flies and eating fish. See you in the morning for another day, full of great adventures'. 
As soon as she had said these last words – the words she always used when she said goodnight to her beloved old cat – she realised that she wouldn’t see him in the morning ever again and their great adventures together were over. Tears started to stream down her cheeks and she let out a loud sob. She was finally able to cry for the friend she had lost. She knelt down and her tears ran down her cheeks and onto the flowers. 

A few minutes later, she felt a hand on her shoulder, holding a paper tissue. It was Mum, who had been watching her from the kitchen window.
'Come inside now, love', she said softly, 'It's starting to get dark and supper’s nearly ready. You can come back out here tomorrow in the daylight. 
'But I want to stay out here with Spikey, Mum', Lucy protested, wiping her eyes with the hanky. 
'OK, but just three more minutes alright? I'll go in and dish up and call you... I've made your favourite!'.
Lucy looked up. 'Spaghetti Bolognese?', she said with a little more excitement in her voice. 
Mum nodded, 'Three minutes OK?'. 
'OK Mum', Lucy replied. 
Spike would have definitely approved of spaghetti Bolognese being on the menu, it was one of his favourites and Lucy always used to drop a bit of meat (accidentally on purpose) onto the floor by her chair leg, where Spike always sat when she and Mum were eating, which he always gobbled up gratefully, cleaning the floor with his tongue as he ate. 
'Well Spikey, it looks like I'm going to have to leave you in a minute and go in for tea, but I'll be back out to see you tomorrow and Sunday and before school and after school and whenever I can, OK? Sorry you won't be sharing my spag bol tonight, but I'll be thinking of you as I eat it. Night night, see you in the morning’.
With that, she blew a kiss to the mound of earth, got up and walked slowly up the garden to the back door.

After tea, Lucy phoned Tina to tell her the news. She only just managed to stop herself from crying while she was saying those awful words 'Spike died today'. Tina was very sympathetic, reassuring her, as mum had done, that Spike was very old and in a better place. She also said that she would help her to tell everyone when they got back to school on Monday and be there for support when she needed it. Lucy thanked her and was really grateful to have such a good friend.



3. BREAKING THE NEWS

The weekend dragged, as there was nothing for Lucy to do and no Spike to play with. She spent most of the time sitting by the grave and talking and when she and Mum went to the local shopping centre, which Mum arranged to cheer her up, she didn't enjoy it, or even choosing her new jeans, which were a present for being so brave. All through the weekend, as well as missing Spike, she was dreading going back to school on Monday and having to tell people the awful news. She hardly slept at all on Sunday night and the next morning at breakfast she pleaded with Mum to have the day off from school, as she was not feeling well. Mum was very firm about it, saying 'No Lucy, you've got to face this. I'm sure everybody will be really nice to you, as a lot of them met Spike when they came here to your parties’.

When it was time to leave the house, Lucy put her coat on as slowly as she possibly could and picked up her bag. Every step of the walk to school seemed harder and harder and when they got to the gates her tummy was flipping somersaults. Mum walked her through the playground and right up to the main entrance doors, giving her a big hug and saying
'Be brave darling, you can get through this, I know you can'. 
Lucy nodded and turned to go in to the building. Tina was waiting for her just inside the door. She put her arm around Lucy and they walked into the assembly hall together. 
'We'll tell everyone the news before break time, shall we?' said Tina. 
Lucy nodded. She was not looking forward to doing this one bit, but deep down she knew that it had to be done. 

Lucy could hardly concentrate for the first two lessons of the day, history and maths. She kept wondering how people would react to the news and hoped they would not make too much of a fuss of her. When the lesson finished and the bell was about to go for morning break, Miss McCarthy asked if anyone had any news that they would like to share with the class, which was a Monday morning tradition. 

Tina looked at Lucy, as if to say ‘Go on, put your hand up’, but she could see from the look in Lucy's eyes that she was not going to do this, so Tina raised her hand and Miss McCarthy said 
'Yes Tina, what do you have to tell us?' 
'Ermmmm… well…' Tina began shakily.
'Come on girl, spit it out! We haven't got all day', Miss McCarthy said impatiently. 
'Well, it's not my news… it's actually Lucy's, but she's asked me to tell you all that Spike, her cat, passed away on Friday'. 
There was a moment's silence, followed by a couple of gasps of surprise and a voice said 'Oh no, that's awful', then the bell rang, drowning everything out. 

Instead of rushing straight out to the playground, most of the class crowded around Lucy and all started talking to her at once, saying sympathetic things and telling her how much they liked Spike. Lucy tried to smile and said thank you to each of them, but after about a minute, Miss McCarthy looked up from her desk and said 
'Come on now, get into the playground for some fresh air while there’s still time'. 

Lucy and Tina got up from their chairs and left the classroom with rest of the group. As they walked down the corridor, somebody blocked their path. It was Veronica Beesley, the class bully, who Lucy and Tina both disliked intensely and always called Moronica Beastly, when they talked about her behind her back. This nickname started off being Moronica Weasley, but Tina thought that was unfair as Ron Weasley was her favourite character in the Harry Potter books, and Beastly suited her attitude far better. 
'So, Pussy is dead eh? Awwww diddums!', Veronica sneered.
Lucy wanted to scream at her and burst into tears, but knew that doing this would only make things worse, so she kept her composure and said nothing. Tina, however, was not so calm. 
'Shut up Moronica!’ she snapped. Veronica glared at her. 
'What did you just call me?' she spat. 
Tina suddenly realised what she had said and was about to be cowardly and say 'Ermmm nothing!', but Veronica's comment had made her so angry that she changed her mind. 
'I called you Moronica, cos you're acting like a nasty spiteful moron!', she yelled. 
The people standing behind them started to laugh and cheer, as Tina continued
'Don't be so nasty to Lucy. How would you like it if someone you loved died, eh? Be nice or just go away!'. 
'Yeah but it's only a stupid cat!' Veronica replied sarcastically.
Tina was about to tell her what she thought, but the entire crowd had started chanting Mor-on-ica! Mor-on-ica! Mor-on-ica! The entire crowd, that is, apart from Jack, the class clown, who was rolling on the floor laughing hysterically. 
	'Moronica! That's awesome! I’m weak', he chortled. 
Just then, an imposing figure came around the corner into the corridor. It was Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater, the head teacher. She was very tall and slim and moved gracefully, like a cross between a swan and a ballet dancer, but it was clear that she was not in a graceful mood about the noise.
'What is all this racket about?' she boomed above the chanting.
Everyone went quiet, except Jack, who was still on the floor, laughing uncontrollably,
'What is going on here?’ she went on ‘Your behaviour is most inappropriate.'
'Tina called me a moron Miss', Veronica wailed. 
‘Is this true, Tina? 'Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater asked.
'Well... yes, Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater, but Veronica was being horrible to Lucy because her cat died, so she deserved it.'
‘Veronica, is this true?’, Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater asked, sounding rather surprised.
Veronica nodded.
	‘But why would you want to be horrible to someone because their cat has died? Surely that’s a good reason to be a lot nicer to them, rather than nasty.’ 
‘Well it’s only a cat, Miss, not one of her relatives or nothing.’ Veronica answered defiantly.
‘The death of a pet can affect people just as badly, Veronica, so make sure you remember that.’ She turned to Lucy. ‘I’m sorry to hear about your cat, Lucy. My husband, the vet, always spoke about him very fondly.’
‘Thank you, Mrs Puffleigh-Wingewater. That means a lot’, Lucy replied.
Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater looked at the crowd who were standing there looking in silence. ‘Right, all of you get out into the playground, now! Veronica, Tina, come to my office fifteen minutes before the end of lunch break and we’ll sort this out… you too, please Lucy.’
Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater turned round and walked away as everyone ran to the playground. Veronica glared at Lucy and Tina, before walking off, muttering 'Thanks nerds! Stupid dead cat!'

When they came back in from the playground – where they were surrounded by people consoling Lucy and congratulating Tina on standing up to Veronica – Lucy took Tina to one side before they entered the classroom. 
‘Thanks for being such a brilliant friend, Teen’, she said, ‘Especially having a go at that troublemaker. That really made me smile, even though you’ve got into trouble yourself for it’.
‘That’s alright, Luce, what are friends for?’ Tina replied. ‘Are you OK?’
Lucy smiled, ‘Yeah, it wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be, thanks to you’.

Now that the news was out in the open, the rest of the morning seem to fly by for Lucy and before she knew it, it was lunchtime. She and Tina went to the canteen together and had Lucy's favourite school dinner, mushroom and potato bake with salad, followed by chocolate sponge and chocolate custard. Yum yum, pig’s bum, as her Gran would say. While they were eating, a few people from other years came over to tell Lucy how sorry they were to hear about Spike and two people called Tina a hero, for standing up to 'that horrible bully Veronica.' After 20 minutes of fresh air in the playground, it was time for them to go and face Veronica in Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater’s office.
'Are you nervous Teen?' Lucy asked.
'No, not really, as I was only doing what was right and sticking up for us against that nasty bullying girl', she replied.
'But you might get into trouble because of it. You know what a terrible liar Veronica can be ', Lucy said, feeling a little scared for her friend.
'Well, if I do, I do', Tina replied, 'But Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater is quite a fair person and I think she can see through Veronica’s tricks.'

When they arrived at Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater’s office, three minutes early, all the chairs outside were empty, so they sat down and waited in silence. At exactly 1.15, the office door opened and Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater’s head appeared around it.
'Are there just the two of you? 'She asked.
'Yes, at the moment', Lucy replied. 'I don't know where Veronica is.'
'Well you'd better both come in and we will wait for her.'
Lucy and Tina followed Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater into the office and she signalled for them to sit down.
Once she was seated behind her desk, she looked at Lucy and said 'I was really very sorry to hear the sad news about your cat earlier. His name was Spike, wasn't it?'
Lucy nodded, suddenly remembering that her old friend had gone.
‘We had a cat when I was a child, you know', Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater said, 'And I remember how upset I was when she died. Her name was Tiddles, a name I thought quite dreadful, but one that my mother insisted on calling her, so Tiddles it was. It can really hit you very hard when a beloved pet dies, can’t it, Lucy?'

Her words made Lucy think more and more about losing her old friend and how much she missed him. She wanted to burst into tears there and then, but she didn't think now would be the right time and knew that she had to stay strong to stand up to the dreaded Veronica, so she just nodded and tried to force a smile.
Just then, there was a loud knock at the door.
'Enter!' Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater said firmly.
The door opened and Veronica walked boldly into the room, went over to the desk and plonked her bottom onto the chair next to Lucy, with a loud thud. 
'You are nearly three minutes late. Where have you been?’ Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater asked indignantly.
'Yeah, sorry Miss, I was playing with my mates and didn't see the time', Veronica said unapologetically.
'Well, that shows how much you care about this meeting and the trouble you are in then, doesn't it? We had better get down to business; otherwise you will be late for class and in even more trouble. So what do you have to say to Tina, Veronica?'
‘You called me Moronica. That is not my name', Veronica said
'Well, you call us nerdy and nerds all the time, and they are not our names
either', Tina replied.
‘Yeah, but it suits the two of you, so it’s really easy to do’, Veronica sneered at Tina.
Tina stayed silent, as she knew by doing that, she would look stronger and Veronica would look worse and nastier in front of Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater. Lucy was not so calm though, and was really close to standing up and yelling 'And Moronica suits you too, because a moron is exactly what you are', but she could hear Mum’s voice in her head telling her not to lower herself to Veronica’s level and to rise above it, so she kept quiet too.
‘Talking of names, Veronica, my name is not Miss’, Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater said calmly. ‘Since I’ve been married it has been Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater and before that it was Ms Puffleigh, but it has never been Miss. Do I make myself clear?’
‘Yes Miss… sorry Miss’, Veronica replied, looking innocent.
Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater glared at her. Lucy and Tina looked at each other, trying to work out if she was being funny, stupid or just disrespectful.

Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater took a deep breath and asked 'So, what happened before I came along and heard that horrible chanting?'
Lucy and Tina looked at each other and Tina opened her mouth and started to speak
'We came out of the classroom, walked a few steps down the corridor and Veronica stepped out and blocked our path. She was smiling and made a horrible remark about Lucy's cat being dead, like she was mocking Lucy and Spike the cat. I was so cross at what she said, that I opened my mouth and accidentally called her Moronica. I didn't mean to be nasty, but the way Veronica behaved made me unable to stop myself.'
Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater listened to what Tina was saying and nodded wisely. She turned and looked at Veronica. ‘So why were you nasty to Lucy when her cat had died, Veronica?’
‘Well it's only a cat, isn't it? She can always get another one from a pet shop or something’, Veronica said, shrugging her shoulders.
‘Pet shops aren’t allowed to sell animals anymore, as it’s cruel to keep them caged up in small spaces, especially at night, when the shop is closed. Have you ever had a pet, Veronica?' Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater asked.
‘No Miss. I wanted a guinea pig when I was little, but my dad won't have animals in the house, as he reckons they’re all skanky and full of germs and diseases. I had a pet ant once and I called it Anthony, but when I went to find him the next day, there were loads of them there and I called his name but couldn’t tell which one he was, so I didn’t bother anymore.'
Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater looked sad when Veronica told them how her dad felt about having pets. ‘Has anyone close to you ever died in your lifetime? A grandparent or other family member?’ she asked
‘No, never Miss’, Veronica replied, looking confused. ‘Why?’
‘Because you have no idea what Lucy is going through after Spike’s death, do you, as you haven’t ever been through it yourself. It’s called having empathy with someone. Is that the reason you decided to be nasty to her, instead of being nice?’
‘I… I…’, Veronica thought for a moment and then said ‘I was nasty to her because it was only a stupid animal who died and not one of her relatives… and because everyone was being so nice and caring to her, and that made me feel sick.’
 'People being nice to someone else made you feel sick?’ Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater replied. 'Well, I find that very sad indeed.' She turned to look at Lucy. ‘How did you feel when Spike died, Lucy?’
As soon as Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater asked her that question, Lucy’s mind filled with all the emotions she had gone through on the Friday before. She stopped to think before answering, as she wanted to make them all, especially Veronica, realise exactly how she had felt and what she’d gone through that day, when Mum had told her that Spike had died and it was more important than just a stupid cat dying, as Veronica had put it. Lucy also wanted to be brave and not to cry, as that would make Veronica think she was weak and give her more to use against her in the future. When she was ready, Lucy took a deep breath and started 'When Mum and I got home after school on Friday, I couldn't wait to play with Spike and feel him rubbing himself against my legs, the way he always did whenever we arrived home. When he didn’t come running to meet us and wasn’t in the house or waiting at the back door to come in, I was worried as I thought he’d got lost or was missing, but when Mum told me he had died and that I would never see him again, that hurt. It really hit me when I saw the mound of earth that Mum and George had buried him under in the garden, and it seemed more real when he wasn't under the table at supper time, hoping I would drop a bit of food from my plate that he could eat'. She stopped and looked at Tina 'Spike was like the big brother I never had and my best friend in the world, a really good friend, like you, Tina. He was often the only one I could talk to and he understood and loved me even if I felt alone or really sad and grumpy. He was there for me to stroke and cuddle whenever I needed to and doing that always made me feel better. I had known him all my life, from when I was a baby and used to pull his tail and, as I became older, he became more of a friend to me. This is the saddest I have ever felt about losing anyone, even my grandad, though I was only little when that happened, so didn’t understand as much. Yes, I miss Spike more than anything in the world.’
‘Whoaaa! I didn’t know it was that bad’, Veronica said, looking like she really cared, and secretly wishing that she had a friend like Spike, or even Tina, to turn to whenever she felt sad, grumpy or lonely (which was far more often than she’d ever admit).
Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater looked straight at Veronica and said, ‘You see, even the loss of a pet can make people extremely upset, especially when their cats or dogs become their friends, as Spike was to Lucy’. Veronica nodded, looking embarrassed about what she had said. ‘Let me ask you a question now, Veronica’, Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater continued, ‘How did you feel when Tina called you Moronica in front of everyone?’
‘I felt hurt and embarrassed, Miss. It was a nasty and spiteful thing for her to say, as it is not my name, and it was even worse when everybody else joined in as well. Yeah, it was a really horrible thing to do, especially as I hadn’t had a go at her, just her mate. There’s no need to be nasty about other people and take the mick out of their names like that. It’s so unfair!’ Veronica said, looking really upset.

When Veronica was sitting there and saying this, looking all hurt and hard done by, all Lucy could think of was two years before, when all the children of the school had to stand in a line outside the church, to form a guard of honour for Ms Puffleigh and Mr Whingewater's wedding. Veronica was standing next to Lucy and had said in a loud voice that Mr Whingewater was marrying an old dragon, who would puff smoke and fire out of her nose and mouth, just after the bride had walked past them. Lucy thought that was really nasty and unfair of Veronica to say, as she thought that Ms Puffleigh looked beautiful in her wedding dress.
‘So Tina, so Lucy, I have a question for you now, ‘How do you feel whenever Veronica calls you nerds or nerdy?’ Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater asked
Tina started. ‘It makes me feel different, but not in a good way. It makes me feel like I’m too clever compared to everyone else and I don’t like that, as I want to fit in with everyone else and feel normal.’
Lucy jumped in, ‘Yes, I’m a girl who wants to work hard at school and do well in the future, but I don’t think that I’m a nerd, in the same way that Veronica doesn’t think she’s a moron. It really upsets me whenever I hear her saying it and it makes me feel like I don’t fit in or want to be at this school with people who don’t respect and bully others.’

Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater listened carefully to what each of them had said and took a few moments to think about the best thing to say and do. ‘Veronica. Tina. The behaviour that both of you have shown towards each other is unkind and most inappropriate. Veronica, you were horrible to Lucy for no reason and at a time when she really didn’t need or deserve it and that was wrong of you.’ She turned to look at Tina. ‘Tina, you were supportive to your friend and stuck up for her, telling Veronica that you were unhappy about what she had done, which I would normally congratulate you for, but you chose to call her a version of her name that was inappropriate and insulting to her. I can see that you probably said it in the heat of the moment, but it was still wrong of you. I should punish both of you with a detention and make you apologise to each other, but that wouldn’t really do any good for anyone, so instead, I’d like to make a suggestion.’ Veronica and Tina both looked nervous, as they had no idea what Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater was going to say next. ‘Girls, I would far prefer it if the three of you, Veronica, Tina and you too, Lucy, worked hard at becoming friends, rather than enemies. No more being horrible, no more name calling, just peace and friendship between you all. If you’re all agreeable, we’ll call this matter over, but if the two of you don’t want to try and would prefer a detention, then that’s fine too. I’ll be happy to stay after school to sit with you both, if that’s what you choose.’
Tina breathed a sigh of relief, as this idea was much better than she thought it would be. ‘Yes, I’d be happy with that’, she said smiling. ‘After all, you can never have too many friends.’
‘I’d be happy to work at that too’, said Lucy, smiling at Tina.
‘Yeah, OK, I’ll give it a go’, Veronica said, ‘As long as they’re not nasty to me.’
Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater smiled. ‘Excellent’, she said, ‘We’ll call the matter closed then, but I will be asking Miss McCarthy and the other teachers to keep an eye on you all, to make sure our plan is working and if any of you are unhappy with the way things are going, you can always come and talk to me about it too. Is that alright?’
The three of them nodded.
	‘Great, well let’s see how it goes. Thank you all for being so agreeable. You may leave now.’  
They all got up and went out of the office door into the corridor. 
	‘Bye nnn…new friends!’ Veronica said, with a beaming grin all over her face.
	‘Bye Veronica, see you later’, Lucy replied.

When they were walking to afternoon classes, Tina said to Lucy 'Well, that seemed to go OK.'
‘Yes', Lucy replied. 'It even looks like Veronica might have changed.'
'We'll see!' Tina said 'I hope she has too, but you never know with her.'

Lucy didn't have to wait long to find out.

During the lunch break the very next day, she was walking through the playground on her own and saw Jack, the class clown, coming towards her, laughing like a loon. 
'What's so funny, Jack?' Lucy asked.
Jack looked up and saw her. 'Oh orrriiiiiiiiight! They’re doing the one about the pongers round there. Awesome!' he said, starting to laugh again and walked off, back towards the school building.
'The pongers?' Lucy said to herself. 'What an earth was he on about?'
She turned the corner and saw a big skipping rope swinging round and round and a large group of girls chanting the one skipping rhyme that she really didn't like.
‘Knickers in the wash, 
Knickers in the wash,
Look at all the knickers in the wash, 
Some are old and stinky, 
Some are really posh, 
But how many pairs of knickers in the wash? One… two… three… four… five… six… seven…’
Lucy wished they wouldn’t use that rhyme, as it made her feel uncomfortable. For her, underwear was a private thing and not something that should be talked about in public as it was rude, even if it was in the washing machine. She put her head down and walked past as fast as she could, but she had already been spotted, and when the rhyme had finished she heard Veronica’s voice calling her.
‘Oi! Come on nerdy, have a go. Let’s see you skipping!’
Lucy froze. She wasn’t very good at skipping, especially when other people were watching and swinging the rope, as they always swung it much faster than she could skip, but, remembering what Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater had said, she thought she had better be brave and give it a try. She looked at Veronica, as confidently as she could, and said ‘OK, I’ll give it a go, new friend.’
‘New friend?’ Veronica sneered, ‘Are you serious? In your dreams, Nerd!’
Lucy stepped gingerly to the middle of the rope, while Veronica ran and grabbed one end of it, swinging it as fast as she could. Lucy took a deep breath and then started to skip, as they started that horrible rhyme again
‘Knickers in the wash, 
Knickers in the wash,
Look at all the knickers in the wash, 
Some are old and stinky, 
Some are really posh, 
But how many pairs of knickers in the wash? One… t…’
The rope slapped her on the side of the ankle and she had to save herself from falling over.
Veronica and the others started laughing ‘There ain’t many knickers in the wash when you skip, are there, nerdy?’ she yelled.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Lucy ran away from their laughter, feeling very embarrassed. Well, so much for Veronica changing to be a nice person and being friends with her and Tina, like Mrs Puffleigh-Whingewater wanted, she thought to herself. No, that was never going to happen. As there wasn’t a member of staff around to see what had happened, she knew that she should report it, but was it worth Tina getting a detention and Veronica being even nastier and bullying her even more for telling tales? Her mind was going round and round in circles. Arrrrgggghhhh! What should she do?
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