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This is my class.
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That’s Mr Stilton, my teacher. You get used to him.


And that funny hole there is where my best friend used to be. Chloe left Dungfields to go to Lady Juniper’s School for Girls. But it’s OK. We still write notes to each other all the time, thanks to our other friend. (Who, by the way, just happens to be a little paper witch.)

She’s a bit of a mystery. I kind of just found her. She was drawn on a bit of paper, stuck inside this tatty old dictionary. I cut her out and ... ta-da!
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She’s invisible (to other people) and just really, REALLY amazing. She flies our notes about, and she talks in notes too, and I bet you can’t guess what she’s called. (Notes!)

This is one of her notes that I keep in my pencil case because I like it so much.
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(I mean, how cute is that?)


Chloe and I have to be careful, though. She’s only tiny and very fragile so rule number one is this:

We NEVER ask Notes and Captain Purrkins to deliver notes if it’s raining (not since we very almost had a HUMONGOUS tragedy). Water and paper do not mix. Or they mix too well. Either way we don’t want our paper friend turning into mushy pulp.

Anyway, rain is a no-no. More than a no-no. It’s a no-no-no-no-never-ever-no! So, when we had a few rainy days, I didn’t write to Chloe at all.


This was the last note she sent before the rain came:
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And then it did rain. It rained then stopped then rained then stopped for
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So I couldn’t write back, and that was extremely rubbish.

On rainy day number two I was busy sighing and grimacing when Notes wrote this:
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So then I felt bad. Because I was down in the dumpings. I mean dumps. Even though I absolutely shouldn’t have been.

(I had a magic scribble witch in my pen pot and the cutest little mini cat to stroke. What more did I want?!)

I wrote back ...
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... but I’m pretty sure she knew I was lying.
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And by rainy day three, I couldn’t hide it any more.

I was sitting with my friend, Emily, in the book corner. And I could feel my face doing that dull-eyed thing cows do when they’re chewing grass. And my body was all slouched over like a zombie (one with really heavy shoulders).

Emily was too busy reading to notice.
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We were sharing a book called Mysteries of Ancient Egypt because ancient Egypt is our new class topic. We’ve got to do “independent research” for our “independent projects”.

(I am OK with this, but Emily is in total project heaven.)
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So we were both holding the book and Emily was going oooh and whoa and wow at literally every sentence.
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Not me, though. I didn’t really care what had happened to that big lost maze or the gold-faced king or that big no-nose lion thing.
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What I cared about was what Chloe was up to.
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Anyway, I must have looked really grim because Notes flew over on her magic pencil to give me a nose hug.

(That’s what she does when I’m sad.)
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Afterwards she stayed close by, playing dustball football with Captain Purrkins.

(Did I mention he’s magically invisible too? Oh, and he’s also sometimes a pencil topper. It’s complicated.)


“Molly, are you even listening?!” said Emily, who had possibly been talking at me for quite a long time.

“Uh. Sorry. Was thinking about ... er ...” I said.

“Well, pay attention,” she sighed. “I’m trying to help you improve your project.”

“Oh. Thanks. I think.”

Emily gets irritated with me quite a lot. I like her and (I think) she likes me, but we’re very, very, very, very, very, very (times by for ever) different. And we definitely annoy each other a bit.


I once asked Emily to tell me her top ten annoying things about me (because I really like top tens) and she said I was “being utterly ridiculous again”.

So then I wrote it anyway and just pretended I was her.

TOP TEN ANNOYING THINGS

ABOUT MOLLY MILLS

(written as if I’m Emily):
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Anyway, by this point Emily had worked out I wasn’t reading or listening.

“If you’re not interested, I’ll have this,” she said, and she took the book for herself. Bit rude.

But I couldn’t be bothered to argue so instead I did the zombie-cow thing again, and I stared at my knees.

They weren’t very interesting. Not until Notes started writing on them with her magic pencil.
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I shook my head. I was too mopey to play.

Rain was still pinging off the windows and I was so certain this would be another rubbish day.

But get this ... I was so wrong!

Because, just then, there was a neat

rat-a-tat

knock on the classroom door.

“Come in!” sighed Mr Stilton.

The door opened.
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Mrs Oddments, the school secretary, was standing there. And she wasn’t alone.


“Mr Stilton,” she said, “you have a neeyoopeeyoopul!” (That’s how Mrs Oddments says “new pupil”.)

A girl stepped forward and offered to shake Mr Stilton’s hand. It was a grown-up kind of move, and she reminded me of someone, but I couldn’t think who.
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“Hello,” she said. “I’m Amelie. And I’m utterly delighted to meet you.”

Utterly?! Who did I know that said “utterly” ...?

Ah, who cared! Either way, neeyoopeeyoopuls are the best!

And, thanks to Amelie, zombie-cow Molly was turning back into excited normal human Molly.
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Mrs Oddments left and Notes started scribbling on the floor:
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I smiled but shook my head.

See, I used to be a bit obsessed with getting a new best friend to replace Chloe. But I’m over it. Chloe doesn’t need replacing. She’s still my best friend even if she’s at a different school. And I’ve got other non-best (but still very nice) friends here at Dungfields.

The class was super silent as we listened to Amelie and Mr Stilton.

“Shall I introduce myself to the class?” said Amelie.

“Why not?” said Mr Stilton in a bored “seen it all before” kind of voice.

“Back in your seats, snotbags!” he shouted (or something similar).


“Sit down and pipe down.”

Amelie didn’t seem at all bothered that her new teacher was rude and beardy. And she wasn’t bothered about standing up at the front of the class either, even though she didn’t know anyone. She just waited for us to get to our tables, then propped her hands on her hips and began.

“I’ll just say a little about me,” she said, all loud and smiley and crazy brave! (I’d never be able to stand in front of loads of strangers and chat like that.) “I’m a judo brown belt and the Bogdale Junior Chess Champion. I love history and science, and one day I’ll be an archaeologist.”
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Mr Stilton got her to explain what an archaeologist is (someone who digs up old stuff). And while Amelie chatted, Emily scribbled something on a bit of paper.
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But Amelie wasn’t really showing off. Not exactly. She was just being very – well – very ...

And then I got it. Amelie was being Emily.

Once I’d thought it, it was obvious! The confidence, the way she was best at loads of stuff ... the way she said “utterly” ...

Amelie was utterly Emily-ish. Not in a seeing-double kind of way. There were differences. For one thing Emily didn’t have Amelie’s happy smiley confidence. So it’s not like they were identy-twins, just very, very similar.

As far as I knew, Emily had never, ever had a best friend. Maybe this was her chance.
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Clearly Emily couldn’t see it!

Everyone else could, though. All the kids and Mr Stilton too. They were looking from Amelie to Emily and back again, mouths open, eyebrows high with amazement.

Notes was stunned too. She pulled a scrap of paper from my notebook.
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I wrote on the back:
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Eventually Amelie stopped talking.

Marvin clapped and shouted, “You’re an archaeologist and I dig it!”

Mr Stilton ignored Marvin. He looked about the class and scratched his beard. “Where to put you ...?” he said.


I couldn’t help it. My hand shot up in the air and I called out, “Over here! Next to Emily!”

And everyone murmured and nodded. Because it was SO OBVIOUS! Emily and Amelie were made for each other.

Anyway, Notes thought it was a good idea.


[image: images]



So at least someone appreciated my match-making efforts.


“Well, it’s a bit of a squeeze,” said Mr Stilton. “But, fine. You and Marvin shuffle round. Make room. We’ll sort you out with a locker later.”

He moved a chair over so Amelie could sit down next to Emily. (Emily shuffled her pencil case over politely, but I could tell she wasn’t happy.)
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Amelie pulled a big heavy bag from her shoulders, pulled out a crazy-cool pencil case and placed it neatly on the table.
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“As you’re a history fan, you’ll like our new topic,” said Mr Stilton. “We’re learning about ancient Egypt.”

“Oh, I know,” she said. “The secretary mentioned it to my mum yesterday, so I’ve made a few notes.”
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Amelie pulled a huge ring binder from her bag and dropped it on the table with a

The class gasped as one.

Emily’s eyes nearly popped out of her head. She looked at me again and mouthed the words “show-off!”, which I ignored.

Emily’s not normally mean. It was weird!


“That’s a few notes?” said Mr Stilton.

“Oh ... should I have done more?” Amelie asked. She looked genuinely worried.

“No, that’s, er, fine,” replied Mr Stilton. The red pen he used for marking twitched in his fingers. He looked a little bit pale and frazzled for a second. But then he snapped out of it and said (in his most un-fun voice) that we could have a “QUICK FUN QUIZ” before break time.
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“We’ve got ten minutes. Let’s see if any of you grimy grotters have learnt anything!” (Well, that’s more or less what he said.)

I smiled at Amelie to reassure her, but she was too busy arranging her stationery to notice.

(She even measured the distance between her pencils with a ruler. So Emily!)

And then Emily saw me smiling at Amelie and her eyes narrowed like this.
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Anyway, we had to work as a table team, and we had to choose a name.

Great, I thought. A chance to get to know Amelie!

Emily was bound to like her once they got chatting.

Marvin said, “Hi, new friend!” to Amelie.

And I said, “Hi,” too, and I told her our names.

So then Emily had to say something so she didn’t look super rude.


“Would you like to choose our team name?” she asked Amelie (which I thought was a good and friendly sign).

Amelie said, “No, you go ahead.” (Another good sign.)

And then Emily said, “Cleopatra?”

But Amelie said, “Or maybe something a bit less obvious?” And she didn’t say it in a horrible way, but it made Emily’s jaw tighten.
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“The Great Sphinx then,” said Emily.

“Oh! What about ‘Bastet’?! She’s the cat goddess,” said Amelie.
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Emily gritted her teeth and said, “I know who she is.”

And then Notes started scribbling like mad on the table.
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I couldn’t write
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