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Francesca Simon spent her childhood on the beach in California, and then went to Yale and Oxford Universities to study medieval history and literature. She now lives in London with her family. She has written more than 50 books and won the Children’s Book of the Year in 2008 at the Galaxy British Book Awards for Horrid Henry and the Abominable Snowman.




Also By Francesca Simon


Don’t Cook Cinderella


Helping Hercules


and for younger readers


Don’t Be Horrid, Henry!


Spider School


The Topsy-Turvies


Do You Speak English, Moon?


There is a complete list of Horrid Henry titles including picture books, Early Readers, joke books and gift books at the end of the book.


Visit Horrid Henry’s website at www.horridhenry.co.uk for competitions, games, downloads and a monthly newsletter!
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To David Abell and Seann Alderking,
the loveliest of lovely friends,
and all our good times together
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“I challenge you to a name-calling competition,” shrieked Rude Ralph. “For the title of champion name-caller of the universe.”


Ha, thought Horrid Henry. No one knew more rude names than Henry. Not even Rude Ralph.


“You’re on,” said Horrid Henry. “Woofy.”


“Pongy.”


“Smelly.”


“Whiffy.”


“Stinky.”


“Reeky.”


“Farty.”
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“Umm . . . Ummm . . .” said Ralph.


“Umm isn’t a name,” crowed Henry. “Nah Na Ne Nah Nah, I am champion.”


“Shut up, I’m thinking,” said Ralph. “Poo breath.”


“Gloppy Goop.”


“Smellovision.”


“Odiferous.”


“Odiferous? That’s not a word,” said Ralph.


“Is too.”


“Is not.”


“Wibble pants.”


“Barf breath.”


“Turkey head.”


“Turkey head?” said Rude Ralph. “Turkey head? That’s not a—”
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Ding Dong.


[image: image]


Horrid Henry stopped jumping up and down on Ralph’s bed.


“Who’s that?” said Henry.


Ralph shrugged.


“We’re having a babysitter tonight,” he said.


Horrid Henry’s eyes gleamed.


A babysitter! Yeah. What could be better than a sleepover at Ralph’s with a babysitter? He’d yet to meet one he couldn’t tame. After all, he wasn’t called the Bulldozer of Babysitters for nothing. A sitter meant hours of rampaging fun. Especially as Ralph was bound to have one of those brilliant babysitters who let you stay up all night and eat biscuits till you were sick and watch scary movies on TV. The kind his mean, horrible parents never ever got for him.


“Great,” said Henry. “Who?” He hoped it would be Leafy Leon. He just sat with his headphones on doing his homework. Or Allergic Alice, who he’d heard was always too busy sneezing to see kids sneaking sweets. Or maybe – oh please please please – Dippy Dora. Margaret said Dora had spent the whole evening on her phone and hadn’t even noticed when Margaret stayed up past midnight and ate all the ice cream in the freezer.


“Dunno,” said Ralph. “Mum didn’t say. Probably Dora.”


Yes! thought Horrid Henry.


“And Mum’s baked a chocolate fudge cake,” said Ralph.


“All for us?” said Henry.


“Nah,” said Ralph. “Just a slice each.”


Ralph looked at Henry.


Henry looked at Ralph.


“You thinking what I’m thinking?” said Henry.


“Oh yeah,” said Ralph.
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They could guzzle the whole cake and blame it on the babysitter. What brilliant luck, thought Horrid Henry. Hmm boy, he could taste that yummy, gooey scrumptious chocolate cake already.


Stomp.


Stomp.


Stomp.


There was the sound of elephants trampling.


“What was that?” said Horrid Henry.


Boom.


Boom.


Boom.
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The elephants were joined by a herd of stampeding rhinoceroses.


“You don’t think—” whispered Henry.


“It can’t be . . .” whispered Ralph.


The walls shook.


Henry gasped.


The ground shook.


Ralph gulped.


“We’d better go and see,” said Rude Ralph.


Henry and Ralph crept down the stairs and peeked round the door.
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AAARRRGHHHHHH!


Stomping towards them was the biggest, meanest, ugliest, hideously horrible teen Henry remembered from his worst nightmares. Enormous kid-mashing arms: check. Enormous spiky head: check. Enormous Henry-hating eyes and child-chewing fangs: check.


It was Rabid Rebecca, the bogey babysitter, risen from the swamp where she thrashed around with the Loch Ness Monster and the Creature from the Black Lagoon.
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