
[image: cover]



[image: images]



www.hodderchildrens.co.uk





 


[image: images]



Have you read them all?
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9. The Naughtiest Girl Wants to Win

10. The Naughtiest Girl Marches On




 


[image: images]




INTRODUCTION

by Cressida Cowell

 

bestselling author of the

How to Train Your Dragon series

 

Like so many, many children before and after me, Enid Blyton’s books played a crucial role in turning my nine-year-old self into a passionate reader.

That is because Enid Blyton had an extraordinary knack for writing the kind of books that children actually want to read, rather than the kind of books that adults think they should read.

Enid Blyton could tap into children’s dreams, children’s desires, children’s wishes, with pin-point accuracy. She knew that every child, however good and well-behaved they might look on the outside, secretly longed to be Elizabeth Allen, the naughtiest kid in the school. I’m afraid I entirely cheered Elizabeth on, as she defied her parents, the headmistresses, her schoolmates, and the very serious School Meetings. If anything, I wanted her to be even naughtier.

But the Naughtiest Girl books were really my favourite of Enid Blyton’s school stories because of Whyteleafe, a very different school from Malory Towers or St Clare’s. What if there could be a school in which discipline was administered by the children rather than the adults? In which all money was given in at the start of the term and distributed amongst the children along socialist lines? Wouldn’t this be the kind of school that children would actually want to go to, rather than the kind of school that children have to go to?

It was an interesting proposition to a nine-year-old, and it remains an interesting proposition.

I hope you enjoy this story as much as I did when I was nine years old.
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CHAPTER ONE

THE NAUGHTY SPOILT GIRL

‘YOU’LL HAVE to go to school, Elizabeth!’ said Mrs Allen. ‘I think your governess is quite right. You are spoilt and naughty, and although Daddy and I were going to leave you here with Miss Scott when we went away, I think it would be better for you to go to school.’

Elizabeth stared at her mother in dismay. What, leave her home? And her pony and her dog? Go and be with a lot of children she would hate? Oh no, she wouldn’t go!

‘I’ll be good with Miss Scott,’ she said.

‘You’ve said that before,’ said her mother. ‘Miss Scott says she can’t stay with you any longer. Elizabeth, is it true that you put earwigs in her bed last night?’

Elizabeth giggled. ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Miss Scott is so frightened of them! It’s silly to be afraid of earwigs, isn’t it?’

‘It is much sillier to put them into somebody’s bed,’ said Mrs Allen sternly. ‘You have been spoilt, and you think you can do what you like! You are an only child, and we love you so much, Daddy and I, that I think we have given you too many lovely things, and allowed you too much freedom.’

‘Mummy, if you send me to school, I shall be so naughty there that they’ll send me back home again,’ said Elizbeth, shaking her curls back. She was a pretty girl with laughing blue eyes and dark brown curls. All her life she had done as she liked. Six governesses had come and gone, but not one of them had been able to make Elizabeth obedient or good-mannered!

‘You can be such a nice little girl!’ they had all said to her, ‘but all you think of is getting into mischief and being rude about it!’

And now when she said that she would be so naughty at school that they would have to send her home, her mother looked at her in despair. She loved Elizabeth very much, and wanted her to be happy – but how could she be happy if she did not learn to be as other children were?

‘You have been alone too much, Elizabeth,’ she said. ‘You should have had other children to play with and to work with.’

‘I don’t like other children!’ said Elizabeth sulkily. It was quite true – she didn’t like boys and girls at all! They were shocked at her mischief and rude ways, and when they said they wouldn’t join in her naughtiness, she laughed at them and said they were babies. Then they told her what they thought of her, and Elizabeth didn’t like it.

So now the thought of going away to school and living with other boys and girls made Elizabeth feel dreadful!

‘Please don’t send me,’ she begged. ‘I really will be good at home.’

‘No, Elizabeth,’ said her mother. ‘Daddy and I must go away for a whole year, and as Miss Scott won’t stay, and we could not expect to find another governess quickly before we go, it is best you should go to school. You have a good brain and you should be able to do your work well and get to the top of the form. Then we shall be proud of you.’

‘I shan’t work at all,’ said Elizabeth, pouting. ‘I won’t work a bit, and they’ll think I’m so stupid they won’t keep me!’

‘Well, Elizabeth, if you want to make things difficult for yourself, you’ll have to,’ said Mother, getting up. ‘We have written to Miss Belle and Miss Best, who run Whyteleafe School, and they are willing to take you next week, when the new term begins. Miss Scott will get all your things ready. Please help her all you can.’

Elizabeth was very angry and upset. She didn’t want to go to school. She hated everybody, especially silly children! Miss Scott was horrid to say she wouldn’t stay. Suddenly Elizabeth wondered if she would stay, if she asked her very, very nicely!

She ran to find her governess. Miss Scott was busy sewing Elizabeth’s name on to a pile of brown stockings.

‘Are these new stockings?’ asked Elizabeth, in surprise. ‘I don’t wear stockings! I wear socks!’

‘You have to wear stockings at Whyteleafe School,’ said Miss Scott. Elizabeth stared at the pile, and then she suddenly put her arms round Miss Scott’s neck.

‘Miss Scott!’ she said. ‘Stay with me! I know I’m sometimes naughty, but I don’t want you to go.’

‘What you really mean is that you don’t want to go to school,’ said Miss Scott. ‘I suppose Mother’s been telling you?’

‘Yes, she has,’ said Elizabeth. ‘Miss Scott, I won’t go to school!’

‘Well, of course, if you’re such a baby as to be afraid of doing what all other children do, then I’ve nothing more to say,’ said Miss Scott, beginning to sew another name on a brown stocking.

Elizabeth stood up at once and stamped her foot. ‘Afraid!’ she shouted. ‘I’m not afraid! Was I afraid when I fell off my pony? Was I afraid when our car crashed into the bank? Was I afraid when – when – when—’

‘Don’t shout at me, please, Elizabeth,’ said Miss Scott. ‘I think you are afraid to go to school and mix with obedient, well-mannered, hard-working children who are not spoilt as you are. You know quite well that you wouldn’t get your own way, that you would have to share everything, instead of having things to yourself as you do now, and that you would have to be punctual, polite, and obedient. And you are afraid to go!’

‘I’m not, I’m not, I’m not!’ shouted Elizabeth. ‘I shall go! But I shall be so naughty and lazy that they won’t keep me, and then I’ll come back home! And you’ll have to look after me again, so there!’

‘My dear Elizabeth, I shan’t be here,’ said Miss Scott, taking another stocking. ‘I am going to another family, where I shall have two little boys to teach. I am going the day you go to school. So you can’t come back home because I shan’t be here, your father and mother will be away, and the house will be shut up!’

Elizabeth burst into tears. She sobbed so loudly that Miss Scott, who was really fond of the spoilt, naughty girl, put her arms round her and comforted her.

‘Now don’t be silly,’ she said. ‘Most children simply love school. It’s great fun. You play games, you go for walks, all together, you have the most lovely lessons, and you will make such a lot of friends. You have no friends now, and it is a dreadful thing not to have a single friend. You are very lucky.’

‘I’m not,’ wept Elizabeth. ‘Nobody loves me. I’m very unhappy.’

‘The trouble is that people have loved you too much,’ said Miss Scott. ‘You are pretty, and merry, and rich, so you have been spoilt. People like the way you look, the way you smile, and your pretty clothes so they fuss you, and pet you, and spoil you, instead of treating you like an ordinary child. But it isn’t enough to have a pretty face and a merry smile – you must have a good heart too.’

Nobody had spoken to Elizabeth like this before, and the little girl was astonished. ‘I have got a good heart,’ she said, tossing her curls back again.

‘Well, you don’t show it much!’ said Miss Scott. ‘Now run away, please, because I’ve got to count all these stockings, and then mark your new vests and bodices.’

Elizabeth looked at the pile of stockings. She hated them. Nasty brown things! She wouldn’t wear them! She’d take her socks to school and wear those if she wanted to! Miss Scott turned to a chest-of-drawers and began to take out some vests. Elizabeth picked up two brown stockings and pinned them toe to toe. Then she tiptoed to Miss Scott and neatly and quietly pinned them to her skirt.

She skipped out of the room, giggling. Miss Scott carried the vests to the table. She began to count the stockings. There should be six pairs.

‘One – two – three – four – five,’ she counted. ‘Five. Dear me – where’s the sixth?’

She looked on the floor. She looked on the chair. She was really vexed. She counted the pile again. Then she went to the door and looked for Elizabeth. The little girl was pulling something out of a cupboard on the landing.

‘Elizabeth!’ called Miss Scott sharply, ‘have you got a pair of brown stockings?’

‘No, Miss Scott,’ said Elizabeth, making her eyes look round and surprised. ‘Why?’

‘Because a pair is missing,’ said Miss Scott. ‘Did you take them out of this room?’

‘No, really, Miss Scott,’ said Elizabeth truthfully, trying not to laugh as she caught sight of the stockings swinging at Miss Scott’s back. ‘I’m sure all the stockings are in the room, Miss Scott, really!’

‘Then perhaps your mother has a pair,’ said Miss Scott. ‘I’ll go and ask her.’

Off marched the governess down the landing, the pinned brown stockings trailing behind her like a tail. Elizabeth put her head into the cupboard and squealed with laughter. Miss Scott went into her mother’s room.

‘Excuse me, Mrs Allen,’ she said, ‘but have you one of Elizabeth’s new pairs of stockings? I’ve only five pairs.’

‘No, I gave you them all,’ said Mrs Allen, surprised. ‘They must be together. Perhaps you have dropped them somewhere.’

Miss Scott turned to go, and Mrs Allen caught sight of the brown stockings following Miss Scott. She looked at them in astonishment.

‘Wait, Miss Scott,’ she said. ‘What’s this!’ She went to Miss Scott, and unpinned the stockings. The governess looked at Mrs Allen.

‘Elizabeth, of course!’ she said.

‘Yes, Elizabeth!’ said Mrs Allen. ‘Always in mischief. I really never knew such a child in my life. It is high time she went to school. Don’t you agree, Miss Scott?’

‘I do,’ said Miss Scott heartily. ‘You will see a different and much nicer child when you come back home again, Mrs Allen!’

Elizabeth was passing by, and heard what her mother and her governess were saying. She hit the door with the book she was carrying and shouted angrily.

‘You won’t see me any different, Mother, you won’t, you won’t! I’ll be worse!’

‘You couldn’t be!’ said Mrs Allen in despair. ‘You really couldn’t be worse!’
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CHAPTER TWO

ELIZABETH GOES TO SCHOOL

FOR THE rest of her time at home Elizabeth was very naughty and also very good.

‘I’ll try being very, very good and obedient and polite and sweet, and see if Mother changes her mind,’ she thought. So, to the surprise of everyone, she became thoughtful, sweet-tongued, good-mannered, and most obedient. But it had quite the wrong effect, because, instead of saying that she would keep her at home now, her mother said something quite different!

‘Well, Elizabeth, now that I know what a really nice girl you can be, I’m not so afraid of sending you to school as I was,’ she said. ‘I thought you would get into such trouble and be so unhappy – but now that I see how well you really can behave, I am sure you will get on nicely at school. I am very pleased with your behaviour!’

And you can guess what happened after that. Elizabeth at once became naughtier than she had ever been before!

‘If being good makes Mother feel like that, I’ll see what being naughty does!’ she thought.

So she emptied the ink-bottle over the cushions in the drawing-room. She tore a hole in one of the nicest curtains. She put three black beetles into poor Miss Scott’s toothbrush mug, and she squeezed glue into the ends of both Miss Scott’s brown shoes, so that her toes would stick there!

‘Well, all this makes it quite certain that Elizabeth needs to go to school!’ said Miss Scott angrily, as she tried to get her feet out of her sticky shoes. ‘I’m glad to leave her! Naughty little girl! And yet she can be so sweet and nice when she likes.’

Elizabeth’s things were packed and ready. She had a neat brown trunk, with ‘E. Allen’ painted on it in black. She had a tuck-box too, with a big currant cake inside, a box of chocolate, a tin of toffee, a jam sandwich, and a tin of shortbread.

‘You will have to share these things with the others,’ said Miss Scott, as she packed the things neatly inside.

‘Well, I shan’t, then,’ said Elizabeth.

‘Very well, don’t!’ said Miss Scott. ‘If you want to show everyone what a selfish child you are, just take the chance!’

Elizabeth put on the outdoor uniform of Whyteleafe School. It was very neat, and she looked nice in it. But then Elizabeth looked nice in anything!

The outdoor uniform was a dark blue coat with a yellow edge to the collar and cuffs, a dark blue hat with a yellow ribbon round it, and the school badge at the front. Her stockings were long and brown, and her lace shoes were brown too.

‘My goodness, you do look a real schoolgirl!’ said her mother, quite proudly. Elizabeth wouldn’t smile. She stood there, sulky and angry. ‘I shan’t stay at school long,’ she said. ‘They’ll soon send me back!’

‘Don’t be silly, Elizabeth,’ said her mother. She kissed the little girl goodbye and hugged her. ‘I will come and see you at half-term,’ she said.

‘No, Mother, you won’t,’ said Elizabeth. ‘I shall be home long before that!’

‘Don’t make me sad, Elizabeth!’ said Mrs Allen. But Elizabeth wouldn’t smile or say she was sorry. She got into the car that was to take her to the station, and sat there, very cross and straight. She had said goodbye to her pony. She had said goodbye to Timmy, her dog. She had said goodbye to her canary. And to each of them she had whispered the same thing.

‘I’ll soon be back! You’ll see – they won’t keep the naughtiest girl in the school for long!’

Miss Scott took her to the station and then up to London in the train. She went with Elizabeth to a big station where trains whistled and chuffed, and people ran about in a hurry.

‘Now we must find the right platform,’ said Miss Scott, hurrying too. ‘We have to meet the teacher there, who is in charge of the girls going by this train.’

They came to the right platform and went through to where a big group of girls stood with a teacher. They were all dressed in dark blue coats and hats, with yellow hat-bands like Elizabeth. The girls were of all ages, some big, some small, and most of them were chattering hard.

Two or three stood apart, looking shy. They were the new ones, like Elizabeth. The teacher spoke to them now and again, and they smiled gratefully at her.

Miss Scott bustled up to the teacher. ‘Good morning,’ she said. ‘Is this Miss Thomas? This is Elizabeth Allen. I’m glad we are in good time!’

‘Good morning,’ said Miss Thomas, smiling. She held out her hand to Elizabeth. ‘Well, dear,’ she said, ‘so you are going to join the happy crowd at Whyteleafe School!’

Elizabeth put her hand behind her back and would not shake hands with Miss Thomas. The teacher looked surprised. The other children stared. Miss Scott blushed red, and spoke sharply to Elizabeth.

‘Elizabeth! Shake hands at once!’

Elizabeth turned her back and looked at a train puffing nearby. ‘I’m so sorry she’s behaving so rudely,’ said Miss Scott, really upset. She spoke in a low voice to Miss Thomas. ‘She’s an only child – very, very spoilt – rich, pretty – and she doesn’t want to come away to school. Just leave her alone for a bit and I expect she’ll be all right.’

Miss Thomas nodded. She was a merry-looking young woman, and the girls liked her. She was just going to say something when a man came hurrying up with four boys.

‘Good morning, Miss Thomas,’ he said. ‘Here is my batch! Sorry I can’t stop, I’ve a train to catch! Goodbye, boys!’

‘Goodbye, sir,’ said the four boys.

‘How many boys have you at Whyteleafe this term?’ asked Miss Scott. ‘As many as girls?’

‘Not quite,’ said Miss Thomas. ‘There are some more boys over there, look, in the charge of Mr Johns.’

Miss Scott liked the look of the boys, all in dark blue overcoats and blue caps with yellow badges in front. ‘Such a good idea,’ she said, ‘to educate boys and girls together. For a child like Elizabeth, who has no brothers, and not even a sister, it is like joining a large family of brothers and sisters and cousins, to go to a school like Whyteleafe!’

‘Oh, they’ll soon knock the corners off your Elizabeth,’ smiled Miss Thomas. ‘Look – here comes our train. We have our carriages reserved for us, so I must find them. The boys have two carriages and the girls have three. Come along, girls, here’s our train!’

Elizabeth was swept along with the others. She was pushed into a carriage with a big label on it, ‘Reserved for Whyteleafe School.’

‘Goodbye, Elizabeth; goodbye, dear!’ cried Miss Scott. ‘Do your best!’

‘Goodbye,’ said Elizabeth, suddenly feeling very small and lost. ‘I’ll soon be back!’ she shouted.

‘Gracious!’ said a tubby little girl next to her, ‘a term’s a long time, you know! Fancy saying you’ll soon be back!’

‘Well, I shall,’ said Elizabeth. She was squashed in a heap by the tubby little girl and another girl on the other side, who was rather bony. She didn’t like it.

Elizabeth felt sure she would never, never learn who all the different girls were. She felt a little afraid of the big ones, and she was horrified to think there were boys at her school! Boys! Nasty, rough creatures – well, she’d show them that a girl could be rough too!

The little girl sat silently as the train rattled on and on. The others chattered and talked and offered sweets round the carriage. Elizabeth shook her head when the sweets were offered to her.

‘Oh, come on, do have one!’ said the tubby little girl, whose sweets they were. ‘A sweet would do you good – make you look a bit sweeter perhaps!’

Everybody laughed. Elizabeth went red and hated the tubby little girl.

‘Ruth! You do say some funny things!’ said a big girl opposite. ‘Don’t tease the poor little thing. She’s new.’

‘Well, so is Belinda, next to you,’ said Ruth, ‘but she does at least say something when she’s spoken to!’

‘That will do, Ruth,’ said Miss Thomas, seeing how red Elizabeth had gone. Ruth said no more, but the next time she offered her sweets round she did not offer them to Elizabeth.

It was a long journey. Elizabeth was tired when at last the train drew up in a country station and the girls poured out of the carriages. The boys came to join them, and the children talked eagerly of all they had done in the holidays.

‘Come along now, quickly,’ said Mr Johns, pushing them out of the station gate. ‘The coach is waiting.’

There was an enormous coach outside the station, labelled ‘Whyteleafe School’. The children took their places. Elizabeth found a place as far away as possible from the tubby little girl called Ruth. She didn’t like her one bit. She didn’t like Belinda either. She didn’t like anyone! They all stared at her too much!

The coach set off with a loud clank and rumble. Round the corner it went, down a country lane, up a steep hill – and there was Whyteleafe School at the top! It was a beautiful building, like an old country house – which, indeed, it once had been. Its deep red walls, green with creeper, glowed in the April sun. It had a broad flight of steps leading from the green lawns up to the school terrace.

‘Good old Whyteleafe!’ said Ruth, pleased to see it. The coach swept round to the other side of the school, through a great archway, and up to the front door. The children jumped down and ran up the steps, shouting and laughing.

Elizabeth found her hand taken by Miss Thomas. ‘Welcome to Whyteleafe, Elizabeth!’ said the teacher kindly, smiling down at the sulky face. ‘I am sure you will do well here and be very happy with us all.’

‘I shan’t,’ said naughty Elizabeth, and she pulled her hand away! It was certainly not a very good beginning.
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CHAPTER THREE

ELIZABETH MAKES A BAD BEGINNING

IT WAS half-past one by the time the children arrived, and they were all hungry for their dinner. They were told to wash their hands quickly, and tidy themselves and then go to the dining-hall for their dinner.

‘Eileen, please look after the three new girls,’ said Miss Thomas. A big girl, with a kindly face and a mass of fair curls, came up to Belinda, Elizabeth, and another girl called Helen. She gave them a push in the direction of the cloakrooms.

‘Hurry!’ she said. So they hurried, and Elizabeth soon found herself in a big cloakroom, tiled in gleaming white, with basins down one side, and mirrors here and there.

She washed quickly, feeling rather lost in such a crowd of chattering girls. Helen and Belinda had made friends, and Elizabeth wished they would say something to her instead of chattering to one another. But they said nothing to Elizabeth, thinking her rude and strange.

Then to the dining-hall went all the girls and took their places. The boys clattered in too.

‘Sit anywhere you like today,’ said a tall mistress, whose name, Elizabeth found, was Miss Belle. So the children sat down and began to eat their dinner hungrily. There was hot soup first, then beef, carrots, dumplings, onions and potatoes, and then rice pudding and golden syrup. Elizabeth was so hungry that she ate everything put before her, though at home she would certainly have pushed away the rice pudding.

As it was the first day the children were allowed to talk as they pleased, and there was such a noise as they told one another what they had done in the holidays.

‘I had a puppy for Easter,’ said one girl with a laughing face. ‘Do you know, my father bought a simply enormous Easter egg, and put the puppy inside, and tied up the egg with a red ribbon? Goodness, didn’t I laugh when I undid it!’

Everybody else laughed too.

‘I had a new bicycle for my Easter present,’ said a round-faced boy. ‘But it wasn’t put into an egg!’

‘What did you have for Easter?’ said Eileen to Elizabeth in a kindly tone. She was sitting opposite, and felt sorry for the silent new girl. Belinda and Helen were sitting together, telling each other about the last school they had been to. Only Elizabeth had no one to talk to her.

‘I had a guinea-pig,’ said Elizabeth, in a clear voice, ‘and it had a face just like Miss Thomas.’

There was a shocked silence. Somebody giggled. Miss Thomas looked rather surprised, but she said nothing.

‘If you weren’t a new girl, you’d be jolly well sat on for that!’ said a girl nearby, glaring at Elizabeth. ‘Rude creature!’

Elizabeth couldn’t help going red. She had made up her mind to be naughty and rude, and she was going to be really bad, but it was rather dreadful to have somebody speaking like that to her, in front of everyone. She went on with her rice pudding. Soon the children began to talk to one another again, and Elizabeth was forgotten.

After dinner the boys went to unpack their things in their own bedrooms, and the girls went to theirs.

‘Whose room are the new girls in, please, Miss Thomas?’ asked Eileen. Miss Thomas looked at her list.

‘Let me see,’ she said, ‘yes – here we are – Elizabeth Allen, Belinda Green, Helen Marsden – they are all in Room Six, Eileen, and with them are Ruth James, Joan Townsend and Nora O’Sullivan. Ask Nora to take the new girls there and show them what to do. She’s head of that room.’
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