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“Boys,” shouted Mum up the stairs. “Dinner’s ready.”

“Ralph! Catch.”

Horrid Henry threw [image: image] [image: image], Peter’s favourite plastic sheep, to Ralph.

Rude Ralph caught it, and threw it back to Henry over Peter’s head.

“Give me back my sheep,” said Perfect Peter.

“How much will you pay me, Wormy Worm?” said Horrid Henry.

“Mum!” screamed Perfect Peter. “Henry stole [image: image] and he won’t give him back. And he called me Wormy Worm.”
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“Tell-tale,” hissed Henry.

[image: image] flew through the air, a sheep in flight, and landed smack on the floor.

“Henry,” shouted Mum. “Say sorry for calling Peter names. And get down here NOW.”
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“Sorry I called you Wormy Worm,” said Henry, “when I meant to call you POoPSICLE.”
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“MUUUUM!” shrieked Peter. He picked up [image: image] and ran downstairs.

“Boys. For the last time. Dinner’s ready.”

Henry and Ralph stomped downstairs and sat at the table.

 “What’s for dinner?” said Horrid Henry.

“Cauliflower cheese,” said Dad.
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“ICK,” said Henry.

“YUCK,” said Ralph rudely. “I hate cauliflower. I need ketchup.”

“Yeah,” said Horrid Henry. “Me too. Ketchup makes everything taste [image: image].”

“No ketchup for me,” said Perfect Peter. “It’s much too sweet.”

Mum smiled at Peter.

“It certainly is,” said Mum. “Ketchup has lots of sugar in it.”

Wow, thought Horrid Henry. Wow. Ketchup was even more [image: image] than he’d thought. When he became a billionaire with his top secret ketchup recipes, and, naturally, his own brand, Henry’s Incredible Ketchup, he’d put in loads more sugar. Then it would taste even better.
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Mum reached for the sauce and squirted a TEENY WEENY drop onto Henry’s plate. Then she did the same to Ralph’s plate.
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“That’s not enough,” Henry howled. “I need MORE. I want ketchup on my ketchup.”

“Yeah,” said Rude Ralph. “Gimme more.”

How could anyone eat cauliflower unless its HORRIBLE white knobbly-ness was covered in ketchup? And beans without ketchup? Or eggs without ketchup? GROSS. Nothing could hide their horrible beaniness, or revolting egginess, but ketchup helped.
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“Don’t be HORRID, Henry,” said Mum.

“But I LOVE ketchup,” said Horrid Henry. He loved the taste of ketchup. He loved the smell of ketchup. He loved the [image: image] noise ketchup made as it slurped out of the bottle and plopped onto his plate. There was nothing that didn’t taste a million billion trillion times better covered in [image: image] Krazy Ketchup, the world’s best brand.
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Every hundred years or so, when his MEAN, HORRIBLE parents took him to BRILLIANT BURGER, he’d snatch loads of their Krazy Ketchup sachets to stash in his bedroom, just in case the world ended or all the ketchup factories burned down.

[image: image] Krazy Ketchup. The nicest two words in the English language. (Apart from chocolate, PIZZA, BURGER, CHIPS, Make Your Own Hot Fudge Sundae, and No School Today.)



[image: image]





Unfortunately, Horrid Henry’s parents HATED ketchup. They HATED the taste of ketchup. They HATED the smell of ketchup. Most of all, they HATED it when Henry wanted ketchup at every meal.
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But how else could he eat his parents’ DISGUSTING food? One day Mum and Dad would find his skeleton in a corner, bony hands outstretched towards the fridge . . .

Didn’t they know you could die from lack of ketchup?

“My family eat everything with ketchup,” said Ralph. “Pasta with ketchup, mashed potatoes with ketchup, [image: image] with ketchup. And I always squirt my own. I’m not a baby.”

“See?” said Henry.

 Mum made a face.

“Everyone I know gets to squirt their own ketchup,” wailed Horrid Henry. “Everyone except me. I wish Ralph’s parents were mine instead of you.”
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Mum looked at Dad. 

Dad looked at Mum.

“No one I know squirts their own,” said Perfect Peter. “Little children always take too much.”

Horrid Henry kicked Peter under the table.

“Mum!” squealed Peter. “Henry kicked me.” 

“Didn’t.”
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“Did.”

“It was an accident,” said Horrid Henry. “I was just stretching my legs. I can’t help it if yours got in the way.”

“What’s for [image: image]?” said Ralph rudely, pushing away his plate. 

“Fruit salad,” said Mum. 

“BLECCCCCH,” said Rude Ralph. “I’m not eating dinner here again.”
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Horrid Henry lay on his bed reading a Mutant Max comic and scoffing a few [image: image] from his top-secret tin.

Knock knock.

Henry leapt up and ran to his desk.

 “I’m doing my homework,” he said.

Mum and Dad peeped round the door.

“Maybe we’ve been too strict,” said Mum.

What? thought Henry.




“We’ll try it tomorrow and see,” said Dad.
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“Try what?” said Horrid Henry, scowling. Some YUCKY new food? Making him do even more chores? Living without [image: image]

“Try letting you squirt your own ketchup,” said Mum.

Henry’s jaw [image: image]. Was it possible that his parents had actually listened? That for once in his life he was getting his own way? Had Aliens taken over their bodies?

But Horrid Henry wasn’t going to ruin everything by asking.

“Ketchup ketchup ketchup here I come!” he crowed. Oh happy happy day.
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Sniff. Sniff. Sniff.









Horrid Henry stopped turning all of Peter’s sheep upside down.

What was that [image: image] smell? Henry sniffed again.

CHIPS! thought Horrid Henry. He could smell their lovely frying golden goodness all the way upstairs.
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They were actually having CHIPS with dinner. On the first day that the new squirt-your-own-ketchup rules applied.
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