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EVERYONE LOVES HORRID HENRY!
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“All Horrid Henry stories are a joy to read”


Daily mail


“Loved by primary school children the world over”


Independent


“There is little like Horrid Henry to get young boys, especially, off the reading blocks”


The Times


“I love reading these books to my girls”


Frank Lampard


“You can’t go wrong with a Horrid Henry title if you have children who are reluctant to read: his mischievous antics hold universal appeal for boys and girls . . . So hilarious it will have young readers laughing out loud. These easy-to-read stories are a great way to develop reading skills”


Waterstones Books Quarterly


“Henry speaks to the imp in every child. The humour is pitch perfect and, of course, Francesca Simon absolutely nails the dynamics of sibling rivalry”


Bookseller


“Few naughty characters have captured the hearts of children like Horrid Henry. The anarchic comedy of Francesca Simon’s writing coupled with Tony Ross’s scratchy illustrations make Henry one of the most enduring menaces in literature”


Guardian
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“Now Henry,” said Dad.


“Today is the first day of school. A chance for a fresh start with a new teacher.”


“Yeah, yeah,” scowled Horrid Henry.


He hated the first day of term. Another year, another teacher to show who was boss. His first teacher, Miss Marvel, had run screaming from the classroom after two weeks. His next teacher, Mrs Zip, had run screaming from the classroom after one day. Breaking in new teachers wasn’t easy, thought Henry, but someone had to do it.


Dad got out a piece of paper and waved it.


“Henry, I never want to read another school report like this again,” he said. “Why can’t your school reports be like Peter’s?”


Henry started whistling.


“Pay attention, Henry,” shouted Dad. “This is important. Look at this report.”
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“What about my report?” said Perfect Peter.


Dad beamed.


“Your report was perfect, Peter,” said Dad. “Keep up the wonderful work.”


Peter smiled proudly.
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“You’ll just have to try harder, Henry,” said Peter, smirking.


Horrid Henry was a shark sinking his teeth into a drowning sailor.


“OWWWW,” shrieked Peter. “Henry bit me!”


“Don’t be horrid, Henry!” shouted Dad. “Or no TV for a week.”


“I don’t care,” muttered Henry. When he became king he’d make it a law that parents, not children, had to go to school.
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Horrid Henry pushed and shoved his way into class and grabbed the seat next to Rude Ralph.


“NAH NAH NE NAH NAH, I’ve got a new football,” said Ralph.


Henry didn’t have a football. He’d kicked his through Moody Margaret’s window.


“Who cares?” said Horrid Henry.


The classroom door slammed. It was Mr Nerdon, the toughest, meanest, nastiest teacher in the school.
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“SILENCE!” he said, glaring at them with his bulging eyes. “I don’t want to hear a sound. I don’t even want to hear anyone breathe.”
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The class held its breath.


“GOOD!” he growled. “I’m Mr Nerdon.”


Henry snorted. What a stupid name.


“Nerd,” he whispered to Ralph.


Rude Ralph GIGGLED.


“Nerdy Nerd,” whispered Horrid Henry, snickering.


Mr Nerdon walked up to Henry and jabbed his finger in his face.


“Quiet, you horrible boy!” said Mr Nerdon. “I’ve got my eye on you. Oh yes. I’ve heard about your other teachers. Bah! I’m made of stronger stuff. There will be NO NONSENSE in my class.”


We’ll see about that, thought Henry.


“Our first sums for the year are on the board. Now get to work,” ordered Mr Nerdon.


Horrid Henry had an idea.


Quickly he scribbled a note to Ralph.
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Horrid Henry took a deep breath and went to work. He rolled up some paper, stuffed it in his mouth, and SPAT it out.


The spitball whizzed through the air and pinged Mr Nerdon on the back of his neck.


Mr Nerdon wheeled round.


“You!” snapped Mr Nerdon. “Don’t you mess witH me!”


“It wasn’t me !” said Henry. “It was Ralph.”


“liar!” said Mr Nerdon. “Sit at the back of the class.”


Horrid Henry moved his seat next to Clever Clare.


“Move over, Henry!” HISSED Clare. “You’re on my side of the desk.”


Henry shoved her.


“Move over yourself,” he HISSED back.


Then Horrid Henry reached over and broke Clare’s pencil.


“HENRY BROKE MY PENCIL!” shrieked Clare.


Mr Nerdon moved Henry next to Weepy William.


Henry PINCHED him.


Mr Nerdon moved Henry next to Tough Toby.
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Henry JIGGLED the desk.


Mr Nerdon moved Henry next to Lazy Linda.


Henry scribbled all over her paper.


Mr Nerdon moved Henry next to Moody Margaret.


Moody Margaret drew a line down the middle of the desk.


“Cross that line, Henry, and you’re DEAD,” said Margaret under her breath.


Henry looked up. Mr Nerdon was writing spelling words on the board.


Henry started to rub out Margaret’s line.


“STOP IT, HENRY,” said Mr Nerdon, without turning round.


Henry stopped.


Mr Nerdon continued writing.


Henry pulled Margaret’s hair.


Mr Nerdon moved Henry next to Beefy Bert, the biggest boy in the class.
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Beefy Bert was chewing his pencil and trying to add 2 + 2 without much luck.


Horrid Henry inched his chair on to Beefy Bert’s side of the desk.


Bert ignored him.


Henry poked him.


Bert ignored him.


Henry HIT him.
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The next thing Henry knew he was lying on the floor, looking up at the ceiling. Beefy Bert continued chewing his pencil.


“What happened, Bert?” said Mr Nerdon.


“I dunno,” said Beefy Bert.


“Get up off the floor, Henry!” said Mr Nerdon. A faint smile appeared on the teacher’s slimy lips.


“He HIT me!” said Henry. He’d never felt such a punch in his life.


“It was an accident,” said Mr Nerdon. He smirked. “You’ll sit next to Bert from now on.”
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That’s it, thought Henry. Now it’s war.


“How absurd, to be a nerdy bird,” said Horrid Henry behind Mr Nerdon’s back.


Slowly Mr Nerdon turned and walked towards him. His hand was Clenched into a fist.


“Since you’re so good at rhyming,” said Mr Nerdon, “everyone write a poem. Now.”


Henry slumped in his seat and Groaned.
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A poem! Yuck! He hated poems. Even the word poem made him want to throw up.


Horrid Henry caught Rude Ralph’s eye. Ralph was GRINNING and mouthing, “A pound, a pound!” at him. Time was running out. Despite Henry’s best efforts, Mr Nerdon still hadn’t run SCREAMING from the class. Henry would have to act fast to get that football.


What horrible poem could he write?


Horrid Henry smiled. Quickly he picked up his pencil and went to work.
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“Now, who’s my first victim?” said Mr Nerdon. He looked round the room. “Susan! Read your poem.”


Sour Susan stood up and read:
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“Bow wow Bow wow Woof woof woof I’m a dog, not a cat, so . . . SCAT!”
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“NOT ENOUGH RHYMES,” said Mr Nerdon. “Next . . .” He looked round the room. “Graham!”


Greedy Graham stood up and read:
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“Chocolate chocolate chocolate sweet, Cakes and doughnuts can’t be beat. Ice cream is my favourite treat With lots and lots of pie to eat!”


“TOO MANY RHYMES,” said Mr Nerdon. “Next . . .” He scowled at the class.


Henry tried to look as if he didn’t want the teacher to call on him.


[image: images]


[image: images]


“HENRY!” snapped Mr Nerdon. “Read your poem.’”


Horrid Henry stood up and read:
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“Pirates puke on stormy seas, Giants spew on top of trees.”


Henry peeked at Mr Nerdon. He looked pale. Henry continued to read:


“Kings are sick in golden loos, Dogs throw up on Daddy’s shoes.”


Henry peeked again at Mr Nerdon. He looked green. Any minute now, thought Henry, and he’ll be out of here screaming. He read on:


“Babies love to make a mess,
Down the front of Mum’s best dress
And what car ride would be complete,
Without the stink of last night’s treat?”


“That’s enough,” choked Mr Nerdon.


“Wait, I haven’t got to the good bit,” said Horrid Henry.


“I said that’s enough!” gasped Mr Nerdon. “You fail.”


He made a big Black mark in his book.


“I threw up on the boat!” shouted Greedy Graham.


“I threw up on the plane!” shouted Sour Susan.


“I threw up in the car!” shouted Dizzy Dave.


“I SAID THAT’S ENOUGH!” ordered Mr Nerdon. He glared at Horrid Henry. “Get out of here, all of you! It’s lunchtime.”


RATS, thought Henry. Mr Nerdon was one tough teacher.


Rude Ralph grabbed him.


“HA HA, Henry,” said Ralph. “You lose. Gimme that pound.”


“No,” said Henry. “I’ve got until the end of lunch.”


“You can’t do anything to him between now and then,” said Ralph.


“Oh yeah?” said Henry. “Watch me.”


Then Henry had a wonderful, spectacular idea. This was it. The best plan he’d ever had. Someday someone would stick a plaque on the school wall celebrating Henry’s genius. There would be songs written about him. He’d probably even get a medal. But first things first. In order for his plan to work to perfection, he needed Peter.


Perfect Peter was playing hopscotch with his friends Tidy Ted and Spotless Sam.


“Hey Peter,” said Henry. “How would you like to be a real member of the Purple Hand?”


The PURPLE HAND was Horrid Henry’s


secret club. Peter had wanted to join for ages, but naturally Henry would never let him.


Peter’s jaw DROPPED open.


“Me?” said Peter.


“Yes,” said Henry. “If you can pass the SECRET CLUB test.”


“What do I have to do?” said Peter.


“It’s tricky,” said Henry. “And probably much too HARD for you.”


“Tell me, tell me,” said Peter.


“All you have to do is lie down right there below that window and stay absolutely still. You mustn’t move until I tell you to.”


“Why?” said Peter.


“Because that’s the test,” said Henry.


Perfect Peter thought for a moment.


“Are you going to [image: images] something on me?”


“No,” said Henry.


“OK,” said Peter. He lay down obediently.


“And I need your shoes,” said Henry.


“Why?” said Peter.


Henry Scowled.


“Do you want to be in the SECRET CLUB or not?” said Henry.


“I do,” said Peter.


“Then give me your shoes and be quiet,” said Henry. “I’ll be checking on you. If I see you moving one little bit you can’t be in my club.”
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