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Have you read them all?


1. The Naughtiest Girl in the School


2. The Naughtiest Girl Again


3. The Naughtiest Girl is a Monitor


4. Here’s the Naughtiest Girl


5. The Naughtiest Girl Keeps a Secret


6. The Naughtiest Girl Helps a Friend


7. The Naughtiest Girl Saves the Day


8. Well Done, the Naughtiest Girl


9. The Naughtiest Girl Wants to Win


10. The Naughtiest Girl Marches On
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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 pinpoint 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 among 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


BACK AT WHYTELEAFE


ELIZABETH WAS excited. The long summer holidays were almost over, and it was time to think of going back to school. Her mother, Mrs Allen, was busy getting all her things ready, and Elizabeth was helping her to pack the big trunk.


‘Oh, Mummy, it’s fun to think I’ll see all my friends again soon!’ said Elizabeth. ‘It’s lovely to be going back to Whyteleafe School once more. The winter term ought to be great fun.’


Her mother looked at Elizabeth and laughed. ‘Elizabeth,’ she said, ‘do you remember what a fuss you made about going away to school for the first time last term? Do you remember how you said you would be so naughty and disobedient that you would soon be sent back home again? I’m glad to see you so happy this term – looking forward to going back.’


‘Yes, I was stupid and silly,’ said Elizabeth, going red as she remembered herself a few months back. ‘Goodness, when I remember the things I said and did! Do you know, I wouldn’t even share the cakes and things I took back? And I was so awfully rude and naughty in class – and I just wouldn’t go to bed at the right time or do anything I was told. I was quite, quite determined to be sent back home!’


‘And after all you weren’t sent back, because you found you wanted to stay,’ said Mrs Allen, with a smile. ‘Well, well, I hope you won’t be the naughtiest girl in the school this term.’


‘I don’t expect I shall,’ said Elizabeth. ‘I shan’t be the best either – because I do fly into tempers, you know, and I don’t think before I speak. I’m sure to get into trouble of some sort! But never mind, I’ll get out of it again, and I’ll really do my best this term.’


‘Good girl,’ said her mother, shutting down the lid of the trunk. ‘Now look, Elizabeth – this is your tuckbox. I’ve put a tin of toffees in, a big chocolate cake, a tin of shortbread and a large pot of blackcurrant jam. That’s all I can get in. But I think it’s enough, don’t you?’


‘Oh, yes, thank you, Mummy,’ said Elizabeth joyfully. ‘The others will love all those. I wonder if Joan’s mother will give her a tuckbox this term.’


Joan was Elizabeth’s friend. She had been to stay with Elizabeth in the summer holidays and the two had had a lovely time together. Then Joan had gone back home again for a week or two before school began. Elizabeth was looking forward to seeing her friend again – what fun to sleep in the same dormitory together, to sit in the same form and play the same games!


Elizabeth had told her mother all about Whyteleafe School. It was a school for boys and girls together, and the children ruled themselves, and were seldom punished by the masters or mistresses. Every week a big School Meeting was held, and all the children had to attend. The head boy and girl were the Judges, and twelve monitors, chosen by the children themselves, were the Jury. Any grumbles or complaints had to be brought to the Meeting and, if any child had behaved wrongly, the children themselves thought out a suitable punishment.


Poor Elizabeth had suffered badly at the weekly Meetings, for she had been so naughty and disobedient, and had broken every rule in the school. But now she had come to see that good behaviour was best not only for herself but for the whole school too, and she was very much looking forward to everything. Perhaps this term she could show just how good she could be, instead of just how naughty!


She was to leave the next day. Everything was packed up. She had a new lacrosse stick and a new hockey stick, for both games were played at Whyteleafe. Elizabeth was very proud of these. She had never played either game before, but she meant to be very good indeed at them. How she would run! What a lot of goals she would shoot!


Her mother took her up to London to catch the train that was ready to take her and the other girls and boys to the school. Elizabeth danced on to the London platform, and cried out in delight to see all her friends waiting there.


‘Joan! You’re here first! Oh, how do you do, Mrs Townsend! Have you come to see Joan off ?’


‘Yes,’ said Mrs Townsend. ‘How do you do, Mrs Allen? I’m glad to see the naughtiest girl in the school looking so delighted to be going back to Whyteleafe again!’


‘Oh, don’t tease me,’ said Elizabeth. ‘I’m not the naughtiest girl any more! Oh, look – there’s Nora! Nora, Nora! Did you have good holidays?’


Nora, tall and dark, turned and waved to Elizabeth. ‘Hallo, kid!’ she said. ‘So you’re coming back again, are you? Dear, dear, we shall have to make a whole set of new rules for you, I expect.’


Mrs Townsend laughed. ‘There you are, Elizabeth!’ she said. ‘Everybody will tease you. They will find it hard to forget how naughty you were in your first term at Whyteleafe!’


‘Look! There’s Harry!’ cried Joan. ‘Harry! You know those rabbits you gave Elizabeth and me last term? Well, they’re grown up now, and they’ve got babies of their own. I’ve got two of them with me to take back to school for my own pets.’


‘Good!’ said Harry. ‘Hallo, Elizabeth! How tanned you are! Hie, John – here’s Elizabeth! You’d better start planning your winter gardening with her.’


John Terry came up. He was a tall, strong boy, about twelve years old, so fond of gardening that he was head of the school garden, under Mr Johns, a master. He and Elizabeth had planned all kinds of things for the winter term.


‘Hallo, Elizabeth!’ he said. ‘Have you brought that gardening book you promised? Good! We’ll have some fun this term, digging, and burning up rubbish!’


The two of them talked eagerly for a minute or two, and then another boy came up, dark-haired and serious-faced. He took Elizabeth’s arm.


‘Hallo, Richard!’ said Elizabeth. ‘You are a mean thing – you said you’d write to me and you didn’t! I bet you haven’t practised once during the holidays!’


Richard smiled. He was a splendid musician for his age and could play both piano and violin beautifully. He and Elizabeth shared a great love for music, and the two of them had been twice encored when they played duets at the school concert.


‘I went to stay with my grandfather,’ he said. ‘He has a really marvellous violin, and he let me use it. I just didn’t think of anything but music all the time I was on holiday. Thanks for your card. The writing was so bad I could only read your name at the end – but still, thanks all the same!’


‘Oh!’ began Elizabeth indignantly, and then she saw the twinkle in Richard’s eye, and laughed. ‘Oh, Richard, I hope Mr Lewis lets us learn duets again this term!’


‘Say goodbye to your people now,’ said Miss Ranger, coming up to the little group. ‘The train is just going. Find places as quickly as you can.’


Miss Ranger was Elizabeth’s form mistress. She was strict, very just and quite a jolly person. Elizabeth and Joan were delighted to see her again. She smiled at them and went on to the next group.


‘Do you remember how Miss Ranger sent you out of the room last term for flipping your rubber at people?’ said Joan, with a giggle, as the two of them jumped into a carriage. Elizabeth laughed. She turned to her mother.


‘Goodbye, Mummy darling!’ she said. ‘You needn’t worry about me this term! I’ll do my best, not my worst!’


The engine whistled loudly. Every boy and girl was now safely in the train. The mothers, fathers, uncles and aunts waved goodbye. The train pulled out of the station and London was soon left behind.


‘Now we’re really off!’ said Elizabeth. She looked round the carriage. Belinda was there, and Nora. Harry had got in, and John Terry too. John was already pulling out a bag of sweets. He offered them round. Everybody took one, and soon chatter and laughter filled the carriage, as the children told about their holidays.


‘Is there anybody new this term, I wonder?’ said Joan. ‘I haven’t seen anyone yet.’


‘Yes, there are two or three newcomers,’ said John. ‘I saw a boy down the other end of the train, and a couple of girls. I should think they’d be in your form. I didn’t like the look of the boy much – sulky-looking creature!’


‘What are the girls like?’ asked Joan. But John hadn’t noticed. ‘Anyway, we shall soon see what they’re like when we arrive,’ said Joan. ‘I say, Elizabeth, what have you got in your tuckbox? My mother has given me a huge box of chocolates, a ginger cake, a tin of golden syrup and a jam sponge sandwich.’


‘Sounds good!’ said Elizabeth. The children began to talk about their tuckboxes, and the time flew past as the train roared on its way.


At last the long journey was over and the train came to a stop at a little country platform. The boys and girls jumped down from their carriages and ran to take their places in two coaches.


‘Let’s look out for the first glimpse of Whyteleafe School!’ said Elizabeth, as the coaches rumbled off. ‘Oh, look – there it is! Isn’t it lovely!’


The children stared up the hill on the top of which was their school. All of them were glad to see it again. Here and there the creeper up the walls was beginning to turn red, and the windows shone in the autumn sun.


Through an enormous archway rumbled the coaches, and up to the front door. Elizabeth remembered the first time she had arrived there, five months before, at the beginning of the summer term. How she had hated it! Now she was glad to jump down the coach steps with the other children and race into the school.


She looked around for the new girls and boy. She saw them standing rather forlornly together, wondering where to go. Elizabeth took Joan’s arm. ‘Let’s go and look after the new ones,’ she said. ‘They’re looking a bit lost.’


‘Right!’ said Joan, and they went up to the three children. They were all about eleven or twelve years old, though the boy was big for his age.


‘Come with us and we’ll show you where to wash, and where to go for dinner,’ said Elizabeth. They all looked at her gratefully. Rita, the head girl, came by just then, and beamed at Elizabeth.


‘So you’ve taken the newcomers under your wing,’ she said. ‘I was just coming to see about them. Good! Thanks, Elizabeth and Joan!’


‘That’s the head girl,’ said Elizabeth to the boy and two girls. ‘And look – that’s William, our head boy. They’re both fine. Come on. I’ll show you the cloakrooms and we can all wash.’


Off they all went, and were soon washing and drying themselves in the big cloakroom downstairs. Then into the dining hall they went, hungry as hunters. How glad they were to smell a good stew, and see the carrots and onions floating in it!


‘It’s grand to be back again!’ said Elizabeth, looking happily around, and smiling at all the faces she knew. ‘I wonder what adventures we’ll have this term.’


‘Perhaps we shan’t have any,’ said Joan. But she was wrong. Plenty of things were going to happen that term!
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CHAPTER TWO


SETTLING DOWN


EVERYONE SOON settled down. Except for a few new children, the girls and boys were the same as the term before. Some had gone up into a higher form, and felt rather grand for the first few days. The new boy and two new girls were all in Elizabeth’s form.


Miss Ranger took down their names: ‘Jennifer Harris, Kathleen Peters, Robert Jones.’


Jennifer was a jolly-looking girl, with straight hair cut short, and a thick fringe. Her brown eyes twinkled, and the other girls felt that she would be good fun.


Kathleen Peters was a pasty-faced girl, very plain and spotty. Her hair was greasy-looking, and she had a very unpleasant expression, almost a scowl. Nobody liked her at all, those first few days.


Robert Jones was a big boy for his age, with a rather sullen face, though when he smiled he was quite different.


‘I don’t like Robert’s mouth, do you?’ said Joan to Elizabeth. ‘His lips are so thin and pursed up. He doesn’t look very kind.’


‘Oh well, we can’t help our mouths!’ said Elizabeth.


‘I think you’re wrong there,’ said Joan. ‘I think people make their own faces, as they grow.’


Elizabeth laughed. ‘Well, it’s a pity poor Kathleen Peters didn’t make a better face for herself,’ she said.


‘Sh!’ said Joan. ‘She’ll hear!’


The first week went by slowly. New books were given out, and lovely new pencils and pens. The children were given their places in class, and Joan and Elizabeth sat next to one another, much to their delight. They were by the window and could see out into the flowery garden.


Any child who wanted to could help in the garden. John Terry was willing to give anyone a patch, providing they would promise to keep it properly. These little patches, backing on to an old sunny wall, were interesting little spots. Some children liked to grow salads, some grew flowers, and one child, who loved roses better than anything, had six beautiful rose trees and nothing else.


Elizabeth didn’t want a patch. She wanted to help John in the much bigger garden of which he was in charge. She was longing to make plans with him about it. She had all kinds of ideas about gardens, and had read her gardening book from end to end twice during the holidays.


The children were allowed to have their own pets, though not dogs or cats, as these were too difficult to deal with, and could not be kept in cages. Some children had rabbits, some had guinea pigs, a few had fantail pigeons that lived in a big pigeon house on a pole, and one or two had canaries or goldfish. It was fun having pets. Not all the children had them – only those who were fond of animals or birds. The pets were kept in a big, airy shed not far from the stables where the horses lived that the children were allowed to ride.


Hens and ducks were kept, of course and, although these belonged to the school, any child who wished could help to care for them and feed them. There were three beautiful Jersey cows in the meadow too, and one girl and boy milked these every day. They had to be up early in the morning, but they didn’t mind at all. It was fun!


Jennifer Harris had some pets. They were small white mice, and she was very fond of them indeed. They were kept in a big cage, and she cleaned it out every day, so that it was spotless. No one else had white mice at that time, and Elizabeth and Joan went with Jennifer to see them.


‘Aren’t they sweet?’ said Jennifer, letting a mouse run up her sleeve. ‘Do you see their pink eyes? Elizabeth, would you like to let that one run up your sleeve? It’s such a lovely feeling.’


‘Well, I don’t think I will, thank you,’ said Elizabeth politely. ‘It may be a lovely feeling to you, but it might not be for me.’


‘Hallo! Are these your white mice, Jennifer?’ asked Harry, coming up. ‘I say, aren’t they lovely? Golly, you’ve got one peeping out from your neck – did you know?’


‘Oh, yes,’ said Jennifer. ‘Take it, Harry. It will run up your sleeve and come out at your neck too.’


Sure enough it did! It ran up the boy’s sleeve, and soon its tiny nose was peeping out behind his collar. Joan shivered.


‘I really don’t think I could bear that,’ she said.


The bell rang and the mice were hurriedly put back into their cage. Joan went to have a last peep at her two rabbits. They were fat and contented. She shared them with Elizabeth and was very fond of them indeed.


Teatime and suppertime the first week were lovely, because the children were allowed to take what they liked from their tuckboxes. How they enjoyed the cakes, sandwiches, sweets, chocolates, potted meat and jams they brought back with them! Everybody shared, though the new boy, Robert, didn’t look too pleased about it, and Elizabeth noticed that Kathleen Peters did not offer any of her sweets round, though she shared her potted meat readily enough.


Elizabeth remembered how selfish she had been about sharing her own things at the beginning of her first term, so she held her tongue and said nothing.


I can’t very well blame other people for a thing I’ve done myself, she thought. I’m jolly glad I’m different now!


The big happening of each week was the School Meeting. The whole school attended, and any of the masters and mistresses who wished to. The two headmistresses, Miss Belle and Miss Best, always did, and Mr Johns usually came too. But they sat at the back, and did not take any part in the Meeting unless the children called upon them for help.


It was a kind of school parliament, where the children made their own rules, heard grumbles and complaints, judged one another and punished bad behaviour.


It was not pleasant to have one’s faults brought before the whole school and discussed, but on the other hand it was much better for everyone to know their own failings and have them brought out into the open, instead of fearing them and keeping them secret, so that they grew bigger. Many a child had been cured forever of such things as cheating or lying by having the sympathy and help of the whole school.


The first School Meeting was held about a week after school began. The girls and boys filed into the gym, where a big table had been placed for the twelve monitors, who were the Jury. These had been chosen at the last Meeting of the summer term, and would remain monitors for a month, when they could either be chosen again, or others put into their place.


Everyone had to stand when William and Rita, the head boy and head girl, came into the gym. They sat down and everyone else sat too.


William knocked on the table with a small wooden hammer, and the children were quiet.


‘There isn’t much to say today,’ said the head boy. ‘I expect the new children have been told why we hold this big Meeting every week, and what we do at it. You see at this table our twelve monitors, and you all know why they are chosen. We chose them ourselves because we can trust them to be sensible, loyal and kind, and therefore you must obey them and keep the rules they make.’


Then Rita spoke. ‘I hope you have all brought your money with you. As the new children probably know, any money we have is put into this big box, and out of it we take two shillings for every person each week. Out of that you must buy anything you need, such as stamps, sweets, ribbons, shoelaces, and so on. If you want any more than two shillings, you must say why, and it will be given to you if it is deserved. Now will you please get your money ready. Nora, take round the box.’


Nora got up. She took the big box and handed it down each row. The children all put in their money. The new boy, Robert Jones, looked most annoyed.


‘I say,’ he said, ‘you know I’ve got a whole pound from my grandfather. I don’t see why I should put it into the box. I shan’t see it again!’


‘Robert, some of us have too much money and some of us have too little,’ explained William. ‘It sometimes happens that we have a birthday and get lots of money, and sometimes we haven’t any at all. Well, by putting all our money into the big box each week, we can always have two shillings to spend – the same for everyone, you see, which is quite fair – and if we need anything beyond that, we can always get it if the Jury give permission. So put in your money.’


Robert put his pound note in, and did not look at all pleased. His face looked even more sulky than usual!


‘Cheer up!’ whispered Elizabeth, but he gave her such a scowl that she said no more. Nora took the box back to the table. It was very heavy now.


Two shillings were given out to everyone, and the money went into pockets and purses. Rita and William had the same as everyone else.


‘Any extra money wanted this week?’ asked William, looking round the school.


Kenneth stood up. ‘Could I have an extra sixpence?’ he asked. ‘I borrowed a book out of the school library and I can’t find it, and I’ve been fined sixpence.’


‘Take it out of your two shillings,’ said William, and the Jury nodded in agreement. ‘I don’t see why the school’s money should pay you for being careless, Kenneth! There are too many books lost. Pay the school library sixpence, and you can have it back when you find the book. No extra money granted!’


A girl stood up. ‘My mother is abroad and I have to write to her each week, of course, but the letters have to have a sevenpence stamp on. Could I possibly have a little extra money allowed for that?’


The Jury discussed the matter. They agreed that it was hard luck on Mary to have to spend so much money on one letter each week.


‘Well, you can have four ha’penny extra each week,’ said Rita at last. ‘That means you pay the usual twopence ha’penny for a stamp, and the school money pays the rest. That’s quite fair.’


‘Oh, yes,’ said Mary gratefully. ‘Thank you.’ Fourpence ha’penny was given to her, and she put it into her purse.


‘I think that’s all the business for this week,’ said Rita, looking at her notes. ‘You all understand that any bad behaviour, such as unkindness, disobedience, cheating, bullying, and so on, must be brought before this Meeting each week. But I hope that the new children will understand that this does not mean telling tales. Perhaps their monitor will explain everything to them.’


‘Yes, I will,’ said Nora.


‘Now, any complaints or grumbles before we go?’ asked William, looking up. But there were none. So the Meeting broke up, and the children filed out of the gym. Elizabeth was rather silent as she went. She was remembering the bad time she had had last term at the Meeting. How defiant and rude she had been! She could hardly believe it now.


She went off with Joan to feed the rabbits. One was so tame that it would lie quite peacefully in Elizabeth’s arms, and she loved that.


‘Isn’t everything peaceful this term?’ said Joan. ‘I hope it goes on like this, don’t you?’


But it wasn’t going to be peaceful for long!
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CHAPTER THREE


ELIZABETH MAKES AN ENEMY


IT WAS two of the new children who disturbed the peace of the form. When Robert had settled down and found his feet, the other boys and girls found that he was spiteful and unkind. And they discovered too that Kathleen Peters, the spotty girl, was so quarrelsome that it was really very difficult to be nice to her.


On the other hand, Jennifer Harris was great fun. She was a wonderful mimic and could imitate the masters and mistresses marvellously, especially Mam’zelle. Mam’zelle wagged her hands rather a lot, and her voice went up and down when she spoke. Jennifer could put on a face exactly like Mam’zelle’s, and talked and wagged her hands in a manner so like her that she sent the class into fits of laughter.


‘Jenny’s fine,’ said Elizabeth. ‘But I simply can’t bear Robert or Kathleen. You know, I think Robert’s cruel, Joan.’


‘Why do you think that?’ asked Joan. ‘Has he been unkind to you?’


‘No, not to me,’ said Elizabeth. ‘But I heard someone squealing yesterday and I saw little Janet running away from him, crying. I called out to know what was wrong, but she wouldn’t tell me. I believe Robert had been pinching her or something.’


‘I shouldn’t be surprised,’ said Joan.


Belinda Green heard what they were saying and came up.


‘I think Robert’s a bully,’ she said. ‘He’s always running after the smaller ones, and jumping out at them, and giving them sly pinches.’


‘The hateful thing!’ cried Elizabeth, who always hated any unfairness. ‘Wait till I catch him! I’ll jolly well report him at the very next Meeting!’


‘Well, be sure to get your facts right,’ said Belinda, ‘or Robert will say you are telling tales, and then you won’t be listened to.’


Robert came up at that moment and the three of them said no more. Robert bumped hard into Elizabeth as he passed and nearly sent her into the wall.


‘Oh, I didn’t see you!’ he said, with a grin, and went on down the room. Elizabeth went red with rage. She took a step after Robert, but Joan pulled her back.


‘He only did it to make you annoyed,’ she said. ‘Don’t be annoyed!’


‘I can’t help being,’ said Elizabeth furiously. ‘Rude, clumsy thing!’


It was time to go into class then, and there was no time to do anything more. Robert was in Elizabeth’s class, and she glared at him as she sat down. He made an extraordinary face at her – and they were enemies from that moment.


When Robert got nearly all his sums wrong, Elizabeth smiled with pleasure. ‘Serves you right!’ she said in a loud whisper. Unfortunately Miss Ranger heard it.


‘Is there any need to gloat over bad work done by somebody else?’ she said coldly – and then it was Robert’s turn to grin with delight.


Each of them was pleased when the other did badly – though Elizabeth got more laughs out of Robert than he did out of her, for she was a clever girl and found lessons easy. Robert was much slower, though he was bigger and taller.


At games they did all they could to defeat each other. They were very often on opposite sides, and if Robert could give Elizabeth a whack over the hand with his lacrosse stick, or a blow on the ankle with his hockey stick, he would. Elizabeth was not an unkind girl, but she found herself lying in wait for Robert too, and giving him a hard blow whenever she could.


Mr Warlow, the games master, soon noticed this, and he called the two of them to him.


‘You are playing a game, not fighting a battle,’ he told them gravely. ‘Keep your likes and dislikes out of hockey and lacrosse, please, and play fairly.’


Elizabeth was ashamed, and stopped trying to hurt Robert, but Robert took an even greater delight in giving Elizabeth a bruise whenever he could, though now he was careful to do it when Mr Warlow was not watching.


‘Elizabeth, you really are stupid to make an enemy of Robert,’ said Nora one day. ‘He is much bigger than you are. Keep out of his way. You’ll lose your temper one day and put yourself in the wrong. That’s what he’s hoping for.’


But Elizabeth would not listen to advice of that sort. ‘I’m not afraid of Robert!’ she said scornfully.


‘That isn’t the point,’ said Nora. ‘He’s only doing all this to annoy you, and if only you’d take no notice of him, and not try to pay him back, he’d soon get tired of it.’


‘He’s a hateful bully!’ said Elizabeth.


‘You’re not to say things like that unless you have real proof,’ said Nora, at once. ‘And if you have real proof, then you must make a complaint at the Meeting. That’s the place to accuse people of things. You know that quite well.’


Elizabeth made a sulky face and went off by herself. Why couldn’t Nora believe her? Oh, well, Nora wasn’t in her form and didn’t know that hateful Robert as well as she, Elizabeth, knew him.


The next afternoon, after tea, Elizabeth went round to play with the rabbits. On the way she heard somebody calling out in a pleading voice, ‘Please don’t swing me so high! Please don’t!’


Elizabeth peeped round at the swings. She saw a small boy on one, about nine years old. Robert was swinging him and, my goodness, wasn’t he swinging him high!


‘I feel sick!’ cried the boy, whose name was Peter. ‘I shall be sick! I shall fall off. Let me down, Robert, let me down! Don’t swing me any more!’


But Robert took no notice of the small boy’s shouting. His thin lips were pursed together and, with an unkind gleam in his eyes, he went on pushing the swing – high, high, higher!


Elizabeth was so angry that she had to blink her eyes to see clearly. She ran to Robert.


‘Stop!’ she cried. ‘You’re not to do that! You’ll make Peter ill.’


‘Mind your own business,’ said Robert. ‘He asked me to give him a swing and I’m giving him one. Go away, you interfering girl. You’re always poking your nose where it isn’t wanted.’


‘Oh, I’m not!’ cried Elizabeth. She tried to catch hold of the swing as it came down, to stop it, but Robert was too quick for her. He gave her a push and sent her spinning into a bush. Then he sent the swing even higher than ever.


‘I’ll go and tell somebody!’ cried Elizabeth, picking herself up.


‘Tell-tale, tell-tale!’ chanted Robert, giving the swing another push. Elizabeth lost her temper completely and rushed at the aggravating boy. She caught hold of his hair and tugged at it so hard that she pulled a whole handful out! Then she slapped his face and gave him such a punch in his middle that he doubled himself up with a groan.
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