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The giant teacups bobbed down the lazy river.


“Wheeeeeeee,” squealed Perfect Peter.


“Wheeeeeeee,” squealed Tidy Ted.


“Wheeeeeeee,” squealed Perky Parveen.


“Wheeeeeee!” squealed all the mini ninnies seated in the giant floating teacups.


TERRIFIED SCREAMS rang out from a nearby ride. Moody Margaret and Sour Susan and Brainy Brian and Jazzy Jim were whizzing down Belly Flop Drop in a bouncing rubber raft which twisted and looped and spun backwards.


“Duck,” hissed Henry. “Don’t let them see us.”


Horrid Henry and RUDE RALPH slunk down in their little seats as low as they could. If Margaret or any of their classmates saw them riding in the toddler teacups, their names would be mud for ever.
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“Sit up, Henry,” said Miss Battle-Axe. “You too, Ralph.”


Horrid Henry groaned.


How had he, Horrid Henry, ended up trapped in a giant teacup with MISS BATTLE-AXE and his wormy worm brother and the rest of Miss Lovely’s infant class at WILD WATER-SLIDE PARK? He wanted to go racing down the ZOOM OF DOOM, the TWISTING, LOOPING, rollercoaster water slide with the world’s STEEPEST drop. Where cannonballs blasted you as you hurtled backwards through waterfalls, flipping you upside down and spinning you as you crashed SCREAMING into Crocodile Creek. Or Belly Flop Drop, with its jet sprays and stomach-churning twists. Or CRASH SPLASH, where rubber rings raced towards each other before veering off into TUNNELS OF TERROR.


The shame. The misery. The horror of being trapped in giant teacups instead. With – oh WOE – only more baby rides to come.


It was so unfair. He’d worked his fingers to the bone earning all those badges.
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Was it his fault he’d disappeared with RUDE RALPH on the last class trip? The class had got lost, not them. Or that he’d jumped from the little white train chugging around the Second World War airfield on the school trip before that, because he’d seen a plane he needed to investigate? That certainly wasn’t his fault – it was the school’s, for not showing them anything interesting.


“Gondola ride on the Baby Bayou next, everyone,” smiled Miss Lovely.


“Yay,” trilled the infants.


“The gondolas are so exciting,” said Goody-Goody Gordon.


“I don’t want to go on the stupid gondola ride!” yelled Horrid Henry. “I want to go on the ZOOM OF DOOM!!”


“That’s much too scary,” said Perfect Peter.


“It’s a straight drop to the bottom,” GASPED Tidy Ted.


“I’m scared of heights,” whimpered Perky Parveen.


“Don’t worry, we won’t be going anywhere near the ZOOM OF DOOM,” said Miss Lovely.


“I want to go on the ZOOM OF DOOM!” howled Horrid Henry.


“Henry. Ralph. You’re staying with me,” said MISS BATTLE-AXE. “And that’s final. There will be no repeat of last year. Or the year before that. And as I DO NOT LIKE water slides, we will be sticking with Miss Lovely’s class.”


“NOOOOOOOOOOOO!” howled Horrid Henry.


“NOOOOOOOOOOOO!” howled Rude Ralph.
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“YES,” snapped MISS BATTLE-AXE. She shuddered. UGGHH. She would rather swim with SHARKS than go on a water slide and be hurled backwards into an abyss. The very thought made her feel faint. Once when she was a little girl she’d tried a teeny weeny rollercoaster and spent a week recovering from the fright in a darkened room. No water slides for her.


Horrid Henry scowled. He had to escape from Miss Battle-Axe and get on the ZOOM OF DOOM. He had to. He loved scary rides and BIG DROPS and ROLLERCOASTERS more than ANYTHING in the whole wide world. The TWISTIER, the TURNIER, the more terrifying the better. And – oh, the AGONY – here he was, finally, at WILD WATER-SLIDE PARK, and he was trapped with the infants.


He whispered to RUDE RALPH.
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Ralph smiled.


“Good plan,” he said.


Just as their giant teacup reached the dock, RUDE RALPH stood up, wobbled and toppled over the side into the river. He started splashing and SHRIEKING.
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“Man overboard!” shouted Horrid Henry. “HELP! HELP!” He’d escape in all the commotion and get straight on the ZOOM OF DOOM before anyone could stop him.


Henry leapt off the teacup.


A hideous hand grabbed his shoulder.


“Not so fast,” said MISS BATTLE-AXE.


“Why aren’t you rescuing Ralph?” screamed Henry. “He’s drowning.”


“HELP!” yelped Ralph, SPLUTTERING and FLAILING. “HELP!”


“Stand up, Ralph,” said MISS BATTLE-AXE. “Now.”
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Slowly, RUDE RALPH stood up in the shallow water, which only reached his knees.


RATS.


“Everyone get in line and follow me to the Baby Bayou,” trilled Miss Lovely.


“Yay,” said Perfect Peter. “The Baby Bayou is my favourite ride.”


Horrid Henry pinched Peter.


Perfect Peter screamed.


“Henry pinched me!” he wailed.


“I was just checking to see if you were an alien,” hissed Henry. “And you are.”


Moody Margaret and Sour Susan strolled past, laughing.


“Oh wow, that was so much fun,” squealed Moody Margaret.


“Yeah,” squealed Sour Susan.


“Let’s go on the ZOOM OF DOOM now,” said Margaret loudly. “And then Belly Flop Drop again.”


“Yeah,” said Sour Susan.


“Did you enjoy the giant teacups, Henry? I hope you weren’t too scared,” said Moody Margaret, smirking.


Horrid Henry gritted his teeth.


What could he say? Or do? Other than hope that a GIANT SEA MONSTER would rise up from the Lazy River and swallow Margaret whole.




[image: image]







[image: image]





“Too bad you won’t get to ride the ZOOM OF DOOM, Henry,” said Margaret.


“NAH NAH NE NAH NAH,” jeered Margaret and Susan, racing off to join the long queue snaking away from the entrance to the ZOOM OF DOOM.


“We’ve got to escape,” muttered Horrid Henry.
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