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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 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

BACK AT WHYTELEAFE SCHOOL

IT WAS the summer term at Whyteleafe School. All the children were back again – Elizabeth, Julian, Harry, John, Martin, Rosemary and the rest. They rushed round the school excitedly, glad to be back.

‘Summer term! My favourite term!’ said Elizabeth Allen, pleased. ‘Hi, Julian – come and look at my new tennis racket!’

Julian came over, humming a little song. His green eyes twinkled at Elizabeth. ‘Hallo,’ he said. ‘What are you going to be this term, Elizabeth? Naughtiest girl in the school? Best girl? Silliest?’

Elizabeth laughed and gave Julian a punch. ‘I’m a monitor, as you jolly well know,’ she said. ‘I’m going to do my best, and be a monitor all the term – not be chucked out in the middle, as I was last term. What about you?’

‘Oh, I’m going to do my best, too – but I’ve got all sorts of bests,’ said Julian, grinning. ‘I’ll beat you at work this term, for one thing – and I’ll beat you at tennis – and I’ll beat you at thinking out a few little tricks to make life cheerful – and …’

‘Oh, Julian – I hope you’ll think of a few tricks,’ said Elizabeth. ‘But please don’t put sneezing powder in the pages of my books again – honestly, it’s awful to have to keep on and on sneezing without stopping.’

‘Right,’ said Julian, ‘I’ll make a note of it!’

Elizabeth was just going to say something more when she caught sight of a boy in the distance. He was so like Julian that she stared in surprise. Same black untidy hair, same green eyes – but what a sulky face!

‘Look – there’s somebody who looks very like you,’ said Elizabeth. ‘He must be a new boy.’

Julian turned. ‘Yes – that’s a cousin of mine. He’s got rather a big opinion of himself, as you’ll soon find out. He didn’t want to come to Whyteleafe School at all.’

‘Why ever not?’ said Elizabeth, who simply couldn’t imagine anyone not wanting to come.

‘Well – he’s not very fond of me,’ said Julian. ‘He doesn’t like people who can do things better than he can – and he’ll be in our form.’

‘And when you use your brains you’ll be top whenever you want to!’ said Elizabeth. ‘Even against me!’

‘That’s easy,’ said Julian, and got another punch. ‘But, quite seriously, Elizabeth, go slow with Patrick – he can be very spiteful. Don’t play the heavy monitor with him too soon or too much.’

‘I shall tick him off if he doesn’t toe the line,’ said Elizabeth at once. ‘How will he behave, do you think?’

‘A bit like you behaved when you first came!’ said Julian, twinkling at her. ‘Don’t you remember? You were the Naughtiest Girl in the School – and you meant to be, too! The things you did!’

Elizabeth went bright pink. ‘You needn’t keep reminding me of that first term,’ she said. ‘I was awful. I just can’t think how I could have behaved like that.’

‘Well, I wasn’t there then,’ said Julian, ‘but I’ve heard plenty about it. I bet you’ll always be known as the Naughtiest Girl, even if you go on being a monitor for the rest of your school days and end up as Head-Girl!’

‘Gosh – I’d never be that,’ said Elizabeth. ‘Whoever heard of a Naughtiest Girl ending up as Head? Here comes your cousin, Julian.’

Julian swung round. ‘Hallo, Patrick,’ he said. ‘Finding your way about a bit? This is Elizabeth. She’s a friend of mine and if you want any help in anything, go to her, because she’s a monitor.’

‘I’m not likely to go to any friend of yours for help!’ said Patrick in a high and mighty voice. ‘And, by the way, you don’t need to spread around the news that I’m your cousin – I’m not really proud of having you for a cousin! Too swollen-headed for my taste!’

He went off, hands in pockets. Julian glared after him. ‘If he wasn’t new I’d shake him till his teeth rattled!’ he said.

Elizabeth was indignant, too. ‘What a cheek from a new boy!’ she said. ‘Well, he won’t cheek me! If he does I’ll report him.’

A bell rang just then, and everyone hurried in to a meal. Elizabeth scrambled for her place at table. She beamed round at everyone. How good it was to be back among all her friends! John Terry grinned at her across the table.

‘Going to help in the garden this term?’ he called. ‘Have you seen all the seeds that have come up since last term? We shall have a fine show this summer.’

John was partly responsible for the gardens of the school. He loved gardening and was very good at it. Elizabeth nodded back at him. ‘Yes – of course I’ll help. I love messing about in the garden.’

Elizabeth was going to be busy this term! She meant to ride each day on one of the school ponies. She meant to practise her tennis hard and get into one of the school teams. She meant to help John with the gardens. She was determined to beat Julian as top of the form whenever she could, and that meant a lot of hard work – and she meant to be a good monitor.

Somebody else meant to beat Julian, too! That was Patrick, his cousin. Patrick was jealous of Julian – he had always been glad when he had heard that his cousin didn’t work hard at school, and had continually been bottom. He knew that Julian had good brains, and it pleased him that he hadn’t used them.

All the same, he hadn’t wanted to go to Whyteleafe School. ‘Mixed boys and girls!’ he thought, scornfully. ‘I’d rather go to an all-boys’ school. Look at that Elizabeth now – fancy me having to take orders from a girl! Well – I shan’t pay much attention to her, anyway!’

He set himself to make a good impression on the others in his form. He entered into everything, and because he was good at games, and could be very comical when he tried, he was soon well-liked.
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