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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

ARABELLA COMES TO STAY

IT WAS in the middle of the Christmas holidays that Mother sprang a surprise on Elizabeth. Christmas was over, and Elizabeth had been to the pantomime and the circus, and to three parties.

Now she was beginning to look forward to going back to boarding-school again. It was dull being an only child, now that she had got used to living with so many girls and boys at Whyteleafe School. She missed their laughter and their chatter, the fun and games they had together.

‘Mother, I love being at home – but I do miss Kathleen and Belinda and Nora and Harry and John and Richard,’ she said. ‘Joan has been over here to see me once or twice, but she’s got a cousin staying with her now, and I don’t expect I’ll see her any more these hols.’

Then Mother gave Elizabeth a surprise.

‘Well,’ she said, ‘I knew you would be lonely – so I have arranged for someone to come and keep you company for the last two weeks of these holidays, Elizabeth.’

‘Mother! Who?’ cried Elizabeth. ‘Somebody I know?’

‘No,’ said Mother. ‘It is a girl who is to go to Whyteleafe School next term – a girl called Arabella Buckley. I am sure you will like her.’

‘Tell me about her,’ said Elizabeth, still very surprised. ‘Why didn’t you tell me this before, Mother?’

‘Well, it has been decided in a hurry,’ said Mother. ‘You know Mrs Peters, don’t you? She has a sister who has to go to America, and she does not want to take Arabella with her. So she wanted to put the child into a boarding-school for a year, perhaps longer.’

‘And she chose Whyteleafe School!’ said Elizabeth. ‘Well, it’s the best school in the world, I think!’

‘That’s what I told Mrs Peters,’ said Mother. ‘And she told her sister – and Mrs Buckley at once went to see the headmistresses, Miss Belle and Miss Best …’

‘The Beauty and the Beast,’ said Elizabeth with a grin.

‘And it was arranged that Arabella should go to Whyteleafe this term,’ went on Mother. ‘As Mrs Buckley had to leave for America almost at once, I offered to have Arabella here – partly as company for you, and partly so that you might be able to tell her a little about Whyteleafe.’

‘Mother, I do hope she’s a nice sort of girl,’ said Elizabeth. ‘It will be fun sharing hols with someone I like, but awful if it’s someone I don’t like.’

‘I have seen Arabella,’ said Mother. ‘She was a very pretty girl with most beautiful manners and she was dressed very nicely too.’

‘Oh,’ said Elizabeth, who was often untidily dressed, and was sometimes too impatient to have very good manners. ‘Mother – I don’t think I like the sound of her very much. Usually beautifully dressed girls aren’t much good at games and things like that.’

‘Well – you’ll see,’ said Mother. ‘Anyway, she is coming tomorrow – so give her a good welcome and tell her as much about Whyteleafe as you can. I am sure she will love it.’

Elizabeth couldn’t help looking forward to Arabella coming, even if she did sound rather goody-goody. She put flowers into the room her new friend was to have, and put beside the bed some of her own favourite books.

‘It will be rather fun to tell someone all about Whyteleafe School,’ she thought. ‘I’m so proud of Whyteleafe. I think it’s marvellous. And oh – I’m to be a monitor next term!’

Impatient, hot-tempered Elizabeth had actually been chosen to be a monitor for the coming term. It had been a great surprise to her, and she had been happier about that than about anything else in her life. She had often thought about it in the holidays, and planned how good and trustworthy and wise she would be next term.

‘No quarrels with anyone – no bad tempers – no silly flare-ups!’ said Elizabeth to herself. She knew her own faults very well. Indeed, all the children at Whyteleafe knew their faults, for it was part of the rule of the school that every child should be helped with his faults – and how could anyone be helped if his faults were not known?

The next day Elizabeth watched from the window for Arabella to come. In the afternoon a rather grand car drew up at the front door. The chauffeur got out and opened the car door – and out stepped someone who looked more like a little princess than a school-girl!

‘Golly!’ said Elizabeth to herself, and thought of her own school tunic of navy blue with its bright yellow badge. ‘Golly! I shall never be able to live up to Arabella!’

Arabella was dressed in a beautiful blue coat with a white fur collar. She wore white fur gloves and a round white fur hat on her fair curls. Her eyes were very blue indeed and had dark lashes that curled up. She had a rather haughty look on her pink and white face as she stepped out of the car.

She looked at Elizabeth’s house as if she didn’t like it very much. The chauffeur rang the bell, and put a trunk and a bag down on the step.

Elizabeth had meant to rush down and give Arabella a hearty welcome. She had decided to call her ‘Bella’ because she thought Arabella rather a stupid name – ‘like a doll’s name,’ thought Elizabeth. But somehow she didn’t feel like calling her ‘Bella’ now.

‘Arabella suits her better after all,’ thought Elizabeth. ‘She is rather like a doll with her golden curls and blue eyes, and lovely coat and hat. I don’t think I like her. In fact – I think I feel a bit afraid of her!’

This was strange, because Elizabeth was rarely afraid of anything or anyone. But she had never before met anyone quite like Arabella Buckley.

‘Although she’s not much older than I am, she looks rather grown-up, and she walks like a grown-up – all proper – and I’m sure she talks like a grown-up too!’ thought Elizabeth. ‘Oh dear, I don’t want to go down and talk to her.’

So she didn’t go down. The maid opened the door – and then Mrs Allen, Elizabeth’s mother, came hurrying forward to welcome the visitor.

She kissed Arabella, and asked her if she had had a tiring journey.

‘Oh no, thank you,’ said Arabella, in a clear, smooth voice. ‘Our car is very comfortable, and I had plenty of sandwiches to eat halfway here. It is so kind of you to have me here, Mrs Allen. I hear you have a girl about my age.’

‘Yes,’ said Mrs Allen. ‘She ought to be down here giving you a welcome. She said she would be. Elizabeth! Elizabeth, where are you? Arabella is here.’

So Elizabeth had to go down. She ran down the stairs in her usual manner, two at a time, landing with a bump at the bottom. She held out her hand to Arabella, who seemed a little surprised at her very sudden appearance.

‘Do come down the stairs properly,’ said Mrs Allen. It was a thing she said at least twelve times a day. Elizabeth never seemed able to remember to go anywhere quietly. Mrs Allen hoped that this nice, well-mannered Arabella would teach Elizabeth some of her own quietness and politeness.

‘Hallo,’ said Elizabeth, and Arabella held out a limp hand for her to shake.

‘Good afternoon,’ she said. ‘How do you do?’

‘Gracious!’ thought Elizabeth, ‘I feel as if she’s Princess High-and-Mighty come to pay a call on one of her poor subjects. In a minute she’ll be offering me a bowl of hot soup or a warm shawl.’

Still – it might be that Arabella was only feeling shy. Some people did go all stiff and proper when they felt shy. Elizabeth thought she had better give Arabella a chance before making up her mind about her.

‘After all, I’m always making up my mind about people – and then having to unmake it because I am wrong,’ thought the little girl. ‘I’ve made an awful lot of mistakes about people at Whyteleafe School in the last two terms. I’ll be careful now.’

So she smiled at Arabella and took her up to her room to wash and have a talk.

‘I expect you didn’t like saying goodbye to your mother, when she went off to America,’ said Elizabeth in a pleasant voice. ‘That was bad luck. But it’s good luck for you to be going to Whyteleafe School. I can tell you that!’

‘I shall be able to judge whether it is or not when I get there,’ said Arabella. ‘I hope to goodness there are decent children there.’

‘Of course there are – and if they are horrid when they first come, we soon make them all right,’ said Elizabeth. ‘We had one or two boys who were awful – but now they are my best friends.’

‘Boys! Did you say boys!’ said Arabella in the greatest horror. ‘I thought this was a girls’ school I was going to. I hate boys!’

‘It’s a mixed school – boys and girls together,’ said Elizabeth. ‘It’s fun. You won’t hate boys after a bit. You soon get used to them.’

‘If my mother had known there were boys at the school, I am sure she would not have sent me,’ said Arabella in a tight, prim little voice. ‘Rough, ill-mannered creatures – dirty and untidy, with shouting voices!’

‘Oh, well – even the girls get dirty and untidy sometimes,’ said Elizabeth patiently, ‘and as for shouting – you should just hear me when I’m watching a school match!’

‘It sounds a terrible school to me,’ said Arabella. ‘I had hoped Mother would send me to Grey Towers, where two of my friends had gone – it’s such a nice school. They all have their own pretty bedrooms – and wonderful food. In fact, the girls are treated like princesses.’

‘Well – if you think you’ll be treated like a princess at Whyteleafe, you’ll jolly well find out you’re wrong!’ said Elizabeth sharply. ‘You’ll be treated as what you are – a little girl like me, with lots of things to learn! And if you put on any airs there, you’ll soon be sorry, let me tell you that, Miss High-and-Mighty!’

‘I think you are very rude, considering that I am a visitor, and have only just come,’ said Arabella, looking down her nose in a way that made Elizabeth feel very angry. ‘If that’s the sort of manners they teach you at Whyteleafe, I am quite sure I shan’t want to stay there more than a term.’

‘I jolly well hope you don’t stay a week!’ said hot-tempered Elizabeth at once. She was sorry the moment after.

‘Oh dear!’ she said to herself. ‘What a bad beginning! I really must be careful!’
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CHAPTER TWO

OFF TO WHYTELEAFE SCHOOL AGAIN

ARABELLA AND Elizabeth did not mix well at all. There was nothing that Elizabeth liked about Arabella, and it seemed that Elizabeth was everything that Arabella most despised and hated.

Unfortunately Mother liked Arabella – and certainly the little girl had most beautiful manners. She always stood up when Mrs Allen came into the room, she opened and shut the door for her, and fetched and carried for her in a very kind and polite manner.

The politer Arabella was, the noisier Elizabeth became. And then Mrs Allen began to say things that made Elizabeth cross.

‘If only you had as nice manners as Arabella, dear! I do wish you would come into a room more quietly! And I wish you would wait till I have finished speaking before you interrupt …’

All this made Elizabeth rather sulky. Arabella saw it, and in her smooth, polite way, she enjoyed making the differences between her and Elizabeth show up very clearly.

A week went by. Everyone in the house by this time liked Arabella, even Mrs Jenks, the rather fierce cook.

‘She only likes you because you suck up to her,’ said Elizabeth, when Arabella came up from the kitchen to say that Mrs Jenks was making her very favourite cake for her that afternoon.

‘I don’t suck up to her,’ said Arabella in her usual polite tones. ‘And I do wish, Elizabeth, that you wouldn’t use such unladylike words. Suck up! I think it’s a very ugly saying.’

‘Oh, shut up,’ said Elizabeth rudely.

Arabella sighed. ‘I wish I wasn’t going to Whyteleafe. If you’re the sort of girl they have there, I’m not going to like it at all.’

Elizabeth sat up. ‘Look here, Arabella,’ she said. ‘I’m just going to tell you a bit about my school, then you’ll know exactly what you’re in for. You won’t like it – and the school won’t like you. So it’s only fair to prepare you a bit, so that you don’t feel too awful when you get there.’

‘All right. Tell me,’ said Arabella, looking rather scared.

‘Well, what I’m going to tell you would please most children,’ said Elizabeth. ‘It’s all so sensible and fair and kind. But I dare say a Miss High-and-Mighty like you will think it’s all dreadful.’

‘Don’t call me that,’ said Arabella crossly.

‘Well, listen! At Whyteleafe we have a head boy and a head girl. They are called William and Rita, and they are fine,’ said Elizabeth. ‘Then there are twelve monitors.’

‘Whatever are they?’ asked Arabella, wrinkling up her nose as if monitors had a nasty smell.

‘They are boys and girls chosen by the whole school as leaders,’ said Elizabeth. ‘They are chosen because we trust them, and know them to be kind and just and wise. They see that we keep the rules, they keep the rules themselves, and they help Rita and William to decide what punishments and rewards the children must have at each weekly Meeting.’

‘What’s the weekly Meeting?’ asked Arabella, her blue eyes round with surprise.

‘It’s a kind of school Parliament,’ said Elizabeth, enjoying telling Arabella all these things. ‘At each meeting we put into the money-box any money we have had that week – that’s the rule …’

‘What! Put our own money into a school money-box!’ said Arabella in horror. ‘I have a lot of money. I shan’t do that! What a mad idea.’

‘It seems mad at first if you’re not used to it,’ said Elizabeth, remembering how she had hated the idea two terms ago. ‘But actually it’s a very good idea. You see, Arabella, it doesn’t do for one or two of us to have pounds and pounds to spend at school – and the rest of us only a few. That’s not fair.’

‘I think it’s quite fair,’ said Arabella, knowing that she would be one of the few very rich ones.

‘Well, it isn’t,’ said Elizabeth. ‘What we do is – we all put our money in, and then we are each given two pounds out of the box, to spend as we like. So we all have the same.’

‘Only two pounds!’ said Arabella, looking quite horrified.

‘Well, if you badly want some more, you have to tell the head boy and girl, and they will decide whether you can have it or not,’ said Elizabeth.

‘What else do you do at the Meeting?’ asked Arabella. ‘I think it all sounds dreadful. Don’t the headmistresses have a say in anything?’

‘Only if we ask them,’ said Elizabeth. ‘You see, they like us to make our own rules, plan our own punishments, and give our own rewards. For instance, Arabella, suppose you are too high-and-mighty for anything, well, we would try to cure you by—’

‘You won’t try to cure me of anything,’ said Arabella in a very stiff tone. ‘You’re the one that ought to be cured of a lot of things. I wonder the monitors haven’t tried to cure you before now. Perhaps they will this term.’

‘I’ve been chosen to be a monitor,’ said Elizabeth proudly. ‘I shall be one of the twelve jurymen, sitting up on the platform. If a complaint is made about you by anyone, I shall have power to judge it and say what ought to be done with you.’

Arabella went very red. ‘The very idea of a tomboy like you judging me!’ she said. ‘You don’t know how to walk properly, you don’t know your manners, and you laugh much too loudly.’

‘Oh, be quiet,’ said Elizabeth. ‘I’m not prim and proper like you. I don’t suck up to every grown-up I meet. I don’t pretend, and put on airs and graces and try to look like a silly, beautifully dressed doll who says “Ma-ma” when you pull a string!’

‘Elizabeth Allen, if I were like you, I’d throw something at your head for saying that!’ said Arabella, standing up in a rage.

‘Well, throw it, then,’ said Elizabeth. ‘Anything would be better than being such a good-little-girl, Mummy’s-precious-darling!’

Arabella went out of the room, and so far forgot her manners as to slam the door, a thing she had never done in her life before. Elizabeth grinned. Then she looked thoughtful.

‘Now,’ she said to herself, ‘you be careful, Elizabeth Allen. You’re very good at making enemies, but you know quite well that leads to nothing but rows and unhappiness. Arabella’s an idiot – a conceited, silly, empty-headed doll – you let Whyteleafe deal with her, and don’t try to cure her all at once by yourself. Try to be friends and help her.’

So Elizabeth tried to forget how much she disliked vain little Arabella and her doll-like clothes and manners, and treated her in as friendly a manner as she could. But she was very glad indeed when the day came for her to return to school. It was dreadful to have no other companion but Arabella. At Whyteleafe she would have dozens of others round her, all talking and laughing. She need never speak to Arabella unless she wanted to.

‘She’s older than I am, and perhaps she will be in a higher form,’ she thought, as she put on her school uniform with delight. It was a nice uniform. The coat was dark blue with a yellow edge to the collar and cuffs. The hat was also dark blue, and had a yellow band. On her legs Elizabeth wore long brown stockings, and brown laced shoes on her feet.

‘How I hate these dark school clothes,’ said Arabella in disgust. ‘What a dreadful uniform! Now at Grey Towers, the school I wanted to go to, the girls are allowed to wear anything that suits them.’

‘How silly,’ said Elizabeth. She looked at Arabella. The girl seemed different now that she was in the ordinary school uniform, and not in her expensive, well-cut clothes. She looked more like a school-girl and less like a pink-faced doll.

‘I like you better in your uniform,’ said Elizabeth. ‘You look more real, somehow.’

‘Elizabeth, you do say extraordinary things,’ said Arabella in surprise. ‘I’m as real as you are.’

‘I don’t think you are,’ said Elizabeth, looking hard at Arabella. ‘You’re all hidden away behind airs and graces, and good manners and sweet speeches, and I don’t know if there is a real You at all!’

‘I think you’re silly,’ said Arabella.

‘Girls! Are you ready?’ called Mrs Allen. ‘The car is at the door.’

They went downstairs, carrying their small night-bags. Each girl had to take a small bag with the things in it that she would need for the first night, such as a nightdress, toothbrush and so on, for their big trunks were not unpacked till the next day.

They carried lacrosse and hockey sticks, though Arabella had said she hoped she wouldn’t have to play either game. She hated games.

They caught the train up to London, and at the big station there they met the girls and boys returning to their school. Miss Ranger, Elizabeth’s form-mistress, was there, and she welcomed Elizabeth.

‘This is Arabella Buckley,’ said Elizabeth. All the boys and girls turned round to look at Arabella. How new and spick and span she looked. Not a hair out of place, no wrinkles in her brown stockings, no smut on her cheek!

‘Hallo, Elizabeth!’ cried Joan, and put her arm through her friend’s.

‘Hallo, Elizabeth! Hallo, Elizabeth!’

One by one all her friends came up, smiling, delighted to see the girl who had once been the naughtiest in the school. Harry clapped her on the back and so did Robert. John asked her if she had done any gardening. Kathleen came up, rosy-cheeked and dimpled. Richard waved to her as he carried a violin-case to the train.

‘Oh, it’s lovely to be back with them all again,’ thought Elizabeth. ‘And this term – this term I’m to be a monitor! And won’t I be a success! I’ll make that stuck-up Arabella look up to me all right!’

‘Get in the train quickly!’ called Miss Ranger. ‘Say goodbye, and get in.’

The guard blew his whistle. The train puffed out. They were off to Whyteleafe once more.
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CHAPTER THREE

FOUR NEW CHILDREN

ONE OF the exciting things about a new term is – are there any new children? What are they like? Whose form will they be in?

All the old children looked to see who was new. Arabella was, of course. Then there were three more, two of them boys, and one a girl.

Elizabeth, as a monitor, made it her business to make the new children feel at home. As soon as they arrived at Whyteleafe she set things going.

‘Kathleen, show Arabella her dormitory, and tell her the rules. I’ll help the other three. Robert, will you give a hand too? You will have two new boys to see to today.’

‘Right,’ said Robert, grinning. He had grown in the holidays and was tall and burly now. He was glad to be back at school, for at Whyteleafe were the horses he loved so much. He hoped that he would be allowed to take charge of some of them, as he had been the term before.

Elizabeth turned to the new children. Arabella had already gone off with Kathleen, looking rather scared. The other three new ones stood together, one boy making rather a curious noise, like a hen clucking.

‘That’s just like a hen clucking,’ said Elizabeth. ‘You sound as if you’ve laid an egg!’

The boy grinned. ‘I can imitate most animals,’ he said. ‘My name’s Julian Holland. What’s yours?’

‘Elizabeth Allen,’ said Elizabeth. She looked at the new boy with interest. He was the untidiest person she had ever seen. He had long black hair that fell in a wild lock over his forehead, and his eyes were deep green, and brilliant, like a cat’s. ‘He looks jolly clever,’ said Elizabeth to herself. ‘I bet he’ll be top of the class if he’s with Miss Ranger.’

The boy made a noise like a turkey gobbling. Mr Lewis, the music-master, was passing by, and looked round, startled. Julian at once made a noise like a violin being tuned, which made Mr Lewis hurry into the nearest music practice-room, thinking that someone must be there with a violin.

Elizabeth gave a squeal of laughter. ‘Oh! You are clever! I hope you’re in my form.’

The other boy, Martin, was quite different. He looked very clean and neat and tidy. His hair was well-brushed back from his forehead, and his eyes were a very clear blue. They were set a little close together, but they had a very wide and innocent expression. Elizabeth liked him.

‘I’m Martin Follett,’ he said in a pleasant voice.

‘And I’m Rosemary Wing,’ said the new girl, rather shyly. She had a pretty little face, with a smiling mouth, but her eyes were rather small, and she did not seem to like to look anyone full in the face. Elizabeth thought she must feel very shy. Well, she would soon get over that.

‘Robert, you take Julian and Martin to the boys’ dormitories,’ she said, ‘and I’ll take Rosemary to hers. Hang on to them till they know their way about, won’t you, and show them where they have their meals and things like that.’

‘Right, Monitor,’ said Robert, with another grin. Elizabeth felt proud. It was grand to be a monitor.

‘Oh, are you a monitor?’ asked Rosemary, trotting after Elizabeth. ‘That’s something very special, isn’t it?’

‘It is rather,’ said Elizabeth. ‘I’m your monitor, Rosemary. So, if ever you are in any difficulty or trouble, you must come to me and tell me – and I’ll try and help you.’

‘I thought we had to bring our troubles or complaints to the weekly Meeting,’ said Rosemary. She had heard about this in the train that day.

‘Oh yes; but at first you had better tell me what you’d like to bring before the Meeting,’ said Elizabeth, ‘because, you see, we are only allowed to bring proper difficulties or complaints to the Meeting – not just tales. You might not know the difference between just telling tales and bringing a real complaint.’

‘I see,’ said Rosemary. ‘That’s a very good idea. I’ll do that.’

‘She’s a nice little thing,’ thought Elizabeth, as she showed Rosemary where to put her things and told her to put out her toothbrush, hairbrush and nightdress. ‘By the way, Rosemary, we are only allowed to have six things out on our dressing-tables, not more. You can choose what you like.’

It was fun to give out the rules like this. Elizabeth remembered how Nora, her own monitor two terms ago, had told her the rules – and how she had disobeyed them at once by putting out eleven things! She wondered now how she could have been so silly – how she could have dared!

‘Yes, Elizabeth,’ said Rosemary obediently and she counted the things to put out.

In the next dormitory Kathleen was having trouble with Arabella, who was very scornful about all the rules told her.

‘Well, there are not many,’ said Kathleen, ‘and after all, we make the rules ourselves, so we ought to obey them, Arabella. I’ll fetch Elizabeth here, if you like – she is the monitor and can tell you the rules properly.’
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