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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.

				[image: Cressida_signature.tif]

			

		

	
		
			
				

				[image: Stickers.tif]

				CHAPTER ONE

				Elizabeth and Julian are together again

				‘PERHAPS THE train from London’s running late!’ said Elizabeth impatiently. ‘Do you think so, Joan? Or perhaps the coach from the station has broken down! Do you think it could be stuck halfway up the hill with a flat tyre? Just imagine all the boys and girls having to sit inside the stuffy hot coach waiting for the wheel to be changed . . .’

				Elizabeth jigged from one foot to the other, restlessly. She was at the top of the stone steps, outside the main doors of Whyteleafe School. Her gaze kept darting to the big stone archway through which the school coach was due to appear.

				‘. . . what do you think, Joan?’ she finished.

				Joan was Elizabeth’s best friend at Whyteleafe School, although slightly older and in the second form. She was as calm and sensible as Elizabeth was excitable and impulsive. She shook her head and smiled at her friend.

				‘I think you have a vivid imagination, Elizabeth. That’s what I think!’ she said quietly. ‘The coach is hardly late at all yet.’

				‘But it was due at half-past one and that was five minutes ago!’ protested Elizabeth. ‘And I’m starving hungry, aren’t you, Joan? And none of us can go into the dining-hall and have dinner until everyone’s back from half-term!’

				It was true that Elizabeth was hungry and regretted the fact that dinner would be late today. The delicious smell of savoury pies baking in the big ovens had wafted over to her from the kitchens. And, much earlier, she had seen the domestic staff preparing heaps of new potatoes and carrots from the school gardens. They would no doubt be steaming merrily away by now. There was always an especially good meal after a holiday, when many boys and girls were hungry at the end of a long journey back to their boarding-school.

				But there was more to it than that.

				‘As a matter of fact, I’m really looking forward to seeing my class again, Joan,’ she confessed. ‘Especially Julian. I’m longing to tell him about the notice that Miss Ranger has put up on the notice-board. It’s going to make our English lessons really exciting!’

				Most of the first form had gone home for the half-term holiday, including Elizabeth’s special friend, Julian. Elizabeth had stayed on at school for a summer camp in the grounds. There had been lots of ups and downs but all in all it had been a wonderful adventure. Now she was looking forward to the second half of the summer term, sleeping in a proper bed again and life getting back to normal.

				‘Hello, Daniel! You’re one of the last back!’ she called out cheerfully, as an open-topped car cruised by. Daniel Carter was one of her classmates and only lived in the next village. As with any child who lived near Whyteleafe, he was being brought back to school by car. ‘You should have been one of the first!’

				The pale, fair-haired boy was sitting in the back of the open car, reading a book. He looked up briefly and returned Elizabeth’s wave, then immediately turned his attention back to his book.

				‘Have you seen the coach?’ she shouted. But the car had passed them now and her words were carried away on the breeze.

				‘It must be such fun to ride in an open car like that,’ commented Joan. ‘What an unusual boy Daniel is, nose stuck in a book as his father drives him along!’

				‘Yes, he does seem to prefer his books to the sights and sounds of the real world and to having friends,’ agreed Elizabeth. ‘I think shyness has a lot to do with it.’

				‘But he’s a great one for complaining about people at school Meetings,’ Joan pointed out. ‘That’s not the best way to make friends.’

				‘Yes, wasn’t it funny that time he grumbled about Arabella making faces at him?’ laughed Elizabeth. ‘He makes himself sound such a baby when he stands up with silly grumbles and complaints. It’s such a shame he can’t learn to be a good mixer because then people would like him more.’

				‘I expect Whyteleafe will lick him into shape in time,’ smiled Joan. ‘You know that better than anyone, Elizabeth. When you first came here, you were the Naughtiest Girl in the School!’

				‘Yes. I’ve been trying to live it down ever since!’ groaned Elizabeth. Her Naughtiest Girl nickname had stuck and no doubt always would! ‘Oh, Joan, wasn’t I horrid?’ she sighed.

				She stared across the green lawns to the trees beyond. A bird wheeled above them in the cloudless blue sky. It was so lovely at Whyteleafe, thought Elizabeth.

				‘I did everything I could think of to get myself sent home, didn’t I?’ she continued. ‘From the best school in the whole world!’

				‘I’m so glad you didn’t succeed,’ said Joan quietly, giving her friend’s hand a squeeze. ‘I really am.’

				A few moments later a large coach with WHYTELEAFE SCHOOL on the front came nosing through the archway.

				‘It’s here!’ whooped Elizabeth. ‘Hurray! Now everybody’s back!’

				The coach pulled up at the foot of the steps. All the boys and girls who had been on the London train came tumbling out. Elizabeth ran down to greet them. Joan, as befitted a second form monitor, followed at a more dignified pace to meet some of her own classmates.

				‘Julian!’ squealed Elizabeth, her brown curls bouncing.

				‘Hello, Naughtiest Girl!’ grinned the dark-haired boy, his cousin, Patrick, just behind him. ‘How was camp then?’

				‘It was wonderful! But listen, Julian, such an exciting notice has gone up on the board. Wait till you see it! Miss Ranger’s just put it up this morning. It’s our form’s turn to put on the Summer Play this year! It will be performed outside, in the school grounds! If we want to try for a part, we’ve got to sign up on the notice. The auditions are going to take place during English lessons!’ Elizabeth had been bottling this news up for over an hour and it was now pouring out like a torrent. ‘Oh, Julian, wouldn’t it be fun if you and I could get the lead parts? The play’s called A Woodland Adventure and it’s been written by the joint heads!’

				She tugged at Julian’s hand.

				‘Come on, let’s run. If we hurry, we’ll be the first to get our names on the list—’

				‘Hey, steady on, Miss Whirlwind—’ began Julian, looking amused.

				‘Yes, steady on, Elizabeth,’ smiled Miss Thomas, as she shepherded the last of the children off the coach. She could see that the Naughtiest Girl was trying to whisk Julian away! ‘Julian’s not allowed to disappear off anywhere at the moment. Everyone from the London train’s been given strict instructions to go straight to the dining-hall, as soon as they’ve washed their hands and faces. I suggest you do the same, Elizabeth. We’re all very hungry. Whatever it is, it will have to wait.’

				Elizabeth sighed and knew that she would have to be patient.

			

		

	OEBPS/images/Whyteleafe_Logo_fmt.jpeg
70-ET - PERTI) I\
/,%‘

2 [o





OEBPS/images/Enid_Signature_fmt.jpeg
Gwd Blyfon





OEBPS/images/Cressida_signature_fmt.jpeg
CL»%:S VD ~
COWC/ bk





OEBPS/images/Hachette_childLogo_fmt.jpeg
a division of Hachette Children’s Books





OEBPS/images/Thenaughtiestgirl_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/Stickers_fmt1.jpeg
u? V.
<

%/
'O
R





OEBPS/images/NG_Inner_fmt.jpeg
Ewid Bljfor.

THE

 NAUGHTIEST
GIRL”

Al






OEBPS/images/NG_Inner_fmt1.jpeg





OEBPS/images/Stickers_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/NG_Saves_cover.jpg
S0 GHTIEST

= UGIRL
4 ~

<MW
771l i )
Q) &i“*@t’i’f’z)}'ég
AR\ s
N

) %

WRITTEN BY \ [ \

iwwstratep Y KATE HINDLEY b 2 \





