


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read Horrid Henry Rocks Online

                Authors: Francesca Simon

                    

    
    Horrid Henry Rocks

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	»

        

                
            



Copyright
Text Â© Francesca Simon 2010

Cover and internal illustrations Â© Tony Ross 2010

Cover and internal design Â© 2011 by Sourcebooks, Inc.

Sourcebooks and the colophon are registered trademarks of Sourcebooks, Inc.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems
â€”except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviewsâ€”without permission in writing from its publisher, Sourcebooks, Inc.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious or are used fictitiously. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental and not intended by the author.

Published by Sourcebooks Jabberwocky, an imprint of Sourcebooks, Inc.

P.O. Box 4410, Naperville, Illinois 60567-4410

(630) 961-3900

Fax: (630) 961-2168

www.jabberwockykids.com

Originally published in Great Britain in 2010 by Orion Children's Books.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication data is on file with the publisher.

Source of Production: East Peoria, Illinois, USA

Date of Production: March 2011

Run Number: 14632



For Jesse Nunn, a major-league Horrid Henry fan, and for Imogen Stubbs


Front Cover

Title Page

Copyright

1. Horrid Henry's Invasion

2. Moody Margaret's Sleepover

3. Horrid Henry's Autobiography

4. Horrid Henry Rocks

Acknowledgments

About the Author

Back Cover





“Baa! Baa! Baa!”

Perfect Peter baaed happily at his sheep collection. There they were, his ten lovely little sheepies, all beautifully lined up from biggest to smallest, heads facing forward, fluffy tails against the wall, all five centimeters apart from one another, allâ€”

Perfect Peter gasped. Something was wrong. Something was terribly wrong. But what? What? Peter scanned the mantelpiece. Then he sawâ€¦

Nooooo!

Fluff Puff, his favorite sheep, the one with the pink and yellow nose, was facing the wrong way around. His nose was shoved against the wall. His tail was facing forward. And he wasâ€¦he wasâ€¦crooked!

This could only meanâ€¦this could only meanâ€¦

“Mom!” screamed Peter. “Mom! Henry was in my room again!”

“Henry!” shouted Mom. “Keep out of Peter's room.”

“I'm not in Peter's room,” yelled Horrid Henry. “I'm in mine.”

“But he was,” wailed Peter.

“Was not!” bellowed Horrid Henry.

Tee-hee.

Horrid Henry was strictly forbidden to go into Peter's bedroom without Peter's permission. But sometimes, thought Horrid Henry, when Peter was being even more of a toady toad than usual, he had no choice but to invade.

Peter had run blabbing to Mom that Henry had watched
Mutant Max
and
Knight Fight
when Mom had said he could only watch one or the other. Henry had been banned from watching TV all day. Peter was such a tattletale frogface ninnyhammer toady poo bag, thought Horrid Henry grimly. Well, just wait till Peter tried to color in his new picture, he'dâ€”

“MOM!” screamed Peter. “Henry switched the caps on my markers. I just put pink in the sky.”

“Did not!” yelled Henry.

“Did too!” wailed Peter.

“Prove it,” said Horrid Henry, smirking.

Mom came upstairs. Quickly Henry leaped over the mess covering the floor of his room, flopped on his bed, and grabbed a
Screamin' Demon
comic. Peter came and stood in the doorway.


“Henry's being horrid,” sniveled Peter.

“Henry, have you been in Peter's room?” said Mom.

Henry sighed loudly. “Of course I've been in his smelly room. I live here, don't I?”

“I mean when he wasn't there,” said Mom.

“No,” said Horrid Henry. This wasn't a lie, because even if Peter
wasn't
there his horrible stinky smell was.

“He has too,” said Peter. “Fluff Puff was turned the wrong way around.”

“Maybe he was just trying to escape from your stinky pants,” said Henry. “
I
would.”

“Mom!” said Peter.

“Henry! Don't be horrid. Leave your brother alone.”


“I
am
leaving him alone,” said Horrid Henry. “Why can't he leave
me
alone? And get out of
my
room, Peter!” he shrieked as Peter put his foot just inside Henry's door.

Peter quickly withdrew his foot.

Henry glared at Peter.

Peter glared at Henry.

Mom sighed. “The next one who goes into the other's room without permission will be banned from the computer for a week. And no allowance either.”

She turned to go.

Henry stuck out his tongue at Peter.

“Tattletale,” he mouthed.

“Mom!” screamed Peter.


Perfect Peter stalked back to his bedroom. How dare Henry sneak in and mess up his sheep? What a mean, horrible brother. Perhaps he needed to calm down and listen to a little music. The
Daffy and her Dancing Daisies Greatest Hits
CD always cheered him up.

“Dance and prance. Prance and dance.

You say moo moo. We say baa.

Everybody says moo moo baa baa,” piped Perfect Peter as he put on the Daffy CD.

Boils on your fat face

Boils make you dumb.

Chop Chop Chop 'em off

Stick 'em on your bum!

blared the CD player.

Huh? What was that horrible song? Peter yanked out the CD. It was the Skullbangers singing the horrible “Bony Boil” song. Henry must have sneaked a Skullbanger CD inside the Daffy case. How dare he? How dare he? Peter would storm straight downstairs and tell Mom. Henry would get into big trouble. Big, big trouble.

Then Peter paused. There
was
the teeny-tiny possibility that Peter had mixed them up by mistakeâ€¦No. He needed absolute proof of Henry's horridness. He'd do his homework, then have a good look around Henry's room to see if his Daffy CD was hidden there.

Peter glanced at his to-do list pinned on his bulletin board. When he'd written it that morning it read:


The list now read:


At the bottom someone had added:


Well, here was proof! He was going to go straight down and tell on Henry.

“Mom! Henry was in my room again. He scribbled all over my to-do list.”

“Henry!” screamed Mom. “I am sick and tired of this! Keep out of your brother's bedroom! This is your last warning! No playing on the computer for a week!”

SNEAK. SNEAK. SNEAK.

Horrid Henry slipped inside the enemy's bedroom. He'd pay Peter back for getting him banned from the computer.

There was Peter's cello. Ha! It only took a moment to unwind all the strings. Now, what else, what else? He could switch around Peter's underpants and sock drawers.

No! Even better. Quickly Henry undid all of Peter's socks and mismatched them. Who said socks should match?


Tee hee. Peter would go crazy when he found out he was wearing one Sammy the Snail sock with one Daffy sock. Then Henry snatched Bunnykins off Peter's bed and crept out.

SNEAK. SNEAK. SNEAK.

Perfect Peter crept down the hall and stood outside Henry's bedroom, holding a muddy twig. His heart was pounding. Peter knew he was strictly forbidden to go into Henry's room without permission. But Henry kept breaking that rule. So why shouldn't he?

Squaring his shoulders, Peter tiptoed in.

CRUNCH.



        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Adventurers Wanted, Book 4: Sands of Nezza by Forman, M. L.



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        13 by Kelley Armstrong



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Victorian San Francisco Stories by M. Louisa Locke



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        All Involved by Ryan Gattis



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Dante's Dilemma by Lynne Raimondo



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Way We Die Now by Charles Willeford



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        THE SPANISH REVENGE (Craig Page series) by Allan Topol



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Common Sense Doesn't Become Me by CJ Hawk



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Ninth Daughter by Hamilton, Barbara



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Bare Instincts: A BBW Paranormal Bear Shifter Romance by Vella Day


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    