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HORR{D HENRY'S
CHRISTMAS
PLAY

\xﬁ_‘f -
A cold dark day in November

Horrid Henry slumped on the carpet
and willed the clock to go taster. Only
five more mmutes to hometime! Already
Henry could taste those crisps he'd be
sneaking from the cupboard.

Miss Battle-Axe droned on about
school dinners (yuck), the new drinking
tountain blah blah blah, maths homework
blah blah blah, the school Christmas play
blah blaly . .. what? Did Miss Bactle-Axe
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FLORIID FHENRY'S CHRISTMAS CRACKER

say ... Christmas play? Horrid Henry sat
up.

“This is a brand-new play with singing
and dancing, continued Miss Battle-Axe.
‘And both the older and the younger
children are taking part this year!

Singing! Dancing! Showing oft i tront
of the whole school! Years ago, when
Henry was in the infants’ class, he'd played
eighth sheep in the nativity play and had
snatched the baby from the manger and
refused to hand him back. Henry hoped
Miss Battle-Axe wouldn’t remember.

Because Henry had to play the lead.
He had to. Who else but Henry could be
an all-singimg, all-dancing Joseph?

'l want to be Mary, shouted every girl
n the class.

‘T want to be a wise man!” shouted
Rude Ralph.

‘I want to be a sheep!” shouted Anxious
Andrew.
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FIOWRIRTD HENRY'S CHRISTMAS PLAY

‘I want to be Joseph!” shouted Horrid
Henry.

‘No, me!” shouted Jazzy Jim.

‘Me!” shouted Bramy Brian.

‘Quiet!” shricked Miss Battle-Axe. "'
the director, and my decision about who
will act which part 1s final. 've cast the
play as follows: Margaret. You will be
Mary. She handed her a thick sceript.

Moody Margaret whooped with jov.
All the other girls glared at her.

“Susan, front legs of the donkey; Linda,
hind legs; cows, Frona and Clare. Blades
of grass—" Miss Battle-Axe continued
ASSIENINgG parts.

Pick me for Joseph,
pick me for Joseph,
Horrid Henry begged

silently. Who better -
than the best actor in the
school to play the searring pare?

‘I'm a sheep, 'm a sheep, I'm a
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FTORRID HENRY'S CHRISTMAS CRACKER

beautitul sheep!” warbled Singing Soraya.
‘I'm a shepherd!” beamed Jolly Josh.

ki
-

] . .
I'm an angel

trilled Magic
Martha.

‘1'm a blade of
arass, sobbed
Weepy William,

Joseph will be played by—

‘ME! screamed Henry.

‘Me!” screamed New Nick, Greedy
Graham, Dizzy Dave and Acrobic Al

‘—Pcter, said Miss Battle-Axe. ‘From
Miss Lovely’s class!

Horrid Henry tele as 1if he'd been

slugged i the stomach. Pertect Peter?

1



HORRID HENRY'S CHILIS TMAS PLAY

His younger brother? Perfect Peter get the
starring part?
‘1ts not tair!” howled Horrid Henry,
Miss Battle-Axe glared at him.
" Miss Battle-Axce

consulted her list. Please not a blade of

‘Henry, you're

grass, please not a blade of grass, prayed
Horrid Henry, shrinking. That would be
Just ke Miss Battle-Axe, to humiliate
him. Anything but that—

‘—the innkeeper.!

The imnkeeper! Horrid Henry sat up,
beaming. How stupid he'd been: the
imnkeeper must be the starring part.
Henry could see himself now, polishing
alasses, throwing darts, pouring out big
foaming Fizzywizz drinks to all his happy
customers while singing a song about the
Joys of innkeeping. Then he'd get into a
nice long argument about why there was
no room at the mn, and finally, the
chance to slam the door in Moody
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Margaret’s face atter he'd pushed her away.
Wow. Maybe he'd even get a second song.
“Ten Green Bottles” would fit right into
the story: he'd sing and dance while
knocking his less talented classmates ott
a wall. Wouldn’t that be fun!

Miss Battle-Axe handed a page to

Henry. “Your script, she said.
Henry was puzzled. Surely there were
SOIC pages Mmissing?

He read:

O



TFORIVID HENRY 'S CHIRISTMAS PLAY
(Josepli knocks. 'The innkeeper opens the door.)

JOSEPH: [s there any room at the inn?
INNKEEPER: No.

("The innkeeper stnits the door. )

Horrid Henry turned over the page.

It was blank. He held it up to the
light.

There was no secret writing. That was it.

His entire part was one line. One stupid
puny line. Not even a line, a word. ‘No.

Where was his song? Where was his
dance with the bottles and the guests at
the mn? How could he, Horrid Henry,
the best actor in the class (and indeed,
the world) be given just one word in the
school play? Even the donkeys got a
songr,

Worse, aftter he said his one word,
Perfect Peter and Moody Margarct got to
vack for hours about mangers and wise

men and shepherds and sheep, and then
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sing a duet, while he, Henry, hung about
behind the hay with the blades of grass.

It was so unfair!

He should be the star of the show, not
his stupid worny of a brother. Why on
carth was Peter cast as Joseph anyway?
He was a terrible actor. He couldn’t sing,
he just squeaked like a squished toad.
And why was Margaret playing Mary?
Now she'd never stop bragging and
SWaggering.

AAARRRRGGGGHHHH!

Tsn’t 1t exciung!’ sad Mum.

‘lsn’t ic thrilling!” smd Dad. *Our little
boy, the star of the show!

“Well done, Peter)” smid Mum.

“We're so proud of you, said Dad.

Perfect Peter smiled modestly.

‘Of course 1'm not really the star] he
said, ‘Everyone’s important, cven little

parts like the blades of grass and the
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imnkeeper.!

Horrid Henry pounced. He was a
Great White shark lunging for the kill,
"AAAARRRRGGGHH! squealed
Peter. "Henry bit mel”

‘Henry! Don’t be horrid!” snapped
Mum.

‘Henry! Go to your room!” snapped
ad.

Horrid Henry stomped upstairs and
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slammed the door. How could he bear
the humiliation of playing the innkceper
when Peter was the star? He'd just have
to force Peter to switch roles with him.
Henry was sure he could find a way

to persuade Peter, but persuading Miss
Battle-Axe was a ditferent matter. Miss
Battle-Axe had a mean, horrible way of
never doing what Henry wanted.

Maybe he could trick Peter into leaving
the show. Yest And then nobly ofter to
replace i,

But unfortunately, there was no
cuarantee Miss Battle-Axe would give
Henry Peter’s role. She'd probably juse
replace Peter with Goody-Goody Gordon.
He was stuck.

And then Horrid Henry had a brilhant,
spectacular idea. Why hadn’t he thought
of this before? If he couldn’t play a bigger
part, he'd just have to make his part bigger.

For instance, he could seream “No. That
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would get a reaction. Or he could bellow
"‘No, and then hit Joseph. I'm an angry
mnkeeper, thought Horrid Henry, and 1
hate guests coming to my inn. Certainly
smelly ones like Joseph. Or he could
shout “Nol”, hit Joseph, then rob him. ['m
a robber innkeeper, thought Henry. Or,
I'm a robber pretending to be an inn-
keeper. That would liven up the play a
bit. Maybe he could be a French robber
innkeeper, shout *Now', and rob Mary and
Joseph. Or he was a French robber pirare
mnkeeper, so he could shout *Non, tie

Mary and Joseph

up and make
them walk
the plank.
Himmm,
thought
Horrid
Henry.
Maybe my
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part won’t be so small. After all,
the innkeeper was the most important

character.,

12 December

IR chearsals had been going on forever.
Horrid Henry spent most of his time
slumping in a chair. He'd never seen such
a boring play. Naturally he'd done every-
thing he could to improve it.
‘Can’t T add a dance?” asked

Henry.

‘No, snapped Miss
Battle-Axe.

‘Can't | add a
teeny-weeny-little
song?” Henry pleaded. %

‘No!” satd Miss 5
Bactle-Axe.

‘But how does the
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innkeeper know there’s no room?” said
Henry. *l think 1 should—

Miss Battle-Axe glared at him with her
red cyes.

"One more word from you, Henry, and
you'll change places with Linda,” snapped
Miss Battle-Axe."Blades of grass, let’s try
agamn ..

Eeek! An innkeeper with one word
was infinitely better than being invisible
as the hind legs of a donkey. Still—it was

so unfair. He was only trying to help.

22 Decemher

Showtime! Not a teatowel was to be
found i any local shop. Mums and dads
had been up all nmight frantically sewing
costumes. Now the waiting and the
rehearsing were over,

Everyone Iined up on stage behind the
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curtain. Peter and Margaret waited on the
side to make their big entrance as Mary
and Joseph.

‘Isn’t it exciting, Henry, being in a real
play?” whispered Peter.

‘NQO), snarled Henry.

‘Places, everyone, for the opening
song, hissed Miss Battle-Axe. "Now
remember, don’t worry if you make a lit-
tle mistake: just carry on and no one

will notce!
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‘But [ stll think 1 should have an
argument with Mary and Joseph about

whether there’s room, sad Henry,

b}

‘Shouldn’t I at least check to see

‘Nol" snapped Miss Battle-Axe, glaring
at him. ‘It [ hear another peep from you,
Henry, you will sit behind the bales of
hay and Jim will play your part. Blades of
grass! Line up with the donkeys! Sheep!
Gret ready to baaa ... Bert! Are you a

sheep ora blade of grass?’

I dunno, smd Beefy Bert.
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Mrs Oddbod went to the front of the
stage. “Welcome everyone, mums and dads,
boys and girls, to our new Christmas
play, a little difterent from previous years.
We hope you all enjoy a brand new
show!’

Miss Battde-Axe started the C1 player.
The music pealed. The curtain rose. The
audience stamped and cheered. Stars
twinkled. Cows mooced. Horses neighed.
Sheep baa’ed. Cameras flashed.

Horrid Henry stood 1 the wings and
watched the shepherds do their Highland
dance. He still hadn’t decided for sure
how he was going to play his part. There
were so many possibilites. It was so hard
to choose.

Finally, Henry's big moment arrived.

He strode across the stage and waited
behind the closed i door tor Mary and

Joseph.
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