A Handful of Horrid Henry
by Francesca Simon

It was showtime!

Horrid Henry was not very excited. He did not want to be a raindrop. And he certainly did not want to be a raindrop who danced behind a giant green leaf.

Miss Thumper waddled over to the piano. She banged on the keys. The curtain went up.

I'm not staying back here, he thought, and pushed his way through the raindrops. "Stop pushing, Henry" hissed Lazy Linda. Henry pushed harder, then did a few pitter-pats with the other raindrops.

Miss Tutu stretched out a bony arm and yanked Henry back behind the scenery. Who wants to be a raindrop anyway, thought Henry. I can do what I like hidden here. Henry flapped his arms and pretended he was a pterodactyl about to pounce on Miss Tutu. Round and round he flew, homing in on his prey. 

Perfect Peter stepped to the front and began his solo. Tap Tap Tap Tap Tap Tap - CRASH! One giant green leaf fell on top of the raindrops, knocking them over.

The raindrops collided with the tomatoes. The tomatoes smashed into the string beans. The string beans bumped into the bananas.

Perfect Peter turned his head to see what was happening and danced off the stage into the front row. Miss Tutu fainted.
