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  Foreword


  As long as stories and people have existed, parents have been telling cautionary tales to their children, warning them what might happen to them if they are nasty, reckless or
  just bad-mannered. But these are cautionary tales with a difference. True, the offenders have the usual vices  they are rude, snobbish, disobedient, aggressive and bossy  and are
  bound to come a cropper. But the way in which they get their comeuppance is ingenious in every case, and always has something to do with an imaginary monster. In these adventures you will be
  introduced to a Frid, a Kraken, a Boobrie and several other creatures populating Eva Ibbotsons fertile mind.
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  Eva Ibbotson, in common with some of my other favourite writers such as E. Nesbit and Roald Dahl, writes with a delightful mixture of wild imagination and down-to-earth common sense, tempering
  her flights of fancy with a satisfying sense of justice. These are the sort of stories I enjoyed as a child, which my children enjoyed and which Im sure my grandchildren will enjoy too.


  Julia Donaldson


  


  The Worm and the Toffee-Nosed Princess
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  Once upon a time there lived a worm. Not an earthworm  earthworms are smooth and pink and soft with purple bulges in the middle. Not a tapeworm  tapeworms are
  white and flat and slippery and like to live inside peoples stomachs if they can. Not a lugworm either  lugworms, which people use for fishing, stay buried in the sand.


  No, this was a very different sort of worm. It was a great, long, hairy worm, and when I say long I mean as long as a train or as two football pitches or as four thousand, three
  hundred and fifty pork sausages laid end to end. This worm had a forked tongue like so many monsters and a poisonous breath but it didnt have wings; it just slithered. Dragons have wings;
  worms dont. What it did have was the power to join itself up again when it was cut into pieces. It also had blue eyes which is unusual in a worm.
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  One day this worm was lying peacefully in a field. Its head was by the gate and its body was looped round and round and round the field it was in, and a bit over into the next field. And as the
  worm lay there, just thinking its own thoughts, the gate opened and a Princess walked in.


  The Princess looked at the worm and the worm looked at the Princess. Then the worm lifted its head, with its cornflower-blue eyes, and said:
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  Good morning.


  It did not say Good morning because it thought it was an enchanted prince and wanted the Princess to kiss it and turn it back into a prince. It knew perfectly well that it was not
  an enchanted prince. It said Good morning because it was a polite worm and that is what you say to people  and certainly to princesses  when they come through your front
  gate.


  But the Princess did not say Good morning back. She made a rather rude gesture and then she said:


  Phooey!


  Now Phooey is not a nice thing to say to a worm when it has just said Good morning to you. The worm was amazed. It thought it had misheard. So it lifted its head to
  speak again.
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  I said Good morning, Princess, said the worm.


  And I, said the Princess, making an even ruder gesture, said Phooey!.


  Now this worm was not particularly ferocious or troublesome but it was a worm. Worms are like dragons or serpents: they are monsters and able to be fierce. So when the Princess said
  Phooey to it a second time, the worm did the only thing it could do. It shot out its forked and poisonous tongue, wrapped it round the Princess, pulled her into its mouth  and
  swallowed her. Then it went back to lying peacefully in the field.


  
    [image: ]

  


  Well, you can imagine the fuss in the palace when it was discovered that the Princess had disappeared.
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  Where is the Princess? shouted the King, and:
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  Where is my little girl? wailed the Queen, and:
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  Where is Her Royal Highness? yelled the servants.


  Actually, the servants werent at all sorry that the Princess had gone because shed been a very naughty child. Shed begun as one of those babies that turn purple from
  screaming and kick people in the stomach, and gone on to be the sort of little girl who yells with temper if shes asked to put on a pair of plain knickers instead of lace ones. Later she was
  faddy about her food and snobby with the children who came to play with her and rude to the servants. Princess Toffee-Nose they called her because thats just what she was.
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  But when it was discovered that the Princess had not only vanished, but been eaten by a worm, something had to be done. So the King sent out a proclamation to say that anyone could have half the
  treasure in his kingdom if he would go out and slay the loathsome monster who had devoured his daughter. He would also have offered his daughters hand in marriage but of course he
  couldnt because she had been eaten by a worm.
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  Then he waited for lots of princes to come flocking to the palace, but nobody came at all. This was because the Princess had been rude to so many people that no one cared what happened to her
  and nobody wanted to risk being killed.


  But at last they found a tired old Knight who said, All right, Ill see what I can do.


  So the Knight rode off on his rather battered old horse in his rather rusty armour to the field where the worm was still lying peacefully with his head by the gate and his body
  coiled round and round the field. And because the Knight was a very fearless knight he began at once to chop pieces off the worm, starting at the tail. He chopped off one piece and then another and
  another. And every time he chopped off a piece he threw it as far away as he could, over a hedge or into a duck pond, because he thought that if he did this the worm would not be able to join
  itself up again. He didnt know, you see, that he was dealing with a very clever worm.
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  At first the worm did not notice what was happening. This was because worms like that are so long that it takes ages for messages to get from one end to the other.
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  But in the end it did notice and then a long and bloody fight began. The worm reared round and snapped at the Knight with its teeth and blew at him with its poisonous breath and roared horribly.
  But the Knight, though old, was nimble and the Knights armour, though rusty, was poison-proof and he just went on leaping out of the worms way and chopping more and more bits off the
  worm and throwing them away so that the poor worm got weaker and weaker and weaker.
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  The Knight had got almost to the head end of the worm when something odd happened. He had just chopped off a rather fat and bulgy bit and was picking it up to throw it over the gate when there
  was a slithering, slurching kind of noise and out on to the grass fell the Princess!


  
    [image: ]

  


  She was in an awful mess! You know what the insides of squashed animals are like. Little bits of mince stuck to her all over. She was wet; she was crumpled; and she was bald, too, because the
  Knight had chopped so close to her head that he had cut off her hair. Whats more, she was covered in bright red spots because inside the worm she had got the measles.
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  Still, she was alive. So the Knight shook her out and dried her and when he had finished chopping up the worm he put her over his saddle and rode back to the palace.
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  The King was terribly pleased. You brave and noble Knight, he said. I offer you my daughters hand in marriage.
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  No, thank you, said the Knight. Your daughter is not at all the kind of person I should like to marry and anyway I am too old.
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  She looks better when shes cleaned up, said the Queen.
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  And when she hasnt got the measles, said the servants.


  But the Knight went on shaking his head. He didnt want half the Kings treasure either because it was too heavy and would tire his horse. He just took three gold pieces and rode
  away.
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  But what of the poor worm? There it lay in the middle of the field with its sore, sad head chopped off in a pool of blood and its cornflower-blue eyes full of tears, and everywhere 
  strewn over the hedges and the haystacks and the bushes  its hacked-up pieces of body.
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  Slowly, bravely, all that day and the next day and the next the worm went about joining itself up and joining itself up and joining itself up. It would get three bits that fitted together and
  then the fourth bit would roll away into the ditch and get lost and it would have to hunt everywhere to find it. Once, it had thirteen bits of its tail all together but the fourteenth just
  couldnt be found because the Knight had thrown it into a tree and some rooks had used it to hold meetings on. And the bit the Princess had been in was particularly difficult to fit on
  because it had got stretched and flabby at the edges. But the worm just worked and worked and worked . . .
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  Just before noon on the third day it finished joining itself up and then it slithered away over the fields and hills and valleys till it came to a clear, deep lake because it wanted to see what
  it looked like. But when it stared into


  
    
  


  

  

  
    
  


  
    
  


  

  

  
    
  


  


  
    Praise for the writing of Eva Ibbotson:

  


  Eva Ibbotsons eccentric witches, endangered monsters and friendly ghosts are one of the greatest joys of childrens fiction. Funny, gripping, charming and
  completely irresistible they are perfect for curling up with at any age Amanda Craig


  Eva Ibbotson has assumed the mantle of Roald Dahl in her understanding of child appeal School Librarian


  A new book by Eva always lifts the spirits. She understands how children might be inspired and nourished, and she delights in nature, friendship, honesty and
  liberty Sunday Times  on The Dragonfly Pool


  Sparky and humorous . . . Ibbotson is dexterous with pace and suspense, accessible, always amusing and a treat to read aloud Sunday Times  on The
  Beasts of Clawstone Castle


  Any reader presented with this book will be enriched for life Anne Fine, Childrens Laureate 20012003  on Journey to the River Sea


  A bubbly and fantastical adventure . . . Driven by humour and warmth, Journey to the River Sea has an irresistible charm Guardian
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