




Books by Megan McDonald  
and Peter H. Reynolds

Judy Moody
Judy Moody Gets Famous!

Judy Moody Saves the World!
Judy Moody Predicts the Future
Judy Moody: The Doctor Is In!

Judy Moody Declares Independence!
Judy Moody: Around the World in 81/2 Days

Judy Moody Goes to College
Judy Moody, Girl Detective

Judy Moody and the NOT Bummer Summer
Judy Moody and the Bad Luck Charm

Judy Moody, Mood Martian
Judy Moody and the Bucket List

Stink: The Incredible Shrinking Kid
Stink and the Incredible Super-Galactic Jawbreaker
Stink and the World’s Worst Super-Stinky Sneakers

Stink and the Great Guinea Pig Express
Stink: Solar System Superhero

Stink and the Ultimate Thumb-Wrestling Smackdown
Stink and the Midnight Zombie Walk
Stink and the Freaky Frog Freakout

Stink and the Shark Sleepover
Stink-O-Pedia: Super Stink-y Stuff from A to Zzzzz

Stink-O-Pedia 2: More Stink-y Stuff from A to Z
Judy Moody & Stink: The Holly Joliday

Judy Moody & Stink: The Mad, Mad, Mad, Mad Treasure Hunt
Judy Moody & Stink: The Big Bad Blackout

Books by Megan McDonald
The Sisters Club • The Sisters Club: Rule of Three
The Sisters Club: Cloudy with a Chance of Boys

Books by Peter H. Reynolds
The Dot • Ish • So Few of Me • Sky Colour



This book is dedicated to 
Rachel, Luke, and Cash Weller

M. M.

Dedicated to Michelle Sawin Kousidis,  
who is an amazing “drama” director and  
a very special cast member in my life!

P. H. R.



This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the 
product of the author’s imagination or, if real, used fictitiously. All statements, 

activities, stunts, descriptions, information and material of any other kind 
contained herein are included for entertainment purposes only and should  

not be relied on for accuracy or replicated as they may result in injury.

Special thanks to Amanda Giguere, director of outreach for the Colorado 
Shakespeare Festival, for background, information, and funny stories about the 

Shakespeare’s Sprites summer camp for ages 6 through 9.

First published in 2018 by Walker Books Ltd 
87 Vauxhall Walk, London SE11 5HJ 

2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3 1

Text © 2018 Megan McDonald 
Illustrations © 2018 Peter H. Reynolds

Stink ™. Stink is a registered trademark of  
Candlewick Press, Inc, Somerville MA

The right of Megan McDonald and Peter H. Reynolds to be identified  
as author and illustrator respectively of this work has been asserted by them  

in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 

This book has been typeset in Stone Informal 

Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon CR0 4YY 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, transmitted or stored 
in an information retrieval system in any form or by any means,  

graphic, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, taping  
and recording, without prior written permission from the publisher. 

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data: 
a catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library 

ISBN 978-1-4063-7930-3 

www.stinkmoody.com 
www.walker.co.uk 



9
21
39
53
65
89
109





9

pleen face!

Canker blossom!

Maggot pie!

Woo-hoo! Friday at last. Spring 

break time. Mum dropped Stink off 

at Sophie’s house. He couldn’t wait 

to make a list of all the fun stuff they 

could do over spring break.



10

Stink rang the bell. Mrs Woof let 

him in. He ran downstairs to the play-

room. The floor was littered with flying 

fairies and winged horses and pointy-

hatted elves. Sophie of the Elves sat 

smack-dab in the middle of it all.

“What’s all this?” Stink asked.

Sophie held up a bag of unicorns 

mixed with action figures. “Look at all 

this good stuff I found at a yard sale!” 

she said. “Want to play Last Unicorn 

on Earth?”

Stink picked up a unicorn. “Hey, this 

one is missing a leg. And a bunch of 

them are missing horns.”
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“You just have to love 

them for who they are,” 

Sophie said.

“Wait. How did a 

Lady-in-Her-Bathrobe 

toy get in here?”

“Isn’t the wacky cat lady awesome? 

There’s more, too. Moustache Guy. And 

Scary Dead Guy. Here’s the 

best one.” She held up a 

balding guy with a big 

collar and puffy pump-

kin trousers.

“Hey, isn’t that…? It’s 

William Shakesbeard!”
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Sophie cracked up. “Close! It’s 

William Shakespeare.”

“That’s what I said,” said Stink. “He’s 

that four-hundred-year-old guy who 

wrote all those plays, right? Webster 

gave me comic books of his stories. One 

story has a floating head in 

it. And a talking ghost.”

“Some of his plays have 

fairies,” said Sophie of the 

Elves. “And fairy queens. 

And kings of fairies. And 

elves. Ooh, I can’t wait for camp.”

“Camp? You’re going to camp? It’s 

not even summer.”
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“I’m going to Shakespeare camp for 

spring break. It starts Monday at the 

college. It’s called Shakespeare Sprites. 

You get to dress up and act out plays, 

and some of the plays have sprites. 

You should ask your parents to sign 

you up, Stink, if it’s not too late.”

“Sprite? You get to drink soda at 

camp?”

“Not that kind of sprite. A sprite is a 

magical being, like an elf. Or a fairy.”

“But I don’t really want to be in a 

play. I’d probably get stuck being a 

mouse. Because I’m short, all I ever 
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get are squeaking parts, not speaking 

parts.”

“This camp is different. Everybody 

gets a speaking part.”

“For real?”

“Yup. Also, there’s magic and mad 

kings and murders in Shakespeare,” 

said Sophie. “And storms and ship-

wrecks and sword fights.”

Shipwrecks! Sword fights! Stink perked 

up. Shipwrecks and sword fights 

sounded way-NOT-boring.

Sophie held up the Shakespeare 

action figure and made him talk in a 
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deep voice. “C’mon, Stink. Don’t be a 

cold-blooded, vulture-headed eyeball.”

“Huh?”

Sophie jumped up, and Shakespeare 

dropped his quill pen. “I almost forgot 

to tell you the best part. At Shakespeare 

camp, you get to swear.”

Stink could not believe his ears. “No 

way,” he said.

“Actually, it’s more like funny 

insults. They teach you to talk like 

people did in Shakespeare’s time. We 

get to have insult contests and call 

people silly names like ‘toad-spotted 

bum bailey.’”





Stink cracked up. Shipwrecks and 

sword fights, and bum baileys and 

beard-wearing at college?

“So you’ll come?” asked Sophie of 

the Elves.

“I will,” said Stink.

“Did I mention you get a free 

T-shirt?”

Stupefying! Hie thee hither!




