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It All Starts
Note: This book has seven short stories inside one long story. You can
skip the long story and just read the short ones, in any order you like.

Robbie tried to get to sleep but couldn’t. The voices were
keeping him awake.
At first he thought it was just the television in Aunt Mildred’s room. But he kept hearing his Aunt’s voice, and a
child’s voice answering.
He crept from his room and along long, gloomy corridors,
avoiding the three creaky floorboards.
He tiptoed to his aunt’s bedroom door and listened at it,
but couldn’t make out what she was saying. Then he heard
the other voice, the voice of a frightened young girl: crying,
pleading, miserable.
He couldn’t bear it. And though afterwards he realised it
was a foolish thing to do, he turned the doorknob and
walked into his aunt’s room.
‘You stupid child!’
Robbie didn’t dare look up. His eyes were fixed on his
bare feet. She was right; he was stupid. When he had entered the room, she was sitting up in bed reading a book,
while the television gabbled in a corner. That was all.
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‘Sorry,’ he said. ‘I was – I was scared.’
‘Never enter my room without knocking! Never!’
‘Sorry.’
‘Do I have to lock my door? In my own house? Look at me!’
she shouted.
He looked up and saw short black hair, thin red lips and
green eyes that were cold and hard. ‘Sorry,’ he repeated.
‘Get back to bed. You - waste of space!’
He went, thinking he must have imagined the voices –
and imagined them last week as well. He climbed back into
bed, miserable, thinking that Aunt Mildred hated him.
But then he thought: It’s not just me. She hates all children.
Aunt Mildred was a children’s librarian at the big library in
town, but she hated children! This thought made him
laugh, and he had to muffle the laugh with a pillow.
At least she didn’t pretend she liked children. Some of
Aunt Mildred’s friends were like that, all smiles and special
friendly voices they put on for children. But you could tell it
was an act, and that was even worse.
Robbie fell asleep thinking about it.
It was another week before he heard the voices
again: Sunday evening, just like before. He ignored them
now; it must be a weekly television program.
Then the doorbell rang twice and he heard his aunt run
downstairs to answer it. There were voices in the lower
hallway. His aunt came back up the stairs, switched off the
television, banged a few cabinets and then went downstairs
again. He heard the front door shut. Then silence.
It wasn’t the first time she had dashed out late at night. He
nearly turned over and went back to sleep, but an odd
thought popped into his head:
Go and see.
He lay still for a minute longer. The three words went
round and round in his head. They were getting smaller
and smaller, whispering now, almost fading into nothing.

But just as he felt himself falling to sleep, he suddenly decided. And he was down the corridor in a flash.
At first, he was disappointed. There was
nothing. Just his aunt’s duvet folded back
and a drawer half-open.
Then he looked up at the bookshelf above the bed, where
there were seven black books in a row. He was about to
climb onto the bed and take one down when he noticed the
corner of an eighth book poking out from beneath the duvet, with an oddly shaped pen clipped to the cover.
He lifted the book carefully and studied it. No title anywhere. No author, either. Just a black leather cover.
The pen clipped to the cover was black and
shaped like a snake, with tiny green stones for
eyes. Aunt Mildred had two weird pens like that,
and he wasn’t allowed to touch them. He left this
one alone and opened the book.
The title page was handwritten:

Little Red Riding Hood
by Mildred Wiccover

Robbie stared at it. His aunt was writing books!
That might explain her anger when he had burst in
on her. And the voices, too: maybe she was saying
the stories out loud.
He knew he ought to put the book back and return to his room. It was none of his business. He
was snooping. But he was filled with curiosity now.
He had to know.
He turned the page.
There was a picture opposite the first chapter, of a
plump young girl in a red hooded cloak, with
blond hair spilling out. She had a basket on one arm and
was hurrying through some woods. She looked happy.
‘I don’t suppose she’s happy for long,’ Robbie said out
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loud, recalling the story of Red Riding Hood and the Wolf.
‘I’m not,’ the girl said, looking up at him from the picture.
Robbie dropped the book. He waited a
few seconds, then picked it up and
opened it again to the chapter page.
The girl was still looking out of the book: looking for him.
She asked, ‘Are you real? You seem like an ordinary boy.’
She lisped a little, saying “weal” instead of “real” and
“theem” instead of “seem”.
‘I’m Robbie,’ he said.
‘I’m Bwenda. Or - I was. Has she caught you, too?’
Robbie didn’t know what the girl was talking about. He
opened his mouth to reply, then closed it again.
‘Oh, I thee,’ she said dismissively, lisping more than ever.
‘It’s jutht another game, is it? Twying to twick me with
thomeone pwetending to be weally, weally thtupid?’
‘What? You’re calling me stupid?’ asked Robbie.
‘I didn’t have to,’ she said. ‘You did it yourself when you
stared at me with your mouth open like a goldfish.’
‘What are you talking about?’ he asked. ‘I just opened my
aunt’s book and –‘
‘I don’t believe you!’ she shouted. ‘As soon as I relax and
think it’s going to be okay this time, he’ll leap out and –‘
The girl covered her face with her hands and began to cry.
Her shoulders shook.
Robbie tried to put his hand on her shoulder, but she was
just a drawing in a book and his hand was as big as the
whole picture. She shrank back from the huge shadow of
his hand approaching.
‘Sorry,’ he said, pulling his hand back. ‘I’m not – whatever
you think I am. I’m just a boy. Aunt Mildred is my mother’s
sister. I heard voices and –‘
But the girl had put her head to one side, listening. Her
face had gone pale.
‘She’s coming!’ the girl said softly. ‘You’d better go.’

Then Robbie heard it too: the front door closing.
The girl whispered up to him again: ‘Save yourself! It’s too
late for me!’ She turned and ran off into the woods.
Robbie didn’t know what to do. Then he heard his aunt’s
footsteps on the stairs and fear took over. He slid the book
back under the covers and fled.
It wasn’t until he got back to his room that he discovered
he was holding the snake pen in his hand. He hid it under
his pillow and got into bed quietly. When his aunt looked
in a few minutes later, he appeared to be sound asleep.

The Hood, the Wolf and the Evil Pigs
The voices
Red Riding Hood sounds young and sweet and does a lot of
lithping (sorry - I mean lisping) but her voice is clear and confident and as she’s as tough as nails. She’s da main hood in da
neighbourhood, know wot I mean, bro? She’s gonna give dem
pigs a deep fryin’ lesson dey won’t forget, like.
The Wolf has a big, furry, deep, proud, growly voice. He sounds
tough and mean – and puzzled. He knows it isn’t supposed to
happen like this. He knows that little girls and grandmas ought
to scream and then die in a spectacularly messy fashion. But you
can tell he’s actually quite pleased to give up grandma-gobbling;
justice and revenge are far more important to him, so long as
that involves eating a few tasty pigs.
Grandma is just like your own favourite Granny, except for the
knuckle-dusters, tattoos and home-made ginger-chilli-currygarlic throat medicine... or maybe your Gran is like that, in
which case you and I must be related.
The Pig has a plump voice. Every word is round and fat. Every
syllable oozes with greed. Every letter of every syllable is wet
with pig slobber. Even the dot of every letter i is soaked in fat
and sugar. He really thinks he has earned his bloated piggy
banker’s bonus, although he’s as stupid as any pig... or any piggish banker.
The Woodcutter has done his job the same way for forty years man and boy - and he’s not going to change now. His voice
sounds slow and stupid. When he isn’t cutting down trees, he’s
at the pub telling other woodcutters why England didn’t win
the football World Cup.

The story

Once upon a time, there was a king who was so greedy
that one day he turned into a pig, as did all the princes and
princesses and most of their friends.
This didn’t make much difference at first, except that extra food had to be delivered to the palace every day. But after a while, the pigs were having so many grand parties and
building so many wonderful pigpen castles, that they ran
out of money. The pig king’s treasury was empty.
The evil, greedy pigs decided to open some special banks Piggy Banks. Everyone in the kingdom had to put their
money into these banks, and whenever the pigs wanted a
few thousands – or millions – they just took out what the
people had put in, and spent it on themselves.
The Piggy Bankers called this their Piggy Banking Bonus.
‘We’re worth it!’ they snorted, and laughed until the tears
ran down their fat, greedy cheeks.
As a result, the people became poor and sad. Some of
them even lost their homes. But in their darkest hour, a hero
arose...
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Once upon a time in the deep dark wood
There lived a girl called RR Hood.
She wanted to do what a brave girl should:
Take from the bad and give to the good.
She set out one December’s day
With plans to make those piggies pay
But out from the trees there prowled a beast
Looking for an early Christmas Feast.
The Wolf stepped out in front of Brenda
and howled at her, snarling and flashing his teeth.
‘Gweetingth, Mister Wolf,’ she lisped at him. ‘I expect
you’re wanting my bathket of lovely cweam caketh!’
‘I want more than cakes!’ he snarled.
‘I’m the big bad wolf, you see:
The one they call the Wolf BB.
I eat little girls and grandmas, too.
And the bits left over, I make into stew!’
‘Oh, goodie!’ she exclaimed.
‘What?’ asked the Wolf - surprised that she was pleased to
see him, because normally no one is pleased to see a wolf.
Brenda said happily, ‘You can take the cakes for me! That
will save me a lot of time, because it’s Spring Cleaning day.
Here you are... One basket of cakes. One map showing the
way to Gwandma’s house. One picture of Gwandma so you
can wecognise her. One passport with my name in it but
your picture in it so you can fool her into thinking you’re
me. One tape recording of me saying “Hello Gwandma!” so
you can play it to her. One lovely Wwwred Hood to wear.
One wig to wear underneath it. There – you’re all set!’
The Wolf took the basket and stood, puzzled, while RR
Hood loaded him with wig, hood and false papers. ‘But –
but –‘ he began.
‘Don’t thank me!’ exclaimed Red Riding Hood. ‘Now I can
go and wob a few Piggy Banks before sunset and give the

money to poor children!’
... And in a moment she was gone.

The Wolf looked suspiciously at the cakes.
‘Though I’m a wolf supremely bad
I now suspect that I’ve been had!
I’ll have to change my evil plan
And make a sandwich out of Gran!’
He weaved his way through the wood, following the map
that Brenda had given him. It led him straight to Grandma’s
dear, sweet cottage.
He paused outside the door and put on the
wig and red hood. Then he banged the door
knocker. An old lady voice called from within:
‘Who’s banging on my door so clear?
I hope you’re not a wolf, my dear.
I’m old and frail and very sweet,
But I’ll still kick you down the street!’

ø TUESDAY

NIGHT ø

‘It’s me: Red Riding Hood!’ the Wolf called.
The ancient voice replied, ‘It doesn’t sound like you,
Brenda! My, what a big voice you have, Miss Hood!’
The Wolf played the recording of Brenda saying: ‘Hello, Gwandma!’
‘Okay,’ said Grandma, peering through a
crack in the door. ‘It sounds like you, but it
doesn’t look like Brenda. My, what a big nose
you have, Miss Hood!’
The Wolf pushed his passport through the letter box. Grandma peered at it.
‘Well, all right,’ she said. ‘You are Brenda. I expect it’s just
my memory playing tricks. You’d better come inside before
you catch cold standing on the doorstep...’
She unlocked the door and let in the Wolf.
‘Oooo – cakes!’ she exclaimed, looking in the basket he
held. ‘And for once, you haven’t eaten them already!’
She took the cakes from the Wolf’s paw and walked away
to put them in the kitchen. The Wolf leapt at her and bit her
hard on the left leg.
‘Owwwwwoooooooo!’ he howled, holding his jaw.
Grandma stopped and looked back. ‘Naughty Brenda!’ she
said, wagging her finger at the Wolf. ‘Trying to bite me on
my wooden leg!’
She continued on her way to the kitchen, and the Wolf
flung himself after her again, biting her right leg this time.
‘Owwwwwoooooooo!’ he howled, holding his jaw again.
‘Now, now, Brenda,’ she said calmly, ‘you know I’ve got a
steel brace on the other leg…’

Bad Santa and the King
The voices
The King sounds bossy. If he wants a teddy, he expects you to
give it to him now, without any argument. And since he knows
that anything he says is always perfect, he pronounces every
word carefully, in rather a rich accent.
Bad Santa sounds like a pirate. Arrrrr! The more you exaggerate
his accent, the better it will sound, matey. Just imagine you’re
making your least favourite teacher walk the plank. Har har!
His Reindeer don’t say anything, but snort and neigh in a wild,
piratey fashion. They also chuckle evilly to themselves as they
give sneaky kicks and nips to anyone who walks past.
The Bunnies have tough bunny voices, shouting “Peace and
Happiness!” like a squad of American Marines. However, they’re
laid back and ultra-cool. Nothing bothers them; nothing – except people who can’t count. (And if you want to know more
about the bunnies, and why they insist there are seven of them,
you’ll need to read Wicked Tales One and Wicked Tales Two).
Santa’s voice is jolly and plump and chock full of goodness &
light. You’d think that nothing unhappy had ever happened to
him... but when he talks about his old sleigh and his reindeer,
there’s a sad sigh in his voice.
The Children in Santa’s grotto are loud, rude and a little crazy.
Just like most of your class, in fact.
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The story

Long ago – before most things had been invented - there
was a young Prince who was rich and selfish and spoiled
and very annoyed with his Christmas presents. He had a
carriage with two fine ponies, a football covered in gold
velvet, a box of chocolates the size of your bed and a fish
tank full of sharks. But he still felt he hadn’t been given the
presents he deserved.
On the day after Christmas, he was walking about the city
in a bad mood when he saw a boy his own age – but thin
and pale and dressed in rags - carrying a small, brown teddy bear.
There was something wonderful about the teddy’s eyes:
they were so warm and kind. The Prince wanted that teddy
and immediately sent a squad of soldiers to take it. But the
poor boy, weak though he seemed, dodged into a maze of
alleyways and disappeared.
The Prince had posters placed on every street corner of the
city, offering a reward for the teddy. No one replied.
Then he had all the shopkeepers and toymakers dragged

into the palace, where he questioned them about the teddy
he had seen. But they all listened to his description, shook
their heads and said:
‘Your Majesty, this is like no bear made by man. The colour – the shape – the size – the kind eyes and gently smiling
mouth: all those things mean that this is one of Santa’s own
teddies, made by his elves.’
The Prince raged at them, shouting and stamping his feet.
‘Santa doesn’t exist! He’s just a story! Presents are given to
us by our parents and friends and grateful subjects!’
The toymakers and shopkeepers all said apologetically,
‘Yes, your Majesty. Most presents do come from friends and
family. But Santa also makes some for children who will
otherwise get no presents. Also, he brings some for the
children who have been especially good.’
‘Ha!’ said the Prince. ‘That can’t be true, because I didn’t
get a present from Santa, and I’m the most important child
in the kingdom!’
They didn’t reply, because there’s not much you can say
to people who think they’re Very Important – and also because they didn’t want to have their heads cut off.
The Prince never forgot how annoyed he
was about that teddy. And when he became
King ten years later, he decided to do something about it.
The very first thing he did as King was to
make a new law: no one was allowed to have a teddy
bear. All teddies were to be surrendered at the Palace.
Thousands of teddies were handed in by weeping
children, and the King studied each teddy and each
child who brought it. None of the teddies given up
was the right one, and they were all thrown onto
the Royal Bonfire.
Now the King was furious. He sent soldiers to
search all the houses. They found three teddies that
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hadn’t been handed in: and three families were put in prison. But still the right teddy hadn’t been found.
The King sulked and brooded for the rest of the year.
Christmas approached and the King drove his carriage
around the city streets, scowling at the happy children and
shaking his fist at the bright windows of the toy shops.
Bad Santa

Then one night, a mysterious hooded figure in a black
robe trimmed with red fur came to the palace. He said, ‘I’ve
heard the King wants one of Santa’s toys. If that’s true, he
can meet me in the Royal Gardens at midnight.’
When the King arrived, a man stepped out from the shadows and pulled back his hood. His face was old, sly and
scarred. He had a big gold ring in one ear, a black patch
over one eye, long dirty hair and a red and black bandana
tied about his head. He looked like a pirate.
‘They calls me Bad Santa!’ said the man (he sounded like a
pirate, too). ‘Santa says Ho ho ho; I says Yo ho ho! Anything
Santa can do, I can undo. What he makes, I breaks. What he
gives, I takes. Like this!’

He waved an arm in the air. At the end of his dirty black
jacket cuff was not a hand, but a hook. And impaled on the
hook was a toy Santa.
The King said dismissively, ‘One toy on
a hook doesn’t prove anything at all!’
‘Ha!’ said Bad Santa. ‘Look here, then!’
He whistled, and two evil-looking reindeer wearing black eye patches emerged
from the shadows, pulling a wooden
sleigh shaped like a pirate ship. The sleigh
was piled high with toys and flew a skull
and crossbones from a flagpole.
‘Santa thinks he’s so clever!’ hissed Bad
Santa. ‘He thinks he’s so good! But - arrrr I can outsmart him, any day of the year.
Well – almost any day...’
‘Almost?’ asked the King.
‘Christmas Day, he gets the better of me,’ Bad Santa said
bitterly. ‘But that’s all! It takes me three hundred and sixty
four days to undo what he does on one day: but I does it! My
pirate sleigh and my pirate crew and my evil reindeer: we
thieve and plunder without pause, crisscrossin’ round and
round the earth so that daylight never falls upon us.’
‘But why?’ asked the King.
‘Cause I hates him!’ shouted Bad Santa. ‘I hates his silly
laugh and his pretty toys and his cute elves. I hates his red
cloak and pointed boots! I hates him ‘cause he gets all the
attention and I gets none! Just like when we was children!’
‘What?’ asked the King. ‘You mean –‘
‘Yes! I hates him ‘cause he’s my twin brother! I could have
been Santa, I could have been the one they all talks about
and the kids all love. But he wouldn’t let me. He stole my
chance to be famous!’
‘Oh,’ said the King. ‘So he’s as bad as you are?’
‘Nah! He’s good and jolly - and I hates him for it! When we
was kids, he was always the favourite. And the nicer he
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was, the kinder our parents treated him. I was jealous of
that, so I became nasty and spiteful - and the worse I was,
the worse they treated me. And day by day, he became nicer, I became meaner, and they became more
and more unfair until - ’
Bad Santa stopped and said softly, ‘But I’ll
tell you that story another day...’
The King said, ‘I see. Your brother took
your big chance to be famous... so now you
take his toys. Including his teddies? His special teddies?’
‘Aye,’ said Bad Santa, winking his one eye.
‘I takes ‘em all! Ho ho ho – yo ho ho - yar har harrrrrr!’
‘Good!’ said the King. ‘Would you have a special teddy
with you? If it’s the right one, I’ll buy it.’
‘Arrrrr.....’ said Bad Santa thoughtfully and slyly. ‘They’s a
bit tricky to find, them special teddies. That would cost you
a lot of money…’
The King said, ‘I don’t see why a teddy should be harder
to come by than any other toy.’
‘Arrr, well... I used to waste a lot of valuable time tryin’ to
nick my brother’s special toys. My crew and I used to sneak
into children’s rooms and take the toys from their very
arms. Har har! You should’ve heard ‘em wail! But it’s much
easier to take ordinary toys from the ungrateful little brats
that doesn’t love ‘em. Give ‘em five toys and they’ve broken
one before lunch and have lost the others under the couch.
Besides – well - there’s a story about special teddies, you
know? But I’ll tell you that story another day...’
‘Have - you – got - one??!’ the King shouted.
Bad Santa shook his head. ‘I sold the last one yesterday.
And a cute little teddy it was, too: with that sweet smile and
that kind look in its little teddy eyes. Soft and brown and
fluffy all over, with ears that –‘
‘Enough!’ shouted the King. ‘I don’t want a teddy recipe, I
want a teddy! Get me one!’

Bad Santa looked even more sly than usual. ‘Arrrr,’ he
said. ‘Maybe we can find a way to get one, if we works together. You helps me, I helps you….’
‘Why should I help a villain like you?’ asked the King.
‘I’m a King, not a dirty pirate!’
‘Cause you’re a man after me own heart! When I’d heard
there was a king takin’ teddies from children, I thought to
meself, “Bad Santa, there’s a man with a soul as dark and devious as your own. A man with a heart as cold as an iceberg! He’ll
help you!” And I’m right, aren’t I?’
The King was not at all pleased with having his heart
compared to an iceberg. ‘I might help you,’ he said stiffly,
‘but only if you can get me one of those special teddies.’
‘I can get you one at Christmas,’ Bad Santa promised, ‘but
only if you follow my evil plan. Lean close, and I’ll whisper
it to you....’

Billy the Bully
The voices
Billy the Bully sounds nasty. An egg boiled for an hour, coated
with concrete and then boiled for another hour wouldn’t be as
hard-boiled as Billy. Even when he says nice things, his voice tells
you he doesn’t really mean them.
The Crab says nothing, but his actions speak for him. He’s clearly a simple, good-hearted creature who would help anyone, even
Billy. He’s a bit puzzled by humans because they keep trying to
catch him or squash him. This is a pity because he knows the
answers to a lot of important questions (such as why birds sing
and dolphins play) and would quite like to tell us.
The Sharks have low, stupid, chompy voices. Try talking with
some food tucked into one cheek – that’ll do it, especially if the
food is still wriggling and kicking and trying to climb out.
The Dinner Lady Shark sounds big and mean. You don’t want to
mess with her, if you like having more than one foot... or more
than no head.
Billy’s family sound pleasant and happy. They know they ought to
be missing Billy and all his funny little violent ways... but actually,
they’re quite relieved to have a goldfish instead. Result!

The story
Once upon a time there was a bully
named Billy. He picked on everyone. He
pinched his little sister, kicked his little
brother and threw stones at the cat. He bit
the doctor, said rude words to his teacher
and made faces at his grandma. He put
pepper on his mum’s ice cream, curry
powder on the dog’s dinner and peanut
butter in his dad’s beer. He was horrible
to everyone he met.
He was walking to school one day, when
he decided to go to the beach instead.
Bad idea…
On the beach, you can see the fishermen casting their lines
into the water, hoping to catch a fish. What you can’t see are
all the lines that come out of the water.
Humans “fish” for fish. Fish
also “fish” for humans, though
they don’t call it that. They call
it “peopling”.
At the exact moment that Billy
said to himself, ‘I’ll go fishing!’
an enormous young shark
named Gutsy (who was on his
way to shark school) was saying to himself, ‘I’ll go peopling!’
Billy waited until the fishermen weren’t looking and snatched a fishing rod from one of
their bags. He ran along the beach, looking out to sea.
He saw a dolphin playing near to the beach and threw
some rocks at it. The dolphin rose from the water, glared at
Billy and swam away.
‘Stupid dolphin!’ Billy shouted and threw some more
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rocks. One of them hit the leg of a seagull that had been
swooping over the waves. The gull cawed angrily at Billy
and flew off.
‘Nah nah! Got you!’ Billy taunted it.
Meanwhile, the shark was loading his line and looking
towards the beach.
‘What shall I catch today?’ the shark asked himself. He
opened his floating fishing box, which was a very large
double clam shell, much bigger that a child. He had a tiny
doll for catching little girls, and toy cars for boys. For the
adults there were chocolates, packs of gum, cigars, bottles
of drink, dresses, fur coats, military medals, high-heeled
shoes, bank notes, lottery tickets and promises of riches,
popularity, fame and happiness.
As he was poking about in the shell, a small crab swam
past. ‘That’ll do,’ he said, snatching the crab. He tied an invisible line around it and cast it onto the beach.
It landed on the sand near to Billy, who was trying to attach a slug to his hook.
The tiny crab looked up at Billy.
Billy looked at the crab.
The crab raised its claws and
clicked them at Billy.
‘Crab! Squash it!’ shouted Billy
gleefully.
Billy stamped on the crab. But
he missed.
The crab had moved back a few inches. It clicked its claws
again and danced left and right.
Billy stamped. Missed. Stamped. Missed again.
The crab kept dancing away and sliding backwards, almost as if someone was reeling it back into the sea (which
was true).
Billy dropped his fishing rod and chased the crab. ‘I’ll get
you!’ he shouted. ‘Stupid crab! I’m going to squash you flat!

I’m going to smash you senseless! I’m going to splat you to
smithereens! I’m going to –‘
The crab had reached the water now but Billy rushed in
after it, stamping and splashing and cursing.
‘I’m going to – Mmfff! Grgle! Hlff!’
And within seconds, something had dragged him out to sea.
A dolphin heard Billy screaming for help, and swam up to
see what was happening. But when it saw that the screamer
was Billy, it shook its head and swam away: because it was
the same dolphin he’d thrown stones at.
A seagull swooped down and was just about to snip
through the line that the shark was reeling in; but then it
saw who was on the end of the line. It swooped up again
and hovered over Billy, laughing. Billy felt some gull poo
land on his head…
The big shark reeled Billy in and put a net around him. He
untied the small crab from the line and dropped it into his
clamshell fishing box - to use again another day.
He held the net up with one large flipper. ‘What’ve we
got here?’ he asked. ‘Ah! A bully! First one I’ve caught
this year! A bit small, though…’
The shark peered at Billy, upside down in the net. A fist
came out of the net and punched him on the nose.
The shark laughed, ‘Hey – don’t tickle me, small fry!’’
He turned the net over and shook Billy out. Several of his
shark friends, smelling something tasty, came circling
round to see what was happening.
‘What’cha got, Gutsy?’ called one.
‘Bully!’ said the shark.
‘Give us a bite –‘ asked another.

‘- just a nibble –‘
‘- bit of a leg –‘
‘- head maybe? I likes a bit of crunchy…’
Gutsy shook his toothy head. ‘Gonna take him home,’ he
said. ‘Keep him till he’s big enough to eat.’
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He poured the water out of his clamshell, dropped Billy
into it, and shook it to see if Billy was still alive.
‘Funny little fing, ain’t he?’ asked a shark friend.
‘Don’t know how they live in all dat air stuff,’ said another. ‘Dey must feel sick all der time!’
Billy was feeling very sick just now, having first been
dragged backwards through the sea, then half drowned,
then bounced about in a giant clamshell. He snatched one
of the dolls and tried to throw it at the sharks, but it
bounced back off the clamshell and hit him.
The sharks roared with laughter.

‘Dis is gonna be fun!’
‘Can we come to your house and play wiv ‘im?’
‘I got me a sea scorpion we can put in dere!’
‘Turn him upside down!’
‘Give ‘im something nasty to eat!’

They clustered round, putting their horrid faces to the
shell. Billy tried punching them as well, but they just
laughed at him.

‘Hey, Gutsy – he’ll die under der water.’
‘Yeah, hoomuns need air.’

Gutsy shut the shell and tucked it under a big fin, saying,

‘I’ll ask my mum. She’ll know what to do.’

Then the sharks dived steeply, spiralling round and round
to the sea bed. Billy’s stomach swirled round and round as
well. Water began to leak through the rim of the shell. The
air inside the shell became thick. It was dark in here and rather smelly.
Gutsy and his friends swam to his cave, where his mum
was getting supper ready for later that evening – biting the
heads off some fish and throwing them into a big pot (she
swallowed the heads).
‘Look, Mum!’ Gutsy shouted. ‘I caught me a bully!’
‘Where’d you get that?’ asked Gutsy’s mum angrily. ‘No

– don’t tell me – I don’t wanna know! But you ain’t

keepin’ it. Take it outside now and get rid of it! Then
you’d better go to school!’
‘Oh, Mum!’ groaned Gutsy. ‘He won’t cause no trouble,
promise! I’ll get a tank for him and clean it out every
day, and feed him myself. And besides – he’ll be a good
project for school!’

Big Mama Shark pried open the clamshell a crack and
looked in at Billy. She flashed her teeth at him.
‘We ain’t got nowhere to keep a boy,’ she said to Gutsy.

‘You’ll have to take it to school. They got a big tank
thing in the library for air creatures. But after a month,
we’re gonna eat it.’
‘Wow, thanks Mum!’
‘Off you go to school then. Don’t be late again!’

Good Puppy and Evil Kitten
The voices
The Baby is sooooo cute and sweet and simple. And she knows
something that most adults have forgotten: that the whole
world is there just for fun.
The Good Puppy is devoted to the baby. He too knows something that most adults have forgotten: that making someone
else happy is just about the best thing ever. He makes puzzled
noises at times, because he doesn’t understand some of the baby’s requests. He makes angry, growly noises at the cat, but
puppy anger is rather cute and funny.
The Evil Kitten hisses when annoyed and snarls when very annoyed. He wants you to think he’s a big tough tiger and not a
sweet-looking kitty. He’s very pleased with his evil plans, but he’s
rather bothered that the baby seems to like him - and he can’t
quite decide whether to be angry about this and bite the baby,
or happy about it and purrrrrrrrr.
The Tiger has a deep, rich, growly voice. He sounds big and
warm and soft and furry and... very hungry. He moves silently: in
fact, he’s probably behind your chair or under your bed or behind the curtains right now, thinking ‘Shall I eat the child now?
Or wait until they’ve finished reading the story?’
The Mother is not a deep thinker. She spends hours talking to
other mothers at the park but can never remember afterwards
what anyone said. She always seems a little surprised when she
looks down and sees that she’s got a pushchair with a baby in it.
She thinks the kitten is soooo cute and the puppy raaaahther
naughty and the baby ever so sweet to have around, but... actually, where is the baby? Did she leave the baby on the bus again?

The story

Once upon a time there was a baby. She had no brothers
or sisters to play with, but she did have a puppy with soft
grey fur and yellow eyes.
The baby was just over a year old and she toddled about
happily in her playroom or outside in the garden, with the
Good Puppy always at her side or running off to fetch
sticks, balls and toys for her.
One day they went to the park with the baby’s mother.
While the mother talked with other mothers, the baby sat in
her pushchair and talked to the puppy.
‘Want fun!’ she said. ‘Get me fun!’
The puppy looked at her with puzzled eyes. Then it ran
off and returned with a stick.
The baby said, ‘Not stick! Want fun!’
‘Ruff?’ said the puppy, which means “There’s nothing more
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fun than a stick, is there?”
The puppy dropped the stick and brought a soggy tennis
ball instead.
‘Yuk! Want fun!’ the baby sulked.
‘Grrff!’ said the puppy, which means “But tennis balls are
fun! Especially wet, squashy ones!”
The puppy thought hard. Then it saw a boy playing with a
kite. The boy was laughing, so that must be fun…
The puppy ran off and returned with a stick, which had
some string wrapped about it. There was a long line of
string rising from the stick and disappearing into the sky:
that was the kite string, still attached to the kite.
‘Good puppy!’ said the baby, watching the red kite racing
from side to side across the sky.
But some other voices were shouting something quite different: ‘Bad dog!’ And some big feet were running towards
the puppy, the baby and the kite stick.
The puppy panicked and ran around the pushchair several times, wrapping the kite string about its wheels. Then it
leapt onto the baby’s lap and gave the stick to the baby.
‘Fun!’ shouted the baby. ‘Fun!’
Just then a sudden wind caught the kite - and the pushchair took off like a racing car, bouncing across the park
with a dozen children chasing it. The baby’s mother stared
as her baby zoomed off, making racing car noises.
‘Neeeeeeeow! Vrrrrrmmmm! Vrrrrrmmmm! Fun!’
The pushchair was approaching a hedge at the end of the
park… it was going at it very fast… it was going to crash…
‘Neeeeow! Vrrrrrrmmm! Vrrr… Help! Help! Not fun!’
‘Woof!’ said the puppy, which means “Oh no! This is really
going to hurt!”
But it was too late to do anything… the pushchair was
speeding towards the hedge… it got to the hedge… rose into the air … floated away into the sky.
‘Fun?’ the baby asked the puppy. ‘Is dis fun?’
The pushchair spun around in the air, twice.

‘Wheeeeee! Fun, puppy!’
The pushchair tilted until it was almost
upside down. The baby was hanging by
its straps, and the puppy was hanging on
by its teeth.
‘No! Not fun!’
‘Fwwf!’ said the puppy, which is the only sound a dog can
make when dangling from a pushchair by its teeth. It means
“Help!!!!!”
The kite pulled them up, up and away. Sometimes they
were the right way up, but mostly not. Then the wind
dropped and pushchair began to fall.
‘Not fun…!’ said the baby unhappily.
They were falling towards a large oak tree… the kite
string snagged on a large branch… the baby’s pushchair
spun up and around the branch twice, and then swung to
and fro like a big swing at a circus.
‘Hooray! Dis fun!’ the baby called as they swooped up
and back. ‘Do it again! Again!’
The puppy closed its eyes. It was feeling very sick.
‘Barf!’ it said, and you can guess what that means.
After a while the pushchair stopped swinging. The baby
looked at the branches around it and then at the ground far,
far below.
‘Is dis fun?’ she asked the puppy.
The puppy licked the baby’s face, making her laugh. Then
they heard a horrible sound…
… The sound of something large and cat-like… of something large and cat-like and hungry… of something that
was vey angry at being woken by a baby.
The Tiger peered down at them from its place in the
branches above. It began to make its way towards them.
‘Nooooo!’ said the baby. ‘Not fun! Bite! Big bite!’

H & G and the Witch’s Cottage
The voices
Harry and Gina sound like the best friends you can imagine.
They’re funny, a bit cheeky, and easy to get along with. They’re
the sort of children who build a tree house in their garden and
invite you over to play in it, pretending to be gorillas or Robin
Hood or anything that’s adventurous.
Their Step-Parents don’t understand children, don’t like children and sound really annoyed with Harry and Gina at all times,
in all places and for no reason at all. They could remember the
children’s names if they could be bothered to try, but actually
the only thing they care about is whether their favourite rubbishy programmes are on the TV tonight.
- Stepfather Three usually talks to the children in a jokey, pretend - friendly way but you can tell he might suddenly shout at
H&G and give them a big slap for being cheeky, if they so much
as look at him funny.
- Stepmother Four talks sweetly and enthusiastically most of
the time, as if she’s thrilled to have H&G around, but everything
she says is Nag Nag Nag - unless she’s talking to her friends
about the children, when it’s Moan Moan Moan. She gives H&G
smaller slaps than Stepfather Three, but twice as many of them.
The Witch almost sounds like a dear, sweet grandma. But she
tries too hard to make her voice appear kind and loving, and
then she spoils the effect anyway by saying out loud the evil
thoughts that suddenly pop into her evil head.
The Cat is totally confused. At the beginning, it snarls and hisses evilly because no one loves it, not even the witch of course.
Then the children come and are quite nice to it, even when it’s
a hungry tiger. So now it doesn’t know whether to bite or purr...
bite or purr... oh all right, BITE!

The story

Once upon a time there
were two twin children
named Harry and Gina,
called “H and G” because
their step-parents couldn’t
remember their names.
Their real mother had
died when they were tiny,
and their real father had
married Stepmother One.
Then he ran away to Brazil,
where he was eaten by pythons. Stepmother One married
Stepfather One before leaving to live in Scotland, so Stepfather One got together with Stepmother Two – and so on. By
the time this story starts, H and G were ten years old and
already on Stepfather Three and Stepmother Four.
Their step-parents didn’t really want children and
moaned all the time at Harry and Gina, which was quite
unfair because the twins did most of the cooking, all the
cleaning and every bit of house repair. They were the only
ones who knew how to work the remote control, change the
batteries in the smoke alarm, start the lawn mower or build
a new bookshelf.
The only birthday and Christmas presents they had this
year were ones they bought for each other – but they were
just what they wanted: matching toolkits, an electrical testing meter and ten vouchers each for the cinema.
Abandoned – take one

They knew something was up when Stepfather Three said
at breakfast in a false, jolly tone: ‘I know! I’ll take you kids
camping! Won’t that be fun?’
Harry and Gina glanced at each other and said obediently,
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‘Yes, that would be great!’ They knew better than to argue
with Three. He had big hands and was a big slapper.
So as the evening approached, they were loaded into
Three’s pickup truck and half-waved off by Four, who was
watching TV with one eye, listening on the phone with one
ear and talking into it with her big mouth.
They drove into some nearby woods. Soon the truck
turned off the main road and bounced through a maze of
narrow tracks, its Satnav chattering instructions. Three kept
looking across at the children and saying things like:
‘You know not to throw anything out the window, don’t
you? No white pebbles or scraps of paper like the kids in
that fairy tale. Don’t do this sort of thing - ha ha ha!’ He
flicked his cigarette butt out through the driver’s window,
its bright stub bouncing into the dry grass.
‘Of course we won’t,’ said Gina. ‘That would be littering.
And you might start a fire.’
‘We wouldn’t be able follow them back anyway,’ said
Harry. ‘We’d have to throw one every few seconds to make
a proper trail. We would need about 600 stones so far.’
‘Yeah,’ said Three. ‘Not that you will need a trail, uh – ‘
‘I’m Hippo.’
Three nodded. ‘Yeah, I knew that. Hippo and um –‘
‘Giraffe,’ said Gina.
‘Yeah, that’s right, Giraffe,’ said Three. ‘We’re gonna have
a great time, H and G. Family bonding!’
‘Hope you brought a lot of glue,’ said Harry.
Finally the pickup stopped in a small, damp clearing.
Three unloaded two tents and set them up while the twins
cooked sausages. Then Three told them boring ghost stories
until they were so tired that they fell asleep.
They were woken in the middle of the night by the sound
of the pickup driving away. Three’s tent had gone, too.
Gina pulled a map from her rucksack while Harry took
out his compass and a small wind-up light. They tracked
across the wood, caught a bus and were home before dawn.

Three wasn’t back yet, because his Satnav was taking him
around and around the maze of tracks in the wood and he
didn’t get home until lunchtime.
Abandoned – take two

A week later, Stepmother Four
suggested a Lovely Trip to the
Wildlife Park.
‘Of course, Stepmother,’ the
twins agreed. ‘What a good idea!’
They knew not to argue with Four
either. She was a bit of a slapper, too.
The Park was a lot of fun until they got to the Lion Enclosure. Four’s car rounded a corner and Four called out merrily, ‘Look over there, um – Hannibal and – and -‘
‘Grapefruit,’ said Gina.
‘Yes – Grape, dear, look over there at the lions!’
As they turned their heads obediently, Four reached down
and pulled at something. Then she stopped the car, exclaiming, ‘Oh dear! That thing you put the luggage in – it’s open!
I can see it flapping! H and G, do you think you could just
pop out and fix it? If you both lean on it together, that
should make the lock catch.’
Harry and Gina exchanged looks again. They got out of
the car and walked around to the back. The engine revved
twice. The trunk lid clanged shut. Immediately, the car shot
forward and sped away to the exit.
When Four got home, she picked up the children’s bags
from the rear seat, humming happily to herself. She went to
put them in the dustbin but stopped when she heard a
sound from the back of the car.
The car trunk opened and the twins climbed out. Gina
tucked her screwdriver into a pocket and slammed the
trunk shut again.
‘We thought it would be best to fix the lock from inside,’
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Harry said.
‘Why, of course!’ said Four. ‘That’s exactly what I thought
you were doing. What clever children you are!’
She went into the house, slamming the door behind her.
They could hear her shouting:
‘Three! It didn’t work!’
Really abandoned this time

A week later, a leaflet came through the door:
WHY CLUTTER UP YOUR HOUSE WITH THINGS YOU
NO LONGER WANT? WE BUY OLD GOLD AND SILVER!
And in smaller letters it said:
PS - We also buy unwanted children!
‘Yes!’ shouted Stepmother Four, who showed it to Stepfather Three. And next Saturday morning...
‘You’re going to visit your grandmother,’ said Stepfather
Three at breakfast.
‘Step-grandmother,’ Harry corrected him. ‘We only have
step-grans, and there’s about a dozen of them.’
‘Thirteen,’ said Gina, who liked to be precise.
‘It’s your Stepdad Two’s Stepfather’s second wife,’ said
Three confidently.
‘No,’ said Gina. ‘She was the one who had ten pit bull terrier dogs. She fell down the stairs one day and broke her
leg. Bad mistake! When the ambulance came, there was
nothing left of her except a few bones.’
Four said, ‘It’s your third Stepmother’s mother.’
‘No, she was the one who sat in front of the TV all day eating the junk food they advertise. She exploded during a session of Jeremy the Broken Lie-detector,’ said Harry.
Three shouted, ‘Stop arguing! Enough of your mouth,
Harvey! And you too, G-G-‘
‘That’s right, “Gee Gee”,’ said Gina. ‘I was named after a
horse, remember?’

Three said, ‘Yeah - I knew that! Now, you two toads are
going to your Gran’s for a few days. And don’t ask me
which one! Go pack a suitcase! Now!’
Harry asked, ‘Just one case between the two of us?’
‘I’m not sharing a case,’ said Gina. ‘It’s unfair.’
’One case each!’ shouted Three and Four together.
‘Why didn’t you say that to start with?’ Harry asked.
‘Get out of here!’ Three shouted. ‘Or you’ll get a slap!’
Harry asked, ‘Just one slap between the two of us?’
‘I’m not sharing a slap,’ said Gina. ‘It’s unfair.’
Then they ran upstairs before Three and Four could get up
from the table.
They were loaded into the truck and driven far away by
Stepfather Three – over high hills and then into a dark, eerie
forest. The road shrank to a rutted track and snaked
through the forest until it reached a tiny cottage hemmed in
by mean-looking trees.
Three stopped the
truck.
‘Here’s
your
Gran’s house,’ he said
gruffly. ‘Get out and
fetch your bags.’
They
pulled
their
small, wheeled cases
across the mossy lawn,
bouncing over molehills and scattering small rocks. There
was no path to the front door: as if no one ever went there,
or perhaps did go in - but never came out again.
‘It smells funny,’ said Gina, wrinkling her nose at the cottage. ‘Like old cake.’
‘Gingerbread,’ said Harry. ‘And I can smell chocolate.’
The door certainly looked like a giant slab of chocolate,
though if you tried to eat it, you would probably crack your
teeth on the metal bolts that held it together.
There were tiny white dots on the chocolate door that
looked like specks of mint but kept coming and going.
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Harry caught one on his finger: it was a maggot.
The gingerbread walls were mouldy where they met the
ground, and the sweets studding the walls had ants crawling on them. The sugar windows had attracted a lot of flies,
most of which were still stuck to them. Large, grey slugs
were licking the peppermint-stick window frames and
wasps had made a nest in the frosted icing of the roof.
A too-sweet, too-friendly voice came from the other side
of the stale chocolate door knocker:
‘Nibble, nibble little mouse:
Who’s that nibbling at my house?’
Gina replied:
‘We didn’t do it; we didn’t get close.
We think your smelly house is gross!’
The door was flung open and a
kind-looking grandmotherly figure stood just inside, holding a
baking bowl which she was stirring with a big wooden spoon. She
was wearing dear little granny
glasses and her grey hair was tied
into a granny-type bun.
‘Do you like cookies?’ she asked
the children in a sugary voice,
with a sugary smile to go with it.
‘No,’ said Harry quickly, because he was certain that any
of Granny’s cookies would be disgusting. ‘They give me
stomach ache and I end up groaning and howling all night
long. You would need to wear earplugs and most of your
windows would shatter from the sound.’
‘Ohhhh...’ said Granny, making a sad little face. She turned
to Gina and asked, ‘Won’t you try some cookies, sweetheart?
Just for me?’
‘Cookies make me sick,’ said Gina. ‘I would be puking all

day and all night. You would have vomit on the floor and
walls, and dripping out the windows. You’d be cleaning it
off the ceilings for weeks!’
Granny glared at them and carried the cookie mixture
outside. She used it to patch up one of the holes in the wall.
‘What do you want?’ she asked Stepfather Three crossly.
Three said, ‘I – uh – you know – brought your grandchildren
to see you.’ He passed her the leaflet that had been delivered
to the house.
Granny’s voice went back to being sickly sweet again. ‘Oh,
the dear grandchildren!’ she exclaimed. ‘Come in, little ones.
Now, let me see: can I recall your names, dears? No – don’t
tell me – it’s been a long time but I’m sure I can remember!’
She peeked at the leaflet in her hand. ‘Ah yes, it comes
back to me! Little... G and dear H!‘ She looked at Three,
who shrugged his shoulders.
‘I’m G,’ said Gina. ‘Goudy Italic.’
‘And I’m H,’ said Harry. ‘Helvetica Narrow.’
Granny looked from one
Overnight
to the other. ‘Perhaps
broom
you’d better bring your
bags in,’ she said. ‘Then
we’ll all have a nice cup
of tea and some cake!’
‘Cake gives me whooping cough,’ said Harry.
Gina added, ‘I can’t drink tea. It comes out as fast as it
goes in. From both ends. It splatters everywhere!’
Three said to the children, ‘You kids have a good time
with your Gran. Goodbye, uh –‘
‘Heartburn and Gallstones,’ said Harry.
‘Ginger and Horseradish,’ said Gina.
Three scratched his head. ‘Yeah. That’s what I was gonna
say. Bye then…’
He received a handful of banknotes from “Granny”,
climbed into his truck and sped off.

The Wolf’s Party
The voices
Daddy Human sounds as if he makes a lot of money “in the
City”. He carries a neatly-rolled dark umbrella which matches
his dark grey suit. He is rather clever at work, and rather stupid
at anything practical such as tying his shoelaces. He believes
that it’s Mummy Human’s job to look after Baby Human on Saturdays, so he can go to the gym.
Mummy Human is one of those well-spoken ladies who like
things to be neat and tidy. She’s not particularly bright, and has
to get out the cookbook every meal to remind her how to make
porridge. She thinks it’s Daddy Human’s job to look after the
little one on Saturdays, so she can go shopping.
Baby Human is a few months older than he was in the story
“Mouldysocks” in Wicked Tales One. He’s used to looking after
himself, as well as finding the car keys for Daddy every morning
and the cookbook for Mummy twice a day. He gabbles nonsense
words in a most amusing little voice: but even so, he usually
talks more sensibly than his parents.
Sir William Wolf is like all the other rich, self-important politicians you’ve seen on TV. His voice is deep and rather beautiful,
and his words make pretty patterns in your head. But when he
stops talking and gives you a big Politician Smile, you can’t quite
remember what he said, or how much it’s going to cost you. He
has a wonderful mansion with a moat, drawbridge, two-story
duck house and a helicopter pad: all of which he claims on his
expenses so that you pay for them instead of him.
The Pig has a slow, stupid and very friendly voice. He sounds
puzzled by life at Miss Wolf’s school, and wonders why there are
so many cookery classes…

The story

It was Saturday morning. Daddy Human, Mummy Human and two year old Baby Human had just sat down for
their breakfast (which was porridge - the only thing the
parents knew how to make) when the doorbell rang.
‘Bah bding bdapppa rappa!’ said Baby Human, which means
“I’ll go to the door!”
‘Oh yes...’ said Daddy Human vaguely.
‘Oh no!’ said Mummy Human. ‘Baby hasn’t got any slip-
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pers on! What will the neighbours say?’
‘Oh yes...’ said Daddy Human. ‘I’ll go instead.’
‘Oh no!’ said Mummy Human. ‘You haven’t got a tie on!
What will the neighbours say?’
‘Oh yes…’ said Daddy Human, looking down.
‘I’ll go,’ said Mummy Human firmly.
‘Bah doopa wadda nibbles pray?’ asked Baby Human, which
means “But what will the neighbours say?”
Mummy Human ignored him and went to the front door.
Daddy Human whispered to Baby Human, ‘Why should
the neighbours say anything?’
Baby Human whispered back, ‘Bussa wassa nicka nockas!’
which means “Because she doesn’t have any clothes on!”
Daddy Human looked down the hallway at Mummy
Human walking to the door.
‘Oh yes…’ he said.
The door opened and then they heard Mummy Human
scream, run to her room and start pulling on some clothes.
Daddy Human and Baby Human went to the front door.
A large wolf stood there, wearing a fancy suit and a top hat.
When he saw Daddy, he took off his hat and bowed.
‘Good morning, my dear Humans,’ he said, flashing his long,
white teeth. His voice was deep and gentle and musical. ‘I

am Sir William Wolf, running for election. We in the Wolf Party
would like to have your vote.’

He gave them a cheesy smile.
Baby Human asked, ‘Wishy washy posh potty?’, which
means “Will there be cake and ice cream at the Party?”
Daddy Human shook his head at Baby Human and said to
the wolf, ‘I apologise. He’s just a baby, so he’s stupid.’
Mummy Human came to the door (with her clothes on
this time) and added, ‘- And he’s a very rude baby, who
knows he should say “Please”!’
‘Peas?’ asked a shocked Baby Human, which means “Yuk!
Are we having peas at the party?”
‘How sweet!’ said Sir Wolf, smiling down at Baby Human

and patting him with a large, furry paw. ‘I do so like little
children.’ He licked his lips once with a long, red tongue.
Sir Wolf took a piece of paper from his pocket and read
out: ‘The Wolf Party supports all children everywhere. Children
are our future!’
‘Oh,’ said Daddy Human unhappily. ‘But Baby Human
here was born in the past.’
‘Oh,’ said Mummy Human unhappily as well. ‘And Baby
Human here is living in the present.’
Sir Wolf began to snarl but managed to control himself.
He said, ‘Children are our future and our past and our present!’
‘Creepa crawly piffle?’ asked Baby Human excitedly, which
means “Present! Will there be presents at the party?”
Mummy Human glared at him, so Baby Human added
hurriedly, ‘Peas?’, which means “That would make up for
having peas instead of ice cream!”.
Sir William Wolf took another piece of paper from his
pocket and read from it.

‘Your vote is important to my Party. I already have:

The bat vote,
the rat vote,
the gnat vote,
even got the fat cat vote!
Got the votes of the dogs,
the hogs,
the fleas, flies and frogs.
I’m supported by the sows,
the cows,
the don’t-know-whys and don’t-care-hows.
We’re loved by midges,
trolls under bridges,
the bugs that live beneath your fridges.
Spiders,
gliders
and broomstick riders!

Davy and the Trolls
The voices
Davy talks sensibly at all times. He usually has a bit of a laugh in
his soft, musical, country-boy voice, because he really enjoys
forest life - even though it’s sometimes dangerous.
Princess Bossyboots starts off sounding ultra-posh and… well…
ultra-bossy! But after sharing a bowl of soup, she eases off the
bossiness: you could call her Princess Bossyslippers now. Her
voice is the opposite of Davy’s: smooth where he’s rough, precise where he’s relaxed and thoughtful - but you can tell she
finds him amusing. She does scream and cry rather desperately
when the trolls are making their nasty plans, but you and I
would probably do the same.
Her father the King has bossiness
and rudeness multiplied by a hundred, then squared, then built into an enormous concrete castle
and dropped on your toe.
The Crabs, Foxes, Snakes and
Bats don’t say anything at all except for the clicks, yaps, hisses
and squeaks you’d expect.
The Trolls are the stupidest creatures imaginable. They would
spend all day watching TV, if only they could figure out how to
turn it on. They are also the most evil and bloodthirsty bunch of
thugs you’ll ever meet… and if you did meet them, that would
probably be the last time you met anyone in this world.
The Mother Troll is slightly less stupid than the others, which is
why she’s allowed to use the frying pan.

The story

(From part way through the story…)
And then he heard something terrible.
It was a distant sound, and not at all loud. But it made
him start running as fast as he could manage with a flickering candle in his hand.
It was the sound of a child crying out in fear. When Davy

heard it, he wanted to run away because he was afraid, too.
But he knew that voice - so he ran towards it instead.
‘Prin- !’ he began. But he stopped halfway through the
word and slowed to a quiet walk. He whispered: ‘Princess,
I’m coming – but I’m coming slowly and quietly because I
mustn’t let the trolls hear me.’
He crept along the dark, smelly passageway for several
minutes before he heard that cry again, somewhere close
by. He blew out the candle and put it in his pocket.
He tiptoed along, feeling the wall with his hands. Then he
stopped: There!
His eyes had grown accustomed to the darkness now and
he could see the outline of a doorway in the rock just ahead,
on the right hand wall.
There was no door in the doorway; it was just a stone arch
that opened into a flight of steps leading down and around
to the right. Somewhere at the end of those steps was a
flickering light that cast enormous shadows upon the dull
stone walls.
Then he heard voices. Troll voices.
The Frying Pan
‘I say we eat her now!’

deep and stupid voice.

said a

‘Cos

I’m

hungry!’

said a higher
voice. There was the sound of metal
hitting something slightly softer.
‘Stupid trollock!’

Whanggggggg!
‘Owwwww!’

said the deep voice

again. ‘Dat hurts!’
An even higher voice said,

‘You’ve
dented the frying pan! Ma,
you’ve dented the frying pan!’
‘Yeah,’

said

the

deep

voice.

‘Why’d you do dat?’

The second voice - the voice of “Ma” - said, ‘To shake up
your stupid brains! You know we can’t eat her yet!
Not till we’ve got what we want!’

Davy had been creeping down the steps and now he
peeped around the edge of the stairway. A rather nasty
sight was waiting for him.
An enormous woman troll was standing by the kitchen
fire, facing Davy. She had a frying pan as big as a car wheel
in one hand, and was trying to get a dent out of it by
punching it with a large, hard fist.
To her right was an even larger troll, who was rubbing the
top of his head and glaring at her. Beyond them was a small
boy troll who was pinching something in a chair just out of
Davy’s sight, hidden behind the bigger trolls.
The mother troll saw what
the boy troll was doing and
shouted, ‘How many times
have I told you? Don’t
play with your food!’

And she gave him a wallop
on the head with the frying
pan as well.

Bongggg!

The boy put his hands on
the top of his head and
groaned. ‘I didn’t touch
her!’ he lied.
Davy moved a little further
down the stairs and could
now see a small figure seated
in a chair large enough for the
boy troll. She had golden hair
and was trembling with fear.
There was a rope about her

chest, tying her to the chair.
‘Please let me go!’ begged the Princess. ‘I’m sure my father
will give you a reward.’
‘Dat’s right,’ said the father troll. ‘A BIG reward.
Dat’s the plan!’ He laughed nastily - and then burped
nastily as well.
‘Manners!’ shouted his wife and clonked him on the
head again with the frying pan.

Thwannnggg! ‘Owwwwwww!’

‘Huh!’ she said. ‘Think yourselves lucky I’m not going for your noses with this!’

The hands of the other trolls immediately flew up to their
noses to protect them.
‘Idiots!’ she said. ‘I said I WASN’T going for them!’
The hands went down, very slowly.
‘The nose is the only bit dat’s soft on me,’ said the
father troll.
‘And me,’ said the boy troll.
The mother troll said, ‘Stupid trollocks! It’s the only
soft bit on ALL trolls!’

‘Oh yeah. I was forgetting,’ said the father
- when do we get a bite of the Princess?’

troll. ‘Now

Bonnnnnggggggg! The frying pan did its job again.

‘Ohhhhh....’ said the father troll. ‘Now I remember. We
ain’t gonna eat her yet. You’re gonna take a piece
of her back to the city, and you’re gonna tell the
king… um… I can’t remember dat bit.’

The mother troll said, ‘I’m going to tell the king he’s
gotta send us fifty children to eat - nice plump
ones. Then he can have his precious Princess back!’

‘Awwww!’ whined the
her back! I want to –‘

boy troll.

‘I don’t want to send

Whannnnnggggggg!

‘Shut your mouth!’ said the mother. ‘Of course we
ain’t gonna send her back! That’s only what we’re
gonna tell the king!’

‘Oh...’ said the boy troll.

‘Dat’s a GREAT plan!’

The father troll said, ‘But which bit of her are you
gonna take to the city?’

‘Easy,’ said the mother troll. ‘I’ll take a scrap of her
pretty dress… wrapped around one of her pretty
fingers!’

The Princess cried out in fear again. Then she started
shouting at the top of her voice, ‘Help! Help! Somebody
please help me!’
‘Stop that noise!’ shouted the boy troll. ‘I don’t like
it! Stop it!’ He put his hands over his ears.
The mother troll gave the frying pan to the father troll,
saying grimly, ‘It’s YOUR turn to use it!’ She pointed at
the girl.
The father troll looked at the frying pan, puzzled. He
thought hard about what to do with it and then...

Whanggggg!

... He hit the boy troll on the head with it.
‘No!’ shouted the mother troll. ‘Don’t hit HIM!’
The father troll thought hard again and then...

Bonggggg!

... He hit the mother troll on the head with the pan.
‘No!’ shouted the mother troll. ‘Not ME neither! ’
The father troll looked even more puzzled. He thought
hard one last time and then his eyes brightened and...

Whanggggg! Bonggggg!

... He hit himself on the head, twice.

