
 
 

 
 

Wicked Tales Two: 
 

Even Wickeder Tales 
 

by Ed Wicke 
 



Wicked 
 
6 Rattees 
  
Two rats kidnap an orphan baby and try to 
sell it. But the baby is more than a match 
for them, and joins in their life of crime. 
He would like to have a mummy of his own 
one day, and the Rattees might help his 
dreams come true... 

 
 

 

27 Jack and the Cow  
 
Don’t swap your cow for a 
tin of beans, or a hat, or a 
talking chicken. You know 
it will all go wrong some-
how, and you’ll end up as 
Ogre Food, or worse. 
 
 
 
 

 
 

54 The Gorilla and  
          the Hunter 
 
Big Bob the Hunter may have a jeep 
loaded with guns and a house stuffed 
with animal trophies, but he’ll be no 
match for a jungle-wise little gorilla. 



Tales Two 
 
 70 The Bad Tooth Fairy 
  
If a fairy doesn’t pass her fairy exams at 
primary school, she may end up with the 
second worst job in the world. But a 
naughty fairy won’t care about that, so 
long as she gets enough fairy gold for Troll 
dances and chocolate. 
 

 
 

 
 
111 Alicroc the Alien  
  Scoutmaster 
  
An alien with green, crackly skin and 272 
fine white teeth becomes a scoutmaster. 
But can his Tiny Scouts beat Big Mike’s 
Tough Scouts? Or will the call of the wild 
be too scary for them? 
 

 
132 Easter Bunnies vs. Fairy   
        G-Mother feat. Cinderella  
  
When the Bunnies ride into town, they’re in no 
mood to be pushed around - and especially not 
by a chavvy godmuvver in pink slippers and rub-
ber gloves. As for Cinders, she shall go to the 
Ball... whether she likes it or not. 



 
A note to the reader:  
 
These stories are brilliant for reading out loud. Tell 
them to your little sister, your mum or your cat. Even 
better, get your mum to read them to you... and get the 
cat to read them to your little sister! 
 
But whether you read them in your head or tell them 
out loud to your hamster, you need to do the voices. 
Just go for it! Make Alicroc sound like a hippy croco-
dile and make the Easter Bunnies talk like the cool 
bandit cowboys they are. Make the Tooth Fairy naughty 
and the Gorilla cheeky. Make the Fairy Grotmother as 
gloriously grotty as a Grotmuvver can be. 
 
I’ve included a guide to the voices for each story. How-
ever, these are only my ideas, and there’s no reason why 
the gorilla in your head should sound exactly like the 
one in mine… 
 
And a note about pictures: In some stories I’ve given 
you choices. For instance, there are two versions of 
Cinderella & the Bunnies, two of the Gorilla, and nine 
of the Ssssnake. This is on purpose! I think the pictures 
in your head are the best, and I hope my illustrators in 
their different ways help to stir up your imagination. 
 
This is my tenth book, and I hope you’ll want to try the 
other nine as well, so I’ve told a little about each one at 
the end of this book.  
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 Rattees 
 
The voices 
 
The Rattees talk like gangsters. They even do a bit of Gang-
sta Rap on street corners while the baby crawls around tying 
the audience’s shoelaces together. When the people try to 
walk away, they fall over and the Rattees pick their pockets 
faster than three blind mice can run from a farmer‘s wife. 
 
The Baby is adorable and clever and talks in a high, sweet 
voice. He’s a bit sad about not having a mummy or daddy, but 
otherwise he lives quite happily in his old doll’s pram. He 
wishes people would always leave a couple of crisps at the 
bottom of the packets they throw away, for him to nibble. 
 
The Lady wears pearls, talks in a marvellously middle-class 
manner, and is rather foolish. She’s also a famous detective 
and sometimes watches herself solving crimes on television, 
when she can remember where she put her glasses. 
 
The Vet is a rough and ready Jack-the-lad, and is rather rude 
to everyone. But he knows a cat from a baby and a baby from 
a rat, which in his opinion is all that matters. 
 
The Doctor is young and pretty. She talks kindly to her pa-
tients, but uses a lot of very big words that no one under-
stands – so they have to go and ask the nurse to explain. 
 
Pussykins is a large and rather lazy cat who only comes to life 
when there are goldfish to watch. 
 
The Goldfish say nothing, but they look very worried. 
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The story 

 
 Once upon a time there were two large, scruffy 
rats, known to their friends as Rattees. 
 
The first scam: Baby-napping 
 
 The rats got tired of eating rat food and decided to 
make some money. So they went to a local super-
market and kidnapped a ginger-haired baby sitting 
outside the shop in an old doll’s pram. He was wear-
ing a tea towel as a nappy and had a ragged scrap of 
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blue blanket wrapped around him. 
 Each time a mother came out of the shop, the Rat-
tees would say to her: 
 ‘We’ve got your baby! And you can’t have it back until you 
pay us loadsa money!’ 
 Then the mother would peer at the baby in the 
ramshackle pram and shake her head.  
 The first mother said, ‘This isn’t my baby - my baby 
has blue eyes but this one has greenish grey eyes!’  
 The second said, ‘This isn’t my baby - my baby has 
brown hair but this one’s hair is ginger!’  
 And every mother said it wasn’t her baby. 
 Then the Rattees would ask, ‘D’you wanna buy it, 
then? Only cost you a fiver!’ 
 But one by one, the mothers shook their heads and 
said they didn’t need another baby. 
 The first one added, ‘This baby is rather dirty. I 
don’t like dirty babies.’ 
 The second said, ‘This baby is a boy. I don’t like 
boy babies.’ 
 And no one wanted the baby, even though it 
looked up at the mothers very hopefully. 
 Finally the rats asked the baby, ‘Where’s your mother? 
Ain’t she in the shop?’ 
 The baby said sadly, ‘I haven’t got a mummy or a 
daddy!’ 
 ‘What? Who looks after you, then?’ 
 ‘I look after myself!’ 
 The Rattees felt sorry for the baby. ‘What do you eat?’ 
they asked. 
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 ‘Anything I can find,’ he said. ‘People drop lots of 
nice food. Look!’ 
 He lifted the blanket and showed the rats his lunch. 
‘I’ve got a bread crust an old man threw away... the 
inside of a crisp packet to lick out... two old pieces of 
chewing gum, only a little bit chewed... and for pud-
ding, I’ve got some sweets wrappers to suck on!’ 
 ‘And what do you drink?’ 
 ‘There’s nice bits at the bottom of old bottles and 
cans that people drop. And when I can’t find any of 
those, there’s always slugs to suck... Yummy!’ 
 ‘Poor baby,’ said one Rattee. ‘We gotta get you some 
real food.’ 
 ‘Yeah, and I’ve got a plan,’ said the other. ‘See that old 
lady dozin’ on the bench over there? Wot we do is this…’ 
 They scampered over to the old lady and untied 
her shoelaces. They pulled them out of her shoes and 
fastened them to the old doll’s pram. 
 A few minutes later, the pram was whizzing about 
the supermarket, pulled by the rats using the shoe-
laces they’d nicked. The baby was laughing and 
shouting, ‘Go faster! Faster! Turn left here! Now 
stop! A bit further! … Go again! Go!’ 
 They went from shelf to shelf and the baby 
snatched things as they passed – sweets, raisins, ce-
real, bananas, a box of cat food – 
 ‘You don’t want that!’ said the Rattees. 
 ‘I do!’ sulked the baby. ‘I like crunchy cat food best 
of all!’ 
 Then they charged for the exit, with the store staff 
chasing after them. They slid under a barrier and out 
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the door. 
 ‘Faster! Faster!’ shouted the baby. 

 They sped down pavements, making people and 
pigeons scatter. Behind them were running feet and 
angry shouts - and then the sound of a police siren. 
 ‘We got the fuzz after us!’ shouted the Rattees. 
 ‘I don’t want to go to prison!’ the baby wailed. 
 ‘There’s the police van! What’ll we do now?’ 
 ‘Down that hill!’ ordered the baby. 
 The rats turned and started down a steep hill. The 
pram was rolling by itself now, so the rats jumped 
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onto the baby’s lap and rode the pram down  
  and down 
           and 
    down…. 
… until they bounced across a path, rolled into the 
woods, bumped into a tree, and all fell out. 
 ‘Hooray!’ shouted the baby. ‘Do it again! Again!’ 
 ‘Nah,’ said the rats, who were lying on their backs 
watching the clouds and trees spin round and 
round. ‘That’s enough for one day.’ 
 ‘Tomorrow then?’ 
 ‘Yeah. Tomorrow.’ 
 
The slug scam  
 
 After a few weeks of nicking food from supermar-
kets, the Rattees had another idea. They went out 
just after dawn, pushing the baby in his rickety pram 
along the pavements of the better neighbourhoods. 
 As they went, they picked up the slugs they came 
across, until they had hundreds of them crammed 
inside an old cat food box, grey and black and or-
ange and slimy. 
 ‘Yummy!’ said the baby. ‘Nice slugs to suck!’ 
 ‘Yuk!’ said the Rattees. 
 They came to a big house. ‘This one’ll do,’ said a Rat-
tee. ‘It’s a posh place and the lady here lives all by herself.’  
 They began flicking slugs about, until the walls 
were crawling with them. Then one Rattee climbed 
to the top of the pram handle and rang the doorbell. 
 A rich looking lady opened the rich looking door. 
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‘Can I help you?’ she asked in a rich sounding voice. 
 ‘Nah, but we can help you,’ said the Rattees. ‘You gotta 
real slug problem, lady.’ 
 ‘Have I?’ 
 ‘Yeah, just look up there.’ 
 She came outside, looked back at the front of her 
house and screamed. 

  

One Rattee said, ‘See wot we mean? They’s all over your 
place –‘ 
 ‘Climbin’ the walls –‘ 
 ‘Tryin’ to get in the windows –‘ 
 ‘Suckin’ the bricks dry –‘ 
 ‘Fallin’ in your hair when you comes out –‘ 
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 (At this point, the baby secretly flicked some slugs 
into the air so that they landed on the lady’s head). 
 ‘Oh no!’ she shrieked, shaking slugs from her hair. 
 ‘And it’ll get worse –‘ 
 ‘They lays a million eggs a day –‘ 
 ‘In a week they’ll be all over your carpets!’ 
 ‘What can I do?’ the lady cried. 
 ‘Pay us a fiver a week, and we’ll come do a slug hunt every 
day. Look - we’ll show you how good we are at huntin’.’ 
 The baby crawled about the lawn, snatching up 
slugs and dropping them into the cat food box while 
the rats scampered up the walls and knocked slugs 
down for the baby. 
 ‘I’m not sure…’ said the lady. ‘Five pounds is a lot 
of money for picking up a few slugs.’ 
 The Rattees winked at the baby, and he secretly 
flicked twenty slugs through the open door. 
 ‘Look at your carpet!’ shouted a Rattee. ‘They’s inside!’ 
 The lady turned and gave another shriek when she 
saw the dazed slugs crawling about in her hallway.  
 ‘Get them out!’ she begged. ‘Please get them out!’ 
 ‘Fiver a week,’ said the Rattees. ‘In advance.’ 
 ‘Oh, all right,’ said the lady, taking out her purse. 
 
The scam with the cat flap 
 
 Soon they had fifty houses paying them a fiver a 
week for Slug Services.  
 ‘But it ain’t enough,’ said one of the Rattees. ‘We gotta 
save up for when the baby’s old enough to go to playgroup.’ 
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 ‘What we need,’ said the baby, ‘is a house with a 
cat flap!’ 
 ‘Why?’ asked the Rattees. 
 ‘I’ll show you!’ 
 So next time, they tried the slug scam on a house 
with a cat flap. While the Rattees kept the lady busy 
with slugs that seemed to rain from the sky, the baby 
crawled around to the back door. He went inside 
through the cat flap and came out again, dragging 
something with him. He did this several times more. 
 As the lady paid the rats a fiver for slug hunting, 
one of the Rattees said, ‘We’ve also got some cat food for 
sale. Real cheap it is, too.’ 
 ‘Cat food?’ the lady asked. ‘I do have a cat, but he’s 
very choosy about what he eats.’ 
 The other Rattee looked at the pile the baby had 
dragged out. ‘We got tins of King Kat,’ he said. ‘You 
want any of that?’ 
 ‘That’s just what my kitty likes best!’ said the lady.  
 ‘And we got these nice saucepans. Quality, they are.’ 
 ‘Oh!’ she exclaimed. ‘They’re just like the pans I 
have! Yes, I’ll buy those as well.’ 
 ‘And we got these nice toys. You want any?’ 
 ‘They’re just the sort of toys my little boy likes!’ 
 So they sold the lady her own toys, saucepans and 
cat food.  
 As the Rattees pushed the pram away, one of them 
asked the baby, ‘What’s that you’re wearing?’ 
 ‘My nappy was dirty,’ said the baby. ‘So I got a 
new one! I nicked a tea towel off the radiator.’ 
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 ‘What did you do with the old nappy?’ 
 The baby said, ‘I put it on the radiator I got the new 
one from. They never notice!’ 
 
More scams… The baby and the Rattees made up a 
new scam each week, such as: 
 Trolley scam where the baby pretended to fall out 
of his pram just as a lady came out of the supermar-
ket. While the lady was helping the baby back into 
his pram, the Rattees raided her shopping trolley. 
 School scam where the Rattees pushed the baby to 
the school gates first thing in the morning. Any chil-
dren who put their rucksacks down to play with the 
baby lost some sandwiches and found rude Rattee 
words scribbled in their school books. 
 Cream scam where the baby mixed up potions 
from the ends of old tubes and bottles he found in 
the ditch, and the Rattees sold them to ladies with 
wrinkles and men without hair. The Rattee Potion 
worked better than the expensive creams you can 
buy in shops (which don’t do much anyway). 
 Star sign scam where they sold last week’s star 
sign advice from magazines as if it was this week’s. 
The Rattees added new bits like: “Today you will meet 
a squirrel that will change your life.” or “You need to run 
away and live as a tramp in the woods for a month.” The 
Rattee Star Guide was always truer and better than 
the star sign nonsense you find in magazines. 
 Knicker scam where they waited at the top of the 
hill for an old lady to toddle past, pulling her little 
shopping bag on wheels. The Rattees would hold up 
an old pair of big knickers as she passed and shout, 
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‘Hey! Your knickers just fell off! Want ‘em back?’ When 
the lady stopped to check whether her knickers were 
still on, the baby would tie his pram to her wheelie 
bag and the Rattees would give the pram a push, 
and they would zoom down the hill with her bag. 
 
The cat scam 
 
 One day the rats and baby were in a pet shop nick-
ing some crunchy cat food for the baby’s dinner, 
when a grey-haired woman with a sweet smile came 
into the shop. She was pushing an old doll’s pram 
and appeared to be worried about something. 
 She parked her shabby pram next to the baby’s 
own scruffy buggy. She didn’t have a doll in hers, or 
a baby; she had a large, sleeping cat with ginger fur.  
 ‘I need two things,’ she said to the shopkeeper. 
‘Firstly, do you have some tasty food for my kitty? 
He’s stopped eating again.’ 
 ‘Hello again, Miss Marple,’ said the man. ‘Why 
don’t you feed him King Kat? My cat loves it.’ 
 ‘I’ve tried that,’ Miss Marple said. ‘Pussykins just 
turns up his nose at it.’ 
 ‘Kitty Krunchies?’ 
 ‘He spits it out all over the floor and then rolls in it. 
Then he pushes the tins out the window!’ 
 ‘Fishy Nibbles?’ 
 ‘The last time I gave him that, he turned his bowl 
over and jumped up and down on it until it broke!’ 
 The man scratched his head, thinking. ‘I suppose 
you could try giving him some minced beef,’ he said. 
 ‘He eats that if I cook it,’ said Miss Marple. ‘But it’s 
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so expensive! Oh well… The other thing I wanted 
was a couple of goldfish. Mine keep escaping.’ 
 The man went to a large fish tank and used a net to 
take out two plump goldfish, which he put into a 
plastic bag with some water. The cat in the pram 
opened his sleepy eyes and looked lovingly at the 
bag of goldfish the man was holding. He licked his 
lips and fell asleep again, purring. 

 The man said, ‘I notice you buy a lot of these. How 
do they escape?’  
 ‘I don’t know,’ said Miss Marple. ‘But I have to re-
place them because Pussykins loves watching them 
swim around. He sits by their bowl for hours. When 
they disappear, it puts him off his food all day!’ 
 ‘Maybe it’s herons doing it,’ said the man. ‘You 
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know – those tall birds with long beaks. They fly 
down and take fish from ponds. Some people put a 
plastic heron by the pond to scare them off.’ 
 ‘I’ll buy a plastic heron then!’ the lady exclaimed. 
 She took out her purse and counted out the right 
money, which took a long time because she was very 
short-sighted and had to peer closely at each coin. 
 Then Miss Marple bustled out of the shop with a 
plastic heron under her arm and the bag of goldfish 
tied to a handle of the pram. 
 The Rattees watched her go and then turned to col-
lect their own pram. But they stopped and stared, 
because in their pram was a fat, sleeping cat. 
 ‘She took the wrong pram!’ 
 ‘She’s got our baby!’ 
 
 The rats ran down the road after the woman, who 
was chatting gaily to the ginger shape in the pram: 
 ‘So Pussykins, I’ve got two new fish for you to play 
with! But you must look after them carefully and 
make sure they don’t disappear like all the others. I 
expect it was the herons getting them… though I 
don’t know how the herons can get in through the 
living room window, it’s awfully small you know…’ 
 The Rattees caught up with them just as the 
woman was opening her front door, and ran inside 
with the pram. They were about to speak, when the 
baby said, ‘Shhhhhh!’  
 ‘What did you say, Pussykins?’ asked Miss Marple. 
 The baby looked up at the lady and said, ‘Meow!’ 
 ‘Good kitty!’ she said, stroking his ginger hair. 
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 ‘Purrrrrrr,’ said the baby happily. 
 ‘I’ll go cook you a little mince,’ said Miss Marple. 
She emptied the fish into a round goldfish bowl on a 
small table. She stood the plastic heron by the table 
and put the baby on the heron’s back. 
 ‘What a big kitty you are, Pussykins!’ she ex-
claimed. ‘Stay there and watch the pretty fishies 
while mummy cooks you a lovely dinner!’ 
 ‘Meow, purr, meow.’ 
 When she had gone, the Rattees whispered to the 
baby, ‘Jump down! And then we’ll leg it before she finds 
out you’re not Pussykins!’ 
 The baby pouted. ‘No!’ he said. ‘I want to stay here 
and have nice dinner and watch the fishies!’ 
 ‘She’ll try to feed you cat food!’ 
 ‘I like cat food!’ 
 A lovely meaty smell wafted through the house. 
The Rattees put their noses into the air, sniffed 
deeply and looked at each other.  
 ‘I’d like a bit of mince myself,’ one said. 
 ‘And it’d be nice to have a proper bed,’ said the other. 
‘I’m tired of sleeping under a pile of leaves in the woods.’ 
 ‘Me too!’ said the baby.  
 They looked around at the comfortable room with 
its big, old-fashioned settee, a fire hissing in the fire-
place and lovely soft cushions everywhere. 
 ‘We just gotta keep that cat away,’ said the Rattees. 
 The baby thought for a moment and then shouted, 
‘Quick! Go lock the cat flap! Then the nice lady will 
look after us forever!’ 
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 So the rats ran into the kitchen and turned the lock 
on the cat flap while Miss Marple was busy cooking 
the mince. Then they hid in the cat basket. 
 The baby had a lovely dinner, and left some mince 
in his bowl for the rats to gobble up. Then he sat in 
Miss Marple’s lap and purred loudly while she 
peered at the television. From time to time there was 
a noise of a cat scratching at the cat flap, and then a 
cat appeared outside the window, yowling. 
 ‘Was that you, Pussykins?’ asked Miss Marple. 
 ‘Yowlllll!’ said the baby. Behind them, the Rattees 
quietly pulled the curtains shut. 
 Soon Miss Marple said, ‘There, there – time to go 
into your cat basket, I think. Sleep tight, dear kitty!’ 
 ‘Mew... purr... snore snore.’ 
 
Pussykins’ revenge 
 
 A week later, Miss Marple noticed something. 
‘Pussykins!’ she cried. ‘Look! The fish are still there!’ 
 ‘Meow?’ asked the baby from his cat bed. 
 ‘Uh - Purr?’ asked the Rattees tucked in beside him. 
 The lady said, ‘This is the first time they’ve lasted a 
whole week. The man in the shop was right – it was 
herons eating them!’ 
 ‘Purr!’ said the baby. 
 ‘Yeah… Meow!’ said the Rattees. 
 Miss Marple knelt beside the cat bed and stroked 
the baby’s head. ‘Oh!’ she exclaimed. ‘What’s hap-
pened to your fur?’ 
 ‘Mew? Prrrrp?’  
 ‘You’ve lost the fur from your ears! Oh, Pussykins – 



 RATTEES  

 21  

poor kitty! I’ll have to take you to the Vet’s.’ 
 In a moment she had swept the baby up into his 
pram and wheeled him to the back door. The Rattees 
chased after them and jumped into the pram just be-
fore the door shut. 
 A fluffy, bedraggled ginger cat was waiting outside 
the door and was knocked flying by the pram. Then 
it followed, growling, like a tiger stalking its prey. 
 Miss Marple marched straight to the Vet’s and 
swept past the girl sitting at the desk.  
 ‘Emergency!’ she shouted. ‘Emergency! Naked ears!’ 
 She wheeled the pram into the Vet’s room, where 
the white-coated Vet was reading a book with his 
feet on the table.  
 Miss Marple took the 
baby from the pram and 
placed him on the table.  
 ‘Look!’ she exclaimed. 
‘Pussykins is losing his 
fur! He’s going naked!’ 
 The Vet put down his 
book and came to see. 
 ‘You silly woman,’ he 
said sternly to Miss 
Marple. ‘This isn’t a cat, 
it’s a baby!’  
 ‘Of course it’s not a 
baby,’ she said. ‘Babies 
don’t have tails and 
whiskers!’ 
 ‘Ha!’ he said. ‘Does this 
have a tail and whisk-
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ers?’ He pointed at the baby wriggling on the table. 
 ‘Meow?’ asked the baby hopefully. 
 Miss Marple peered at the baby. ‘Oh... I see what 
you mean... Pussykins has turned into a baby!’ 
 ‘Pah!’ said the Vet. ‘Take him away – and don’t 
come back! You silly woman!’ 
 ‘I’d better take him to the Doctor’s then,’ she said. 
 She gave the baby a big hug and put him back in 
his pram. ‘I’ve got a baby!’ she exclaimed. ‘I’ve al-
ways wanted one of those!’ 
 ‘Meow… purrrrrr… goo goo goo?’ asked the baby. 
 

 ……. To the Doctor 
 

 She wheeled him out of the Vet’s and along the 
road at great speed. But as she passed through a 
dark alley, something furry and very, very angry 
leapt upon the pram and knocked the baby out of it, 
taking the baby’s place.  
 Miss Marple didn’t notice it except to say gaily, 
‘Now baby, stop that snarling and mewing. You’re 
not a cat any longer, you know!’ 
 The pram clattered along the pavement to the Doc-
tor’s. Twice there was a snarl and a hiss and a 
squeak as a Rattee was thrown out.  
 Miss Marple ran into the Doctor’s surgery shout-
ing, ‘Emergency! Emergency! I’ve had a baby!’ 
 People scattered as she charged through the wait-
ing room and into the Doctor’s office. 
 She exclaimed, ‘Oh Doctor, I have the most won-
derful news! I have a baby now!’ 
 She snatched Pussykins from the pram, gave him a 
hug and placed him proudly on the Doctor’s desk.  
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 ‘Look! Isn’t he gorgeous?’ she cooed. 
 The Doctor put on her glasses and had a good look. 
‘This is definitely a feline quadruped,’ she said. 
 ‘A what?’ asked Miss Marple. 
 ‘A cat!’ said the Doctor. 
 Miss Marple said, ‘Oh no, you’re wrong there, Doc-
tor. He used to be a cat, but he’s a baby now!’ 
 The Doctor said severely, ‘Look at this furry face 
and these whiskers! He is absolutely and incontesta-
bly a cat! And you are a very silly woman.’ 
 Miss Marple had a closer look. ‘Oh!’ she said. ‘The 
Vet said I was silly, too! But he was the one who told 
me that Pussykins was a baby! A human baby!’ 
 The doctor said primly, ‘I’ve never met the Vet, but 
he must be a nitwit, a numskull, a noodle and a ninny - 
and you can tell him I said that. Good day, and close 
the door on your way out!’ 
 

 ……. Back to the Vet 
 

 Poor Miss Marple sadly wheeled the pram back to 
the Vet’s, saying to Pussykins, ‘It’s not your fault, 
kitty. It’s the Vet’s fault for tricking me into thinking 
you were a baby.’ 
 As she passed through the dark alley again, there 
was another fit of hissing and fighting from the 
pram, and then a furry shape disappeared into the 
shadows, pursued by two smaller furry shapes. 
 At the Vet’s office, she marched past the girl at the 
desk again, shouting, ‘Emergency! I’ve been tricked!’ 
 She barged into the Vet’s room and announced, 
‘The Doctor says to tell you that you’re a nitwit, a 
numskull, a noodle and a ninny. She says you don’t 



 WICKED TALES TWO: EVEN WICKEDER TALES  

 24  

know the difference between a cat and a baby!’ 
 The Vet got up from his chair again and looked in 
the pram. He glared at Miss Marple. ‘This is a baby, 
you silly woman,’ he said. ‘Just look at its cute little 
baby fingers and its sweet little baby nose!’ 
 ‘Goo,’ said the baby. ‘Goo-google goo goo!’ 
 Miss Marple said, ‘But the Doctor says it’s a cat. She 
says it’s a cat with a furry face and whiskers!’ 
 The Vet said firmly, ‘I’ve never met the Doctor, but 
she must be a dimwit, a dork, a dummy and a dingbat. 
And you can tell her I said that! Now get out of my 
office and leave me alone!’ 
 

 ……. And back to the Doctor again 
 

 So Miss Marple took the pram back to the Doctor, 
after yet another pram battle in the alley. She ran 
through the waiting room again, shouting:  
 ‘Emergency! I’ve had another baby!’ 
 She rushed into the Doctor’s office a second time 
and insisted, ‘Pussykins is a baby! The Vet says so! 
And he called you some rude names!’ 
  The Doctor looked in the pram. ‘This is definitely a 
cat!’ she said angrily. ‘What did that Vet call me?’ 
 Miss Marple said brightly, ‘He said you were a 
dimwit, a dork, a dummy and a dingbat!’  
 The Doctor turned a pretty shade of pink. ‘That 
does it!’ she said. ‘I’m going to have words with that 
Vet!’ And she followed Miss Marple along the road 
to the Vet’s surgery. 
 

 ……. And back the Vet again 
 

 As they passed through the dark alley, there was 
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another tussle in the pram and two snarling shapes 
rolled away into the shadows, fighting.  
 Miss Marple and the Doctor marched into the Vet’s 
and past the girl at the desk. Miss Marple shouted: 
 ‘Emergency! Big fight coming up!’  
 They stormed into the Vet’s office, where he was 
still reading a book with his feet on the desk. The 
Doctor pushed the pram up to him and said angrily: 
 ‘So you think you can call me a dimwit, a dork, a 
dummy and a dingbat? Look here! This is not a baby!’ 
 The Vet stood up and replied every bit as angrily, 
‘And you think you can call me a nitwit, a numskull, a 
noodle and a ninny? Look yourself! This is not a cat!’ 
 They both looked in the pram. 
 ‘You’re right,’ said the Doctor. ‘It isn’t a cat.’ 
 ‘You’re right,’ said the Vet. ‘It isn’t a baby.’ 
 ‘It’s a couple of large rats!’ they both exclaimed. 
 Then the Vet said to the Doctor, ‘I’m sorry I called 
you a dimwit, a dork, a dummy and a dingbat.’ 
 She replied, ‘And I’m sorry I called you a nitwit, a 
numskull, a noodle and a ninny.’ 
 ‘You’re actually rather gorgeous,’ said the Vet. 
‘Would you like to marry me?’ 
 ‘You’re actually very handsome,’ said the Doctor. 
‘Of course I will.’ 
 ‘But what about me?’ asked Miss Marple. 
 ‘You’re still a silly woman,’ they both said. ‘And 
you ought to wear your glasses.’ 
  

……. And home again, sadly 
 

 So Miss Marple wheeled her pram home quietly, 
wishing she had either a cat or a baby... and wishing 
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that she wasn’t silly. 
 But when she got the pram inside and found her 
glasses, she discovered to her excitement that she 
now had: 
  One Pussykins 
  Two Rattees 
  Two worried goldfish 
  And one baby. 

 ‘I’m not so silly after all!’ she exclaimed. 
 She was so excited that she ran to the shops to buy 
a special dinner for them all. She left the baby in the 
cat’s bed, the Rattees in the pram and the cat 
perched on the plastic heron watching the goldfish. 
 When she got back, she ran into the front room, 
wondering if it had all been a dream. But it wasn’t! 
They were all still there! 
 
 .... Except for the goldfish. 
 
 And they all lived together happily ever after, but 
especially the baby. 


