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Wicked
6 It All Starts
This is the beginning of the spooky story about
Robbie and the witch…. This long story continues in
amongst all the following short stories, none of
which are spooky at all!

26 The Hood, the Wolf and
the Evil Pigs
Those bad Piggy Bankers have taken all your money and
won’t give it back. But who’s this coming to the rescue, all dressed in red? Oh. It’s a wolf…

41 Bad Santa and the King
If you’re bad, you might not get Good Santa but his evil
pirate brother instead… and the five Easter Bunnies,
who are very, very annoyed that you can’t count up to
seven. Peace and happiness!

76 Billy the Bully
Billy goes fishing… but the sharks catch him first.
Result!
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95 Good Puppy and Evil Kitten
Nice puppy. Cute baby. And the evillest kitten in the world.

114 H & G and the Witch’s Cottage

If your step-parents don’t want you, they can always sell you
to a sweet-looking grandma who cooks a lot of gingerbread.

132 The Wolf’s Party
When Baby Human’s parents take him
to a party at Wolf Manor, they can’t
understand what all the fuss is about.
Surely everybody plays ‘Put the Pig in
the Cooking Pot’ at parties?

145 Davy and the Trolls
They know where you live, and they’re
coming to get you.

Note to the reader:
These stories are brilliant for reading out loud. Tell
them to your little brother, your Grandma or your
dog. Even better, get your dog to read them to your
little brother while your Gran makes you a mug of hot
chocolate.
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 Bad Santa sound like a pirate,
and make the Easter Bunnies talk like the cool bandits
they are. Make the Sharks sound hungry. Make the
Evil Kitten sound like he has an Evil Plan (he has).
I’ve included a guide to the voices for each story.
However, these are only my ideas, and there’s no reason why the troll in your head should sound exactly
like the one in mine…
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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.
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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.’
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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.
A tricky situation

Robbie’s world had fallen apart shortly after his
twelfth birthday. His mother had become very ill, and his
father hadn’t been able to cope with looking after both her
and Robbie: so Robbie went to live with Aunt Mildred.
Mildred had never got on with Robbie’s mother - and she
didn’t like children - but she was the only relative they had.
Besides, she had a big house in London and lived near to a
good school. So she took Robbie in, along with one suitcase
of clothes and a few books.
‘No toys!’ Aunt Mildred had insisted. ‘I’m not having
noisy cars and balls and guns in my house!’
She was ten years older than her sister and totally unlike
her. Robbie’s mother was kind and gentle, and liked nothing more than spending a weekend having fun with her one
child; Aunt Mildred however was clever, brisk and unyielding. She did laugh, but usually about things Robbie didn’t
understand at all.
But it won’t be for long, Robbie kept telling himself. His
mother would recover and then everything would go back
to normal. Until then, he would do the one thing his mother
had asked him to promise: he would try not to annoy Aunt
Mildred too much.
He was trying not to annoy her now, as he got up with the
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alarm and made his own breakfast. He washed, dressed
and was ready for school before she could shout for him.
He thought about the book all week. It was a mystery. He
liked mysteries and when he went to the library he usually
borrowed one to read. Unfortunately, this was the library
where his aunt worked, so she saw the books he chose and
always said they were stupid.
Robbie watched her carefully all week. She was the same
as ever: happy in her own way, but certainly not happy
with him. He had the impression that she was watching
him, too…. Maybe she had missed the pen? He was still
waiting for a chance to put it back in her room and carried
it around in his pocket, wrapped in some tissues.
When Saturday came, he couldn’t concentrate on anything
except The Book. So when Aunt Mildred popped out “for
an hour” he ran to her room, stood on her bed and took
down the book on the far right side of the shelf. He sat on
the bed and opened it with fingers that trembled.
‘You’re back!’
The girl Brenda couldn’t contain her joy.
‘I just knew you would come back!’ she exclaimed. ‘And you’ll let me out, won’t
you? Pleathe?’ she lisped. (And after this, I
won’t usually mention her lithping).
Robbie realised that his mouth was hanging open again
and he made an effort to say something sensible. ‘I’ll try,’ he
said. ‘But I’m not sure what to do.’
‘Tear the page out?’ suggested Brenda.
He nodded and tugged at the page with the picture on it.
She screamed.
‘Sorry,’ he said. Brenda had fallen to her knees and was
clutching at her chest.
‘Ripping me in two…’ she whimpered. ‘That hurt so
much. How could you?’
‘It was your own idea!’ Robbie said scornfully. ‘Maybe I
Ú
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should use scissors instead.’
He ran to find some. Then he tried to snip out the page,
following close to the binding of the book. But Brenda
screamed again, and he saw blood staining her dress.
‘You’re so clumsy!’ she shouted up at him.
‘I wasn’t anywhere near you!’
‘Doesn’t matter,’ she groaned. ‘That won’t work.’
He put the scissors on the bedside table.
‘So – what now?’
Brenda sat down on a log. She reached
into her basket and took out a chocolate
cupcake which she shoved, whole, into
her mouth.
‘Baff’s beffer,’ she said with her mouth full. ‘Muff beffer.’
‘What?’
‘Neeb foob. Ffate of ffock.’
‘What?’
She swallowed the cupcake. ‘I need food!’ she explained.
‘I’m in a state of shock, after being chopped to pieces by
your clumsy scissor work.’
‘Then I’m sorry I tried to help!’ said Robbie angrily. ‘I
should have left you there!’ He began to shut the book.
‘Wait!’ Brenda shouted. He paused and she continued
grumpily, ‘Okay, I shouldn’t have said that. It wasn’t your
fault. But it really hurt.’
Robbie took a deep breath and counted to ten. ‘Apology
accepted,’ he said. ‘So… what next?’
‘I don’t know,’ she said.
‘I could tell the police.’
She laughed at him. ‘Tell them what?’
‘I don’t know. But it’s worth trying.’
He stood up. ‘I’ll have to do it now,’ he said. ‘Or else –‘
But just then the bedroom door opened and his Aunt Mildred was in the doorway, with an odd smile on her face.
‘Or else what?’ she asked.
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