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Wicked 
 

6 The Three Little 
             Pigs Kittens 
  
Awwww. Three cute kittens armed with 
water pistols, catapults, Kalashnikov rifles, 
rocket launchers.... Maybe the big, bad 
wolf won’t blow their house down after all. 
 

 
 

20 SuperBaby 
 
SuperBaby’s parents don’t know that he can 
read, or that his best friends are a rat, a 
mouse, a cat, a brick and an empty cereal 
box. They don’t even know he can fly.  

 
 

39 The Ten Wishes 
  
Be very careful what you wish for. And 
make sure the fairy isn’t listening to Troll 
Rock at the time. 
 
 

 
 

68 Trog the Thunderdog 
  
Trog used to be Rover. The Witch has given up not eat-
ing children. The Littlest Thundertroll is in trouble for 
throwing prawn sweets at the Queen. There’s a lightning 
bolt stuck in a tornado. Dogs shouldn’t try to ride bicy-
cles. Are you confused yet? 



 

    Tales   Four 
 

97 Georgina and  
           the Dragon  
 
There’s a very special amusement park 
where unwanted princes and prin-
cesses can be disposed of. But some 
princesses are harder to get rid of 
than others. And some dragons aren’t 
as fearsome as they should be. 

 

121 The Snow Queen  
  
She’s the biggest pop star in the uni-
verse and everybody loves her madly, in-
cluding a Troll who wants to marry her 
and take her back to his cave to do the 
cleaning and look after Granny. He’s un-
likely to succeed, though: the Snow 
Queen has a zillion dollars, a magic wand 
and a dark, dark secret. 
 
 

 
145 Sleeping Beauty featuring the 
       Four Seven Easter Bunnies 
 
A tale of crunchy carrots, chain-
saws and camaraderie, with charac-
ters who are cute, cruel, credulous, 
conniving, cunning, contrary or 
crazed. You might need a dictionary.  



 
Note to the reader:  
 
These stories are brilliant for reading out loud. Tell them 
to your teacher, your Grandpa or a chicken. Even better, 
get your teacher to read them to a chicken while the 
chicken is reading them to your Grandpa. 
 
But whether you read them in your head or tell them out 
loud to the slugs in your garden, you need to do the voices. 
Just go for it! Make the Kittens sound cute, the Wolf 
hungry, the Bunnies cool and the Troll short and broad and 
slow at thinking. Let that Dragon roar and make the Snow 
Queen sound like the vain Pop Diva she is.  
 
I’ve included a guide to the voices for each story. Howev-
er, these are only my ideas, and there’s no reason why the 
Easter Bunny in your head should sound exactly like the 
one in mine… 
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The Three Little Pigs Kittens 
The voices 
 
The Kittens are very, very cute and they know it. They have a 
way of fastening their big kitty eyes on your own which makes 
you want to give them anything they ask for. Even when they 
threaten you with tactical nuclear weapons, you find yourself 
exclaiming, “Awwwww! Aren’t they sweet!” (Note: the youngest 
child in a family is often a kitten and can be very useful for ac-
quiring tatty bits of bric-a-brac or sweets past their sell-by date). 
 
The Mother Cat and Pig sound like all mothers everywhere when 
they’re getting ready to go out to a party and you’re bothering 
them with silly things like “I haven’t been fed today” or “The 
babysitter looks awfully like a wolf with a flamethrower”. 
 
The Wolf has a big, furry, deep, proud, growly voice. He sounds 
tough and mean: the sort of wolf who carries a handgun in the 
pocket of his sheepskin coat and has a scary, devious knife-
throwing girlfriend from Eastern Europe. He intends to have his 
bacon sandwich and isn’t going to take Meow for an answer.  
 
The Kind Old Ladies are the ones you see in charity shops and 
at every village fete. They move very slowly and smell of lavender. 
They are sweet and friendly and helpful, and sound like they’re a 
hundred years old. They’re remarkably creative at addition, sub-
traction and dropping your money on the ground. You’re always 
surprised when they reach into the box under the table and 
bring out a Samurai sword or a shoulder-held missile launcher. 
 
The Truck Drivers are good old boys who’d be glad to help any-
body, so long as there’s a handful of money passed over. They 
like Country & Western music. They laugh at anything small and 
squashable, such as kittens. This time they don’t laugh for long. 



 THE THREE LITTLE PIGS KITTENS  

 7  

The story  
In fond memory of “Little Trace” Whetnall, January 2008. 

 
 Once upon a time there were three little pigs who 
were sent out into the world. 
 ‘Are we off to seek our fortunes, mother?’ they asked. 
 ‘No, I’m sending you away to save your pink piggy 
skins. Your father was made into sausages last week 
and the same will happen to you if you don’t leg it.’ 
 She pushed them out the gate of the pigpen, waved 
goodbye, then put on makeup and high heels and went 
out to a dance club, where she partied all night long. 
 
  No, that won’t work. There’s no point in telling you a story 
about three cute little piggies trying to escape a big bad wolf. 
You probably eat more pigs than any wolf does! Bacon, sau-
sages, pork pies, sausage rolls…. So they weren’t pigs. They 
were kittens. Very cute kittens. 
 I’ll start again… Once upon a time there were three lit-
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tle pigs kittens who were sent out into the world. 
 ‘Are we off to seek our fortunes, mother?’ they mewed as she 
packed their belongings into three sweet, tiny mouse-
skin bags. 
 ‘That’s right, dears.’ 
 ‘Will you give us a gold coin each, like in the stories?’ 
 ‘Don’t be silly. Pigs don’t have money - I mean, kittens 
don’t have money!’ 
 She pushed them out of the house, waved goodbye, 
then put on makeup and high heels before going out to 
a dance club called The Wall, where she partied all 
night long with the other cool cats. 
A straw house 

 As the kittens were walking along the road, they met a 
man with a truckload of straw. 
 ‘Please, sir: can we have some of your straw to build a house with?’ 
they mewed. 
 The man laughed at them. ‘Don’t be silly,’ he said. 
‘This straw costs two copper coins for every bale. Pigs 
don’t have money!’ 
 ‘We’re not pigs. We’re kittens. And very cute ones, too.’ 
 They looked up at him sweetly. Very sweetly. So 
sweetly it would probably make you cry. But he was a 
big, tough guy who never cried, except when he was lis-
tening to Country and Western music. 
 ‘Kittens don’t have money either,’ he sneered. 
 They looked at him even more sweetly and said in 
cute little voices, ‘But if you don’t give us any straw, we can’t build 
a house. So we’ll get cold and wet and sad, and the big bad wolf will 
come and eat us and we’ll die and then we’ll come back and haunt you 
every night as kitten ghosts.’ 
 ‘- Yeah, and because we’re ghosts we’ll able to wander around inside 
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your body.’ 
 ‘- We’ll meow rude things inside your head!’ 
 ‘- We’ll eat your thoughts so when you try to think of things, all you 
remember is Me-ow.’ 
 ‘- We’ll use your brain as a kitty litter tray!’ 
 ‘- We’ll do ghost kitty wee-wees in your ears!’ 
 ‘- Pleeeease give us some straw….’ 
 The man threw a few bales of straw off the truck and 
drove away very fast. 
 ‘Mew!’ cried the three kittens sadly. ‘Please could someone 
come… and lift this big bale of straw off us… we’re getting squashed 
very flat…’ 
 

Big bad wolf 

 Later that evening, a big and notoriously bad wolf 
came prowling by. 
 ‘Ah ha!’ he exclaimed. ‘Someone’s building a house 
out of straw, hey? Little pigs, little pigs, let me come in!’ 
 ‘Mew!’ said one of the bales of straw. 
 ‘No,’ said the wolf firmly. ‘It’s “Not by the hair of my 
chinny-chin-chin”. Not mew.’ 
 ‘Help!’ said the bale of straw. 
 ‘Never mind,’ said the wolf. ‘Let’s not waste time. I’ll 
huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house down!’ 
 He began huffing and puffing, but it was no good of 
course. There’s no way a wolf can blow down a house, 
even a house made of straw – which simply goes to 
show that you shouldn’t believe half the stories you 
read in newspapers. 
 ‘Hmmm,’ he said. ‘I’ll have to get some tools. You wait 
here, little pigs.’ 
 ‘Mew! Help!’ said the bale of straw. 
 He returned with a bread knife, a Samurai sword, a 
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crowbar and a chocolate Easter egg he’d been given by 
four bunnies. He began humming a happy song about 
ham sandwiches as he placed a loaf of bread on a bale 
of straw and cut off two slices of bread.  
 ‘Mustard!’ he exclaimed. ‘I forgot the mustard!’ 
 He was so annoyed with himself that he threw down 
the knife… which cut through the string that held the 
bale of straw together… causing the bale to fall apart… 
and freeing three rather squashed-looking kittens. 
 ‘Thank you!’ they mewed sweetly to the wolf.  
 ‘What?’ he roared. ‘You aren’t pigs?’ 
 ‘No, we’re cute kittens. Very cute kittens. Could you help us build a 
house out of straw, please? Pretty please?’ 
 But the wolf snarled and leapt upon them and… 
 … And he would have eaten them up if this had been 
a story about three little pigs. But the kittens dodged be-
tween his legs and ran away into the forest, where they 
climbed a tall tree and spent the night caterwauling sad-
ly at the moon. 
 The wolf went home and made a sausage sandwich 
for his supper. 
A house of sticks  

 The next day, the three little kittens made the rounds 
of charity shops. They would find something they 
wanted and then look at it very sadly for a long time 
until a kind old lady said, ‘Do you like that, my dears?’ 
 They would look up at her with their big eyes and nod 
hopefully. 
 ‘Don’t you have any money, dears?’ 
 They would shake their heads sadly and their big eyes 
would fill with cute little tears. 
 ‘Awwww, you can have it for nothing, then.’ 
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 ‘Mew! Thank you!’ they would say and snatch the little 
trinket from the shelf and drop it into a big bag full of 
clinking trinkets. 
 ‘Is there anything else you’d like, dears?’ 
 ‘Mew… Have you got any guns?’ 
 
 That afternoon they were walking along the road 
again, dragging their huge bags full of old tat, when a 
man drove past with a truckload of sticks. 
 ‘Please, sir: can we have some of your sticks to build a house with?’ 
they mewed. 
 The man laughed at them. ‘Don’t be silly,’ he said. 
‘These sticks costs three copper coins for every bundle. 
Pigs don’t have money!’ 
 ‘We’re not pigs. We’re very cute kittens.’ 
 ‘Kittens don’t have money either,’ he said in a tough-
guy-who-drives-a-truck-and-squashes-little-animals voice. 
 They said sweetly, ‘But if you don’t give us any sticks, we can’t 
build a house. So we’ll get cold and wet and sad, and the big bad wolf 
will come and eat us and we’ll die and then we’ll come back as zombie 
kittens and eat you alive.’ 
 ‘- Yeah, we’ll eat you a mouthful at a time, night after night. Starting 
with any little dangly bits.’ 
 ‘- And you won’t be able to invite your friends around to dinner be-
cause we’ll be doing our stiff-legged zombie kitten walk all through 
the house.’ 
 ‘- And you won’t be able to kill us, because we’ll already be dead!’ 
 ‘- Pleeeeease can we have some sticks?’ 
 The man threw a few bundles of sticks off the truck 
and drove off as fast as he could. 
 ‘Mew!’ cried the three kittens sadly. ‘Please could someone 
come… and lift these heavy sticks off us… we’re getting squashed very 
flat again…’ 
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Big bad wolf against superior firepower 

 Later that evening, the wolf came prowling around 
again. He stopped by a cute little house that had been 
made out of interlocking sticks. He called out: 
 ‘Ah ha! Little pigs, little pigs, let me come in!’ 
 ‘We’re not pigs!’ said three voices from inside the house. 
 ‘You can’t fool me,’ said the wolf. ‘I’ll huff and I’ll puff 
and I’ll blow your house down!’ 
 He began huffing and puffing, but it was no good of 
course. There’s no way a wolf can blow down a house 
made from sticks – which simply goes to show that you 
shouldn’t believe half the things told you by politicians. 
 ‘Hmmm,’ he said. ‘I’ll have to get some tools. You wait 
here, little pigs.’ 
 ‘Not pigs! Kittens!’  
 He returned with two slices of bread, a flamethrower 
and a chainsaw he had borrowed from four bunnies. He 
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began humming a happy song about bacon sandwiches 
as he lit the flamethrower.  
 ‘I remembered the mustard this time!’ he called as he 
turned the fire towards the house made of sticks. 
 … And the result would have been a lovely roast pork 
dinner if this had been a story about three little pigs. 
But the kittens poked out a big gun barrel between the 
sticks and pressed a trigger, squirting the wolf and his 
flamethrower with a lot of rather nasty-smelling liquid. 
  ‘Yuk! What’s that?’ he shouted. 
 ‘Mew. It’s a super soaker full of caterpillar catsup.’ 
 The wolf threw his flamethrower to one side and 
picked up the chainsaw. ‘Okay, pigs,’ he said, ‘see if 
you can put this out!’ 
 He started the chainsaw and stepped toward the 
house of sticks. Then three catapults were poked out 
from between the sticks, and the kittens began shooting 
caterpillars, catkins, catfish, Catherine wheels, cata-
logues, catnip, cattails and cathedrals (well, models of 
cathedrals inside glass paperweights). 
 ‘Ouch!’ said the wolf several times. But he didn’t stop 
chainsawing his way through the sticks. ‘I’m coming, 
little pigs!’ he shouted. ‘I’m – cff chk cff cff hckff hckff – 
what are you shooting now?’  
 ‘Catarrh,’ said a cute little voice.  
 Another added, ‘Mew – and you’d better run before we shoot 
you with catastrophes!’ 
 But the chainsaw had buzzed all the way through the 
sticks now, and it would have been curtains and catcalls 
for the kittens. But as the wolf sprang upon them, he 
noticed all the sweet trinkets lined up on the stick man-
telpiece: deformed glass angels, pottery owls with cross 
eyes, bad models of historic buildings, one-legged ugly 
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ducklings, untrustworthy-looking Russian dolls.... 
 ‘Hey!’ said the wolf. ‘Check out the great ornaments!’ 
 Meanwhile, the kittens had escaped into the forest, 
where they climbed a different tall tree and spent the 
night caterwauling at the moon again. 
 The wolf took the trinkets home and had a pork pie for 
his supper. 

A house of bricks  this time 

 The next day, the three little kittens went to several 
coffee mornings and wandered about the loaded tables. 
They found lots of manky bric-a-brac to buy. 
 Look at it very sadly with our big, cute kitty eyes. 
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 Kind old lady says, ‘Do you like that, dears?’ 
 Look up at her with big eyes. Nod our heads hopefully. 
 ‘Don’t you have any money, dears?’ 
 Shake our heads sadly. 
 ‘Awwwww. You can have it for nothing, then.’ 
 ‘Mew! Thank you!’  
 Snatch, grab, into the bag. 
 ‘Is there anything else you’d like, dears?’ 
 ‘Mew… Have you got any Kalashnikov rifles?’ 
 
 That afternoon they were walking along the road 
again, dragging even bigger bags, when a man drove 
past with a truckload of bricks. 
 ‘Please, sir: can we have some of your bricks to build a house with?’ 
they mewed. 
 The man laughed at them. ‘Don’t be silly,’ he said. 
‘These bricks costs a silver coin per hundred. Pigs don’t 
have money!’ 
 ‘We’re not pigs. We’re kittens. And very cute ones, too. Everyone 
loves us and gives us what we ask for.…’ 
 ‘Kittens don’t have money either,’ he said. ‘Not even 
cute ones. And you kittens had better stay away from 
this road, because I like turning kittens into flat, furry 
mittens. These wheels were made for squashing. Ha!’ 
 They mewed sadly, ‘But if you don’t give us any bricks, we 
can’t build a house. So we’ll get cold and wet and sad, and the big bad 
wolf will come and eat us and we’ll die and then we’ll come back as 
vampire kittens and suck your blood.’ 
 ‘- Yeah, we’ll fly down the chimney as soon as you turn on your fa-
vourite TV program.’ 
 ‘- And you’ll find it hard to sleep because you’ll know we’re hanging 
upside down somewhere, planning to fly in for a little snack.’ 
 ‘- We’ll suck out a little blood every day, until you’re all shrivelled up 
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like a prune.’ 
 ‘- You’ll never get a girlfriend because she’ll be worried we’ll drink 
her blood as well.’ 
 ‘- Pleeeeease can we have some bricks?’ 
 The man threw a pallet of bricks off the truck and 
drove away with a screeching of tyres. 
 ‘Mew!’ cried the three kittens sadly. ‘Please could someone 
come… and lift these very heavy bricks off us… we’re getting squashed 
very flat… again…’ 

Big bad wolf encore with bigger weapons 

 Later that evening, the wolf came prowling by again. 
He stopped by a cute little brick house with a mouse-
shaped mailbox and beautiful stained glass windows. 
 ‘Ah ha!’ he exclaimed. ‘Little pigs, 
little pigs, let me come in!’ 
 ‘Come in!’ called three cute kitten 
voices from inside. 
 ‘You can’t trick me like that,’ said 
the wolf. ‘I’ll huff and I’ll puff and 
I’ll blow your house down!’ 
 He began huffing and puffing, but it was no good of 
course. There’s no way a wolf can blow down a house 
made from bricks – which shows that you shouldn’t be-
lieve anything a storyteller tells you. Unless it’s me. 
 ‘Hmmm,’ he said. ‘I’ll have to get some tools. You wait 
here, little pigs.’  
 He returned with a bowl of noodles, some sweet chili 
sauce and a sledgehammer. He hummed a happy song 
about sweet and sour pork as he began smashing a hole 
in the house. 
 ‘Take that!’ mewed a tiny voice, and a catapult shot 
something small, with horns and four legs, high into the 
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air. It dropped from the sky onto the wolf’s head. 
 ‘Moo,’ it said in a tiny, surprised voice. 
 Several cow-shaped ornaments followed. 
 The wolf howled, ‘Yowwww! You’re catapulting cat-
tle!’ He threw his sledgehammer to one side and pulled 
a big automatic pistol from his sheepskin jacket. ‘Okay, 
pigs! No more Mr Nice Guy!’ 
 He began firing at the cute stained-glass windows, 
which tinkled merrily as they smashed. 
 ‘Mew! Ouch!’ called three voices. Then three machine 
guns appeared at the broken windows and began 
spraying the countryside with bullets.  
 The wolf threw himself into a ditch just in time. ‘Think 
you’re tough, do you, pigs?’ he shouted. ‘Well, have a 
taste of this!’ 
 A grenade landed on the tiled roof of the house, 
bounced about a bit and blew a hole in the roof. 
 ‘Mew! Ouch!’ called three voices again. Then one voice 
added sadly, ‘Help! We’ve run out of bullets!’ 
 But as the wolf leapt from the ditch and ran towards 
the house, the guns began spewing out scarier things 
than bullets, such as: 
 Support stockings   
 Second hand false teeth 
 Dollies with heads that won’t stay on   

 Bent reading glasses 
 Jigsaw puzzles with two pieces missing 
 Cassette tapes of singers your gran used to like 
 Rubber ducks that always float on their side in the bath 
 Paintings of places you never want to visit 
 Old books with pages falling out 
 Russian dolls with scary faces 
 Teddy bears with their stuffing leaking out 
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 ‘Noooo!’ howled the wolf. He ran away… but re-
turned half an hour later, driving an armoured tank. 
And that would have been the end of the story, if it had 
been about three little pigs. But as he blasted the brick 
house to smithereens, the three little kittens ran under 
the tank and away into the forest where – you guessed 
it - they climbed yet another tall tree and spent the night 
caterwauling at the moon again.  
 ‘I’ll be back!’ promised the wolf. 
He went home and had takeaway 
pork balls with fried rice and crispy 
noodles for his supper.  
Preparing for the next battle… 

 The next day was Saturday, and it was raining: so of 
course there was a big village fete that weekend. The 

This is a tank by David 
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kittens went to the fete and found a wet trinkets stall 
being looked after by a sweet-faced lady wearing a 
purple hat. They gathered by the table, dripping with 
rain. They gazed longingly at the dripping trinkets, then 
looked sadly up at the kind old woman. 
 ‘Would you like to buy some bric-a-brac, dears?’ 
 They nodded their heads and looked at her with their 
big, hopeful eyes. 
 ‘Do you have any money?’ 
 They shook their heads and looked at her sadly.  
 ‘Would you like to have them for free?’ 
 They shook their heads once more. ‘Mew. We don’t have 
anywhere to put them. Mew.’ They looked down at the 
ground with their big eyes this time, as if they were sad 
and lonely and shy and embarrassed.  
 ‘Where do you live, little dears?’ 
 They whispered, ‘We live in a cold, slimy ditch.’ 
 ‘- We have to eat slugs for dinner.’ 
 ‘- The frogs say mean things to us.’ 
 ‘- And the big bad wolf is trying to get us.’ 
 The lady sighed and said, ‘Awwww, you poor cute 
kittens! Would you like to come live with me?’ 
 They nodded sweetly and asked in very cute voices: 
 ‘Mew! Do you have a nice house, with curtains we can climb?’ 
 ‘- Chairs we can scratch?’ 
 ‘- Carpets we can make kitty messes on?’ 
 ‘- Do you have a bird table?’ 
 ‘- And no dog?’ 
 ‘- Trinkets on the mantelpiece we can knock off in a cute way?’ 
 The kind old lady laughed and said, ‘Of course! Is 
there anything else you need?’ 
 The kittens thought hard. Then they asked sweetly: 
 ‘Have you got any anti-tank missiles?’ 


