
The rats of London 
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Wrapped up warm against the icy fingers of dusk, the caretaker closed the 

cemetery gates, who was watching him? It was the dreaded Rat King himself. 

He was a rat as big as a dog and loved shiny things, so all his rats stole shiny 

things. 

 Before he was that big he was on a ship carrying big cans of toxic waste. One 

of the cans fell and leaked green, sticky, smelly toxic waste on him and turned 

him into a really big rat. He was also twice as smart as a rat and twice as strong 

as a rat. And he could also speak! 

But now, there he was sitting on a grave with his big red eyes staring at the 

caretaker who was fiddling with his golden shiny keys whilst walking back to 

the church. But there was one more person in the cemetery, praying to his 

buried wife. Bob was his name, and he saw the caretaker walking back to the 

church and then he said worriedly “oh no! I’m locked in.” 

At the last minute in the corner of his eye he saw a giant rat take the caretaker 

underground. Most people would run and climb over the fence, but Bob was a 

brave man, so he followed the Rat King underground. It was then, when he was 

underground, he saw lots of shiny things and he remembered what he seen on 

Facebook that people had lost, like the lost microwave, watches and a 

chandelier.  The whole place was infested with millions of rats! Through the 

gloom he saw the rat king talking to the caretaker telling him what he wanted. 

He heard what the furry, long-tailed King wanted; it was the Queen’s crown! 

“Oh no”, he thought “I’m going to have to stop them!” 

“OK, just don’t hurt me!” said the caretaker to the Rat King, “what do you want 

of me?” 



In a croaky voice the rat came up close the caretaker’s face and whispered to 

him, “because you work in the Tower of London and you know where the 

crown is and how to stop the alarms. You will let me and all of my rats in 

through the door and we will steal the crown.” 

Bob heard the whole plan and decided to act. He ran to the corner of the 

cemetery fence where there was a tree which was climbable, and climbed up 

and over the fence. He dropped down on the other side and said “I know what I 

have to do!” 

When he got to the Tower of London he took off his watch and placed it right in 

front of the door with a pile of coins and some shiny foil he had found on the 

way. He hung a huge black net above the door. The net was made of strong 

metal, but as thin as a paperclip. Bob was a fisherman and on his way to the 

Tower he had picked up the net from the harbour. Now all he had to do was 

hide in the shadows, and wait! 

Suddenly, from the mist and darkness, Bob saw thousands of hairy rats running 

quickly towards the Tower door! The rats spotted the shiny objects by the door 

immediately and ran towards them. When they all reached the trap, Bob pulled 

a rope and the net came swooping down, capturing the rats. Bob felt like he had 

saved London from being under the control of the Rat King. Bob called his 

friend, Jeff, who was an exterminator on his mobile phone, telling him what had 

happened and told him to come right away to take away the trapped rats. 

The rat king heard Bob’s conversation and shouted 

“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!” 

The next day the Queen invited Bob to her palace for some tea and cake to say 

thank you for saving her crown, so he came. When he had almost finished, the 

Queen said “more cake Bob?” 

“Go on then,” said Bob. “Lemon drizzle please!” 


