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Atticus Grammaticus Cattypuss Claw – formerly the 
world’s greatest cat burglar – was feeling sick. He 
hated flying. Flying was for birds, not cats. In his old 
cat-burgling days he had always travelled by cruise 
ship or first-class compartment on the train rather 
than fly. And the hideous contraption he found him-
self  in now was much worse than a plane. It was 
even worse than a helicopter or a hot-air balloon. It 
was tabby torture.

Atticus opened one eye then closed it again. 
He’d never have agreed to come on holiday to 
London if  he’d known the Cheddar family planned 
to take him on this. He’d thought it was a giant 
hamster wheel when Callie first pointed it out to 
him. (Although he probably should have guessed 
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that there wouldn’t be too many giant hamsters 
roaming around London looking for exercise at 
the height of  the tourist season.) He just wished 
someone had warned him, though. What hap-
pened to trust? But one minute he’d been eating a 
bit of  Michael’s fish-paste sandwich, and the next 
he’d been bundled up by Callie, and now here he 
was in a fragile-looking glass capsule dangling 
dangerously from the edge of  a huge revolving 
metal circle, inching his way into the sky.

‘Are you all right, Atticus?’ Callie hugged him 
gently.

‘You look a bit funny.’ Michael tickled his chin. 
‘Do you feel sick?’

Atticus purred weakly. Finally they’d noticed! It 
was a bit late now, though. They had already lifted 
off.

‘It’s called the Eye, Atticus,’ Mrs Cheddar took 
his paw. ‘No need to worry – everyone rides it when 
they’re visiting London. You get a fantastic view 
when you get to the top. Look, there’s the Thames.’

The Eye? Why would anyone want to take a ride 
in an eye? Atticus screwed his eyes firmly 
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shut. And he didn’t want to see the Thames. Didn’t 
Mrs Cheddar realise that cats hated water? He 
wanted to get off. ‘Meow!’ he yowled.

‘Stop mollycoddling him!’ Inspector Cheddar 
said sternly. ‘He’s a police cat, not a pet. He needs 
to toughen up.’

Atticus didn’t know what mollycoddling meant 
but it had a nice sound to it – especially the ‘cod’ 
bit. He wondered if  there were any other good 
fishy words humans used that he didn’t know, like 
dolly-prawning or jolly-sardining or trolley-trouting. 
Right now they all sounded a lot more fun than 
being a police cat. His chewed ear drooped. He 
wondered if  it was too late to change his mind.

‘But we’re on holiday, Dad!’ Atticus felt Michael 
stroke his good ear.

‘Thanks to Atticus,’ Callie straightened the red 
handkerchief  he wore round his neck.

‘And the Tuckers,’ Mrs Cheddar added.
Atticus opened one eye. The trip to London was 

a present from Mrs Tucker, the Cheddars’ house-
keeper, as a reward for Atticus 
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stopping being a cat burglar and starting being a 
police cat instead. It was Atticus who had been 
mainly to thank for catching Jimmy Magpie and 
his gang when they swooped on the Toffly Hall 
Antiques Fair and tried to steal Lord and Lady 
Toffly’s tiara. 

‘Talking of  Mr and Mrs Tucker,’ Callie sighed, ‘I 
wish they were here.’

Atticus did too. Mrs Tucker’s basket was always 
full of  freshly caught sardines off  her husband’s 
fishing boat. And Mr Tucker had loads of  exciting 
stories about sea monsters, not to mention a fascin-
ating beard-jumper, which was knitted together in 
a big tangle. All sorts of  interesting morsels got 
stuck in it, which Mr Tucker let Atticus pick out 
with his claws when no one else was looking. 

‘I miss them too,’ Mrs Cheddar said. ‘But they’re 
moving into Toffly Hall this weekend. They said 
we could visit them when we get back.’

Atticus’s purr grew louder. He was happy for 
the Tuckers. The Tofflys’ tiara (which they had 
thought was worth zillions) had turned out to be a 
fake, while Mrs Tucker’s ruby necklace (which she 
had thought was a fake) had turned out to be 
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worth zillions. Which is why the Tuckers were 
moving into Toffly Hall and sending the Cheddars 
on holiday, and the horrible snooty Tofflys were 
buying an old caravan near the municipal rubbish 
tip and looking for work polishing spoons.

Inspector Cheddar frowned at Atticus. ‘Just be-
cause you’ve put a few measly magpies in jail 
doesn’t mean you can let your guard down,’ he 
said. ‘Once you’re in the police force you’ve got to 
keep your eyes open twenty-four hours a day, even 
on holiday.’

Twenty-four hours a day! Atticus could hardly be-
lieve his ears. Was he kidding? What about sleeping? 
And eating? And sitting on the sofa watching the TV? 
Not to mention hanging out beside the beach huts at 
Littleton-on-Sea with Mimi, the pretty Burmese? That 
took up at least twenty-three hours a day. That left 
one whole hour for being a police cat! (Of  course, 
in the old days, when he’d been a burglar, Atticus 
would have spent the extra hour breaking into 
people’s houses and opening their safes with his 
sharp claws and stealing their jewels, but he didn’t 
do that any more. Not since the Cheddars had 
given him a proper home.)
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‘And one other thing, Atticus,’ Inspector 
Cheddar said, looking at Atticus’s pained expres-
sion disapprovingly. ‘Police cats should never be 
sick in public. It gives people a bad impression. 
Remember that if  you don’t want to end up on 
traffic cones.’   

Atticus opened the other eye with a sigh. He 
could see the reflection of  the shiny police-cat 
badge, which was pinned to his handkerchief, 
twinkling back at him from the glass of  the cap-
sule. He was very proud of  his badge. And of  being 
a police cat. He just didn’t want to be one twenty-
four hours a day, especially not when he was on 
holiday. But he didn’t want to let Inspector Cheddar 
down either, especially as it was he who had made 
Atticus a police cat in the first place. He took a 
deep breath and jumped down from Callie’s arms.

‘That’s better.’ Inspector Cheddar began point-
ing out the sights. ‘There’s Buckingham Palace. 
And the Tower of  London. And see that? It’s 
Trafalgar Square. Oh and look down there. It’s Big 
Ben!’ 

The children pressed their faces to the glass.
Atticus forced himself  to do the same. London 
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unfolded beneath him. He felt his fur stiffen. It was 
a long time since he’d been to London, but he 
hadn’t forgotten it. A lot of  the sights looked famil-
iar, even from this height. The view from the Eye 
brought back a flood of  memories he thought he’d 
pushed away forever.

London was where he’d first learnt to be a cat 
burglar.

It was also where he’d had his ear chewed. 
And the animal responsible for both those things 

made Jimmy Magpie and his gang look as inno-
cent as poached eggs. His name was Biscuit. Ginger 
Biscuit. He was the world’s toughest tomcat and 
he worked for a Russian criminal mistress of  dis-
guise called Zenia Klob. At least he used to. 

They both did. Until Atticus ran away.
Suddenly Atticus forgot about hating flying. He 

forgot about feeling sick. He didn’t feel afraid any 
more. 

‘Look at Atticus!’ Michael said. ‘He’s feeling 
better.’

‘He’s really brave!’ Callie agreed.
‘Well done, Atticus,’ Mrs Cheddar said. 
‘That’s more like it.’ Inspector Cheddar nodded.
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Atticus hardly heard them. All he could think 
about was Ginger Biscuit. Would he get a chance to 
put his arch-rival behind bars now that he was a police 
cat? He certainly hoped so. 

Almost without thinking, Atticus touched his 
chewed ear with one paw. 

He still had a score to settle. 
 


