
Little Londoners Solving Big Crimes 

 

Not a pin drop could be heard in the silent night. No cars drove past and no people strolled by. 
However, underneath the ground, there was a small amount of activity. Tiny, scurrying mice 
patrolled the underground. Two of these mice weren’t ordinary, they were detectives! Feta had 
deep brown eyes and chocolate brown fur; she was the clever one. Parmy had a mischievous 
grin and glossy white fur; he was the silly one. Their detective name was THE CHEESE 
NIBBLERS!  

The Cheese Nibblers were scurrying through their mouse holes in their home, The Tower of 
London, when they heard some hushed voices. “Psst!” one of the voices whispered, “tonight we 
steal the Crown Jewels!” The mice gasped in horror! The two terrified mice peeked through the 
mouse hole and saw three robbers whispering in a huddle.  

They could just see one of the robbers. His beard was a cactus and his hair climbed the air. His 
eyes were jet black and squinting and his eyebrows were as thick as pencils. He had a gritty 
voice that came out as a horrid snarl.  

“Ere’s our plan” grunted the robber. “We put sleeping powder in de guard’s wa’er bo’les. Then at 
night sneak past ‘em into de Tower of London. We ‘en get out our spray cans n spray ‘em next 
to de Jewel ‘ouse. De lasers will then be visible. We dodge them and get in’o the Jewel ‘ouse.”  

“Tonight” the robber whispered, “’ere, 9pm.”  

The mice listened as the robbers tip-toed away. Finally Feta spoke up. “I have an idea. It might 
not work though. We’ll need some grapes.” They got into a huddle and Feta whispered the plan 
to Parmy.  

“Shear genius!” exclaimed Parmy.  

“Remember,” Feta muttered sternly, “it’ll only work if we are as quiet as a mouse.”  

It was 9pm and the mice were ready for action. The moonlight lit up Parmy’s white glimmer 
jacket of fur, making him a disco ball of light! “Parmy!” hissed Feta, “Stop dancing like you’re a 
celebrity mouse on Strictly Squeak Dancing and get down here! The robbers will see you and 
it’ll ruin the plan!” Parmy’s cheeks went red under his fur. He jumped off the windowsill and 
landed perfectly. The mice got to their stations. They heard the gritty voice of the robber in the 
hallway. “Three…..” Feta whispered, “two, one, FIRE!”  

Three grapes whizzed towards the robbers at a tremendous speed! SPLAT! SPLAT! 
“Owwwwwww!!!” screamed the robber “I’ve got somethin’ in my eye!”  

“Let me see!” ordered another of the robbers sternly. Flinching at every move, the chief robber 
opened his eye.  

“Yep” grunted the robber, “definitely somethin’ in there!”  

The chief robber let out an ear-ringing scream “argghhhhhhhhh!!! Get it out!”  



He screamed so noisily that he woke up the guards from their sleep. The mice heard footsteps 
and then shouting. “I’m gonna take ya all to de’ police!!” They heard the guard shout. The mice 
cheered. They had just stopped a colossal crime. 
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