
YoU aNd yOuR sEcUrItY  
rAvEnS nEeD tO kEeP a cLoSeR 

eYe oN tHaT dEtEcTiVe.

AnD wHaT aRe yOu lOt 
gIgGlInG aBoUt? YoU’rE gOiNg 

tO hAvE tO cOmE uP wItH
sOmE cAsH nOw.

I tHiNk I hAvE aN iDeA, 
GrAnDdAdDy MaSqUe. AnD
I kNoW jUsT hOw MoRbId 

cAn hElP uS.
WhAt wAs tHaT?

WaS tHaT yOuR 
eViL lAuGh?

WhAt wAs wRoNg 
wItH iT?

NoThInG. If yOu wAnT tO 
sOuNd lIkE a cAt cOuGhInG 

uP a fUrBaLl.

YoU wAiT aNd sEe! I’lL bE tHe mOsT 
sUpEr sUpEr-vIlLaIn oF tHeM aLl! 

He huh egh hgh he!

No mOrE lIkE tHiS:  

mwuhahahAha!

ShUdDuP!

WeLl? WhAt’s tHe 
pLaN tHeN?

GoT iT, BoSs.

He huh egh hgh he.HaVe yOu sEeN tHe 
sTaTe oF tHiS?

OuR eViL eMpIrE iS 
cRuMbLiNg aNd iT’s aLl 
dOwN tO tHaT dRaTtEd 

DeTeCtIvE FoX.

He’s aLwAyS jUsT oNe pAw 
bEhInD uS. We oNlY jUsT 

sEeM tO gEt aWaY.

He’s tUrNiNg mY fUr gReY  
wItH aLl tHiS sTrEsS. AnD nOw 
I’vE lOsT a lOt oF dOuGh. CaN 

yOu bElIeVe hE cAuGhT oUr cAt 
bUrGlArS cAt nApPiNg?!

ThAt’s eNoUgH fRoM yOu, 
MoRbId. I dIdN’t aSk fOr a 

pErSoNaL eChO.

CaT nApPiNg!

DrAtTeD DeTeCtIvE FoX.

OnLy jUsT sEeM tO 
gEt aWaY. PeRsOnAl eCh . . . sOrRy, BoSs.

High in Masque Tower . . .
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‘Turn it up Lettice,’ Reggie squealed as he rushed past 

Granny Lavender, dodged the wool from her knitting, 

and leapt over his big sister towards the telly.

It was his favourite show. The News.

Lettice shot him an annoyed glance and made to 

switch the channel.

‘Don’t you dare,’ Reggie warned as he snatched the 

remote from her paws.

Chapter 
One
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‘I’m glad we live here in Little Critter,’ Dad said, his 

nose wrinkled up at the sight of the big city on the screen. 

‘Look how grubby Bearburgh City is. You wouldn’t see 

litter like that in our suburb.’

‘That’s where all this crime starts,’ Mum said 

disapprovingly. ‘First you’re littering and next you’re cat-

burgling a bank.’

The camera panned back to the town hall and the 

reporter. She looked pointedly at a detective nearby, who 

shifted awkwardly as the camera zoomed in on him.

Reggie clapped his paws together and grinned. 

His hero, Detective Fox, was about to talk live.

‘It’s a big win against crime today,’ Cattryn Catkin 

said. She turned to Detective Fox. ‘Wouldn’t you agree, 

Detective?’

‘If you say so,’ he replied.

‘Careful Reggie,’ said Mum as she came in sorting a 

stack of receipts from the family’s vegetable stall.

Reggie’s haste towards the telly had left a trail of wool 

around the living room, as he’d accidently caught Granny 

Lavender’s knitting on his back paw. Lettice bundled it 

up, rolling her eyes at the mess. Reggie hadn’t noticed a 

thing. His entire attention was held by the News.

Standing in front of the steps of Bearburgh Town 

Hall, the reporter was giving a rundown of a recent cat 

burglar bust in town as photos showed arrests of three 

guilty-looking felines from the previous day. 

I’m CaTtRyN CaTkIn,  
tOdAy iN BrEaKiNg NeWs . . .

BREAKING NEWS BREAKING NEWS
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