
The Rat Catcher 
The rat catcher lives at the top of our road. His name is 

Billy Fitzgerald and he owns a small white van with the words 

“RODENT EXTERMINATOR” printed on the side of it. I never 

knew what that meant, but I certainly do now. 

I didn’t even know there was such a job as a rat catcher. 

Imagine working at catching rats, all day, every day - huge, wicked, 

dirty furry rats! It was only when Dad went up to 

Billy Fitzgerald looking for advice on how to catch a rat, that I 

realised catching rats is actually what he does for a living. 

This story started when a rat took lodgings in our back garden. One 

dark evening in the month of November Dad was bringing out some 

vegetable peelings to the composter - he is a superb cook and 

normally makes us gorgeous dinners - and on opening the lid, he got 

the shock of his life. He caught a glimpse of a huge grubby, coffee 

coloured rat, contentedly nibbling on some vegetable leftovers. 

This big gigantic man truly has an awful fear of rats, and when he 

sees one, he usually freaks. On this occasion he screamed so loudly 

I’m sure he could be heard all the way up to the local supermarket. 

We definitely heard him inside the house and we genuinely thought 

something dreadful had happened. 

I imagine the rat also got a shock, because the echo from 

Dad’s scream would put the fear of God into the devil himself. 

Dad didn’t just scream; he ran as he screamed. Actually, sprinted 

would probably be a better verb, and as he sprinted he flung the green 

bucket from his hands, scattering its contents all over the place, and 

he somehow or other tripped over himself, falling flat on his face. 

When he came back into the safety of the house, blood was dripping 

from his left nostril and he looked really shook up. 

He was almost as white as chalk, having the appearance of someone 

who has just seen a ghost, but he also appeared a little embarrassed. 

He pointed out the window towards the composter and indignantly 

commenced babbling something about bloody rats being all over the 

place. 

Believe it or not, Mum initially burst out laughing, but quickly 

recovered her composure, and pretended to take the whole thing 



seriously. She then tried to comfort and treat her distressed and 

wounded husband. 

A couple of hours later, when Dad had regained his courage, he went 

up to Billy Fitzgerald and asked for guidance with his rat problem. 

Billy suggested he buy rat poison, and told him how to lay it. 

Next day Dad marched straight to the hardware shop, a man on a 

deadly mission. He bought a kilogram of rat poison, which was 

compressed into small blue cubes and was advised to wear gloves 

when handling it. 

He got a few old slates, diagonally placed them against the base of the 

wall at the back of the garden, and put three or four cubes of poison 

behind each one. 

The following day, when he checked, the cubes were gone. 

The rat had eaten them. He then put in more cubes and when these 

weren’t eaten, he knew the rat was dead. 

Nowadays, whenever Dad goes to empty something into that 

composter, he treads very carefully. He always brings a sweeping 

brush with him, and gives the bin a few hard bangs with the brush 

before tentatively opening it – just in case there is another unwelcome 

visitor inside. It really is an incredible sight to witness how this giant 

of a man cautiously opens the lid of our composter, and Mum still 

calls him, “Her Hero!” 

 
 
Questions 
1. What was the name of the rat catcher? 

2. What did he have written on the side of his van? 

3. What has Dad got a fear of? 

4. Where did he discover the rat? 

5. When Dad saw the rat, what happened? 

6. How did Dad kill the rat and how did Dad know the rat was dead? 

7. Nowadays when Dad is going to open the composter, he first gives 

it a few hard bangs. Why do you think he does this? 

8. Do you think the Dad is or isn’t a hero? Give your reasons. 

9. What kind of things do people put into a composter? 

10. Draw or describe one of the images which you can see in the 

story. 



 
Listening and speaking 
1. Are you afraid of rats or mice? 

2. Do you have any fears/phobias? What are you afraid of? Name the 

kind of fears /phobias that people can have. 

 
Vocabulary from the story 
1. A rodent exterminator 

2. A rat took lodgings in our back garden 

3. Dad was bringing out some vegetable peelings to the composter 

4. He caught a glimpse of a huge grubby, coffee coloured rat 

5. Contentedly nibbling on some vegetable leftovers 

6. This big gigantic man truly has an awful fear of rats 

7. He usually freaks out – to freak out 

8. We genuinely thought something dreadful had happened 

9. The echo from Dad’s scream 

10. It would put the fear of God into the devil himself 

11. Scattering the contents of the bucket all over the place 

12. He tripped over himself 

13. He looked really shook up 

14. He indignantly commenced babbling 

15. Mum initially burst out laughing 

16. She pretended to take the whole thing seriously 

17. Then she quickly recovered her composure 

18. She tried to comfort and treat her distressed and wounded 

husband 

19. When Dad regained his courage 

20. He asked for guidance 

21. A hardware shop 

22. He was a man on a deadly mission – my mission is … 

23. A kilogram 

24. The rat poison was compressed into small blue cubes 

25. He placed a few old slates diagonally at the base of the wall 

26. He treads very carefully 

27. He tentatively opens the lid – he cautiously opens the lid 

28. It really is an incredible sight to witness 

 



Recommended Poetry 
 

Mice 

I think mice 

Are rather nice. 

There tails are long, 

Their faces small, 

They haven't any 

Chins at all. 

Their ears are pink, 

Their teeth are white, 

They run about 

The house at night. 

They nibble things 

They shouldn`t touch 

And no one seems 

To like them much 

But I think mice 

Are Nice 

by Rose Fyleman 

 
Dictionary Work 
Explain the following words and write them in sentences which 

clearly show their meanings. 

• anonymous 

• unanimous 

• determined 

• orphan 

• pompous 

• emotional 

• ominous 

• function 

• audience 

• temperature 

 
Writing Activity: 
Write a list of the different kinds of phobias people can have. 



Pretend you have one of these phobias and write poem about it. You 

could write this as a list poem, beginning each line with the phrase “I 

hate...” 

 

Focus on - Was or were? ...... is or are? 

You use “was”, which is the past tense, when it is only one person or 

one thing you are talking about. You use “were”, which is the past 

tense, when it is more than one person or thing you are talking 

about. 

Examples: there was a man in the office; but there were men in the 

office. 

 

You use “is”, which is the present tense, when it is only one person 

or thing you are talking about. You use “are”, which is the present 

tense, when it is more than one person or thing you are talking 

about. 

Examples: there is a man in the office; but there are men in the 

office. 

Write the following sentences into your copy, but insert one of the 

above four words was, were, is, are into the blank space. Write 

carefully and choose the correct word. 

 

1. There .......... six people in the Post Office when it was robbed 

yesterday. 

2. There .......... some brilliant teachers in this school. 

3. My English teacher ......... amazing. 

4. The film I saw last night .......... fantastic. 

5. I .......... the worst in the race. I came last. 

6. We .......... the best class in the school. 

7. We got very wet and we .......... miserable. 

8. You saved that man’s life! You .......... very brave. 

9. She .......... beautiful when she was young. 

10. They .......... beautiful when they were young. 

11. Today my exam results .......... superb. 

12. When I ......... small, I went to the circus every year. 

13. When we ........ bold yesterday, we .......... grounded. 

14. There .......... a 50% reduction in the shop today. 



15. There ......... a 50% reduction in the shop yesterday. 

16. There .......... a fly in my soup. 


