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Meet the Fickers!
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‘The Fickers were a very strange family. Mr. Ficker was the figurehead of the
funily, but everyone knew that his awful wife was the real boss. He was a fidget and

for favours. a roundabout, fig .

firearm, which ice didn' He was
a fink and his finery couldn't change that. Mrs. Ficker was a finicky woman who had
o finesse with people whatsoever. People who visited the house said that she was
often covered in filth and her kitchen was fetid. She had sores on her legs which
Iped with fetes—sh festive—and
feud with her neighbot et
garden and it was said that she had a fetish about them. T won'ttell you what she s
supposed to have done to the fetus of the goat. I just hope it's a fictitious story.
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wouldusually st el  fg—not cnough 1 land i n prison. It was  fnable
offence, buta
son. However, filial fidelty was never scen. It was a figment of the \mlgmlnun a
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However, figurinesand
n|gm She often used filaments for the latter. If she filed any metal, she would
keep the filings, though no-one knew why. She had a filing system where she kept
records of what she had made. She would also filter materials from water, but again.
no-one knew why. Eventually, the neighbor's tolerance of the Fickers—which was.

avay.





