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Chapter 1 A
Suitable Pet

Cackling Carol
was lonely. After all, she had been living on her own in a cavern
for about four hundred years now, with just her broom for company.
There had been plenty of bats, toads, spiders, frogs and nasty
creepy-crawlies about in that time, but Cackling Carol needed a
proper pet.

Most witches
have cats, as we all know. The trouble was that Cackling Carol
didn’t like cats. In fact, she loathed them. She hated it
when her witchy friends asked her round for a cup of toadstool tea,
or a spell-swap session, and she had to stroke their cats and be
nice to them. All the time she was thinking how much she would like
to put the cats in her cauldron!

So what was
Cackling Carol to do? She really wanted a pet – but not a cat. She
decided she must find out if there were any other sorts of animal
she could have. She went over to her huge, creaky bookcase. She
browsed for a moment, and then pulled down a big, dusty book from
the top shelf, brushed the cobwebs off the cover and opened it. She
turned a few pages until she came across a section on animals.

“Let’s see,”
she said to herself as she read down the page. Ideally she was
looking for an animal that hated cats as much as she did!
“Aardvarks ... antelopes ... no, no good. Cougars ... dinosaurs.
Dinosaurs look good!” She read about them in her book. “Oh, they’re
extinct, shame. Now ... dogs. Ahh, dogs!”

Cackling
Carol’s book told her that dogs were loyal and affectionate but,
best of all, they liked to chase cats!

“Hee, hee,
hee!” cackled Cackling Carol delightedly. “A dog it shall be then.
Come on, Broom. Off we go to find a dog.” Then a thought struck
her. “Oh. I wonder where I can get a dog?”

Broom jumped up
from where he was snoozing in a chair and floated gracefully over
to Cackling Carol.

“May I make a
suggestion?” he asked

“Oh yes please,
Broom,” said Cackling Carol. Her broom was very clever.

“Firstly, the
best place to get a dog is from a place called a dogs’ home where
all the unwanted pet dogs are taken. I’m sure you’ll find a
suitable dog there. And secondly, you can’t go by broom. You’ll be
very noticeable. It isn’t Halloween yet.”

“Good
thinking,” said Cackling Carol. “I’d better turn you into a bicycle
then. But first I must take off this cloak and put on my non-witchy
outfit. Back in three flicks of a lizard’s tongue!”

 







Chapter 2 The
Dogs’ Home

Soon they were
ready to go. Cackling Carol muttered a few very strange sounding
words and Broom at once became a smart red racing bike with drop
handlebars, disc brakes and eighteen gears.

“Well, why not
be flashy?” thought Cackling Carol.

She pedalled
off in the direction of the nearest town. Quite by chance, Cackling
Carol came across the dogs’ home straight away. She lent her
broom-bike up against the wall. She quickly conjured up a lock for
it when she noticed two lads eyeing her bike enviously.

“I wouldn’t let
anyone steal me,” protested Broom. “I’d fight them off!”

“Yes, I know,
and it would cause a scene. Bikes don’t usually start whacking
people who try to steal them,” Cackling Carol reminded him. “Now do
try and act the part.”

Cackling Carol
trotted through the gate and into a huge yard, surrounded on all
sides by kennels. The dogs were yipping, yapping, growling,
snapping, whining and woofing – the noise was incredible.

“Frogs’
eyeballs!” thought Cackling Carol. “I didn’t know dogs were
this noisy.”

She began to
wonder if perhaps she had opted for the wrong kind of pet.

“Hello!” boomed
a hearty voice next to her, making her jump. It was the manager of
the dog’s home. “Can I help? What type of dog are you looking
for?”

For an instant,
Cackling Carol was stumped for words. She hadn’t realised there
were various types of dogs. She thought they were more or less the
same, only different colours perhaps.

“Oh, I, um ...”
gabbled Cackling Carol. Then she collected herself. Since her dog
would be riding on her broomstick with her, then she’d better go
for a small one. Broom would moan if the dog were too heavy. (He
moaned about Cackling Carol sometimes, saying she ate too much
pumpkin pie every Halloween!)

“A nice, small
dog, please,” she said to the manager.

“This way
then,” he said, going towards a far corner. “All our terriers are
over here.”

Cackling Carol
started to look in the kennels. The little dogs were very
appealing. Carol liked them at once. But despite her normal
appearance, the little dogs seemed to sense that Cackling Carol
wasn’t quite ordinary. As she passed close to them, they snarled
and backed into the corner of their kennels, hackles bristling.
Cackling Carol was quite upset by it.

“Oh dear,” said
the manager, rather surprised. He’d never met anyone who had such a
strange effect on dogs before.

“Would you like
to look at some slightly larger dogs? Perhaps they’ll be more
friendly.”

He ushered
Cackling Carol to another corner of the yard. But these dogs
reacted in the same way. Some even barked angrily at her. Cackling
Carol was getting a bit panicky. Would someone realise that she was
a witch? She was just about to dash back to her broom-bike, when
she caught sight of the scruffiest, scraggiest – and hugest – dog
in the yard. He was in a kennel in the furthest corner of the yard,
and he was looking adoringly at Cackling Carol. Cautiously Cackling
Carol took a step towards him. The dog wagged his tail. Cackling
Carol took another step. The dog wagged his tail even harder.

Taking her
courage into her hands, Cackling Carol went right up to the kennel.
The dog jumped up in delight and tried to lick her hand through the
wire.

Cackling Carol
was thrilled.

“This one!” she
called to the manager. “This is the dog I want!”

 







Chapter 3 Big
Roddy

“What! Big
Roddy?” gasped the manager. “But he’s enormous. I thought you
wanted a small dog?” He looked worried. “I’m not sure you’ll be
able to handle him. He’s very bouncy.”

“Oh, don’t
worry. I’ve got ten strapping great sons at home who’ll take him
for walks,” fibbed Carol.

The manager
looked relieved. Big Roddy had been at the dogs’ home for ages and
ages. The manager had begun to think that he would never find a
home for him. And he ate so much too. (Big Roddy, not the manager!)
It would be a very good thing if Big Roddy went today.

“Great!” beamed
the manager at Cackling Carol. “Just come to the office and we’ll
give you Big Roddy’s collar and vaccination record. We need to take
your details too. This way.”

He bustled off
and Cackling Carol followed him, looking over her shoulder at Big
Roddy every few steps. He didn’t take his eyes off her for an
instant.

At last
Cackling Carol and Big Roddy left the dogs’ home and found Broom
still disguised as a bike.

“Say hello to
Big Roddy, Broom,” said Cackling Carol.

Broom said
nothing. He was too shocked at the sight of the huge animal! Then
he remembered his manners – he really was a very polite broom.

“Delighted to
meet you, Big Roddy,” he said weakly. “I hope you are not as heavy
as you look.”

Big Roddy
wagged his tail and slobbered affectionately over Broom.

Cackling Carol
wheeled Broom into a quiet side street and, when no-one was
looking, turned him into a motorbike with a sidecar also conjured
up two helmets.

“That’s
better!” she cackled. She put on her own helmet and then fitted one
on Big Roddy’s head. He leapt happily into the sidecar and off they
went, getting lots of amused looks from passers-by.

Back at the
cavern, Cackling Carol changed back into her usual outfit and Broom
changed back into a broom. Big Roddy took all these unusual
incidents in his stride. He bounced around his new home joyously,
sniffing every corner of it and chasing spiders across the
floor.

Cackling Carol
fussed about happily. She found a spell for making dog food out of
leaves and made a whole cauldronful. Then she rummaged through some
piles of junk by the back wall and found an old bedspread and
cushion for Big Roddy to sleep on.

She came across
two old saucepans and, with a bit of magic, turned them into shiny
new bowls for Big Roddy – one for his water and the other for his
food.

Broom sulked
for a little while. He was jealous of all the attention Big Roddy
was getting and he was cross at Cackling Carol for getting such a
big dog. But when he saw how happy Big Roddy was to have a proper
home at last, and how anxious he was to please Cackling Carol,
well, he forgot to be huffy. It wasn’t long before he was playing
fetch with Big Roddy. Broom would zoom off a short distance and Big
Roddy would hurtle after him, grab him and carry him carefully back
to the cavern. They played for hours.
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