
Pathetic Sick Sniffy Pants






  Now that you're tucked up in bed, you can look forward to a good night's rest. You'll need it after that exciting adventure you had. I bet you didn't think you'd spend the day fighting pirates and dragons and knights.


I know what you're thinking. You're thinking: I didn't fight any pirates or dragons or knights today. 

Hmm. It seems that you've forgotten all about it. It must have been that bonk on the head that made you lose your memory. Let me remind you what happened.

We were sitting at home and I said, “What's that funny smell?” And I smelled your hair and it did smell funny, so I said, “Come on. It's time we gave your smelly hair a good wash.”

But when we looked, we found we'd run out of shampoo.


“Don't worry,” you said. “I know where shampoo comes from.”

And off you went to the woods.

When you got to the woods, you turned around and walked out of the woods because you'd made a mistake and you didn't want to go to the woods at all. You wanted to go to the supermarket. That's where people go when they want to buy shampoo. Everybody knows that.

So you turned around and headed for the supermarket but on the way you got lost and ended up back in the woods.

You were in a part of the woods you'd never been in before. There was a hill and in the side of the hill was a tunnel. It was dark and you couldn't see the other end of it but you decided to take a look inside anyway because you thought it might be one of those supermarket tunnels, which is a special kind of tunnel that always leads to a supermarket.

So you walked along that tunnel in the dark for a while and eventually you saw some light at the end and you came out into a bright, sunny, grassy place.

There were lots of people there and white tents and horses and banners and flags fluttering in the breeze. There were also knights in armour practising sword-fighting and jousting, which is what you call that thing when you sit on a horse and charge at each other and try to knock each other off with a long pole.

You walked through the crowd asking people if there was a supermarket nearby but they said no, forsooth, they knew not what you spoke thereof, so you carried on walking through the crowd and eventually you found yourself standing in front of the biggest tent of all. There was a man and woman there sitting side-by-side on thrones, each wearing a crown, and you knew straight away that this must be King Arthur and Queen Guinevere.

That's when you realized that the tunnel wasn't a supermarket tunnel at all, because of course there's no such thing as a supermarket tunnel. No, it was one of those time tunnels, and you'd walked back into the past to the time of King Arthur and the Knights of the Round Table. This place where you were now was a very famous place called Camelot where all those knights used to hang around all day doing stuff like sword-fighting and jousting and tiddlywinks.

Just as you were thinking this, a knight dressed in black armour appeared and everyone stopped what they were doing and there was a silence.

“What are you doing here, you scoundrel?” said King Arthur.


You started to say, “Oh, er, um…” but then you realized that King Arthur wasn't talking to you—he was talking to the Black Knight.

“I'm here to challenge your greatest hero,” said the Black Knight. “Is there anyone here brave enough to fight me?”

King Arthur stood up and announced in a loud voice, “The Black Knight is here. Who is brave enough to fight him?”

Nobody said a word.

“Ha ha ha,” laughed the Black Knight. “None of you lot are brave enough to fight me. You knights of Camelot are really pathetic.”


“We are not pathetic,” said King Arthur, stamping his foot. Then he turned and asked the Queen, “Dear, are we pathetic?”


The Queen didn't reply. She just rolled her eyes and tutted and turned away and pretended to be looking at a cloud.

“How about you, King Arthur?” said the Black Knight. “I thought you were supposed to be the greatest knight of all? Aren't you brave enough to challenge me?”


“Of course I am,” said King Arthur. “Unfortunately I have a dentist appointment at three, so I don't have time.”


Queen Guinevere muttered something under her breath. You weren't one hundred percent sure, but you thought she said, “Quite pathetic.”

“Isn't there anyone brave enough to fight this scoundrel?” asked King Arthur, looking around the crowd. “Let it be known that whoever defeats him will be rewarded with a great prize.”


You stepped forward and asked, “What kind of prize?”

“A great one,” said the King.


“It's not shampoo, is it?” you asked.


The King looked deep into your eyes and spoke with a voice full of deep sick sniffy pants. “It might be,” he said.

So then you said in a loud voice, “I accept the Black Knight's challenge.”

Everybody looked at you in surprise, and then do you know what they did next? They all started laughing. Soon they were laughing so hard that they all fell onto the ground and rolled around on the grass clutching their bellies. Even the Black Knight joined in.

When they finally finished, they all stood up again and panted to get their breath back. Then King Arthur looked at you and said, “You, child? What on Earth makes you think that a great, strong brute like him could be defeated by a tiny specimen such as yourself?”

You puffed up your chest and said, “I'm not a tiny spaceman.”


“And I'm not a brute,” said the Black Knight.


The King shook his head. “Why, you wouldn't last half a minute.”

“I'll only need a quarter of a minute to defeat him,” you said, pointing at the Black Knight.

“Tschuh,” said the Black Knight, which is a noise you make with your tongue when you press it against the top of your mouth and blow out some air. Your tongue is that strange thing, like a big wet worm, that lives in your mouth and moves around all the time. Your mouth is that hole in your head that opens and closes and food goes in and noises come out, noises like “It wasn't me,” and “I didn't do it,” and “Ay caramba!”

Now then, where were we before we started talking about tongues and mouths and carambas? Oh yes, that's right. You and that Black Knight fellow were having a conversation.

“I couldn't possibly fight you,” said the Black Knight. “I demand a real knight to fight with.”


“You're just a cowardy custard,” you said.


That Black Knight turned red in the face and stamped his foot, he was so angry. If there was one thing he hated, it was being called a cowardy custard. A scaredy cat was all right. A chicken was fine. A lily-livered yellow-belly was quite acceptable. But a cowardy custard—boy oh boy, he didn't like that at all. I don't know why. Maybe he just didn't like custard. (Just because I'm telling this story, doesn't mean I know all the answers.)

Now then, where were we? Oh yes ...

That Black Knight stamped his foot and said, “That does it. I'll fight you.”


So they gave you a suit of armour, but the armour was so heavy that you couldn't stand up when you were wearing it, so they gave you a suit of wet instead. You looked a little strange standing in the middle of that grassy field in a wetsuit, and the people laughed at you, but at least you could stand up. And if it rained really hard and the whole world filled up with water, then you would have the last laugh, wouldn't you, with all those other knights wearing heavy metal armour and you in your wetsuit? (But unfortunately there wasn't a cloud in the sky.)

Then somebody put a sword in your hand, but that sword was so heavy that you couldn't lift it, so they took the sword back and gave you a lollipop instead, which wasn't strictly a weapon but at least you could lift it and you knew how to use it.

When everyone had stopped laughing, somebody shouted, “Let the contest begin!” and you and the Black Knight faced each other on the field of battle.

That villain came at you with everything he had. Waving his sword about like some crazy sword-waving crazy man waving a sword, he sliced and swiped and lunged and chopped and stabbed, but luckily for you he couldn't hit you, no way, he didn't stand a chance, because you had run away at the first sign of trouble and were hiding behind a nearby tree.

After a lot of slicing and swiping and lunging and chopping and stabbing, the Black Knight got completely out of breath and collapsed in a heap panting for all he was worth. You took that opportunity to go and stand on his chest and proclaim yourself the winner.

“I'm the winner!” you yelled, waving your lollipop in the air.


“Get off me, you little pipsqueak,” said the Black Knight.


But you didn't budge. You just stood there and gave your lollipop a lick, and with the weight of all the armour he was wearing plus the weight of you on his chest plus the weight of that lollipop, the Black Knight couldn't stand up again and that really did mean that you were the winner.

King Arthur shook his head. “That was the worst fight I've ever seen in my life,” he said.


“Pathetic. Quite pathetic,” said Queen Guinevere.


But they had no choice but to proclaim you the winner and they presented you with a prize which was a bottle of lemonade.

“A bottle of lemonade?” you said. “I thought you were going to give me a bottle of shampoo.”


“I never said anything about shampoo,” said King Arthur.


“Can you wash your hair with lemonade?” you asked.


“Of course not,” said the King.


You weren't very happy about this, but at least you had some lemonade to drink and you were quite thirsty after all that fighting. You were trying (but failing) to twist the lid off that bottle when a guard who was standing on the castle ramparts (did I mention there was a castle nearby?) shouted, “Dragon!”

Everybody looked up to see a huge dragon flying towards the castle from a nearby mountain which was called Hurdy-gurdy Mountain.

King Arthur stood up and said in a loud voice, “Who will save us from the fearsome Dragon of Hurdy-gurdy Mountain?”


Nobody said a word.

“Come on,” said King Arthur. “Isn't there anyone brave enough to battle this terrible, fire-breathing monster? What about you, Black Knight? You think you're so great—will you save us?”


The Black Knight, who had finally managed to get up from the ground, shook his head.

“No way,” he said. “I'm not going near that man-eating monster. I'm off.”


With that, he jumped on his horse and rode away as fast as he could.

Queen Guinevere shook her head and muttered, “Pathetic. Quite pathetic.”


The dragon was getting closer and closer and everyone was starting to panic.

“Let it be known,” said King Arthur, “that whoever defeats the dreaded dragon of Hurdy-gurdy Mountain shall be rewarded with a great prize.”


You pricked up your ears. “This prize,” you said, “—it's not shampoo, is it?”

King Arthur looked into your eyes and spoke with a voice full of deep sick sniffy pants: “It might be.”


The dragon had almost arrived and you thought you'd better act quickly so you announced in a loud voice, “Let it be known that I will save you from the dreaded Dragon of Hurdy-gurdy Mountain.”

“You?” said the King.


And do you know what everybody did next?

They forgot all about being frightened and they fell down on the grass and rolled around clutching their bellies because they were laughing so hard.

Even the dragon, who had just that moment arrived on the scene, had to stop and join in. Then, after it got its fire-breathing breath back, it turned to you and said,“Why, I couldn't possibly fight you. A puny child like you wouldn't last a quarter of a minute against a great dragon like me.”

“It will only take me an eighth of a minute,” you said. “Come on, fight me. Or are you too much of a cowardy custard?”


That dragon stamped its feet and thumped its tail, it was so angry. If there was one thing it couldn't stand, it was Brussels sprouts. It didn't like blue cheese either, and it wasn't very keen on seafood pizza, I can tell you.

Oh, and it also couldn't stand being called a cowardy custard, that's for sure.

“All right,” growled the dragon, “I'll fight you. And when I've finished, you'll be nothing but a pile of smoking ashes.”

Then the two of you faced each other, that dragon with scaly skin as hard as diamonds and fire-breathing breath on one side, and you in your wetsuit with a bottle of lemonade and a lollipop stick on the other.

The dragon attacked but it didn't stand a chance because you had already run away as fast as you could and hidden behind that tree again.

But the dragon spotted you hiding there and it breathed fire in your direction. The tree was immediately reduced to smoking ashes, and you were left standing there in the open, unprotected.

Then the dragon snapped at you with its great sharp teeth, each one as big as a dragon's tooth and just as sharp, but instead of biting you, its jaws fastened tight on the lid of the lemonade bottle. Quickly you twisted it and the lid finally came off and all the lemonade fizzed out because it was shaken up and it spurted into the dragon's mouth. The fire in its breath was extinguished in an instant. It tried to breathe fire on you, but instead it just blew bubbles which you burst with your lollipop stick. So instead of a fire-breathing dragon, it was now a lemonade-bubble-blowing joke, and nobody was afraid of it any more.

“Well, stone the crows,” said the King. “The child's done it again.”


“But the child didn't do anything,” said the Queen. “It was only because some lemonade squirted out by accident into the dragon's mouth.”


“Nevertheless, my dear,” said King Arthur, “the dragon has been subdued. The child clearly is the victor.”


“But that was pathetic,” complained the Queen. “Quite pathetic.”

But they had no choice but to proclaim you the
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