
 

Grunt the Aardvark  

Grunt the Aardvark, lived in Cambridge in some abandoned public toilets. The toilets 

were never used. No one ever went there so it made the perfect place for Grunt to 

live. He had made that place his humble home. The sinks made the perfect kitchen 

and he slept in the master bedroom, the disabled cubicle, because it was the biggest.  

Grunt was named Grunt because as soon as he was born, he started making grunting 

noises. About three years ago, someone had come to his door asking for a place to 

stay. His name was Bob and he was a Capybara. Since then, Bob had lived in the 

guest bedroom.  

I should probably tell you that Grunt owned a prized possession; a very special book, 

a book of magic tricks. In this book were ideas beyond the imaginable. He could 

make himself disappear in a puff of smoke or make himself shrink. Any magic that 

you could think of would be contained in this book. However, this book is one of a 

kind and has been in Grunt’s family for years and years. That is why Grunt had never 

told Bob about this book. He didn’t want to share his magic with anyone. So, he kept 

it in his disabled toilet in an old bin covered by one of his blankets, so that Bob would 

never know what he was hiding. 

One year later… 

Early one morning Grunt snored in his sleep and turned over. Something was missing 

from his master bedroom, but he couldn’t think what. He got up lazily and had a look 

around the room. The toilet was still there. Good. The light was still there. Good. 

Then he went over to the bin, pulled aside the old blanket and…OMG!... the Magic 

Book, the one and only Magic Book was gone! Who had taken it? When had they 

taken it? Why had they taken it? And how on earth did the know it was 

there!!!!!!???? He had to find that book.  

With that he banged the door open and went out into the main room in the house. 

He marched through the ‘kitchen’ and went out through the door feeling the deepest 

anger and hatred. He looked around on the busy street and saw nothing. Nothing 

interesting whatsoever. Then! OMG! The Queen was walking along the road. What 

was she doing in Cambridge, just outside some run down public toilets? 



She was wearing a green dress with a matching green hat and she was carrying a lime 

green bag as well. 

“Hello your Majesty”, Grunt began, “I appeared to have lost something. You probably 

have nothing to do with it, but it was very special to me. It is a book of magic tricks. If 

you see it, please could you give it to me, and I will be very grateful”  

“Hello to you too, Mr Aardvark. I am afraid I have not seen that book; however I can 

tell everyone at Buckingham Palace to look out for it.” 

“Thank you, your Majesty”, said Grunt bowing. Then he retreated back into his toilets 

to tell Bob the news. 

Back in the ‘kitchen’ of the toilets, Grunt sat down and told Bob everything, including 

how they had to get it back, before it fell into the wrong hands. Bob agreed to help 

find the book, as long as when they got it back, they could both do magic together. 

They had no time to waste. They headed straight out of the door with Bob riding on 

the back of Grunt. 

The first place they went to look, was the Fitzwilliam Museum. There were many 

wonderful artefacts there and maybe the book had been mistaken as one. Once 

inside the museum they went straight to the ‘New’ display. There Grunt and Bob 

found two familiar feline friends licking their paws. Fitz and Will, two cats who loved 

the Fitzwilliam museum. 

“Hello Fitz, Hello Will!” said Grunt.  

“Hello,” said Will from high up on a shelf. 

“What brings you here today?” said Fitz, climbing down from a glass cabinet with 

fossils in it. 

“Well we were wondering if you had seen a magic book anywhere - it probably only 

came in today?” said Grunt hopefully. 

“No, sorry,” said Will. “We know this place back to front and we haven’t seen any 

magic books anywhere. Sorry if that doesn’t help.” 

“That’s okay”, said Bob, “We’ll be on our way though, because we have a book to 

find. Thank you though.” 

“Yes thanks,” replied Grunt. “Bye!” 

“Bye!” called Fitz and Will as Grunt and Bob headed on their way. 

Out in the street they were just beginning to walk when Bob began to complain that 

he was hungry. So Grunt agreed to stop at Fitzbillies to get a cookie.  



Inside, the shop was totally empty apart from one plump woman at the counter 

washing up some dishes. 

“ ‘Ello” she said in a gruff voice. “ ‘Ow can I ‘elp?” 

“Could we get two cookies to go please?” said Grunt, settling down on a chair. 

“ ‘Course! I’m Gertrude by the way!” 

“Hello Gertrude”, said Bob now also settling down at the table. 

“You haven’t by any chance seen a magic book, or a thief anywhere?”, asked Grunt 

as Gertrude brought two cookies to the table both wrapped up in a napkin.  

“I ‘ave actually, yeah.” She replied scratching her head. “It was an ‘ooded figure, 

dressed in black, although they did ‘ave a big ‘at on.” 

“Do you know where they went?” urged Grunt 

“I think they went that way”, said Gertrude pointing her finger outside. “I can show 

you if ya’ want.” 

“Yes please”, said Bob and Grunt in unison. With that they went out of the door, 

Gertrude in the lead, taking them down an alleyway. Then up ahead they spotted the 

thief. 

“Stop right there!” ordered Gertrude. However the thief did not stop running on its 

little legs. 

“We need something to throw at it,” pointed out Bob. 

“Gertrude, could we possibly use you as a weapon?” 

“ ‘Course,” said Gertrude cheerfully. 

Then Grunt and Bob heaved Gertrude into the air began, to run and then catapulted 

her straight at the magic book stealer. Their aim was perfect. Gertrude hit the culprit 

right on the head. Once the thief was down, Grunt and Bob hurried over to retrieve 

the book and find out who the real culprit was.  

After pulling Gertrude off the body, Bob took the hood off of the person who sat on 

the ground. Underneath was the one person they least expected to see. The QUEEN! 

She was sitting on the ground looking rather annoyed and upset. 

“I am so sorry!”, she cried “I didn’t mean to steal, it’s just that one has always 

wanted to learn magic. I thought this book would be perfect for the royal library and 

so I tracked it down. But one was too nervous to tell you when I met you earlier 

today, Mr Aardvark. I will make it up to you in any way. Just tell me what you and 

your good friends would like…” 



Two weeks later… 

 

And so now, if you look carefully enough when you see a picture of the Royal family, 

you might just notice that standing in the background somewhere, is always a young 

aardvark named Grunt and his friend Bob, a capybara; as well as a rather plump lady 

named Gertrude. They will always be standing just behind the Queen, all of them 

dressed in full magicians’ outfits. 

Not only do these two lucky animals, and one lucky pot washer, feature in all the 

Royal photos, they also now live in Buckingham palace itself - where they are able to 

practise magic all day and every day. 

Occasionally after a long day of magic, Grunt might sit in his bedroom, on his four 

poster bed, thinking about the days when he didn’t live in Buckingham Palace. 

Thinking of the days, when he still lived with Bob, in his old, run down, public toilets. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

                       The end 
 


