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Martyn Beardsley’s brilliant Sir Gadabout books:


Sir Gadabout


Sir Gadabout Gets Worse


Sir Gadabout and the Ghost


Sir Gadabout Goes Barking Mad


Sir Gadabout Does His Best


Sir Gadabout and the Little Horror


Sir Gadabout Goes Overboard


Sir Gadabout Goes to Knight School


Sir Gadabout Out of Time


Sir Gadabout and the Camelot Calamity
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Castle Stonefist


A long, long time ago, well before anyone had won the top prize on Who Wants to be a Millionaire? there was a castle called Soggysocks. This was a very unusual name for a castle, but then it was a very unusual castle. The knights who lived there took in washing and ironing from villages far and wide, and generally very little else happened there. Some knights became so bored that they fell asleep standing up.


This would make an extremely dull story – but fortunately, not far from the castle called Soggysocks was another one called Camelot. This was a magnificent building whose stout walls kept out all invaders (except the knights of Soggysocks who came to collect Camelot’s dirty clothes every fortnight).


The famous King Arthur lived in Camelot. He was a well-loved king and a powerful warrior, but he never had quite as much laundry as the other knights because he had dry skin and didn’t sweat very much. Also, the T-shirts he wore on, say, Wednesday, he tended to wear again as a vest on Thursday. This didn’t always go down well with his beautiful wife Guinevere, who would have preferred him to wear a clean T-shirt every day. However, she was so busy making ironing-boards for the knights of Soggysocks that she never had time to check on King Arthur’s underwear.
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But this story doesn’t start at Camelot – nor even at Soggysocks, though the knights there had just received an exciting consignment of laundry from a famous celebrity. (I’m not allowed to say who, and anyway it was long before she married David Beckham.)


Where was I? Oh, yes: this story begins at the gates of Castle Stonefist, many days ride to the north of Camelot. Here waited Sir Percy, King Arthur’s calmest, cleverest, most polite knight. He never lost his temper. And because of this King Arthur had chosen him for a special mission, which is why he was waiting at Castle Stonefist, where he would have to deal with Lord Stonefist, a powerful baron with a large army. Lord Stonefist had once been at war with King Arthur, and even came close to winning. Things had been rather tricky between them ever since, so Guinevere came up with the idea of allowing Lord Stonefist’s young son to come to Camelot for extra-special training with the famous knights of the Round Table.


Sir Percy had the skills to ensure that nothing would go wrong during the talks with Lord Stonefist (who had a bit of a temper) and that his son would be safely delivered to Camelot. With Sir Percy was another knight who did not have quite so many skills. In fact some said he had no skills at all, and most said he was the Worst Knight in the World. This was, of course, Sir Gadabout, who had been sent along because . . . well, King Arthur could think of nothing else to do with him.
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Sir Gadabout was wearing a brand-new suit of armour which Guinevere had made from wood left over from a new batch of ironing-boards she had been working on. (Those were cleverly made in the actual shape of a shirt, so that you could iron it all in one go and didn’t have to fiddle about with it and end up forgetting which sleeve you had done.) Because it was a hot summer, Guinevere had fastened the pieces of Sir Gadabout’s armour loosely together with leather straps to let more air in. As Sir Gadabout trotted along on his horse, the pieces of wood jangled together and he sounded rather like a wind-chime, which kept everyone amused on the long journey north. For a while.
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With Sir Gadabout were his usual helpers. Herbert was his squire, or personal attendant. He was young, short and stocky and incredibly loyal to his master through thick and thin. Travelling inside Herbert’s saddlebag was a rather overweight ginger cat called Sidney Smith. He wasn’t incredibly loyal either to Sir Gadabout or Herbert. He knew what they were like, and just came along for a laugh.


But he was useful to them in one way, because Sidney Smith was no ordinary, overweight ginger moggy; he happened to be the cat of the great wizard Merlin. On this occasion Merlin had taught them a spell in case they got fed up with the long, slow journey and wanted to get it over with quickly. All they had to do was chant the magic words, and their horses would go ten times faster without getting tired!


Sir Gadabout had been very excited about the spell, and had been asking to use it ever since they had left Camelot. Even though his new horse, Buck, was much faster than his poor old one (though a lot more temperamental) the spell would give him the chance to ride faster than anyone had ever ridden! But Merlin had told them it could only be used once, and as it was such lovely weather and there was no hurry, the others wanted to take their time (despite the wind-chimes). Sir Percy, who was in charge of the expedition, told Sir Gadabout he would have to wait till the return journey. But being the clever knight he was, he said it in such a way as to make Sir Gadabout think he was getting his own way. This was exactly why Sir Percy had been chosen to deal with Lord Stonefist, with his very short temper and very large army. Goodness knows what would happen if the meeting had been left in Sir Gadabout’s hands . . .
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