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The Coming of the Table

I’m not going to say it was all Max’s fault. True, Mr Bartrum had it in for us, and he’s Lord Almeley’s game-keeper, so that was double trouble. Still, it’s always fun blaming Max.

We were standing round this old table. Max had just dragged it all the way to our fortress from outside Mr Bartrum’s cottage. I said, “Max, you’re such a derr! You can’t go around stealing tables off people! No wonder Mr Bartrum went bonkers!”

Poor old Max. He was so hot and bothered, he was gasping like Miss Harris’s bulldog and he looked as if his freckles were going to explode. Wearing a knight’s helmet, chain-mail, breastplate and surcoat didn’t help. OK, they were mostly plastic but still hot. “I keep tellin’ you! I never stole this table! I found it. It was left in a skip outside his house! It was going to the dump!”
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We were in our fortress in Batch Wood. It was a tool shed before Thurston’s dad got rid of it to make room for a hot tub. We put it on top of this manmade mound like a huge molehill. On the map, they call it The Twt. (If you can’t speak Welsh, you say it like foot only you start with a T.) They say it was built by the ancient Brits to make sure the Welsh weren’t coming to attack. You could see miles across the hills if it wasn’t for the trees in the way.

We had a notice on the door with a double meaning saying Keep! Out! Because you can have Keep like the keep of a castle and Out meaning Not in here. And if you were a bit thick, it just meant Go away. It was better than boiling oil for keeping out invaders.

It was holiday time and we were having our knights-in-armour craze. Max thought having a table would make us like King Arthur’s mates.

I said, “But Max, this isn’t even a round table. This is a kitchen table.”

“What are you talkin’ about?” he answered. “It’s brown! Haven’t you heard of King Alfred and the Knights of the Brown Table?”

What could we say? How can anybody be that SAD?
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Knights are supposed to get roast venison for lunch but Thurston was making us marmalade, squirty cheese and cold baked bean sandwiches. Max likes marmalade, I like squirty cheese and Thurston likes baked beans. But Thurston, being so bossy, he said it was a waste of time doing separate fillings. So he was slapping all the stuff in together between the slices of bread. Me and Max were too hungry to care. We held our hands out.


Thurston handed me a sandwich but kept Max’s behind his back. “You could be lying about this table,” he said. “I think we’d better have a Trial by Ordeal.” He waved the sandwich under Max’s nose and started whispering like a hypnotist. “If you pinched Mr Bartrum’s table, you will get into a temper and your sandwich will disappear.” He took a bite out of it.
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