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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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For Sarah in the Windy City
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Sir Gadabout Digs a Hole


A long, long time ago, before even the first Harry Potter book was made into a film, there was a marvellous castle with wondrous towers and flags of every colour fluttering in the gentle summer breeze. The castle was surrounded by a moat and had high and mighty walls designed to keep out even the most powerful of enemies. That was all very well – until the whole thing was accidentally flattened by a donkey called Elvis who was carrying children along the beach for £1.50 a go.
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“It’s happened again!” cried Herbert, throwing his bucket and spade down in disgust as he surveyed the shapeless pile of sand with flags sticking out of it. Herbert was a squire – the helper of a knight in armour in the far-off days before the first Harry Potter film.


The knight who Herbert was squire to dropped his own bucket and spade – bringing a halt to work on his tunnel to Australia – and marched over to the Donkey Man. “My dear sir,” he complained, “don’t you think you ought to have a proper donkey path for your animals?”
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“Don’t you think you ought to mind your own business and get back in that hole where you belong?” replied the Donkey Man rather rudely.


“Now look here, I am a Knight of the Round Table, and let me tell you —”


“I know who you are, mate,” interrupted the Donkey Man. “You’re the Worst Knight in the World. The Silliest Sausage to Carry a Sword it said in the papers the other day, after you were chased all the way back to Camelot by that little piggy!”


“Little piggy, you say?” said Sir Gadabout (for indeed it was he). “It was big and ugly, with a ferocious oink like a – a – wolf!”


“Wolves don’t go oink,” the Donkey Man pointed out knowledgeably. “Not even ferociously.”


“Well I’ve heard one!” Herbert said, sticking up for his master as he always did. “Woke me up in the middle of the night! Oinking ferociously – somewhere near the Camelot pigsty. I think it was a wolf, anyway . . .”


Just then, Sidney Smith came back with the ice-creams. He was a cat belonging to Merlin the mysterious wizard. Sidney Smith was rather grumpy; he only seemed to cheer up when making cruel jokes at Sir Gadabout’s expense.
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Seeing the argument taking place between Sir Gadabout and the Donkey Man, Sidney Smith decided to have a little fun. “Don’t meddle with that knight – he’d make short work of you, mate!”


“Oh, would he?” said the Donkey Man, rolling up his sleeves.


“Now, now, Sidney,” warned Sir Gadabout.


“You wouldn’t stand a chance against a great knight like him!” the cat continued.


“Him and whose army? That’s what I’d like to know,” declared the Donkey Man, removing his spectacles.


“Stop it!” commanded Sir Gadabout nervously.


“Right!” said Sidney Smith, passing the ice-creams to Herbert. “I’m going to fetch his sword!” And with that he marched away in a determined fashion. Herbert had a lick of all three ice-creams (well, he had to – they were starting to dribble).
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“Sword?” screamed the Donkey Man, suddenly looking far less brave. “HELP! MURDER! HE’S GOT A BIG SWORD AND HE’S GONE MAD!”


Before long, an angry crowd had surrounded Sir Gadabout, shouting and waving their fists. The children on the donkeys were crying and the donkeys were making that sound they make (I would tell you what it was but I don’t know how to spell it). Sidney Smith was watching from the top of the Punch and Judy tent, trimming his claws with the sword and chuckling quietly to himself. Herbert was working hard to make sure the ice-creams didn’t dribble.


“He’s murdered the Donkey Man!” cried someone from the crowd.


“That’s what he did, all right!” agreed the Donkey Man.


“And what about the kiddies?” screamed a woman waving her knitting needles about in a dangerous manner. “Fancy murdering poor little children before they’ve even done anything wrong!”


“I bet he’s even murdered a DONKEY!” yelled the ice-cream seller, waving a 99 around (but not very dangerously). “LET’S GET HIM!”


The crowd was actually not surrounding Sir Gadabout so much as the hole that he’d jumped into. Herbert had by now finished the ice-creams and was bravely standing guard by the hole, jabbing a Welsh flag on a little stick at anyone who dared get too close. There was the sound of frantic digging and clouds of sand were flying wildly into the air.


[image: images]


“I didn’t kill anyone or anything!” protested Sir Gadabout’s echoey voice. He hoped he was at least as far as Sierra Leone by now (even though he wasn’t sure exactly where it was).


“There was that crab, sire . . .” Herbert mentioned helpfully.


“But – but – it was hidden in the sand where I was digging!” Sir Gadabout spluttered. The mob wasn’t impressed.
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“Animal killer!”


“Call the animal welfare people!”


Their fury grew and grew, until suddenly, something happened that made everyone forget about Sir Gadabout (much to Sidney Smith’s disappointment).


Loud bangs like thunderclaps boomed out at sea. Two sailing ships wreathed in smoke appeared to be doing battle. Everyone ran to the shoreline to watch.


“Throw me a rope, Herbert, or I’ll never be able to get out of this hole!” called Sir Gadabout urgently.


“But, sire, the top of your head is still sticking out of the top of the hole . . .”


Sir Gadabout looked up – in fact, he stood up, for he had been kneeling down to dig – and discovered that the hole only came up to just above his knees. “Very well – I shall attempt to climb out,” he said, with as much dignity as he could muster.


“It’s Captain Hazard of the Flying Barnacle,” said the ice-cream man worriedly as he watched the sea battle. “He’s being attacked by Longbeard the pirate!”


“Longbeard will be the ruin of us!” wailed the Donkey Man.


“What’s all this about?” asked Sir Gadabout, greatly relieved that someone other than him was going to be the ruin of them for a change.
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