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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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Just a Snip Here and There


A long, long time ago – even before that new Blue Peter presenter joined the programme (I preferred the old ones myself) – there lived a famous barber called Simeon Snippett. He was so good at hairdressing that pop stars, actors and people who had been on Big Brother came from miles around to have their hair done by him. He could even cut the hair of knights while they still had their helmets on – which is partly how he got his latest job.


His fame reached the ears of the famous and much-loved King Arthur. His Majesty ruled from within the mighty walls of Camelot, a castle hidden far away in mists and dark forests, where owls hooted, wolves howled, and few people dared to tread. (Except on Sundays and bank holidays, when Camelot held open days with bouncy castles, ice-cream vans, and a very good gift shop selling Knights of the Round Table tea-towels and Lady of the Lake lavender bath salts.)


King Arthur had rather thick, frizzy hair that seemed to have a mind of its own. The beautiful Queen Guinevere usually cut it, and made a pretty good job of it. She could turn her hand to most things: if ever you attend a Camelot open day, have a look at the CamelotzKool baseball caps in the gift shop. She ran them up in an afternoon on her sewing machine. And she’d made the sewing machine!


Simeon Snippet came to be the Royal Barber when King Arthur’s hair was getting too long and sticking up all over the place, and Queen Guinevere was at her mum’s for a few days landscaping her garden. Snippet was invited to cut the royal hair, and King Arthur was so impressed that he was chosen to be the Royal Barber in Residence.


But then another day came when King Arthur’s hair was getting too long, and Queen Guinevere was helping NASA out with a problem on their Mars Probe Seven. And, as luck would have it, Simeon Snippet had gone along to hold the spanners for her (and for a bit of a holiday, it must be admitted).


King Arthur was looking at his hair in a mirror and trying to flatten the sticky-out bits, when he saw a knight walking by. Now, although he liked the way both Guinevere and Simeon Snippet cut his hair, the king didn’t really think that snipping a few bits of hair could be particularly hard. In fact, he thought that anyone could do it. And when he saw this knight walking by, he had a brainwave . . .
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If Queen Guinevere had been there, she might have said that if he was going to let a knight cut his hair, it might just be better not to choose this one. But then, Queen Guinevere liked this particular knight, so she wouldn’t say anything too bad about him. If anyone else had been there, they might have warned the king that if he let this knight loose on him with a pair of scissors, he was likely to die a bloody and bizarre death before the job was done. For this particular Knight was Sir Gadabout, known by all as the Worst Knight in the World.


Sir Gadabout had just got back from a mission to slay a troublesome dragon in the wealthy kingdom of Belgravia. While there, he managed to blow up the Prince Regent’s bicycle, drop the Crown Jewels down a toilet, and ended up chasing the dragon with the Queen of Belgravia’s mother-in-law in its mouth all the way across the Himalayas.
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But just because Sir Gadabout single-handedly turned the Kingdom of Belgravia into a devastated, smoking ruin (you might have seen the moving documentary they showed about it all on the Belgravia Discovery Channel, How Could it Come to This?), it doesn’t mean to say that he couldn’t cut hair. And King Arthur, who had personally visited the Prince Regent of Belgravia in hospital (he had been on his bike at the time) and taken him a box of chocolates, thought that some of the stories about Sir Gadabout were exaggerated. They just had to be. So he sat in the chair and let the Worst Knight in the World have a go at his hair.
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Sir Gadabout was ably assisted by his loyal squire Herbert. Herbert was a short but powerfully built youth who would never hear a bad word said about his master. During the hair-cutting, he stood nearby ready to hand over the scissors, mallet, and other implements Sir Gadabout thought he might need.


“Just a snip there, and a few here . . .” mumbled Sir Gadabout as he busied himself with the scissors. He was soon enjoying it so much that he began to wonder about taking this up full-time.


“I was wondering,” gasped King Arthur, “if you really needed to twist my head round so much?”


“You’ve got a wonderfully flexible neck, Your Majesty!” Sir Gadabout said admiringly. “Your head nearly goes all the way round!”


“But I’m not sure it’s supposed to—” squeaked the King.


“You could walk round and do his fringe from the front, sire,” Herbert suggested quietly.


“I never thought of that! There’s more to this hair-cutting business than meets the eye!”


King Arthur felt sure that the pile of hair on the floor was never quite so big when Simeon did it . . .


“Now, this is a tough bit,” said Sir Gadabout. “Pass me the Big Scissors, if you please, Herbert.”


“Here you are, sire.”


“Hmm, still not right. Pass me the Bigger Scissors.”


“Er, those look like hedge shears,” said King Arthur worriedly.


“Yes, they would,” said Sir Gadabout, lost in a little hairdressing world of his own.


“Now, this bit’s even trickier. Have we got a saw or something, Herbert?”
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“NO!” cried the King.


“Quite right, Your Majesty,” agreed Herbert. “We haven’t got one of those.”


“Oh well. Just have to put Plan B into action.”


“Oww!” cried the King. “I much preferred Plan A.”


“We can soon put a sticking-plaster on that,” Sir Gadabout cheerfully reassured him.


Finally, it was done.


“Before we show His Majesty the mirror, what do you think?” Sir Gadabout asked Herbert.


“Very good for a beginner, sire. I’d say the left side is a mite better than the right, but you’d hardly notice in the dark. Perhaps you should have taken his crown off before you started.”


Sir Gadabout passed the mirror to King Arthur. At first, the King held the mirror in front of his face with his eyes tightly shut. Then he slowly, as if by a great effort, peeled one eye open. Then he shut it tightly again as if he didn’t want to see any more, and he began to breathe so hard and fast that bubbles came out of his nose. It was several minutes before he could bring himself to open both eyes.


“I can see that Your Majesty is excited.” Sir Gadabout smiled. “Just think what I could do with a bit of practise!”


King Arthur was thinking. He was thinking that his hair looked as though it had been savaged by a mad dog. He was thinking that there were places where tufts of hair stuck up like carrot tops, and shiny white patches where there was no hair at all. He was thinking that he looked like the picture of the Ghoul from the Graveyard in a book which had given him nightmares as a child. But he was a very nice man, and he hated hurting Sir Gadabout’s feelings.
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