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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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A Very Important Guest


A long, long time ago, when there were no video recorders and you had to decide whether to watch the football match and miss the James Bond film, or watch the film and miss the football, there lived a knight called Sir Gadabout.


He sat at the famous Round Table in the majestic castle of Camelot, a place so remote that even the paperboy had a job finding it. Sir Gadabout was a loyal subject of noble King Arthur and his Queen, Guinivere – the sight of whom made all men’s hearts flutter. Aside from her beauty and the fact that she was as good at woodwork as any man, Guinivere had recently patented a cure for hiccups, involving the use of a knitting needle, a snorkel, and a pound of strawberry jelly.


The King and Queen were such fair and wise rulers, and so loved by their subjects, that there was very little lawlessness in the land. In fact, Sir Lancelot, the Greatest Knight in the Whole World, and all the other knights of the Round Table, were reduced to jostling each other in a rather ungentlemanly fashion in order to be first to fight any marauding dragon that happened to stumble into the Kingdom.


Sir Gadabout tended not to fare too well at these times. Compared to the other knights, he was not quite so strong nor as fast, as nimble, as clever as . . . anything, really. Despite this it was not so long ago that he had rescued Guinivere from the horrid witches Morag and Demelza. It had taken a certain amount of luck, it is true, but everyone seemed to have forgotten about that now. All Sir Gadabout had achieved since then was to accidentally pole-vault out of the arena on his spear during a joust, and take on a “dragon” – which had turned out to be a slightly oversized Dutch Limping Toad. Needless to say, he had lost the fight.
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One day, just after lunch, a guard brought King Arthur news of visitors at the main gates.


“Who is it?” asked the king.


“It is Sir Rudyard the Rancid and party, your Majesty,” said the guard.


“I can’t say I’ve heard of him. Are we expecting visitors today?”


“No, your Majesty. However, he says he is a knight in the service of King Meliodas of Lyonnesse.”


“Is he indeed?” mused King Arthur. Meliodas was a famous ruler and a friend of his. “Then we had better meet Sir Rudyard the Rancid.” He turned to Sir Lancelot. “I think I ought to send Sir Tristram along to greet him.”


“He’s gone on holiday, your Majesty.”


“Then Sir Bors can do it.”


“He sustained a broken leg in his valiant attempt to assist Lady Eleanor, your Majesty.”


“I’d forgotten. Sir Mordred?”


“He’s had to wait in for the gas man.”


There was a long silence as King Arthur tried to think of someone else who could greet his visitors.


At that very moment, Sir Gadabout walked by . . .


Sir Gadabout was hard-working and kind-hearted, but he was not what you might call the “better class of knight”. In fact, he was officially the Worst Knight in the World. He was tall and thin; his suit of armour always seemed too big for him, and his sword was broken in the middle and fixed with sticky tape. It had nevertheless helped him through numerous disastrous quests, as indeed had Herbert, his faithful squire who accompanied Sir Gadabout everywhere. Herbert was a short, stocky young man with straight brown hair almost covering his eyes. He was devoted to his master and had been in many a fight with those who dared to insult Sir Gadabout.
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It was Sir Gadabout who got the job of meeting the visitors. He accompanied the guard to the massive castle gates. The heavy wooden drawbridge was lowered over the moat, and Sir Rudyard the Rancid and his party clip-clopped across on their horses.


“Greetings. I am Sir Gadabout, and I welcome you to Camelot.”


“Well met, sir knight. I am Sir Rudyard the Rancid, loyal Knight of King Meliodas of Lyonnesse.”


Sir Rudyard was so big and fat that his poor horse seemed to be sagging at the knees. His puce-coloured armour had built-in bulges to accommodate his bloated belly, his many chins and various other prominent parts of his vast body.


His shield was emblazoned with a crest made up of a plate piled high with bangers and mash, though since the shield was rarely cleaned, the food looked well past its sell-by date.


When Sir Rudyard opened his mouth to speak, Sir Gadabout noticed that it was full of black and browny-yellow coloured teeth, and Sir Rudyard had the unfortunate habit of spitting whenever he said a word with the letter s in it. His podgy face reminded Sir Gadabout of an enormous potato with a squashed nose and two little piggy-eyes.


“This is my wife, Lady Belladonna,” said Sir Rudyard the Rancid, introducing a thin-faced woman with a pointed nose and chin and a poisonous glare. “And this is my squire, Ivan Tussler.” Ivan Tussler was at least seven foot two, with arms like tree trunks and an almost square, shaven head.
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