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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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Thanks to Karen E. for the idea!
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One Disaster Too Many


A long, long time ago, when mobile phones just rang instead of making strange noises or playing funny tunes, there was a castle called Camelot. It was a proud and mighty fortress, far away in the remotest western part of the land – although there were plenty of service stations along the way in case you needed the toilet or were dying for a drink.


And here lived King Arthur (in the castle, not one of the service stations. He never used them because he thought the food was too expensive. And as for needing the toilet: “Make sure you go before you set off” was his motto.) Where was I? Oh, yes, King Arthur – a wiser and braver ruler there had never been. Guinevere was his queen, so beautiful that many a man’s wife had belted her husband with a handbag for staring too much. And Guinevere was also pretty good at making things – she it was who added the conservatory at the back of Camelot. It was so well made that it still stands today, where it houses the National Trust’s Interactive Guide to the Moths and Butterflies of Britain (entrance £5, free to members).


The knights of Camelot were skilful and brave. They sat at the famous Round Table, where they discussed how they could make the kingdom safe from dragons, villains, teapots in service stations which pour hot water all over the table instead of into the cup, and so on. The Camelot knights were known as the best in the world – at least, most of them were.


One seemed to have slipped in who was not quite up to standard. Some say he was a carpenter’s assistant who got locked in one night while finishing off the Round Table and then somehow managed to tag along with the rest of them. Others claim he was once a brilliant knight who was hit on the head by a monkey falling from a tree, and had never been the same since. Yet others say he is the monkey who fell from the tree, cleverly disguised as a knight. While still others say that no monkey could be as daft as Sir Gadabout – for he is the knight in question.
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Sir Gadabout somehow managed to remain a member of the Round Table despite being known as the Worst Knight in the World. Both King Arthur and Queen Guinevere were very fond of him because he always meant well, and anyway, things often turned out all right in the end.


But one day Sir Gadabout went too far, and it was decided that Something Must Be Done . . .


A few years previously, Sir Gadabout had accidentally set fire to the King of Gaul’s beard at a royal barbecue, thus causing a war between England and Gaul. It was a fairly short war by Sir Gadabout’s standards, so he was soon forgiven. From then on, though, things were a bit tense between England and Gaul. It was for this reason that King Arthur invited the King of Gaul over to a royal banquet to make amends for the last time.
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Even though King Arthur put Sir Gadabout in charge of the drinks to prevent him causing any more royal fires, on reflection it might have been better to have sent him well out of the way till the event was over.


Sir Gadabout decided to impress the guests by digging out his Aunty Scrofula’s recipe for Summer Fizz. It was a delicious, refreshing drink and always went down well at parties. But the instructions for making it had been at the bottom of a drawer in Sir Gadabout’s room for ages among lots of other tatty old bits of paper. Without realising it, when he tried to piece together the pages for the Summer Fizz, Sir Gadabout also gathered up pages containing the instructions for Aunty Scrofula’s Ant Exterminator mixture. The two recipes combined created a different sort of drink altogether . . .
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The banquet was going very well, but it was a hot day and everyone was soon thirsty. Sir Gadabout had reserved his special Fizz for the honoured guests – and fizz it certainly did. Very soon, the King of Gaul’s leading knight began running round in circles with steam billowing from his mouth, nose and ears. He eventually jumped into Camelot’s moat to cool off. Then a strange and rather disturbing smile spread across the face of the King of Gaul’s brother, and he began to bound vigorously among the guests, claiming he was a kangaroo who could read people’s minds. Worst of all, the King of Gaul’s beard (only just fully regrown after the last Sir Gadabout incident) fell out in one go before everyone’s eyes – along with his hair and eyebrows. He was quite short and round in shape anyway, and his hairless, shiny pink head now made him look rather like Humpty Dumpty.
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It might easily have meant war again, but fortunately, once the party from Gaul had slept off the effects of the Fizz, they couldn’t remember anything that had happened the previous day. In fact, many of them couldn’t even remember their own names, which Guinevere solved by making little name badges for everyone to wear.


Everything was smoothed over, but it was a close run thing.


“I really think we have to do something about Sir Gadabout,” said King Arthur sadly to the Queen. “I don’t want to kick him out of Camelot, but we simply can’t afford any more disasters like this.”


“I’m afraid I agree,” Guinevere sighed. “I’d hate to see him go too, but I can’t think what else we can do.”


They didn’t have the heart to sack him, so they tried to come up with other, nicer ways of getting rid of him: making him their Special Knight in China (but he would get lost on the way) or sending him on a long errand and moving Camelot brick by brick to another secret place while he was away (but that would take too long, and was still fairly cruel). They just couldn’t think of anything other than telling him he had to pack his bags and leave, and they were very unhappy at the thought of it.
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