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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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To The Willow Woods


A long, long time ago – long before you could send pictures from mobile phones, there stood a mighty and magnificent castle called Camelot. It was so mighty and magnificent that it would have had its own website – but it was well before those existed, too. The castle stood in a mysterious and misty corner of England, now long forgotten by all but the thousands of people who go to Cornwall on holiday every year.


Camelot was the home of the famous King Arthur. He was in charge of the Knights of the Round Table, and known throughout the world for his wisdom, bravery, and collection of stamps from every country in the world (except Australia – which he was eagerly awaiting to be discovered so that his collection would be complete).


Arthur’s queen was called Guinevere. She was renowned for her kindness, beauty, and fully-equipped workshop at the back of the Camelot stables. Here, knights brought their armour to be repaired, bikes to be fixed, and plans for fitted kitchens to be built.


On this particular day King Arthur and Queen Guinevere were sitting regally on their thrones, which is what kings and queens spend most of their time doing, when a visitor arrived. A gangly knight in badly-fitting armour approached their thrones. He was struggling along with a small uprooted tree in his arms. The tree would have been heavy enough on its own, but to make matters worse there was a small girl sitting in it, clinging to one of the branches and shrieking to be let down.
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The knight finally stood before the king and queen and bowed. As he did so, the tree tipped forward and the girl fell out and landed in Guinevere’s lap.


“I want my mummy!” she wailed. (The little girl, not Guinevere.)


And when the front of the tree had dipped down, at the other end the roots tipped up violently, catching the Master of the Queen’s Wardrobe under the chin. The blow launched him into the air, where his collar got caught on a chandelier. He swung helplessly in circles while still trying to appear dignified – as the Master of the Queen’s Wardrobe must do at all times.
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“I’ve got it, your majesties!” gasped Sir Gadabout – for it was he. Some said he was the Worst Knight in the World. Some called him other things – but those were even less kind, and we won’t go into that.


“I see . . .” said King Arthur. “But, er, got what?”


“The tree! But I’m afraid it’s not a round one like you wanted. And the girl didn’t really want to come. Actually, her mother attacked me with a lethal weapon, but we got it all sorted out in the end.” (In fact, the girl’s mum had beaten Sir Gadabout in a joust – where you charge at each other with lances – using only a sweeping brush.)
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“That’s very interesting,” said Guinevere. “But what made you bring them to us?”


“Why, your majesty – I got the message this very morning from Herbert’s brother Stanley. I was to bring you a round tree with a girl in!” Herbert was Sir Gadabout’s squire – a sort of knight’s servant. His brother was, well – just his brother.


Since neither the king nor queen could recall expressing a desire for a round tree with a girl in – not recently, anyway – Herbert’s brother Stanley was summoned for an explanation. Stanley soon arrived, but when he saw what Sir Gadabout had delivered he shook his head.


“No, no – that’s not what I said! Herbert told me to tell Sir Gadabout to ‘bring a round tree for the king and queen from Merlin,’ not ‘with a girl in’!”


A smile spread across Guinevere’s face. “I think I’m beginning to understand . . .”


Herbert was summoned. He was short and stocky, and fiercely loyal to Sir Gadabout.


“No, no, sire!” cried Herbert to his master. “It was: ‘Bring Merlin to the king and queen at around three’!”


“Ah!” exclaimed King Arthur. “Now, I remember saying that!”


Guinevere chuckled quietly to herself. “An easy mistake to make. Now we’ve got it all sorted out, Gads, would you mind bringing Merlin along for us?”


“Right away, your majesty,” replied Sir Gadabout. But instead of setting off, he stood shuffling from one foot to the other, looking rather puzzled.


“Anything else, Gads?” asked the king.


“Er, do you want me to bring Merlin and another round tree?”


“No, Gads . . .”


“Ah! Right! Just Merlin and a girl, then . . .”


Herbert pulled a funny face and pretended he was interested in a fly that was crawling up the back of Stanley’s neck.


It all went rather quiet, and Sir Gadabout felt lots of eyes on him. “I’ll go now,” he said quietly, and slunk away.


Sir Gadabout and Herbert headed for the great wizard’s cottage. As they ventured deeper into the Willow Wood, they kept their eyes peeled and their wits about them. (Herbert was better at the ‘wits’ part – but Sir Gadabout could be very good at peeling his eyes.) They didn’t want to get caught out again by Merlin’s notorious guard-turtle.


When they got to the garden gate they saw a sign nailed to the gatepost with an arrow and All Visitors This Way or Else scrawled on it.


“That handwriting looks familiar . . .” mused Herbert.


They followed the arrow on the sign, which led them to the rear of the cottage. Blocking the path to the back door was a large square panel of wood with a circular hole in the centre. Above it, a sign said: Security Scanner. Place Head In Hole. Mind Your Fingers.


“Hmm,” said Herbert. “I’m not sure I like the look of this . . .”


But Sir Gadabout was already thrusting his head into the hole. “It’s the only way we’ll get in, Herbert. I wonder what –”


At that moment there was a blood-curdling cry of, “BURGLARS! OFF WITH THEIR HEADS!”
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Sir Gadabout twisted his head upwards just in time to see Dr McPherson the guard-turtle swishing a sword towards his neck with an almighty downward swipe. Sir Gadabout screamed like a tiny tot who has had his lollipop stolen, and was just wondering how he would be able to eat his breakfast without any mouth to put it into, when he felt himself being yanked backwards out of the hole by Herbert, who had quickly grabbed hold of his trousers.
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Dr McPherson’s sword missed Sir Gadabout’s head by a whisker. The sword smashed into the stone path below with a sickening CLANG!! and sent a thousand vibrations running up the turtle’s arms. He fell on his back with his sword-arm still shuddering so violently that his shell rattled on the path like a machine gun until it finally fell off altogether.


“Another day in the life of the great Sir Gadabout!” chortled a cat-like voice. It was Sidney Smith, Merlin’s sarcastic ginger cat, who had come to the back door to see what was going on.
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He stood with his arms folded and surveyed the scene: Dr McPherson’s shell was rattling along the path towards the cabbage patch, and the turtle was wandering around dizzily, looking very pink and naked. Herbert was lying on his back with Sir Gadabout’s trousers in his hands, and the great knight himself was adjusting his boxer shorts, which depicted scenes from Kings Arthur’s Silver Jubilee celebrations. (The elastic had gone and they were held up by a bit of string.)
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