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One day, whilst taking a stroll through the castle above the clouds, to walk off his lunch, the little wizard Wobbletooth suddenly heard an angry shriek.

At first, he couldn’t make out what the shrieker was shrieking about, but the closer he got to the knights’ hall, the louder and clearer the shrieking became.

“Nooo! What a wicked thing to do!” wailed a voice that struck Wobbletooth as somewhat familiar. “Why do these things always happen to me?!”

Very, very cautiously, Wobbletooth peered into the hall. For sometimes things could get a little out of hand among the knights. You could never quite be sure, for instance, if a goblet might come hurtling towards you and hit you slap-bang on the head!

But in the hall, with its torch holders on the walls, knights’ armour standing on guard in the corners and vast tables, there was just the one, rather small knight, namely Wobbletooth’s friend Sir Turnip.

Wielding his sword, Sir Turnip was frantically bashing a measuring stick mounted on the wall.

“You’ll be sorry, you scoundrel!” shrieked the tiny knight with the gigantic carrot-red plume.

“Whatever is the matter, Sir Turnip?” asked the little wizard.

“I’ve been robbed!” burst out Sir Turnip, almost in tears.

“What’s been taken?” asked Wobbletooth.

“A centimetre,” snivelled Sir Turnip.

“A centimetre? But where from?” asked the little wizard, baffled.
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“Well, from me, of course!” screeched Sir Turnip. “I’ve had a centimetre stolen from me! And now I won’t be allowed to take part in the jousting tournament. Because I’m one centimetre too short!”


“But who took your centimetre from you?”



“That thing did!” said Sir Turnip indignantly, pointing his sword at the already rather dented-looking measuring stick. “That wretched weasel stole it from me! It’ll have to fight me for it, mind you. I’m not about to give it up that easily!” And Sir Turnip whacked yet another deep dent into the wooden stick with his sword.

“I’m sure it’s there. Maybe you just haven’t measured yourself properly. Let me measure you,” offered Wobbletooth, trying to reassure his friend.

“Alright,” agreed Sir Turnip, giving the measuring stick a final bash with the tip of his sword. “Perhaps that cowardly crook has already given me back my centimetre.”

He took off his helmet with its plume and instantly looked practically half his previous height. Then, he stood bolt upright, his back against the measuring stick. Above his head was a mark that read: Minimum height for jousting. And, in fact, the tips of Sir Turnip’s hair were clearly above this mark. 

But when the little wizard looked down, he realised why. “Err, Sir Turnip...” he began, “sorry, but you’re not allowed to stand on your tiptoes.”

“Hogwash!” scolded Sir Turnip. “Knights walk around on their tiptoes all the time. But I’m not allowed to?”

Nonetheless, he got down from his tiptoes. And now it really was plain to see: Sir Turnip really was one centimetre too short to take part in the tournament.

“I’m sorry, Sir Turnip,” said the little wizard, “but you really are a centimetre short.”

Sir Turnip was beside himself with rage. He spun around angrily and began furiously bashing the measuring stick again. “You cursed cheat, you! I’ll make toothpicks out of you! Just you see!”

“Stop that,” said Wobbletooth, placing a hand on Sir Turnip’s shoulder. “That won’t make you any taller.”

Sir Turnip glared at the little wizard in fury. “Ah-ha! I see what’s going on here! You’re in on it, too! You and that swindling scoundrel!”

“But, Sir Turnip, I’m your friend!” said the little wizard, taken aback.

Almost instantly, Sir Turnip realised what he’d said and felt terrible. “I’m sorry,” he apologised. “I didn’t mean it. I was just so terribly angry. It’s just that I really, really want to take part in the jousting tournament.”

“It’s alright,” said Wobbletooth. “I know people sometimes say things they don’t really mean when they’re angry.”

“Thank you for forgiving me,” replied Sir Turnip, his eyes glistening with tears.

“What’s going on?” came a voice suddenly from the doorway.

It was Princess Pustilla. She was standing in the doorway, looking at the little wizard and Sir Turnip in surprise.
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