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“ Now!"

With a flick of her thume,
Maisie released the catapult
arm and the pencil rubber flew [l.'!- I

across the desk.
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“ Hey! It really works!”

We had bvilt a small model of a
mangonel, a siege machine vsed
fo aftack casfles hundreds of

years ago. My sisTer Maisie and I were

staying in Granddad’ s big old
house. He knew we were poth
fascinated by casftles. He told
vs There was a book in his
study apbouf how to pvild a
model siege machine. While we
were Testing if, a book fall
ovl of the pookcase on To
the floor. “ That’ s odd,”
said Maisie. “ We were
nowhere near that shelf”.
IT was an old book apout
the history of casfles. A
page had fallen ouf. IT
was apovl an evil paron
whose casftle had been
besieged and capfured.

As we were reading abouvt The
baron’ s wicked deeds, we felf a
dravght of cold air coming from
the space on the shelves left by
the fallen pook. We fook some
more pbooks off the shelf. There
al The pback of the pookcase was a
tiny wooden door. I furned The key
ahd eased il open. “ Looks like some Kind
of larder in There. IT" s a pif dark to
see properly.”

“Let’ s go explore, Josh!” whispered

Maisie excitedly. It fook only a few

moments for vs To squeeze Through.
We were sfunned info silence. We were

standing in a cold room with stone walls,

sfone arches, sfone columns
and stone floor. IT was like
the cellar in Granddad’ s
house, only here there were
huge _joints of meat and
bundles of vegetaples
hanging from ceiling hooKs.
Through The open door we
could hear a crowd of
people chaffering ouvtside.




We peered out. There was a large
gathering of people, all in medieval A guide o the
dress (just as were ourselves, CDIOOLE HGG S
sfrangely enovgh). And wasn’ T that -
someone dressed as a Knight siffing i ’ L
oh a horse? “Maype i’ s a film
sel,” whispered Maisie. Only as we

stepped outf info the courtyard did

we realise we were actvally
INSIDE A CASTLE. Somehow, we
had Travelled back 700 YEARS! A
boy came over To vs.” Just lisfen
to that old fool.” he said when
ah important man starfed
barKing orders. “Doesn’ t
he realise everyone
hates him?”
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the_jousting. We knew we
. HAD to find Sir Guy and
warh him apout the

Lt frf Ma:s:e BVT There was no way we were
i1/~ going to pe aple To get to the knight in time.
i jov‘sTl was the next event of the affernoon,

| SN of course he had no idea who we were. We
R _~ : S e walched helplessly as the squire who had grabbed
bl the helmet from vs handed it over fo Sir Guy. The
Knight seemed puzzled. Was he wondering where his
ownh squire, Tom, had got To? BuT he accepted the
helmet anyway. The squire helped him on with if,
yanking it info posifion on his head VERY firmly.



