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    To Liesel and Jonathan - I love you forever, and that's the tooth!
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Chapter 1 – At The Circus
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Icy winds blew through the circus ground, making Liesel and Jonathan shiver as they watched the clown on stilts juggling. Smells of popcorn and fairy floss floated enticingly in the air, mingling with the jaunty music and sounds of laughter. 

“What do you want to do next?” Pickalee asked, smiling down at Liesel and Jonathan as they followed the clown’s movements with open mouths. They looked at the pixie and shivered. 

“The magic show starts soon,” Jonathan said, looking down at the circus schedule. “It’s indoors, so it might be a bit warmer. I’m starting to lose feeling in my fingers.”

“The magic won’t be as awesome as Pickalee’s though,” Liesel complained. “Since non-magical magicians only use illusions, it won’t be nearly as fun.”

Pickalee chuckled. “Thanks, Liesel,” she said, her blue eyes sparkling mischievously. “It still might be fun to figure out how the illusions work though. In fact, I believe it’d be good practice for you to solve mysteries. It should be simple for you both really, considering how many mysteries you’ve already helped me solve. Working out how the illusions work should be a walk in the park, so to speak.”

“Did I mention it’d be warmer in the magic show tent?” Jonathan repeated, grinning as he rubbed his hands together. His knuckles were red, the skin dry and flaky. His tongue poked at his wobbly tooth. He couldn’t wait for it to fall out so he could get money from the Tooth Fairy.

“No, I don’t believe you did mention it,” Pickalee joked. “Come on, let’s go get a hot chocolate and go to the magic show.”

After buying the children cups of hot chocolate from a smiling barista, Pickalee led Liesel and Jonathan towards the magic show. They held their cups and blew away the steam, enjoying the warmth against their fingers. The drink was an explosion of sweetness on their tongues, warming their bellies as they sipped it.

“Look at the juggler!” Liesel exclaimed, pointing to where a lady in a brightly-sequined dress was juggling glass bottles of soft drink. “The drink is going to be all shook up when she’s finished.”

The juggler smiled at the crowd that had surrounded her to watch. A child dressed as a clown moved to stand next to the juggler and, with amazing dexterity, took over the juggling as the lady passed him the bottles without stopping. He watched the bottles with fierce focus, following their movements as he caught and threw them with his hands. 

After a few moments, he passed the bottle back to the lady who continued juggling.

All except one bottle. This bottle he held up, showing the crowd the frothing mixture inside, grinning broadly like a showman. He looked at the bottle, exhibiting a scared expression as he began to open it. 

“It’s going to spray all over his face!” Jonathan exclaimed, laughing with glee. “I wouldn’t do that if I was him.”

The crowd gasped as a loud bang came from the bottle. The boy grinned again as he held out the bottle, which was empty.

“Where did the drink go?” Jonathan asked, astounded by the trick. “He’s dry, and the drink is completely gone!”

Pickalee chuckled. “What an amazing illusion!” she said, clapping along with the other members of the audience. “Brilliant.”

The boy held his hands on the top and bottom of the bottle and held it out for the audience to see. Then, he seemed to crush it between his hands and, when he showed the audience once more, the bottle had disappeared and three doves flew up into the air. When they were a short distance above the crowd, they flew towards each other and transformed into a bouquet of colourful flowers. The boy caught the bouquet as it fell and passed it to Liesel with a huge grin. With cheeks bright red, Liesel took the bouquet and thanked the boy softly as he bowed exuberantly.

The crowd erupted in enthusiastic applause, with some cheering as they watched the boy’s antics.

“Thank you for your support,” the boy said, straightening his back. Gesturing at the tent behind him, he said: “The magic show will be starting in a few minutes, with even better magic than that. We look forward to welcoming you. Don’t forget to grab some refreshments before the show.” 

With a wave of his hand, the boy made smoke appear, clouding the audience’s vison. When the smoke cleared, the audience gasped at the boy’s disappearance, before clapping again.

“If that’s not their best magic, I can’t wait to see their best,” one of the men in the audience said to the person next to them. The crowd moved into the tent, buzzing with excitement like a hive of bees. 

After finishing their hot chocolates and putting their empty cups in the nearest bin, Pickalee, Jonathan and Liesel—who was holding her bouquet of flowers—followed the crowd into the tent. Strangely, the crowd had filled all the seats in the tent except for the front row. As Jonathan expected, it was much warmer inside the tent. 

“Do you want to sit in the front row, or the front row?” Jonathan asked, laughing.

“I guess we should take the front row,” Pickalee said, leading them forwards. 

“Why would they not want to sit at the front?” Jonathan asked. “It’s got the best view. And, it’s also further from the cold wind coming in the doorway.”

“I expect it’s to do with avoiding being called up on stage,” Liesel said, looking up from smelling her flowers. “People at the front tend to get roped in to be volunteers for magic shows.”

“That sounds exciting!” Jonathan exclaimed. “I’d love that!”

“I bet you would,” Liesel muttered into her flowers. “Show off.”

“Hey now,” Jonathan said, pouting. “I don’t show off.”

They sat in their chairs at the front, next to the aisle. The stage was raised about two feet off the ground. A large black box sat in the middle of the stage, with a stool next to it. The box had glittery paint and a large silver question mark on the front.

“And anyway,” Jonathan continued, “somebody has to be a volunteer. It might as well be me.”

“Well, I’m glad it’s you and not me,” Liesel said, her hands tight around the stems of the flowers.

The lights dimmed and a spotlight shone on the box and stool, making the glitter sparkle like the night sky. A fanfare of music and drum rolls—quiet at first—rose to a crescendo. The crowd applauded as a magician walked out from the darkness, followed by his assistant.

“Looks like we’re about to find out if they need your help,” Pickalee whispered, joining in the applause.
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