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  About the Book


  Dom was an ordinary boy with nothing up his sleeves (except his arms). But he was mad for magic.


  Like any good magician Dom has a top hat. But Dom’s Topper is like no other. And now that Great Aunt Rowena has come to stay it’s in terrible danger!


  This raving relation is crazy about hats (and mad as a hater), and she wants the Topper locked up in her freaky collection!


  Can Dom and his Topper work their magic and foil Great Aunt Rowena’s potty plan? Dom is determined to try . . .


  A dramatic and funny tale of magic and mayhem from Dominic Wood, star of BBC TV’s Dick and Dom.
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  To Mum and Dad.


  Thanks for creating me –


  I’m having a lovely time!


  Chapter One


  DOMINIC WAS AN ordinary boy with nothing up his sleeves (except his arms). But he was mad for magic.


  His bedroom was full of magic tricks.


  [image: image]


  He could tell you what card you picked.
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  He could make coins disappear.
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  He could wrap your watch in a handkerchief, smash it with a hammer and it would come out in one piece again (well, most of the time).
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  About the only thing he couldn’t do was saw somebody in half. And that was only because his dad kept the saw locked up in the garden shed. He told Dominic he didn’t want to end up in the Sunday papers if it all went horribly wrong. He ought to make absolutely sure he knew exactly what he was doing first. After all, there was no point in doing things by halves. But Dominic said that was exactly the point of sawing somebody in two.
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  And like any good magician Dominic also had a Topper, a top hat. Dominic had found it at a car boot sale. Or at least he thought he found it. Dominic had been browsing a stall looking for old magic sets when he saw something out of the corner of his eye. He was sure it hadn’t been there a moment earlier but there it was. A top hat. Just what he had wanted.


  Looking back on it Dominic was never quite sure whether he found the Topper, or the Topper chose him. And if the Topper knew, it wasn’t telling. All Dominic knew for certain was that from that day to this, his life was filled with as much magic as he could handle, and then some.
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  Not that his parents seemed to notice.


  “Mum, watch!” said Dominic one morning, pulling a spread of cards and a paper clip from the Topper. “I’ve got a new card trick. Watch, Mum!”
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  “Not now, Dominic. I’m late for work. Show your father,” said his mum flapping about, looking for her purse. Dominic’s dad didn’t work. Not since he lost his job at the factory. These days he rarely came out from behind his newspaper. Dominic’s mum and dad didn’t seem to have much magic left in their lives at all and didn’t seem to notice it in anybody else’s either.
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  “Dad, look!” exclaimed Dominic. “It’s called ‘Clipping the Jack’!”


  “That’s nice, son,” said his dad, not even looking up from his paper. “Hmm. Says here that there was a fire at the Bulford Boarding Home. They’re packing all the tenants off to relatives until they’ve redecorated. Isn’t that where You-Know-Who lives?”


  “If you mean my aunt Rowena,” said Mum, “yes, it is.”


  “I have a Great Aunt Rowena?” said Dominic, looking up from his cards, astonished. It seemed he wasn’t the only one who could pull things from thin air.


  “Ah,” said Dad. “Yes,” he said, exchanging glances with Mum, “but you haven’t seen her since you were little. She’s a little, well, eccentric.”
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  “Eccentric?” said Dominic.


  “She just has a thing, that’s all,” said Mum.


  “A thing?” said Dominic. “What for?”


  “Hats,” said Dad solemnly.


  “Hats?” said Dominic warily glancing at his own Topper.


  “Yes, she’s obsessed. She just can’t stop collecting them. She spends all her money on them. She has quite a collection, by all accounts. Mind you, I expect she’ll turn up here now, so you’ll have a chance to see for yourself,” said Dad.
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  “Well, we’re the only relatives she’s got,” said Mum, having found her purse and realizing she was now late for work. “So if she does turn up look after her until I get home from work! And for goodness’ sake don’t laugh at her hats!” she warned as she left. “She’s very touchy.”


  “I won’t laugh at hers if she doesn’t laugh at mine!” promised Dominic, patting the Topper on his head.
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  Chapter Two


  DOMINIC MAY NOT have seen Great Aunt Rowena since he was little, but he knew her when he saw her. She was slim and elegant but her face had a hard edge that even layers of make-up and gold jewellery couldn’t blunt. She stood at the door in an expensive designer jacket and skirt and the most outrageously strange, feathered hat Dominic had ever seen in his life. He wouldn’t dare laugh at it even if he wanted to. It looked as if something bad-tempered and sullen had landed on her head and decided to roost there. And there was also the fact that she had a dozen slightly scorched hat boxes with her. Dominic dreaded to think what was in them.
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  “Great Aunt Rowena!” he said.


  Great Aunt Rowena sniffed, looking down her nose at Dominic. She didn’t do children. But then she caught sight of the Topper on his head. Her eyes glazed over with greed as she reached out to touch it. There was only one problem...


  “I’m Dominic,” said Dominic, introducing himself.


  “My, what a nice... hat,” she said


  “It’s mine!” said Dominic nervously. Having a thing about hats was one thing. Having a thing about his hat was something else. And the Topper seemed to agree. Dominic could feel its brim tighten about his head, as if it was holding on for dear life. “I mean... it’s my magic hat. That is, the hat I do magic tricks with,” he added quickly. “It’s not really magic. That would be silly,” he said, “wouldn’t it?”


  Great Aunt Rowena stared hard at him and, for a moment, it looked as though she were going to snatch the hat from his head. But the moment passed. Great Aunt Rowena gave a haughty sniff and swept past him into the house leaving him to bring her boxes in and suitcases in. It looked as though she was planning to stay for a long time.
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  Dominic’s eyes widened as she reached up to her head and withdrew a long shiny hat-pin that had been holding her feathered hat in place before hanging the hat carefully on the hat stand in the hall.
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  “Derek,” she said, crisply, to the newspaper.


  “Rowena,” said a voice curtly, from behind it.
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  There was a stony silence as Aunt Rowena perched tentatively on the edge of an armchair, as if she were afraid she might catch something if she sat in it properly. She looked around the room disdainfully, as if this were the last place she wanted to be.


  Dominic finished stacking the last of the hatboxes in the hall with a clatter.


  “Careful with those boxes. Their contents are priceless collectors’ items. I’ve spent years amassing that collection. I won’t have it ruined by one clumsy boy!” she snapped.


  Dominic felt the Topper grip his head in anger.


  “Ouch!” he hissed. “Stop it.” The Topper relaxed its grip a little.


  “So where’s my niece?” asked Great Aunt Rowena impatiently.
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  “If you mean Mum,” said Dominic, “she’s working.”


  “Tut!” muttered Aunt Rowena, shooting a glance at the newspaper. “Most Right-Minded People don’t approve of women going out to work,” she added icily.


  But Dominic knew how to break the ice. It was his speciality.


  “Look, Great Aunt Rowena!” said Dominic, taking the Topper off and holding it in one hand. “Do you want to see a magic trick?” And with a grand flourish he produced a bouquet of flowers from it. He presented them to her. “Ta-daaaa!” He waited for the applause. He always got applause.
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  His Great Aunt blinked once. Twice. Wrinkled up her nose and – “KHAGH-TCHOOO!” The recoil from the sneeze threw her back into the armchair. But she didn’t stop at one sneeze. In fact there seemed to be no stopping her at all. Dad shrunk down behind his paper to wait out the nasal bombardment.
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  “I didn’t know she was allergic to flowers!” he shouted over the barrage of sneezes.


  “But she can’t be! They’re artificial flowers, special trick ones,” called Dominic, from behind the sofa where he’d had taken cover with the Topper.


  Great Aunt Rowena’s sneezes began to subside. And just in time. Dad’s newspaper had taken so many direct hits it threatened to turn into papier mâché at any moment. He went off to the kitchen to see if he could salvage it.
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  Great Aunt Rowena flopped back in the armchair, panting. She tried dabbing her runny nose with a small, embroidered lace hanky. It was clearly not up to the job.


  Dominic reached into the Topper and plucked a large red handkerchief from it. He offered it to her. “Um, there you go, Great Aunt Rowena,” he said. But it only seemed to make her worse. She broke out in a hideous, blotchy green rash. Then she swelled up alarmingly. And then (as if that wasn’t enough) she started to sneeze again. And again.


  Dominic offered her another hanky from the Topper. But this time, knotted to its corner, was another large handkerchief with another hanky knotted to that. “Ooops!” said Dominic as he pulled out hanky after hanky; great reams of reds, blues, greens and yellows not to mention the flags of all nations. There seemed to be no end to them. Dominic seemed as surprised as his great aunt did. “Stop it!” he hissed at the Topper, which seemed to be enjoying itself a little too much. And if you’ve ever seen a hat enjoying itself too much, you’ll know what I mean.
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  Great Aunt Rowena glared at Dominic with big, green puffy eyes.


  “I thuppothe you think thads funny?” she sniffled at the hankies piled up round her feet. “Here I am thufferink an’ you’re playink dricks!”


  “I was only trying to help!” exclaimed Dominic.


  And that was when Mum came home.
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