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Chapter One

It was a bright and breezy day on the crazy golf course outside Falcongate. The four Kirrin cousins (plus Jo’s dog Timmy) walked towards the first hole, known as the fairy castle, cheerfully swinging their golf clubs.

“I like crazy golf,” Dylan told the others as he pushed his glasses up his nose. “But it starts to get a little repetitive after the first few thousand times.”

Dylan’s blond-haired cousin Max jabbed the air with his finger. “That’s why I’ve invented – speed golf!” he said. “We run through the course and hit the ball as fast as we can.” He demonstrated. “THWACK!”

Allie pushed back her long blond hair and pointed at her shoes. “I can’t run in these heels,” she complained. “They pinch. Ow!”

“So do I,” said Jo cheerfully as Allie rubbed her arm. She blew her dark brown fringe out of her eyes. “Speed golf sounds fun… but let’s make it more interesting. If I win, you lot pay for my ticket to the circus tomorrow.”

“So …” Dylan said, working it out, “if you win, I pay for you. But if I win, you pay for …” His brow cleared as he realized he could get to the circus for free. “GO!” he shouted, and walloped his ball.

Allie whacked her ball too, grunting with the effort. The others grabbed their putters and thumped their golf balls as hard as they could.

DOIIINNNGG! A ball ricocheted off the fairy castle. K-DINK! K-DOINK! Two balls smacked together in the air and flew in opposite directions.

The see-saw hole was next. A ball rolled on to the bottom seat and settled there. Dylan leaped on to the top seat, turning the see-saw into a catapult and hurling the ball through the air.

Balls were still flying. D-DWANG! One knocked off a grinning leprechaun’s hat. CH-CHOING! Another sent a box of golf balls flying off a shelf near the snack bar. Dozens of balls bounced everywhere.

The kids raced on round the course. A ball crashed into a ceramic fish fountain, sending the fish spinning and soaking them. Timmy the dog threw himself down just in time to duck a whizzing ball, then arched his back up as another flew under his tummy.

Jo belted her ball so hard that it bounced off both the merry-go-round hole and the Jack-in-the-box hole. Speeding on, the ball was now heading straight towards the snack bar window.

“Constantine!” Jo yelled, waving her arms. “Duck!”

Constantine, the snack bar owner, peered out of the window. “Constantine not serve duck,” he said in his heavy East European accent. “Constantine serve chicken wings.” His eyes widened at the sight of the ball. “Oh …” he said, and keeled over as it bashed him on the forehead.

The Five rushed into the snack bar. Constantine was struggling to his feet. “Constantine is fine,” he said, waving his hands. “Better that ball hit Constantine, than hit Constantine’s new amazing doughnut machine.”

He patted the gleaming apparatus standing next to him. “This is state of art,” he said fondly. “Will make twister doughnuts such as free world has never seen.”

The cousins gazed at the machine. It gleamed so much it hurt their eyes.

“There’s a man who really likes his doughnut machine,” said Dylan in admiration.

“Not ‘like’,” Constantine corrected, kissing the doughnut machine tenderly. “Love. More than family member.”



But Constantine’s love was not enough. The following morning, he arrived at the snack bar to find an empty spot where the new machine had been.

“Ohh,” Constantine wailed, dropping to his knees. “Doughnut machine is stolen! NO-O-O-O-O!…”


Chapter Two

The Falcongate Victorian-style funfair and circus was in full swing. Scattered across the field were a number of small show-tents, food stalls and carnival rides. Two traditional caravans stood parked almost end-to-end, marking the entrance.

Inside the circus, the Kirrin cousins were watching a juggler. He was tossing a banana, a pineapple, a watermelon and a bowl of cherries high into the air and, somehow, catching them again.

“I don’t know why,” Max said, his eyes fixed on the juggler, “but suddenly I’m hungry for fruit salad.”

Moving on, the cousins walked towards a showman demonstrating a contraption that looked like a large steam-iron.
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“Behold the Morning Wonder!” bellowed the showman. “Handles all your morning tasks. As you iron your shirt …” he demonstrated, passing the contraption over an ironing board, while a piece of toast popped out of a slot in the top end of the iron: “… it toasts your bread and brews your tea!” Tossing the toast to Timmy, he opened the top of the iron and poured out some tea for Jo. “And after it’s made your breakfast,” he continued, “it curls your hair!” With a final flourish, he pulled a curling iron out of the bottom end of the contraption.

“I’m sold,” said Allie.

“Wow,” Max gasped. “If that thingamabob did your homework too, it would be the greatest thingamabob in the history of thingamabobs.”

Dylan was watching the showman collect money from his customers. Respect showed all over his face. “Look at all that cash!” he said to Jo and Allie. “I’ve got to come up with my own gadget to sell. All right, Dylan – thinking mode!”

He scrunched up his face in concentration.

“Looks more like ate-bad-oysters mode,” Allie said cheerfully.

“While Dylan’s off in a money trance,” said Jo as they watched Dylan wander away, “I say we go see …” she waggled her fingers in Allie’s face, “… the hypnotist. Woooo…”

They made their way to the hypnotist’s tent and pushed their way inside. The tent was packed.

Up on the stage, a man named Harry Humpston with slicked-back hair and a goatee beard was pacing the stage. His intense eyes were locked in a gaze with Falcongate’s grim twins, Blaine and Daine Dunston.

“At the sight of the Queen of Diamonds, you’ll be in my-y-y-y-y command,” said Harry Humpston in a monotone. “Voila!” He whipped out a playing card. Blaine and Daine snapped into a vacant-eyed trance.

“Blaine, you are a dog,” Humpston commanded.

“Woof! Woof!” Blaine barked obediently, scratching his ear. Timmy was not impressed.

“And Daine,” Harry Humpston continued, “you my dear, are a pussycat.”

“Meow …” Daine started grooming herself, before coughing up a surprising hairball.

“And now you’re locked in the same room!” Harry Humpston told them.

Blaine began barking wildly. His sister spat and clawed at him. The two of them chased each other round the stage and into the audience.

“I kind of like them this way,” said Jo as the twins rolled on the ground, grappling with each other.

Constantine burst into the tent, making everyone turn round. He was out of breath and panicky. “Constantine has been robbed!” he shouted. “Need Kirrin kids and furry dog!”

Constable Stubblefield, the officer in charge of Falcongate police station, stood up from where she had been sitting in the middle of the hypnotist’s audience. “Excuse me,” she demanded, “who’s the constable round here?”

Constantine looked flustered. “Of course,” he stammered. “Refrigerator-sized constable always welcome…”
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