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Chapter One

The morning sun flooded the beautiful tree-covered island. Wispy white clouds scudded through the perfectly blue sky. On a hill above the harbour, a magnificent castle spread its crenellated shadow across a collection of brightly coloured, medieval-style tents. Pennants fluttered in the breeze.

“Avalon Island,” Jo declared. “An idyllic weekend for the whole family.”

“And a wicked trip back in time to the thrill-filled Middle Ages!” Max said approvingly.

Inside one of the colourful tents, a young man wearing a crown and doublet and holding a sceptre was waving regally to assembled onlookers. A pretty, long-haired young woman in an elegant medieval dress was smiling on his arm.

“Home to the noble King Oliver,” Jo continued, “the fair Princess Petula…”

“And the Dark Prince Roland!” Max added.

They all stared at the young man with dark hair, wearing a suit of armour with a wooden sword at his side, who was glowering at King Oliver as he raised a golden goblet in salute.

Timmy the dog took a long, appreciative sniff at Prince Roland.

“It sounds so fun,” Allie said, peering over her cousins’ shoulders as they all stared at the glossy holiday brochure in Jo’s hands. “I can’t wait to go. Let’s see, I’ll need my scrunchies, my travel make-up case—”

“We have to live just like they did in the Middle Ages,” tomboy Jo reminded her looks-obsessed cousin with a grin. “No make-up.”

“Oh,” Allie said. She pulled a face. “I’m not going.”
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Max looked at Allie from beneath his shaggy blond fringe. The fringe made him look like a dog that was after a treat. “But that’s the fun of it!” he said. “It’s all old-school. Being chivalrous, eating turkey legs, wiping your hands off on the dog…”

Timmy withdrew his nose from the brochure and retreated to a safe distance.

“Probably no computers,” Dylan said dismissively. Computers were Dylan’s world. “No wonder they called it the Dark Ages.”

Allie was looking interested again. “But they did have princesses, right?” she checked. Princesses were big in California. “Ooh, I can be a princess! OK, I’ll go – it’ll be fun.”

“Fun?!” Dylan snorted, looking unimpressed. “Try dull. Nothing exciting ever happened in the Middle Ages.”



Back on Avalon Island, King Oliver, Princess Petula and Prince Roland were drinking a toast from their goblets. Suddenly, Prince Roland dropped his goblet and staggered forward. His face turned pale. He grabbed his throat, gurgled frantically and toppled to the floor. Stone dead…


Chapter Two

King Oliver and Princess Petula stared in horror at the lifeless body of Prince Roland. Then King Oliver began to clap.

“Bravo!” called King Oliver as Prince Roland opened his eyes and Princess Petula helped him to his feet. “An excellent performance!”

“Totally believable,” Princess Petula gushed. “You didn’t move a muscle.”

King Oliver looked delighted. “This is going to be our best, most convincing, most mysterious murder mystery weekend ever!” he declared, getting to his feet. “Come on,” he summoned the rest of his court, “time to greet our audience…”

Down on the jetty, in the selfsame castle shadows that the Five had seen in the brochure, a passenger boat was docking. A round-faced, plump-hipped police officer stepped on to the gangplank and looked dreamily at the romantic scene unfolding before her.

“Avalon Island,” Constable Stubblefield murmured, her eyes blazing with happy anticipation. “Three days to be the gentle maiden I was born to be.” She strode down the gangplank. “Step aside, my lads,” she commanded, elbowing two large gentlemen out of her way and knocking them off the gangplank and into the water. “I’m off to pick posies.”

Two dark-haired teenagers were next to appear. They looked very much alike, with identical expressions of disgust on their chiselled, spoiled features.

“Avalon Island ruled by someone else?” said Blaine Dunston, hardly able to believe his own ears. “Ridiculous. We should be King and Queen of this island.”

Blaine’s sister Daine turned to the puffing servant staggering down the gangplank behind them with his arms full of expensive luggage. “Crawford?” Daine commanded. “Rouse the peasants and organize a rebellion immediately.”

“We just got here and the Dunstons are already revolting,” Allie sighed as the Five emerged from the boat and made their way ashore.

“Let’s be fair,” Dylan said reasonably. “They’re always revolting.”

The assorted passengers from the boat gathered on the jetty. A dramatic fanfare drew their attention up to a rocky cliff, where a gangly, hapless youth in a pageboy’s brightly coloured doublet and hose was raising a medieval trumpet to his lips. He trilled out another fanfare, then lowered his trumpet nervously. His Adam’s apple bobbed in his throat like a cork in a rough sea.

“Pray silence,” he squeaked, “for the good and noble King Olive Oil.” He paused, looking worried. “Oliver,” he amended quickly. “King Oliver!… Come on, Edwin,” he muttered under his breath, “focus! Idiot! ”

King Oliver appeared on the ramparts, waving royally as he addressed the goggling passengers below. “Good morrow, friends!” he declared. “Let the kettle drum to the trumpet bray, the king and guests do take their rout!”

“Could you repeat that in English please?” Allie asked after a beat of silence.

“It is English,” Jo hissed. “It means ‘hello’.”

The passengers murmured together in excitement, and a cry of “Hurrah!”was heard.

The king’s expression changed. He leaned against the ramparts as he addressed the wide-eyed crowd below. “But be thou warned,” he said, lowering his voice dramatically, “for a crime will be committed this day and it is your duty to discover who the culprit i—”

The sound of splintering wood filled the air. The ramparts gave way, revealing an inner skeleton of wood and canvas as King Oliver pitched forward. The gangly Squire Edwin tried to grab the king – but he too lost his balance. Both of them tumbled over the broken rampart and rolled down to the edge of the cliff. Before the shocked gaze of the crowds, they fell over the edge, leaving King Oliver clinging on by his fingertips and Squire Edwin clinging to the king.

As the king’s crown fell and landed at the feet of the Five, they shared a quick look. Then they raced forward, scrambling up the cliffside path with Timmy leading the way.

“This is so exciting!” Constable Stubblefield squealed. She reached out and caught Squire Edwin’s trumpet as it spiralled down from the cliff. “You’d swear it was real!”

To the sound of the police officer improvising a triumphant fanfare down below, King Oliver’s grip on the springy cliff grass started to slip. Just in time, a hand grabbed on to his wrist. Then another. Then two more. The Five heaved King Oliver and Squire Edwin to safety. Squire Edwin covered the solid ground with kisses of relief.

“Thank thee, good subjects,” King Oliver panted, patting himself down and turning to stare up at the fake wall above them.

“Syrup – I mean, sire— ”Squire Edwin gabbled, “that fall wasn’t in the script.”

“No fear, Squire,” said King Oliver. “Accidents happen.”

The King left the Five with a further nod of thanks. Squire Edwin crawled off after him.

“Constable Stubblefield doesn’t realize how right she is,” Max said, as he and Dylan inspected the broken rampart. “This was real. This strut’s been sawn through.”

“We have a real mystery on our hands,” Jo announced. The thrill of the challenge gleamed in her dark brown eyes. “Let us hie hence to yon fair burg.”

The others looked perplexed.

“Let’s get to the village,” Jo translated with a sigh.
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