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Look out for the next
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detective adventure coming soon!
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THE MAGICAL CHILDREN SERIES


The Boy with the Magic Numbers


The Invisible Boy


The Boy with the Lightning Feet


The Boy Who Could Fly


The Smallest Girl in the World
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For Older Readers
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For Ellen Butler, my dearest friend.


With love, S




Chapter One


Daisy Dashwood and Ronald Dashwood had everything a young couple could dream of: a house in the suburbs, with box hedges shaped like squirrels, two cars in the drive with customised number plates – HER1 and HIS2, a tennis court, a small swimming pool, a gym. They even owned a villa near Malaga in Spain. But the one thing they didn’t have, the one thing neither money nor nature had been able to give them, was a baby.


Their next door neighbour, Miss String, had suggested kindly that perhaps Daisy should make a wish.


‘A wish,’ said Daisy Dashwood. ‘The cheek of the nosy old bat. As if you get anything by wishing.’


‘Quite right, Smoochikins,’ replied her husband. ‘Best to believe in facts and figures, not in airy-fairy wishes and daft stuff like that.’


Ronald knew about such things. He had made his money as a hedge fund manager – whatever a hedge fund manager was. Daisy couldn’t agree more. She trusted in her credit cards: silver, gold and platinum.


Miss String’s house was a real eyesore. At least, that’s what Daisy called it.


It had crooked turrets and large windows and a charm that the Dashwoods’ house would never possess in a thousand years. Miss String’s ancestors had once owned all the surrounding countryside. Bit by bit, the huge estate had been nibbled away by debt until finally Miss String had been forced to sell the remaining land, leaving her with only the house and garden.


Now Miss String’s house sat in the middle of three bossy buildings, every one of her wealthy neighbours wanting a slice more of her large garden for themselves.


It was Ronald Dashwood who had made what he considered to be a wildly generous offer for nearly all of the garden. This would have left Miss String a small patio at the back and a footpath at the front so that she could get into her house.


‘The cheek of the old bat,’ said Daisy Dashwood when Ronald’s offer was turned down. ‘What does she need so much garden for? And the vegetable plot? Oh, my days, hasn’t the woman heard of home deliveries? The next thing she’ll be telling us is that she doesn’t own a computer, or even a TV.’


On both counts Daisy Dashwood was correct. The modern world had somehow passed by Miss String and Fidget, her cat. The closest it had ever come to knocking on her front door was the dreadful collection of ‘executive’ homes that had sprung up around her. Whatever ‘executive’ meant.


One summer’s morning, the Dashwoods were eating breakfast when Daisy spotted a headline in the newspaper.


BABY THOUGHT TO BE A BOMB.


‘Listen to this, Ronald.’


‘What, Smoochikins?’
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‘It says, “Yesterday Stansted Airport was closed from ten o’clock in the morning until four in the afternoon, causing –”’ Daisy paused, pan-de-mon-ium. A hatbox believed to contain an explosive device had been left in the main concourse of the terminal. Andrew Vole, 46, head of the bomb disposal team, said ticking could be heard coming from inside.


‘It was a very good thing,’ he added, ‘that the baby started crying before we did our controlled explosion.’


When the lid was removed, a baby girl, less than three months old, was found lying in blue tissue paper. Beside her was a trick clock with a cuckoo that squirted water.


The police are now searching for the owner of the hatbox, who they suspect to be the mother of the infant. They said they had nothing to go on other than the name printed on the hatbox – Emily’s Millinery.


For the time being the baby is being cared for at Cherryfield Orphanage. A nurse has named her Emily after the hatbox and Vole after the bomb disposal officer.”’
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Daisy paused, then said ‘Ronald’, in a voice that sounded like a cross between a whine and a peacock scream. It was the special voice she used when she wanted something expensive or difficult to get.


‘I am all ears,’ said Ronald, and he was. He had a shocking pair of red, sticking-out ears. In fact, they were the first thing you noticed about him.


‘What I wish . . .’ said Daisy.


‘What I know,’ interrupted Ronald, ‘is that you never wish, Smoochikins.’


‘Well, I’m going to make an exception, just this once.’


‘All right,’ said Ronald. ‘What is it you wish for?’


‘I wish that baby was mine.’


Ronald smiled lovingly at his credit card-munching wife and said, ‘Whatever little Smoochikins wants, she shall have.’


And in less time than it took to grow mint, the Dashwoods had adopted Emily Vole.
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As Fidget the cat said to Miss String on hearing the news, a wish can be a dangerous thing.


‘I agree,’ sighed Miss String as they sat in their enchanting garden one afternoon while the kettle was busy making the tea. ‘Perhaps I shouldn’t have said anything.’


‘Always best,’ agreed Fidget. ‘Humans, in my considered opinion, don’t think things through, especially when it comes to wishes.’


Which was quite right. Daisy Dashwood never thought at all if she could help it. She had just made a wish. Why, isn’t that what everyone does? Make a wish – it’s easy-peasy.




Chapter Two


Five years later, Daisy Dashwood had to admit that Emily Vole wasn’t exactly what she had had in mind when she’d made her one and only wish. What she had really wanted was a baby girl with blue eyes and blonde hair, ideally the same colour as her own strawberry-blonde hair extensions. The trouble was that Emily’s eyes were far too dark for her to be a true Dashwood offspring. But worse than the ebony eyes was Emily’s hair. It was jet black.


Not even Daisy, the proud owner of Paradise Beauty Salon, could do anything to improve the situation. There was no getting away from it. The child just didn’t fit in with the Dashwoods’ ancestral colour scheme.
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Fortunately, Emily was brighter than a pearly queen’s button, brighter by far than her two adoptive parents. At three, she was well aware she was not what Daisy had wished for. By four, she had grown used to wearing the blonde wig and the blue contact lenses. By five, she had an inkling of what was to come the minute she heard that Daisy Dashwood was pregnant.


‘Oh, my days. Triplets,’ said Daisy. ‘Well, now we definitely don’t need Emily. Could we send her back to the orphanage? I have the receipt for her somewhere.’


‘Not really, Smoochikins,’ replied Ronald, watching his wife rummage in her real alligator handbag. ‘It wasn’t a receipt, it was the adoption papers.’


‘Well then, we can say she was a dress rehearsal and we don’t need her any more, seeing as we have three coming our way.’


‘It wouldn’t sound good, Smoochikins.’


‘I can’t cope,’ said Daisy, raising her hands in the air. ‘It’s all too much. I tell you, it’s all too much.’


‘There is always boarding school,’ suggested Ronald helpfully. ‘Then we need only see the brat in the holidays.’


Daisy Dashwood’s hopes of being rid of Emily were somewhat blighted in that department too. Wrenworth School only took boarders from the age of nine. Everywhere that did take younger girls cost at least thirteen designer handbags a term.


‘‘I have an idea,’ said Ronald to his ever-expanding wife. ‘Perhaps it is the best idea I’ve come up with in ages.’


‘Go on then, don’t keep me in suspenders, spit it out.’


‘We make Emily earn her keep.’


‘How?’ asked Daisy.


‘With three little pairs of feet on the way we will need all the help we can get and—’


‘That’s genius,’ interrupted Daisy. ‘We’ll tell any nosy busybody who asks about Emily that she is being home educated. Which is the truth. We are educating her to be a nanny and a housekeeper.’


That was when Emily Vole found out she had lost her job as the Dashwoods’ adopted daughter. The blonde wig and the blue contact lenses vanished. So did the pink bedroom, which wasn’t all bad. Pink was a colour Emily hated. It did come as a surprise to find that she was expected to sleep in the laundry room alongside the washing machine and the tumble dryer. Her bed was to be the ironing board.
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Never once did it cross the Dashwoods’ minds that Emily was far too young to be left in charge. All they cared about was that the house was kept neat and tidy.
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Daisy had no intention of staying at home. Every day she went off to work.


‘But, Smoochikins,’ said Ronald. ‘You should be resting, not working at your beauty salon. After all, you have three little pairs of hands inside you. And three little pairs of feet. That makes thirty little fingers and thirty little toe nails. Not to mention three brains.’


‘Oh, shut up. That’s disgusting,’ said Daisy. ‘Of course I’m going to work. Who, other than me, will check on my staff? I have a lot of people’s hair extensions resting in my hands. They rely on me. There’s no way I’m staying in the house all day becoming fatter than a fairground balloon. Emily will run the house.’


And run the house Emily did.




Chapter Three


The role of general dogsbody turned out to be a lot harder than the role of adopted daughter with wig. At least as adopted daughter Emily had been able to wear pretty dresses and had a bedroom full of toys. Although there were no books, which was a pity because Emily loved stories.


When Emily heard that the Dashwoods were expecting triplets, she had hoped that she might be returned to the orphanage. There was no doubt in her mind that her real parents were looking for her. It had been a bitter blow to find she was to go no farther than the laundry room.


Emily had decided that really she was the daughter of a princess who had fallen in love with a gypsy. He had won the young princess’s heart by baking cupcakes with red and green icing, her favourite colours. The lovers ran away to the magic forest where they were married by fairies.


One terrible day the princess’s father, the king, discovered his daughter’s hiding place. He ordered the magic forest to be chopped down unless she returned to the palace. The fairies told Emily’s parents they would be very much missed but begged them to be gone. Before the king could do his worst, the gypsy and the princess hurriedly put their baby daughter into a hatbox. With the help of a fairy charm – the trick clock – the baby slept peacefully. Outside the hatbox, the terrifying chase was on. Her parents, quite out of breath, finally arrived at Stansted Airport. The king’s soldiers were waiting to snatch the princess. The gypsy put up a noble fight as they ran for the departure gate. But he was wounded in the arm, and the hatbox slipped from his grasp as they made their escape. The king’s soldiers didn’t know there was a baby inside and returned, empty-handed, to face the fury of the king.
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It was, thought Emily, a very sad story indeed.


She was determined that one day she would run away and find her parents. She had begun to collect things she might need. So far she had one packet of biscuits and a little cardboard suitcase with a lock on it that she’d found in the recycling bin.
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It was a letter from Social Services that finally forced the Dashwoods to buy Emily her one and only book. The social worker, Ms Rogers, was worried that Emily Vole-Dashwood hadn’t been enrolled at any of the local schools. She was extremely anxious to know why.


‘The blooming cheek of the nosy old batskin,’ said Daisy. ‘What do we do, Ronald?’


‘Buy her a book?’ said Ronald. ‘The kind of thing you need to show we are home educating her.’

OEBPS/014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/017_r1.jpg





OEBPS/009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/018_r1.jpg





OEBPS/021_r1.jpg





OEBPS/title_r1.jpg
oM Mg,
David Roberts

G WINELE 00 B

THE FAIRY DETECTIVE AGENCY'S FIRST c,\s}:

OPERATION
- BUNNY





OEBPS/key_r1.jpg





OEBPS/002_r1.jpg
WINGS & (O





OEBPS/002a_r1.jpg





OEBPS/msr_cvi_r1.jpg
Ilustrated 5y

David Roberts

Hell

THE FAIRY DETECTIVE AGENCY'S FIRST CASE






