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Have you got all of Enid Blyton’s
FAMOUS FIVE books?

□  1 Five On A Treasure Island*

□  2 Five Go Adventuring Again*

□  3 Five Run Away Together*

□  4 Five Go To Smuggler’s Top*

□  5 Five Go Off In A Caravan

□  6 Five On Kirrin Island Again*

□  7 Five Go Off To Camp*

□  8 Five Get Into Trouble*

□  9 Five Fall Into Adventure*

□ 10 Five On A Hike Together

□ 11 Five Have A Wonderful Time

□ 12 Five Go Down To The Sea*

□ 13 Five Go To Mystery Moor*

□ 14 Five Have Plenty of Fun

□ 15 Five On A Secret Trail*

□ 16 Five Go To Billycock Hill*

□ 17 Five Get Into A Fix*

□ 18 Five On Finniston Farm*

□ 19 Five Go To Demon’s Rocks*

□ 20 Five Have A Mystery To Solve*

□ 21 Five Are Together Again

The Famous Five Short Story Collection*

The Famous Five’s Survival Guide



(*Also available as dramatised recordings on CD)


ADVENTURE GAME BOOK 5

Join the Famous Five on their adventure in horse-drawn caravans and make friends with a boy from the circus and his clever pet chimp. Find out why some sinister people want to ruin their camp. You can choose a pathway for the Five – but will you solve the mystery and catch the crooks or will you take a false trail along the way?
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THE FAMOUS FIVE

Adventure Game Book

Unlike an ordinary book, which you can read straight through from beginning to end, this is a game book, in which you choose how the story should go.

Begin at section number 1. At the end of each section you are told which section to read next. Sometimes you will find you have a choice. (For instance, at the end of section 7 you have to decide whether or not George should make a telephone call to her mother.)

Every time you have a choice to make, there will be one way that is the quickest and best – and you have to guess (or work out, if you can) which it is. If you choose the wrong number, you can still carry on reading, but when you find yourself back at the main story you will find you have picked up a few ‘red herrings’.

A red herring is the name given to something that carries you away from the main subject (as when someone is telling you a story and puts in all sorts of details that don’t really matter). Your aim is to try and stay on the main track, without going off down the little side roads.

See if you can make the right choices and find your way to the end of the story without picking up too many red herrings. Red herrings are represented in the text by a symbol: [image: images]. (Use a pencil and paper to add up your score as you go along.) Then turn to the back of the book to see how well the Famous Five (and you) have done.


1

‘I love the beginning of the summer holidays,’ said Julian. ‘They always seem to stretch ahead for ages!’

Julian, Dick, George and Anne were lying in a sunny garden during the first week of the summer holidays. Beside George lay her big black and white dog, Timmy, who went everywhere with her. Usually George and her three cousins spent their summer holiday at George’s house by the sea, but this time, for a change, they were all at the home of Julian, Dick, and Anne.

[image: images]

‘Dad said this morning that if we didn’t want to stay here this holiday we could choose what we wanted to do,’ said Anne. ‘Has anyone got any ideas?’

‘Yes,’ said Dick, who was sometimes a bit lazy, ‘I’d like to sleep most of the time!’



Go to 7.


2

‘We’re off for a rest,’ said the boy. ‘Up in the hills, near a lake.’

‘Which is your caravan?’ asked Dick.

‘That one,’ said the boy, pointing to a gaily painted caravan that was going past. ‘I live with my Uncle Dan, who’s the chief clown in the circus.’

The children all stared at the man driving the caravan. He looked really bad-tempered, and it was hard to imagine him making a single joke.

‘I must go,’ said the boy. ‘Nice to meet you. My name’s Ned, by the way.’

Ned ran after the caravan and jumped nimbly in. The children watched the rest of the circus go past. There were monkeys, a string of horses, and a chimpanzee.

‘Well, I suppose we’d better go and have tea,’ said Julian. ‘Come on!’

‘Wait a minute,’ said George. ‘Where’s Timmy?’



If you think Timmy is chasing after the circus, go to 8.

If not,go to 14.


3

‘Just think,’ said George, ignoring Dick, ‘if we went to Kirrin we could camp in that field at the back of our house. Mum could give us supplies, and we could probably use the kitchen for washing up.’

‘Oh, George,’ groaned Dick. ‘The whole idea of going off in the caravans is to look after ourselves, do things like buying food from farmhouses, and washing up in streams. If we camp behind your house, the first thing we know Aunt Fanny will be making us have baths every night!’

‘We all love going to Kirrin, George,’ said Julian, ‘you know we do, but it would be nice to do something different, wouldn’t it?’



Go to 19.


4

The other three lay in the sun and thought about going to Kirrin Cottage. It was a wonderful place to be in hot weather, because they could spend all day on the beach, and swim as much as they liked. There was a pool in the nearest town to their home, but dogs were not allowed in, and George wouldn’t leave Timmy behind.

Just then George came back. She flopped down on the lawn beside Anne and shook her head.

‘I’m afraid it’s no good,’ she said. ‘Mum says that they’re having all the bedrooms painted, and there’s nowhere for us to sleep.’

The other three groaned.

‘Well, we’ll have to think of something else,’ said Dick. ‘Anyone got any ideas?’

There were sleepy grunts from the others, but nobody said anything, and before long they had all dozed off, except Timmy. Since all the others were asleep, he considered himself to be on guard.



Go to 9.


5

The following day the milkman brought his black horse to the house, and the two horses were harnessed to the caravans. Julian climbed up on the front of the green caravan, while George drove the red one. Dick sat beside Julian, and Anne was with George. Timmy sat on the other side of George with his tongue hanging out, swishing his tail with excitement. The four children were all grinning happily.

‘Goodbye, Mum!’ shouted Anne. ‘We’re off on another adventure!’



Go to 16.


6

‘Doesn’t it look exciting?’ said George. ‘I wish I belonged to a circus that went wandering all over the place.’

‘Fat lot of good you’d be in the circus,’ said Dick rudely. ‘You can’t even turn a cartwheel.’

He pointed to a boy who was turning cartwheels very quickly, going over and over on his hands and feet, turning himself like a wheel. It looked very easy, but Dick knew it wasn’t.

‘I wish I could do that,’ said Anne in admiration.

The boy came up to them and grinned. He had two terrier dogs with him. Timmy growled, so George put her hand on his collar.

‘Don’t come too near,’ she warned. ‘Timmy isn’t quite sure about you.’

‘We won’t hurt him!’ said the boy, and grinned again. He had a freckled face and a shock of untidy hair. The boy clicked his fingers and the two dogs rose at once on their hind legs and walked behind him with funny little steps.

‘Are they performing dogs?’ asked Anne. ‘Are they yours?’

‘These two are,’ said the boy. ‘This is Barker and this is Growler. I’ve had them since they were puppies.’

‘Where are you giving your next show?’ asked George eagerly. ‘We’d like to see it.’



Go to 2.

[image: images]


7

George looked at Dick scornfully. ‘Imagine wanting to sleep through all this lovely weather,’ she said. ‘Timmy and I want to spend as much time as possible out of doors, don’t we, Timmy?’

‘Woof!’ said Timmy in agreement, and the others all laughed.

George spent so much time outside that she was permanently tanned, and with her curly hair cut short she looked like the boy she would have liked to be. Her real name was Georgina, but everyone called her George.

‘I know,’ said Anne. ‘Let’s go to your parents’ house at Kirrin for a fortnight!’

‘That sounds like a good idea,’ said Dick. ‘What do you think, George? Why not phone your mother and ask?’



If you think George should ring her mother, go to 12.

If not, go to 17.


8

They all looked round the garden, but there was no sign of Timmy.

George whistled for him, but nothing happened.

‘I wonder where he’s gone?’ said Anne. ‘It’s not like him to wander off, is it?’

‘No,’ said George, who was beginning to look a bit worried, ‘it’s not.’

‘Wait a minute,’ said Dick, ‘do you suppose he might have gone after the circus? He was very interested in all the strange animals, wasn’t he?’

George turned and ran back down the drive to the gate. She opened it and went out into the road to see if the circus was still in sight.



Go to 18.


9

If you have arrived from 4, score one red herring: [image: images].



The garden sloped up a hillside. From where he sat, Timmy could see quite a long way, both up and down the road that ran by the house. He heard a dog barking in the distance, and his ears twitched in that direction. He heard people walking down the road, and his ears twitched again. He missed nothing, not even the robin that flew down to get a caterpillar on a bush not far off.

Suddenly he sat up and sniffed. He could smell something different, something he didn’t recognise. He sniffed again. No – he was mistaken. All he could smell were the usual smells – grass and sheep and people – all things that he knew well. He lay down again and rolled over on his side. He was just settling himself more comfortably when something made him sit up. He could hear a strange rumbling noise, as if something heavy was coming along the lane, and he could smell horses.

Timmy had seen brewers’ wagons drawn by shire horses going up and down the lane from time to time – there was a brewery on the outskirts of the nearest town. Could he hear one of them now? Or was it something else?



If you think it’s a brewer’s wagon, go to 15.

If you think it’s something else, go to 20.


10

At last the great day came when the two caravans trundled up the drive. The children’s mother had borrowed them from an old friend. They were not painted quite like the circus caravans, but were a little more modern. One was red, with green curtains, and the other was green with red curtains. The four children were absolutely thrilled, and in no time at all were exploring inside both vans.

‘Bunks along one side – is that where we sleep? Brilliant!’ shouted Dick.

‘There’s a proper stove to cook on, but I vote we cook outside on a camp fire. Look at the bright frying pans and all the cups and saucers hanging up!’ said Anne.

They were all longing to set out at once, but the second horse would not be arriving until the following day. His name was Trotter, and he belonged to the local milkman. All the children learnt riding at school, and would have no trouble looking after the two horses properly. They spent the rest of the day filling the caravans with all the things they would need. Julian’s father had given him a useful little book with the names of farmers who allowed people to park caravans in their fields.

‘You must always choose a field where there is a stream if you can,’ said their father. ‘Dobby and Trotter will need fresh water.’



Go to 5.


11

The loud barking woke all the children at once. George sat up and saw the circus procession. She gave a yell.

‘Hey, everybody! There’s a circus procession going by. Look!’

They all sat up, wide awake now, and stared at the caravans going slowly down the road.

‘Let’s go down to the gate and have a closer look,’ suggested Dick.

They all got up and ran down the garden into the drive that led to the road. The procession was just passing the gate. It was a marvellous sight. The caravans were painted in bright colours, and little flowery curtains hung at the windows. At the front of each caravan sat the man or woman who owned it, driving the horse that pulled it. Only the front caravan was pulled by an elephant.



Go to 6.


12

George lay back and squinted up at the sky while she considered the idea of going to Kirrin Cottage. Being at Kirrin meant being able to swim every day, go out in her boat and, above all, visit her beloved Kirrin Island. The only disadvantage was that her father might have started an experiment, and need plenty of peace and quiet, which he couldn’t have with four children and a dog in the house! George’s father was a scientist, a very clever man, but he was apt to be short-tempered when he was working. Still, the idea of being able to swim as much as they liked in the very hot weather was tempting.

George got to her feet. ‘I’ll go and ring Mum,’ she said, ‘and see what she thinks.’



Go to 4.


13

When the children’s father came home that evening he listened carefully to what they had to say, then thought for a moment.

‘Well,’ he said. ‘As it happens I have to go up north on business for ten days, and I would like your mother to come with me. I think you are sensible enough to look after yourselves for a few days – it will do you good. So you can go, but you’ll need two caravans, not just one. Our old horse Dobby can pull one of them, and I’ll see if we can borrow another horse for the other caravan.’

‘Where can we get the caravans?’ asked Julian.

‘We can hire them,’ replied his father. ‘There are several firms that hire out caravans, or we may even be able to borrow them, too, if we’re lucky.’

The children were absolutely delighted. It sounded almost too good to be true – sleeping in bunks, cooking meals in the open air, being able to wander wherever they liked.

‘Well,’ said Julian. ‘Where are we going to go?’

‘I vote we go down to Kirrin,’ said George, who was longing to visit her precious island. ‘We can live in the caravans and not bother Mother and Father at all.’

‘I’d like to go up to the hills for a change,’ said Dick.



If you like George’s idea, go to 3.

If you prefer Dick’s, go to 19.


14

George looked up the garden to the house, and at that moment she felt a wet nose against her hand.

‘Oh, there you are, Timmy,’ she said. ‘I thought we’d lost you. Come on – we’d better go back to the house and have tea.’

The five of them walked back to the house.

‘Hello, Mum. Did you hear the circus go by?’ asked Anne, as her mother came out of the kitchen. ‘Wasn’t it exciting!’



Go to 22.


15

Timmy stood up and walked down the lawn towards the gate, but as he went he saw one of the big brewers’ wagons going past. So that was what he had heard! It was a very large wagon, stacked with barrels, and the two horses that drew it were huge, gleaming animals with magnificent feathery feet. Timmy trotted back to where the children lay asleep in the sun and sat down again. He was getting rather tired of waiting for them to wake up.

After a while he realised that the noise from the road didn’t seem to be fading. Perhaps there was something else coming.



Go to 20.


16

The two caravans moved slowly down the drive and into the road at the bottom. Julian was so happy that he sang at the top of his voice, and the others joined in. Dobby plodded on slowly, enjoying the sunshine and the fresh air. Trotter followed at a short distance. He was very interested in Timmy, and always turned his head when the dog barked or got down for a run.

[image: images]

It had been decided that they should make their way to the hills where they hoped to find the circus, and before they had been travelling for more than a few minutes they came to a place where the road forked. Julian pulled Dobby to a halt and reached for the map, to see which fork they should take. He was just unfolding it when a car came down the right-hand fork and stopped. The driver stared hard at the two caravans.

‘He’s winding down the window,’ said Dick. ‘I wonder if he wants to speak to us?’



If you think the driver of the car speaks to them, go to 21.

If you think he doesn’t, go to 27.


17

‘No point,’ said George at once. ‘I went home at half term, and Mum said that Dad was just beginning one of his experiments in something or other – and you know what that means. If we go there we’d have to walk about on tiptoe, and talk in whispers, and keep out of his way all the time.’

‘Well, that’s out,’ said Julian. ‘But what shall we do then, stay here?’

There were lazy murmurs from the others, who were all lying on their backs with their eyes closed, and before long they were all asleep, except Timmy, who regarded it as his duty to stay awake and guard them.



Go to 9.


18

There was no sign of the circus, but the procession was so slow-moving that George knew she could catch up with it if she ran. She dashed down the road to the corner, and there was the end of the procession, rolling slowly along in the sunshine.

George ran on, calling Timmy’s name. It didn’t take her long to reach the last caravan as it ambled along.

‘Have you seen my dog?’ she shouted at the woman driving the caravan.

‘What does he look like?’ asked the woman.

‘He’s a big black and white dog with a friendly face,’ replied George.

‘Oh yes,’ said the woman. ‘I saw him a moment ago, running up the road beside the chimp. Seemed very interested in the chimp, he did.’

‘Thank you,’ called George, and on she went.



Go to 25.


19

If you have arrived from 3, score [image: images].



George looked mutinous for a moment, then she smiled.

‘All right,’ she said, ‘let’s go up to the hills. After all, we’ve spent a lot of time on Kirrin Island. It would be nice to do something different.’

‘We could go and camp near the circus!’ exclaimed Julian. ‘That boy Ned said they were going to camp in the hills near a lake, didn’t he? If we’re near the lake, we can swim, and we’d be able to see all the circus animals, and maybe make friends with some of the people there. How long do you think it will be before the caravans get here, Mum?’

‘Oh, three or four days,’ said their mother, ‘but you’ll need plenty of time to get everything ready. Now off you all go to bed.’

The four of them went upstairs, chattering excitedly about all the things they would need for their holiday. They could hardly wait for the caravans to arrive!



Go to 10.


20

If you have arrived from 15, score one red herring: [image: images].



He got up and went to the gate to look down the lane. Something was coming along the road, something that made Timmy shake with excitement. A big procession came winding up the road, with a rumble and a clatter of wheels – a slow procession, headed by a very strange thing.

Timmy had no idea what it was that headed the procession. Actually, it was an elephant, and Timmy smelt its smell, strange and strong, and didn’t like it. He smelt the scent of the monkeys in their travelling van, too, and he heard the barking of the performing dogs in their van. He answered them defiantly. ‘WOOF, WOOF, WOOF!’



Go to 11.

[image: images]


21

The car pulled over beside the caravan, and the driver looked up at the two boys. He had hair so fair that it looked almost white, and chilly blue eyes. He smiled at them.

‘Is this the right road for the village?’ he asked.

‘Yes,’ replied Julian politely. ‘The village is about five miles from here.’

‘Thank you,’ said the man, and he smiled again. There was something about his smile that neither Julian nor Dick liked very much. He smiled only with his mouth, not with his eyes, and he stared hard at them both. Julian gathered up the reins, waiting for the man to drive away, but he didn’t move!



Go to 28.


22

If you have arrived from 25, score [image: images].



The four children ran upstairs to wash their hands for tea. George was just picking up the towel when she suddenly stood still and looked at the others.

‘Listen!’ she said. ‘I’ve had the most fantastic idea. Why don’t we all go off in a caravan this holiday?’

‘George!’ shouted Anne. ‘What an amazing idea! Do you think we’ll be allowed to go off on our own?’

‘Why not?’ said George. ‘We’ve proved that we can be sensible and good at looking after ourselves in some of our other adventures. Come on, let’s go and ask!’

They tore downstairs and into the dining-room.

‘Mum!’ cried Dick. ‘George has had the most fantastic idea! She suggested that we go off in a caravan for a while. Please say we can.’

‘Goodness,’ said his mother. ‘I think I’d better talk to your father before I say yes or no. You’ll have to wait until he comes in.’



Go to 13.


23

The man stared coldly at them for a moment before driving on down the road.

‘I think you offended him,’ said Dick. ‘He was only trying to be friendly.’

‘Where we’re going is none of his business,’ said Julian. ‘You shouldn’t get into conversation with strangers. In any case, there was something about him I didn’t like. Not one little bit.’



Go to 26.


24

Towards evening they began to think about where they were going to camp for the night.

‘We must keep our eyes open for a farm,’ said Julian. ‘I’ll look in the book and see if there’s one nearby.’ He studied the book for a moment, then looked up. ‘There’s a farm quite close to here,’ he said. ‘With any luck we shall be able to buy some bacon and eggs and stuff for breakfast from the farmer’s wife when we go and ask permission to camp.’

The horses plodded on for another mile before Dick gave a shout.

‘Look!’ he called. ‘I can see the farmhouse!’

Sure enough, there was a cluster of barns and outhouses, and a rather run-down-looking farmhouse. It was set quite a long way back from the road, and they would not have been able to see it over the hedge if they had not been high up on the seats of the caravans.

‘There’s another farmhouse on this side of the road,’ exclaimed Anne, who had sharp eyes. ‘Look, up the road there.’

They all craned their necks, and could just see another group of farm buildings, right on the road.

‘I wonder which one is the one we want,’ said George.



If you think they should try the farmhouse set back from the road, go to 29.

If you think they should go to the one further up the road, go to 35.


25

A bit further up the road George saw Timmy. He was gambolling along in the road, dancing round and round the chimp’s trailer. The chimp was awake now, and looking rather puzzled by his excited visitor.

‘Timmy!’ called George. ‘Come here at once!’

Timmy turned and saw George. He gave a longing look at the chimp, as if wondering why his new friend wouldn’t come down and play with him, then he trotted obediently back to George, and they went back to the house. The other three were waiting at the gate.

‘Come on,’ said Dick impatiently. ‘Mum called us in for tea five minutes ago!’

The five of them walked up the garden and into the house.

‘Hello, Mum. Did you hear the circus go by?’ asked Anne, as her mother came out of the kitchen. ‘Wasn’t it exciting!’



Go to 22.


26

Julian passed the reins to Dick and jumped down to the road.

‘I’m just going to tell George and Anne what that was all about,’ he said. ‘They’ll be wondering why we were talking to that man, and they ought to know that we didn’t like the look of him.’

He ran back and quickly told the girls, then he jumped up on the driving seat once more and took the reins from Dick.

‘Now, we take the left fork here,’ he said, and the two caravans moved on.



Go to 30.


27

As the children watched, the driver of the car flicked an apple core out of the window, and wound it up again. Then he drove on without looking at the two caravans.

‘It’s rather messy of him to drop apple cores in the road,’ said Dick.

‘Oh, some bird or animal will eat it, I guess,’ replied Julian. ‘Now, we take the left fork here, according to the map.’

He shook the reins, and Dobby moved on.



Go to 30.


28

‘Tell me,’ said the man, ‘are you heading for the hills? You have chosen a very pleasant way to travel.’

‘Yes,’ answered Dick. ‘We’re with the two girls in the caravan behind us.’

‘Girls!’ exclaimed the man. ‘I thought one was a boy.’

‘No,’ said Dick with a grin. ‘She just wishes she was one.’

‘I suppose you’re going to the lake, aren’t you?’ asked the man, with another of his cold smiles.

‘Well, we—’ began Dick, but Julian interrupted him.

‘I don’t want to seem rude, but I think we should be getting along now.’ He clicked at Dobby, and the caravan moved forward.



Go to 23.


29

‘I think we should try the nearest one,’ said Dick. ‘I’m getting very hungry, aren’t you, Julian?’

Julian laughed. ‘You’re always hungry!’ he said. ‘But I think it’d be a good idea to try this farm first, and then we can go on to the other one if need be.’

Julian guided Dobby carefully into the narrow lane that led up to the farmhouse. George followed him with Trotter. The lane was quite long, but eventually they found themselves in a rather dirty cluttered farmyard.

‘I don’t much like the look of this,’ said Julian. ‘It doesn’t look like a very well-run farm.’
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