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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 4

Join the Famous Five on a daring adventure at Smuggler’s Top, an old house surrounded by a misty marsh. Explore the towers and tunnels as you search for smugglers – but don’t let them catch you first! You can choose a pathway for the Five to reveal the real crooks – but you will go straight to them or will you take a false trail along the way?



This exciting game story is based on

Five Go To Smuggler’s Top.
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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 paragraph number 1. At the end of each paragraph you are told which paragraph to read next. Sometimes you will find you have a choice. (For instance, at the end of paragraph 7 you have to decide whether or not the Famous Five should speak to the man on the train.)

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 paragraph, 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.

[image: images]


1

One fine day at the beginning of the Easter holidays, four children and a dog travelled by train to the seaside village of Kirrin. The four were Julian, Dick, Anne and their cousin Georgina, always known as George. The black and white dog, who belonged to George, was called Timmy.

‘Soon be there!’ exclaimed Julian with satisfaction as the train drew to a halt. ‘This is the last stop before Kirrin!’

The cousins were going to spend the holidays with George and her parents, Uncle Quentin and Aunt Fanny, who lived at Kirrin Cottage, a lovely old house not far from the sea.



Go to 7.


2

Soon they were all sitting around the table eating a big tea. Aunt Fanny always had a large meal waiting for them when they first arrived, for she knew they would be very hungry after their long journey.

‘I hope the wind will die down tonight,’ she said. ‘It kept me awake last night. Julian, you’re looking a bit thin. Have you been working hard? I must try to build you up.’

They all laughed.

‘Just what we thought you’d say, Mum!’ said George. ‘Listen, what’s that?’

There was a large bumping noise on the roof. They all sat still, startled.

‘I suppose a tile has blown off,’ said Uncle Quentin.

‘It sounded heavier than that,’ said George. ‘We’d better go and look.’



If you think it was a tile, go to 12.

If you think it was something else, go to 17.


3

‘Come on, Dick, we’re all waiting for that last two of hearts,’ said George.

‘All right, I’m being as quick as I can,’ said Dick.

Julian and Anne each slapped a card on a pile at the same moment.

‘I got there first!’ said Anne.

‘No, you didn’t!’ said Julian. ‘I did!’

‘No, you didn’t!’ said Anne.

The four of them got crosser and crosser as they played. They were all tired and irritable after their long journey. They were making a lot of noise, too, and suddenly the door flew open and Uncle Quentin came in.

‘What do you all mean by making so much noise?’ he demanded. ‘How can I concentrate on my reading with this racket going on? Now get off to bed, all of you!’

The children sorted out the cards and put them away, then said goodnight to Aunt Fanny.



Go to 11.


4

If you’ve arrived from 10, score [image: images].



The four children and Timmy tumbled out of the train. George’s mother was on the platform to meet them. They piled all the luggage into the pony-trap and set off for Kirrin Cottage. It was very blustery and cold, and the children pulled their coats tightly around them.

‘The wind has been very strong the last day or two,’ said Aunt Fanny. ‘The fishermen have pulled their boats high on the beach for fear of a big storm.’

The children could see the boats pulled right up as they passed the beach where they had so often swam.

‘Look!’ said Anne, who had sharp eyes. ‘Look! One of the boats is drifting out to sea!’

‘Quick, Mum, stop!’ cried George. ‘We’d better go and see if there’s anything we can do.’

‘I really think we’d better go on, dear,’ said her mother. ‘Your father will worry if we’re late.’



If you think they should stop, go to 9.

If you think they should go on, go to 15.


5

‘Do you know a boy called Pierre Lenoir?’ asked Uncle Quentin suddenly, taking a letter from his pocket. ‘I believe he goes to your school, boys.’

‘Pierre Lenoir – oh, you mean old Sooty,’ replied Julian. ‘Yes – he’s in Dick’s form. Mad as a hatter.’

‘Sooty! Now why do you call him that?’ said Uncle Quentin. ‘It seems a silly name for a boy.’

‘If you saw him you wouldn’t think so,’ said Dick with a laugh. ‘He’s got hair as black as soot, eyes like bits of coal, eyebrows that look as if they’ve been drawn on with charcoal. And his name means “the black one”, doesn’t it? Noir – that’s French for black.’

‘Oh, well, that explains it,’ said Uncle Quentin. ‘Well, I’ve been corresponding with this boy’s father. We are both interested in the same scientific matters, and I’ve asked him whether he wouldn’t like to come and stay with me for a few days – and bring his boy, Pierre.’

The children thought that having Sooty Lenoir to stay might be fun!



Go to 16.


6

‘Supposing it falls on someone’s head,’ said Aunt Fanny. ‘I really think that we should try to get it down, Quentin.’

‘Very well,’ said Uncle Quentin. ‘Julian, would you please get the ladder from the outhouse.’

‘Right,’ said Julian, and shot off. He was back in a minute carrying a light metal ladder, which he propped up against the gutter.

‘Dick, you and George hold the ladder steady, and I’ll climb up,’ said Julian.

His uncle and aunt watched anxiously as Julian climbed the ladder, and, leaning forwards, caught hold of the piece of chimneypot. He had just about got it free from the guttering when suddenly Timmy dashed into the yard in hot pursuit of the kitchen cat. George’s attention was distracted for a moment, and, at the same time, the wind suddenly blew a tremendously strong gust. The ladder wobbled sickeningly for a moment, then crashed to the ground!



Go to 14.

[image: images]


7

A few people got into the carriage, and then the whistle blew and the train pulled out of the station.

Anne began to cough, and couldn’t stop.

‘What’s the matter, Anne?’ asked Julian. ‘Are you getting a cold?’

‘No,’ said Anne between coughs. ‘It’s the smoke from that man’s cigarette.’

Not far from them sat a man in a grey suit. His hair was very fair, almost white, and his pink face had a scar that ran from his eye right down to the corner of his cross-looking mouth. He was puffing on a cigarette, and the open carriage window was sending the smoke in Anne’s direction.

They all stared at him.

‘But this carriage is a non-smoker,’ objected Dick in a low voice. ‘It says so on the window.’

George peered at the man. ‘Should we ask him to stop smoking?’ she wondered. ‘He doesn’t look a very friendly type to me.’



If you think they should speak to the man, go to 13.

If you think they shouldn’t say anything, go to 18.


8

‘Let’s play Racing Demon, Aunt Fanny!’ begged Anne. ‘I really like it!’

‘The reason you like it so much is because you know you can beat the rest of us,’ said Julian with a grin.

He was right. Anne had quick eyes and nimble fingers, and it was difficult for any of the others to beat her.

George went to get the cards from the dining room.

‘I can only find four packs,’ she said when she came back, ‘and we need a pack each for this game.’

‘That’s all right, dear,’ said her mother. ‘I shall be quite happy to sit and watch. I’ll do my knitting.’

They all shuffled their cards, then Julian held up his hand.

‘Right,’ he said. ‘One, two, three, go!’

They all started turning cards over, pushing aces into the centre as quickly as they could, and trying to keep an eye on their own and everyone else’s cards at the same time.



Go to 3.


9

‘We must stop, Mum!’ said George. ‘I think that’s Alf’s boat. We’ve got to do something to help.’ Alf was a fisherman who had done many good turns for them. Now perhaps they could do one for him.

Aunt Fanny pulled the pony to a halt, and the four children jumped out and ran towards the beach.

‘How are we going to get hold of it?’ panted Dick as he ran.

‘I’ll swim out and grab hold of its rope,’ said George.

‘You can’t swim in this weather, George,’ said Julian. ‘I know you’re a strong swimmer, but the sea is much too rough!’

Just then an extra-large wave threw the boat up high, and they could all see that it had not been drifting after all. A long rope, attached to the stern, ran up the beach to an iron ring in the sea wall.

‘Oh, thank goodness,’ said George. ‘All that’s happened is that the rope has come unwound. We can pull the boat in and wind the rope up again, and it’ll be fine.’

They all pulled hard on the rope, and soon the boat was sliding up the beach, well out of the rough, angry sea. George secured the rope in a neat coil, and they climbed back into the trap.



Go to 15.


10

The man with the cigarette glared at Julian.

‘Certainly not!’ he said. ‘If I wish to smoke I shall do so. A boy of your age has no business telling a grown-up what to do. Now just go back to your seat.’

‘I really do think you should put that cigarette out,’ said Julian, ‘but if you won’t listen to me perhaps I’d better go and find the guard.’

The man gave Julian an angry stare, then got to his feet. ‘I’ll remember you,’ he said nastily, before moving to another part of the train.

‘Well,’ said Julian as he sat down again, ‘that’s that!’

‘Goodness,’ said Anne. ‘You are brave, Julian.’

Soon the train began to slow down, and the children pulled their cases from the rack. The station name – K-I-R-R-I-N – slid past the window.



Go to 4.


11

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



It was nice to climb up the steep stairs to their familiar bedrooms that night. They were all yawning widely.

‘If only this awful wind would stop!’ said Anne, pulling the curtain aside and looking out into the night.

‘I’m so cold,’ said George, scrambling into bed. ‘Hurry, Anne, or you’ll catch a chill at that window.’

‘Don’t the waves make a noise?’ said Anne, still at the window. ‘And the gale in the old ash tree is making a whistling, howling sound and bending the tree right over.’

She got into bed and lay down.

‘Good night,’ said George sleepily. ‘I hope that Sooty boy comes, don’t you? He sounds really fun.’



Go to 24.


12

If you’ve arrived from 23, score [image: images].

If you’ve arrived from 19, score [image: images].



‘You all stay here,’ said Uncle Quentin. ‘I’ll go and have a look.’

He was back in a minute or two.

‘Just a tile,’ he said, ‘but we shall have to get it seen to when the storm is over, Fanny.’

The children hoped that their uncle would retire to his study after tea, as he usually did, but this time he didn’t. He sat on at the table, asking them questions about their schools.



Go to 5.


13

Anne looked a bit doubtful, though the smoke was still making her cough.

‘Do you think we ought to?’ she asked. ‘After all, an adult might not take very much notice of one of us. Perhaps we should wait until the guard comes along.’

‘Why?’ said Julian. ‘Of course we can ask him to stop. This is a non-smoking carriage, after all.’ He got up and walked over to where the man was sitting.

‘Excuse me, sir,’ he said, ‘but would you mind putting your cigarette out? It’s making my sister cough – and this is a non-smoking carriage.’



Go to 10.


14

Anne gave a shriek and burst into tears. Julian was sprawled on the ground, the ladder on top of him, and the piece of chimneypot in his hands.

‘Julian!’ cried Aunt Fanny. ‘Julian, are you all right? Quick, Quentin, pull the ladder off him.’

Uncle Quentin and Dick pulled the ladder off Julian, who was lying motionless, his eyes closed. Aunt Fanny and Anne bent over him anxiously.

‘Julian, say something, please!’ begged Anne.

Much to their relief Julian opened his eyes and sat up slowly.

‘Are you all right?’ asked Aunt Fanny again.

‘Can you move your arms and legs? Have you hurt your head?’



Go to 19.


15

If you’ve arrived from 9, score [image: images].



Aunt Fanny clicked to the pony and the trap moved forwards.

The children continued to watch the boat anxiously. Then George gave a shout: ‘Look! There’s one of the fishermen come to check on the boats. It’ll be all right – he’ll see to that.’

The wind howled over the sea. Great scudding clouds raced overhead. The waves pounded on the beach and made a terrific noise. Anne felt a bit scared, but the other three thought the rough weather was rather exciting.

‘Here we are!’ said Julian, as the trap stopped outside Kirrin Cottage.

Uncle Quentin came out to help with the luggage. He was a tall man, with a stern face, who looked like a scientist – which is what he was. He needed peace and quiet for his work, and often flew into a temper when he didn’t get it, or when things didn’t go the way he wanted. The children never felt as comfortable with him as they did with their gentle Aunt Fanny.



Go to 2.


16

Much to the children’s relief Uncle Quentin soon retired to read by himself. Aunt Fanny looked at the clock.

‘Time for Anne to go to bed,’ she said. ‘And you too, George.’

‘Just one good game of Racing Demon, all of us playing it together, Mum!’ said George. ‘Come on – you play it too. One good game, and then we’ll go to bed. Even Julian’s yawning.’

‘I think Racing Demon might be too lively,’ objected Aunt Fanny. ‘You always make a lot of noise when you play it, and we don’t want to disturb your father. I think we’d better play Rummy.’

‘Oh, Mum, please let’s play Racing Demon!’ begged George. ‘You know how much we all enjoy it.’

Aunt Fanny sighed. ‘Now, George,’ she said, ‘think how your father hates noise …’



If you think they should play Rummy, go to 20.

If you think they should play Racing Demon, go to 8.


17

They all went outside and walked around the house, looking up at the roof to see if a tile had come off.

Suddenly Dick gave a shout. ‘Come and look at this, everyone!’

He was standing staring up at the angle of the roof where the kitchen met the scullery. A large piece from one of the chimneypots was wedged over the guttering. Glancing higher up, they could see that one of the chimneypots had blown over and been smashed.

‘Oh, goodness!’ exclaimed Aunt Fanny. ‘Now what are we going to do about that?’

‘Perhaps we’d better get a ladder and climb up and remove it,’ suggested Julian.

‘That could be dangerous in this wind,’ said his uncle. ‘It might be best to leave it until the storm is over.’



If you think they should get a ladder, go to 6.

If you think they should leave it, go to 23.


18

They looked at each other, wondering what to do. Anne wasn’t coughing so badly now.

‘I don’t think it’s worth saying anything,’ said Dick. ‘After all, we’re getting out at the next station.’

‘Yes, but it isn’t right for someone to smoke in a non-smoking carriage,’ complained Julian.

[image: images]

Just then, however, the man who was smoking suddenly looked up at the window, saw the No Smoking sign and hurriedly put his cigarette out.

‘Well,’ said Julian, ‘that’s all right. Come on, pick up your things – we’re nearly there!’

Soon the train began to slow down. The station name – K-I-R-R-I-N – slid past the window.



Go to 4.


19

Julian shook his head gently, then felt it all over.

‘I’ve got a bump on the back of my head,’ he said, ‘but I don’t think anything else has been damaged!’

‘Stand up and see if you can walk all right,’ said Aunt Fanny. ‘In fact, I think we’d better get you into the house, and perhaps I’d better call Dr Poole.’

‘Oh, no,’ said Julian, walking rather shakily into the kitchen, ‘I’m sure I don’t need a doctor, Aunt Fanny. I’m fine, really I am.’

‘Well, I think you’d better sit down quietly on the sofa for a while and rest,’ said his aunt. ‘If your head starts to ache, or you feel sick or drowsy, make sure you tell me.’

Julian lay down on the sofa with relief. He hadn’t hurt himself, but he did feel rather shaken! The others all sat round talking quietly. The noise of the wind grew louder and louder, and there was another loud crash.

‘I wonder if that’s a tile, or another piece of the chimneypot?’ said George.



Go to 12.


20

George looked rebellious for a moment, then smiled. ‘All right, Mum, I don’t mind playing Rummy,’ she said. ‘Now – where are the cards? Are they still in the drawer in the dining-room?’

‘I think so,’ said Aunt Fanny, and George went to get them.

They had one game, then decided there was just time for one more before bed.

‘Right,’ said Aunt Fanny. ‘Off to bed with you all. The same bedrooms as usual, of course. Good night!’



Go to 11.


21

If you’ve arrived from 35, score [image: images].



But Aunt Fanny was wrong. The gale didn’t blow itself out that night. Instead it raged around the house even more fiercely, shrieking and howling like a living thing. Nobody could sleep. Timmy kept up a continuous low growling – he didn’t like the shakes and rattles and howls.

Towards dawn the wind seemed in a fury. Anne thought it sounded as if it was in a horrible temper, out to do all the harm it could. She lay and trembled, half-frightened.

Suddenly there was a strange noise. It was a loud and woeful groaning and creaking. The two girls sat up, terrified. What could it be?

The boys heard it too. Julian leapt out of bed and ran to the window. Outside stood the old ash tree, tall and black in the fitful moonlight. It was gradually bending over!



If you think the ash tree falls on the house, go to 27.

If you think it doesn’t, go to 33.


22

If you’ve arrived from 30, score [image: images].



‘Oh, all right,’ said Aunt Fanny. ‘You can all sleep in the same room. But not too much talking, mind!’

The four children and Timmy settled down in the sitting room. They found it very difficult to get to sleep after all the excitement, but eventually they dropped off.

Next morning the wind was still strong, but the fury of the storm had gone. In the light of day it was surprising to see what damage the big tree had done. It had cracked the roof of the house like an eggshell, and the upstairs rooms were in a terrible state.

‘The first thing to do is to decide what to do with you children,’ said Uncle Quentin. ‘After breakfast we’ll talk things over.’

Just at that moment they heard someone coming through the front gate.

‘That’ll be the postman, I expect,’ said Julian. ‘Shall I go?’

He got up from the table and in a moment came back with a letter in his hand. ‘It’s for you, Uncle Quentin,’ he said.

‘Who is it from?’ asked Aunt Fanny.

‘It looks like my father’s writing,’ said Julian.

Uncle Quentin frowned. ‘I’m expecting a letter from Mr Lenoir.’



If you think the letter is from Julian’s father, go to 28.

If you think it’s from Mr Lenoir, go to 40.


23

They watched anxiously to see if any more bits were going to fall off the damaged chimneypot. Suddenly there was another terribly strong gust of wind, and the piece of chimneypot fell from the gutter into the yard with a loud crash!

‘Lucky none of us were standing underneath!’ exclaimed Dick.

‘Well, there’s nothing we can do about that chimneypot now,’ said Aunt Fanny. ‘Come back into the house and get warm.’

They were all sitting by the fire, talking about their plans for the holidays, when there was another loud crash.

‘I wonder if that was another piece of the chimneypot, or a tile?’ said Aunt Fanny.



Go to 12.


24

Suddenly a loud bang made both girls jump.

‘That’s the bedroom door,’ said George with a groan. ‘One of the boys must have left it open. It’s the sort of noise that drives Father mad! There it goes again!’

‘Well, let Julian or Dick shut it,’ said Anne, who was beginning to feel nice and warm. ‘After all, they left it open.’

‘They’re probably lying in bed waiting for one of us to get up and close it,’ replied George. ‘Oh, bother! Shall I get up? I don’t want to, I’m feeling so cosy, but Father will get cross if that noise goes on.’



If you think George should get up, go to 29.

If you think she should stay in bed, go to 39.


25

The four children went into Uncle Quentin’s study.

‘I’ve spoken to Mr Lenoir,’ he said, ‘and he’ll be happy to have you at Smuggler’s Top.’

‘Smuggler’s Top!’ exclaimed Dick. ‘What’s that?’
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