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The complete Famous Five series:

Five On A Treasure Island

Five Go Adventuring Again

Five Run Away Together

Five Go To Smuggler’s Top

Five Go Off In A Caravan

Five On Kirrin Island Again

Five Go Off To Camp

Five Get Into Trouble

Five Fall Into Adventure

Five On A Hike Together

Five Have A Wonderful Time

Five Go Down To The Sea

Five Go To Mystery Moor

Five Have Plenty Of Fun

Five On A Secret Trail

Five Go To Billycock Hill

Five Get Into A Fix

Five On Finniston Farm

Five Go To Demon’s Rocks

Five Have A Mystery To Solve

Five Are Together Again




CHAPTER ONE

A miserable Christmas

‘I DO think these Christmas holidays have been the worst we’ve ever had,’ said Dick.


‘Bad luck on George, coming to stay with us for Christmas – and then us all going down with those awful colds and coughs,’ said Julian.


‘Yes – and being in bed on Christmas Day was horrible,’ said George. ‘The worst of it was I couldn’t eat anything. Fancy not being hungry on Christmas Day! I never thought that would happen to me!’


‘Timmy was the only one of us who didn’t get ill,’ said Anne, patting him. ‘You were a pet, Tim, when we were in bed. You divided your time between us nicely.’


‘Woof!’ said Timmy, rather solemnly. He hadn’t been at all happy this Christmas. To have four of the five in bed, coughing and sneezing, was quite unheard of!


‘Well, anyhow, we’re all up again,’ said Dick. ‘Though my legs don’t really feel as if they belong to me yet!’


‘Oh – do yours feel like that too?’ asked George. ‘I was quite worried about mine!’


‘We all feel the same,’ said Julian, ‘but we shall be quite different in a day or two – now we’re up. Anyway – we get back to school next week – so we’d better feel all right!’


Everyone groaned – and then coughed. ‘That’s the worst of this germ we’ve had, whatever it is,’ said George. ‘If we laugh – or speak loudly – or groan – we start coughing. I shall go completely mad if I don’t get rid of my cough. It keeps me awake for hours at night!’


Anne went to the window. ‘It’s been snowing again,’ she said. ‘Not much – but it looks lovely. To think we might have been out in it all last week. I do think it’s too bad to have holidays like this.’


George joined her at the window. A car drew up outside and a burly, merry-looking man got out and hurried up the steps to the front door.


‘Here’s the doctor,’ said Anne. ‘I bet he’ll say we’re all quite all right to go back to school next week!’


In a minute or two the door opened and the doctor came into the room, with the mother of Julian, Dick and Anne. She looked tired – and no wonder! Looking after four ill children and a most miserable dog over Christmas had not been an easy job!


‘Well, here they are – all up and about now!’ said the children’s mother. ‘They look pretty down in the mouth, don’t they?’


‘Oh – they’ll soon perk up,’ said Dr Drew, sitting down and looking at each of the four in turn. ‘George looks the worst – not so strong as the others, I suppose.’


George went red with annoyance, and Dick chuckled. ‘Poor George is the weakling of the family,’ he said. ‘She had the highest temperature, the worst cough, and the loudest groans, and she …’


But whatever else he was going to say was lost beneath the biggest cushion in the room, which an angry George had flung at him with all her might. Dick flung it back, and everyone began to laugh, George too. That set all the four coughing, of course, and the doctor put his hands to his ears.


‘Will they be well enough to go to school, Doctor?’ asked Mrs Barnard anxiously.


‘Well, yes – they would – but they ought to get rid of those coughs first,’ said the doctor. He looked out of the window at the snow. ‘I wonder now – no – I don’t suppose it’s possible – but …’
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‘But what?’ said Dick, pricking up his ears at once. ‘Going to send us to Switzerland for a skiing holiday, Doc? Fine! Absolutely smashing!’


The doctor laughed. ‘You’re going too fast!’ he said. ‘No – I wasn’t actually thinking of Switzerland – but perhaps somewhere hilly, not far from the sea. Somewhere really bracing, but not too cold – where the snow will lie, so that you can toboggan and ski, but without travelling as far as Switzerland. Switzerland is expensive, you know!’


‘Yes. I suppose it is,’ said Julian. ‘No – we can’t expect a holiday in Switzerland just because we’ve had beastly colds! But I must say a week somewhere would be jolly nice!’


‘Oh yes!’ said George, her eyes shining. ‘It would really make up for these miserable holidays! Do you mean all by ourselves, Doctor? We’d love that.’


‘Well, no – someone ought to be there, surely,’ said Dr Drew. ‘But that’s up to your parents.’


‘I think it’s a jolly good idea,’ said Julian. ‘Mother – don’t you think so? I’m sure you’re longing to be rid of us for a while. You look worn out!’


His mother smiled. ‘Well – if it’s what you need – a short holiday somewhere to get rid of your coughs – you must have it. And I won’t say that I shan’t enjoy a little rest while you’re enjoying yourselves having a good time! I’ll talk it over with your father.’


‘Woof!’ said Timmy, looking inquiringly at the doctor, both ears pricked high.


‘He says – he needs a rest somewhere too,’ explained George. ‘He wants to know if he can come with us.’


‘Let’s have a look at your tongue, Timmy, and give me your paw to feel if it’s too hot or not,’ said Dr Drew, gravely. He held out his hand, and Timmy obediently put his paw into it.


The four children laughed – and immediately began to cough again. How they coughed! The doctor shook his head at them. ‘What a din! I shouldn’t have made you laugh. Now I shan’t be coming to see you again until just before you go back to school. I expect your mother will let me know when that day comes. Good-bye till then – and have a good time, wherever you go!’


‘We will!’ said Julian. ‘And thanks for bothering about us so much. We’ll send you a card when our coughs are gone!’


As soon as Dr Drew had driven off in his car, there was a conference. ‘We can go off somewhere, can’t we, Mother?’ said Dick, eagerly. ‘The sooner the better! You must be tired to death of our coughs, night and day!’


‘Yes. I think you must go somewhere for a few days,’ said his mother. ‘But the question is – where? You could go off to George’s home, I suppose – Kirrin Cottage … but it’s not high up … and besides, George’s father would certainly not welcome four coughs like yours!’


‘No. He’d go mad at once,’ said George. ‘He’d fling open his study door – and stride into our room – and shout “Who’s mak—”’


But as George began to shout, she coughed – and that was the end of her little piece of acting! ‘That’s enough, George,’ said her aunt. ‘For goodness’ sake, go and get a drink of water.’


There was much debating about where they could go for a little while, and all the time they were talking the snow fell steadily. Dick went to the window, pleased. ‘If only we could find a place high up on a hill, just as the doctor said, a place where we could use our toboggans, and our skis,’ he said. ‘Gosh, it makes me feel better already to think of it. I do hope this snow goes on and on.’


‘I think I’d better ring up a travel agency and see if they can offer us something sensible,’ said his mother. ‘Maybe a summer camp set up on a hill would do – it would be empty now, and you could have a choice of a hut or a chalet or something.’


But all her telephoning came to nothing! ‘No,’ said the agencies. ‘Sorry – we haven’t anything to suggest. Our camps are all closed down now. No – we know of no winter ones in this country at all!’


And then, as so often happens, the problem was suddenly solved by somebody no one had thought of asking … Jenkins, the old man who helped in the garden! There was nothing for him to do that day except sweep a path through the snow. He saw the children watching him from the window, grinned and came up to them.


‘How are you?’ he shouted. ‘Would you like some apples? They’ve ripened nicely now, those late ones. Your mother said you weren’t feeling like apples – or pears either. But maybe you’re ready for some now.’


‘Yes! We are!’ shouted Julian, not daring to open the window in case his mother came in and was angry to see him standing with his head out in the cold. ‘Bring them in, Jenkins. Come and talk to us!’


So old Jenkins came in, carrying a basket of ripe, yellow apples, and some plump, brown-yellow pears.


‘And how are you now?’ he said, in his soft Welsh voice, for he came from the Welsh mountains. ‘You’re pale, and thin too. Ah, it’s the mountain air of Wales you want!’


He smiled all over his wrinkled brown face, handing round his basket. The children helped themselves to the fruit.


‘Mountain air – that’s what the doctor ordered!’ said Julian, biting into a juicy pear. ‘I suppose you don’t know somewhere like that we could go to, do you, Jenkins?’


‘Well, my aunt lets rooms in the summertime!’ said Jenkins. ‘And she’s a good cook, my Aunt Glenys. But I don’t know if she’d do it in the wintertime, what with the snow and all. Her farm’s on the hillside, and the slope runs right down to the sea. A fine place it is in the summer – but there’ll be nothing but snow there now.’


‘But – it sounds exactly right,’ said Anne, delighted. ‘Doesn’t it, Ju? Let’s call Mother! Mother! Mother, where are you?’


Her mother came running in, afraid that one of the children was feeling ill again. She was most astonished to see old Jenkins there – and even more astonished to hear the four children pouring out what he had just told them. Timmy added a few excited barks, and Jenkins stood twirling his old hat, quite overcome.


The excitement made Julian and Dick cough distressingly. ‘Now listen to me,’ said their mother, firmly. ‘Go straight upstairs and take another dose of your cough medicine. I’ll talk to Jenkins and find out what all this is about. No – don’t interrupt, Dick. GO!’


They went at once, and left their mother talking to the bewildered man. ‘Blow this cough!’ said Dick, pouring out his usual dose. ‘Gosh. I hope Mother fixes up something with Jenkins’s aunt. If I don’t go off somewhere and lose this cough, I shall go mad – stark, staring mad!’


‘I bet we’ll go to his old aunt,’ said Julian. ‘That’s if she’ll take us. It’s the kind of sudden idea that clicks – don’t you think so?’


Julian was right. The idea did ‘click’. His mother had actually met Jenkins’s old aunt that spring, when she had come to visit her relations, and Jenkins had brought her proudly up to the house to introduce her. So when Dick and Julian went downstairs again, they were met with good news.


‘I’m telephoning Jenkins’s aunt, old Mrs Jones,’ said their mother. ‘And if she’ll take you – well, off you can go in a day or two – coughs and all!’




CHAPTER TWO

Off to Magga Glen

EVERYTHING WAS soon settled. Old Mrs Jones, whose voice came remarkably clearly over the long-distance line, seemed delighted to take the four children.


‘Yes, I understand. Oh, their coughs won’t last a day here, don’t you worry. And how’s my nephew, Ivor Jenkins?’
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‘Mother! Tell her we’re bringing a dog, too,’ said Julian, in his mother’s ear. George had been making wild gestures to him, pointing first to Timmy, then to the telephone, where her aunt stood patiently listening to old Mrs Jones’s gossipy talk.


‘Oh – er – Mrs Jones – there’ll be a dog, too!’ said her aunt. ‘What – you’ve seven dogs already? Good gracious! Oh, for the sheep, of course …’


‘Seven dogs, Timmy!’ said George, in a low voice to Tim, who wagged his tail at once. ‘What do you think of that? Seven! You’ll have the time of your life!’


‘Sh!’ said Julian, seeing his mother glance crossly at George. He felt thankful that this unexpected holiday had been so quickly fixed up. Like the others, he was beginning to feel very down and dull. It would be wonderful to go away. He wondered where their skis were …


Everyone looked brighter when things had been settled. No school for some time! No lounging about the house wishing something would happen! Timmy would be able to go for long walks at last. They would be on their own again, too, a thing the Five loved.


Jenkins was very helpful in looking out toboggans and skis. He brought them all into the house to be examined and cleaned. Something exciting to do at last! Their exertions made them all cough badly, but they didn’t mind so much now.


‘Only two days to wait – then we’re off!’ said Dick. ‘Ought we to take our skates, do you think?’


‘No. Jenkins says there’s no skating round about the farm,’ said George. ‘I asked him. I say – look at that mound of woollen clothes your mother’s just brought in, Ju! We might be going to the North Pole!’


‘Whew, Mother! If we wear all those, we’ll never be able to ski!’ said Julian. ‘Gosh, look – six scarves! Even if Timmy wears one, that’s one too many.’


‘One or two may get wet,’ said his mother. ‘It won’t matter how many clothes you take – you’re going by car, and we can easily get everything in.’


‘I’ll take my field-glasses, too,’ said Dick. ‘You never know when they might be useful. George, old thing, I do hope Timmy will be friends with the farm dogs. It would be awful if he quarrelled with them – and he does sometimes get fierce with other dogs, you know – especially if we make a fuss of them!’


‘He’ll behave perfectly,’ said George. ‘And there’s no need to make a fuss of other dogs if we’ve got Timmy.’


‘All right, teacher!’ said Dick, and George stopped her polishing and threw her duster at him. Yes – certainly things were getting normal again!


When the time came for the children to set out on their journey they were feeling a good deal better – though their coughs were still almost as bad! ‘I do hope you’ll lose those awful coughs, Julian, before you come back,’ said his mother. ‘It worries me to hear you all cough, cough, cough, day and night!’


‘Poor old Mother – you have had a time!’ said Julian, giving her a hug. ‘You’ve been great. What a sigh of relief you’ll give when we’re all safely away in the car!’


At last the car came, driving up the snowy path to the house. It was a hired car, a very big one, and that was fortunate, as the children’s luggage was truly colossal! The driver was a cheerful man, and he and Jenkins soon had the suitcases, toboggans, skis and all the rest either in the boot of the car, or strapped on top.


‘There we are!’ said the driver at last. ‘Everything made fast. We’re making a nice early start, and we should be safe in Magga Glen before it’s dark.’


‘We’re all ready to start!’ said Julian and the man nodded and smiled, climbing into the driving seat. Dick sat beside him, and the other three sat at the back, with Timmy on their feet. Not that he would stay there long! He liked to look out of the window just as much as the children did!


Everyone heaved a sigh of relief as the car slid down the drive. They were off at last! Jenkins was at the gate, and waved as they went past.


‘Remember me to my old aunt now!’ he shouted, as he shut the gate.


The driver was very chatty. He soon heard all about their miserable holidays, and how much they were looking forward to their unexpected break before going back to school. In return he told them all about himself and his family – and as he had eleven brothers and sisters, his tale lasted for a good part of the journey!


They stopped for a meal in the car after some time, and found that they were hungry for the first time since they had been ill.


‘Good gracious – I can really taste these sandwiches!’ said George, in a surprised voice. ‘Can you, Anne?’


‘Yes – they don’t taste of cardboard – like all our meals have lately,’ said Anne. ‘Timmy – you’re not going to fare so well, now that we’re getting our appetites back!’


‘He was a very good dustbin while we were ill, wasn’t he?’ said Dick. ‘He simply gobbled up all the bits and pieces we couldn’t eat. Ugh – that boiled fish! It tasted like stewed knitting!’


They laughed – and that set them off coughing again. The driver listened and shook his head. ‘Nasty coughs you’ve got!’ he said. ‘Reminds me of the time when me and my family got whooping-cough – twelve of us together. My, when we all whooped, it sounded like a lot of fire-sirens going off!’


That made the children laugh again, and cough. But somehow nobody minded the irritating coughs now – they would surely soon be gone, once they could get out into the country and try their legs at running and racing and skiing once again.


It was a long drive. All the children fell asleep in the car after their meal, and the driver smiled to see them lolling back against one another, looking very peaceful. Only Timmy was awake, and he climbed cautiously up between George and the window, wishing the window was open, so that he could put his big nose out into the wind, as he loved to do.


They stopped for a very early tea at a tea shop in a village. ‘Better stretch your legs a bit,’ said the driver, getting out. ‘I know I want to stretch mine. Look – I’m going into that place over there for my tea. There’s plenty of my pals there, and I’d enjoy a chat. You go and tuck in at this tea shop here, and ask for their buttered crumpets. They’re the best in the world! Be back for you in a quarter of an hour – not longer, or we shan’t be at the farmhouse before dark. It’s still about an hour’s run, but there’ll be a moon later on.’


They were all glad to stretch their legs. Timmy bounded out as if he were on springs, barking madly. He was disappointed to find that they were only making a short stop – he had hoped they were at the end of their journey. But he was pleased to be given a buttery crumpet all to himself in the tea shop. He licked every scrap of butter off first, much to the children’s amusement.


‘I’d rather like to do that myself, Timmy,’ said Anne. ‘But it’s not really good manners, you know! Oh, don’t make my shoe buttery – take your crumpet a bit farther away.’


They had time for two crumpets each, and a cup of hot tea. Julian bought some chocolate biscuits, as he felt unexpectedly hungry, even after two crumpets.


‘Marvellous to feel even a bit hungry, after not being able to look even bread and butter in the face!’ he said. ‘I knew we must be jolly ill that day we couldn’t eat even ice-cream though Mother tried to tempt us with some!’


‘My legs are still a bit funny,’ said Anne, walking back to the car. ‘But they’re beginning to feel as if they belong to me, thank goodness!’


They set off again. They were in Wales now, and mountains were beginning to loom up in the distance. It was a very clear evening, and although the mountains were white with snow, the countryside they passed was not nearly as snowy as their own home had been when they left.


‘I hope to goodness the snow doesn’t begin to melt, just as we’ve arrived,’ said Dick. ‘It seems all right up on the mountains at present – but down here in the valleys there’s hardly any.’


They passed a signpost, and Julian looked to see what it said. He made out a word that looked like Cymryhlli, and called to the driver.


‘Did you see that signpost? Should we look out for Magga Glen now?’


‘Yes. We must be getting on that way,’ said the driver. ‘I’ve been looking out for it myself. I wonder I haven’t seen it yet.’


‘Goodness! I hope we haven’t lost our way,’ said Anne. ‘It will soon be dark.’


The car went on and on. ‘Better look out for a village,’ said Julian. But they didn’t come to one – nor did they see any other signposts. The night was now coming on, but there was already a small moon, which gave a little light.
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‘Are you sure we’re right?’ Dick asked the driver. ‘The road seems to be getting a bit rough – and we haven’t passed even a farmhouse for ages.’


‘Well – maybe we are on the wrong road,’ admitted the driver, slowing down. ‘Though where we took the wrong turning I simply don’t know! I reckon we’re near the sea now.’


‘Look – there’s a turning up to the right!’ shouted George, as they went slowly on. ‘It’s got a signpost, too!’


They stopped by the signpost, which was only a small one. ‘It doesn’t say Magga Glen,’ said Dick, disappointed. ‘It says Old Towers – just that. Would it be the name of a place, do you think – or a building? Where’s a map?’


The driver hadn’t one. ‘I don’t usually need a map,’ he said. ‘But this countryside isn’t signposted as it should be, and I wish I’d brought my map with me. I guess we’d better turn right and go up to see this Old Towers. Maybe they can put us on our road!’


So they swung up to the right, and the car went slowly, crawling up a long, steep, winding road.


‘It’s quite a mountain,’ said Anne, peering out of the window. ‘Oh – I can see something – a building on the side of the hill, look – with towers. This must be it.’


They came to stout wooden gates. On them was a large notice, with just two words on it in large black letters:


 

KEEP OUT

 


‘Well – that’s nice and polite!’ said the driver, angrily.


‘Keep out! Why should we? Wait a bit – there’s a little lodge here. I’ll go and ask our way.’


But the lodge was no more helpful than the big gate. It was in complete darkness, and when the driver banged on the door, there was no answer at all. Now what could they do?




CHAPTER THREE

The end of the journey

‘WELL – WE’D better turn round and go back down the hill,’ said Dick, as the driver came back to the car.


‘No, wait, I’ll just hop out and see if there are any lights anywhere,’ said Julian, and jumped out of the car. ‘I could go up the drive a little way and see if I can spot the house itself. It can’t be very far. After all, we spotted it just now as we came up the winding road.’


He went to the gates, and looked at them in the light from the car’s headlamps. ‘They’re padlocked,’ he called. ‘But I think I can climb over. There’s certainly a light somewhere beyond – though how far, I don’t know.’


But before he could climb over the gate there came the sound of running footsteps behind it – and then a loud and savage howl came on the night air, and some animal hurled against the other side of the gate.
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