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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)


A Note from Enid Blyton’s Granddaughter

Welcome to the new edition of The Famous Five series by Enid Blyton. There are 21 books in the collection, a whole world of mystery and adventure to explore. My grandmother, Enid Blyton, wrote her first Famous Five Book, ‘Five on a Treasure Island’ in 1942. That was in the middle of World War Two (1939–1945). In the story, Julian, Dick and Anne meet their cousin Georgina and her dog, Timmy, for the first time. They soon learn never to call her Georgina. Together they explore tunnels and caves, discover hidden passageways and solve crimes.

I first met the Famous Five in a recording of ‘Five have a Mystery to Solve’. Julian, Dick, George, Anne and Timmy have developed a love of sausages and can’t seem to get enough of them. The sausages are put on hold when a lady knocks at the door of Kirrin Cottage. She has come to ask if the Five could keep her young grandson company in a remote cottage while she is away. The adventure begins as soon as they see the mysterious ‘Whispering Island’ as they cycle to the cottage to meet the grandson, Wilfred.

Timmy has always been my favourite character. He is the best judge of personality and when he is around, everything seems much safer; not that I am scared of adventure! Since watching the Famous Five television series in the 1970s which cast Timmy as a Border-Collie sheep dog, I have always wanted to have a Border-Collie.

Who do you think you’ll like best?



Sophie Smallwood, 14 June 2010
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1 Christmas holidays

It was the last week of the Christmas term, and all the girls at Gaylands School were looking forward to the Christmas holidays. Anne sat down at the breakfast-table and picked up a letter addressed to her.

‘Hey, look at this!’ she said to her cousin Georgina, who was sitting beside her. ‘A letter from Dad – and I only had one from him and Mum yesterday.’

‘I hope it’s not bad news,’ said George. She wouldn’t allow anyone to call her Georgina, and now even the teachers called her George. She really was very like a boy with her short curly hair, and her boyish ways. She looked anxiously at Anne as her cousin read the letter.

‘Oh, George – we can’t go home for the holidays!’ said Anne, with tears in her eyes. ‘Mum’s got scarlet fever – and Dad is in quarantine for it – so they can’t have us back. Isn’t it awful?’

‘Oh, I am sorry,’ said George. She was just as disappointed for herself as for Anne, because Anne’s mother had invited George, and her dog Timothy, to stay for the Christmas holidays with them. She had been promised many things she had never seen before – the pantomime, and the circus – and a big party with a gigantic Christmas tree! Now it wouldn’t happen.

‘What will the boys say?’ said Anne, thinking of Julian and Dick, her two brothers. ‘They won’t be able to go home either.’

‘Well – what are you going to do for the holidays then?’ asked George. ‘Will you come and stay at Kirrin Cottage with me? I’m sure Mum would love to have you again. We had so much fun when you came to stay for the summer holidays.’

‘Wait a minute – let me finish the letter and see what Dad says,’ said Anne, picking up the note again. ‘Poor Mum – I hope she isn’t feeling very ill.’

She read a few more lines and then gave such a delighted exclamation that George and the other girls waited impatiently for her to explain.

‘George! We are coming to you again – but oh no! – we’ve got to have a tutor for the holidays! Partly to look after us so that your mum doesn’t have too much bother, and partly because both Julian and Dick have been ill with ’flu twice this term and have got behind in their work.’

‘A tutor! That’s terrible! I bet I’ll have to do lessons too!’ said George, in dismay. ‘When Mum and Dad see my report I guess they’ll find out how little I know. After all, this is the first time I’ve ever been to a proper school, and there are lots of things I don’t know.’

‘What horrible holidays they’ll be, if we have a tutor running after us all the time,’ said Anne, gloomily. ‘I expect I’ll have quite a good report, because I’ve done well in the exams – but it won’t be any fun for me not doing lessons with you three. I could go off with Timothy, I suppose. He won’t be doing lessons!’

‘Yes, he will,’ said George, at once. She could not bear the idea of her beloved dog Timothy going off each morning with Anne, while she, George, sat and worked hard with Julian and Dick.

‘Timothy can’t do lessons, don’t be silly, George,’ said Anne.

‘He can sit under my feet while I’m doing them,’ said George. ‘It will be a great help to feel him there. For goodness’ sake eat up your sausages, Anne. We’ve all nearly finished. The bell will be going in a minute and you won’t have had any breakfast.’

‘I am glad Mum isn’t very bad,’ said Anne, hurriedly finishing her letter. ‘Dad says he’s written to Dick and Julian – and to your dad to ask him to hire a tutor for us. What horrible news. I don’t mean I won’t enjoy going to Kirrin Cottage again – and seeing Kirrin Island – but after all there are no pantomimes or circuses or parties to look forward to at Kirrin.’

The end of the term came quickly. Anne and George packed up their trunks, and put on the labels, enjoying the noise and excitement of the last two days. The big school coaches rolled up to the door, and the girls clambered in.

‘Off to Kirrin again!’ said Anne. ‘Come on, Timothy, you can sit between me and George.’

Gaylands School allowed the children to keep their own pets, and Timothy, George’s big mongrel dog, had been a great success. Except for the time when he had run after the dustman, and dragged the dustbin away from him, all the way up the school grounds and into George’s classroom, he had really behaved extremely well.

‘I’m sure you’ll have a good report, Tim,’ said George, giving the dog a hug. ‘We’re going home again. Will you like that?’

‘Woof,’ said Tim, in his deep voice. He stood up, wagging his tail, and there was a squeal from the seat behind.

‘George! Make Tim sit down. He’s wagging my hat off!’

It was not very long before the two girls and Timothy were in London, being put into the train for Kirrin.

‘I wish the boys broke up today too,’ sighed Anne. ‘Then we could all have gone down to Kirrin together. That would have been fun.’

Julian and Dick broke up the next day and were to join the girls then at Kirrin Cottage. Anne was really looking forward to seeing them again. A term was a long time to be away from one another. She had been glad to have her cousin George with her. The three of them had stayed with George in the summer, and had had some exciting adventures together on the little island off the coast. An old castle stood on the island and in the dungeons the children had made all kinds of wonderful discoveries.

‘It will be lovely to go across to Kirrin Island again, George,’ said Anne, as the train sped off towards the west.

‘We shan’t be able to,’ said George. ‘The sea is terribly rough around the island in the winter. It would be too dangerous to try and row there.’

‘Oh, what a pity,’ said Anne, disappointed. ‘I was looking forward to some more adventures there.’

‘There won’t be any adventures at Kirrin in the winter,’ said George. ‘It’s cold down there – and when it snows we sometimes get completely snowed in – can’t even walk to the village because the sea-wind blows the snow-drifts so high.’

‘Oooh – that sounds exciting!’ said Anne.

‘It isn’t really,’ said George. ‘It’s boring – nothing to do but sit at home all day, or go out with a spade and dig the snow away.’

It was a long time before the train reached the little station that served Kirrin. But at last it was pulling in slowly and stopping at the tiny platform. The two girls jumped out eagerly and saw George’s mother waiting for them.

‘Hello, George darling – hello, Anne!’ said George’s mother, giving them both a hug. ‘Anne, I’m so sorry about your mum, but she’s getting on all right, you’ll be glad to know.’

‘Oh, good!’ said Anne. ‘It’s nice of you to have us, Aunt Fanny. We’ll try to be good! What about Uncle Quentin? Will he mind having four children in the house in the winter-time? We won’t be able to go out and leave him in peace as often as we did in the summer!’

George’s father was a scientist, a very clever man, but rather frightening. He had little patience with children, and the four of them had felt a bit scared of him at times in the summer.

‘Oh, your uncle is still working very hard at his book,’ said Aunt Fanny. ‘You know, he has been working out a secret theory – a secret idea – and putting it all into his book. He says that once it is all explained and finished, he’s going to take it to some high authority, and then his idea will be used for the good of the country.’

‘How exciting!’ said Anne. ‘What’s the secret?’

‘I can’t tell you that, silly,’ said her aunt, laughing. ‘Anyway, I don’t know it. Come along, now – it’s cold standing here. Timothy looks very fat and well, George.’

‘Oh Mum, he’s had a wonderful time at school,’ said George. ‘He really has. He chewed up the cook’s old slippers …’

‘And he chased the cat that lives in the stables every time he saw her,’ said Anne.

‘And he once got into the kitchen and ate a whole steak pie,’ said George, ‘and once …’

‘I should think the school will refuse to have Timothy next term,’ said her mother, in horror. ‘Was he punished?’

‘No – he wasn’t,’ said George, going red. ‘You see, Mum, we are responsible for our pets and their behaviour ourselves – so if ever Timothy does anything bad I’m punished for it, because I haven’t shut him up properly, or something like that.’

‘Well, you must have had quite a lot of punishments then,’ said her mother, as she drove the little pony-trap along the frosty roads. ‘I really think that’s rather a good idea!’ There was a twinkle in her eyes as she spoke. ‘I think I’ll keep on with the same idea – punish you every time Timothy misbehaves!’

The girls laughed. They felt happy and excited. Holidays were fun. Going back to Kirrin was lovely. Tomorrow the boys would come – and then Christmas would be there!

‘Lovely Kirrin Cottage!’ said Anne, as they came in sight of the pretty old house. ‘Oh – look, there’s Kirrin Island!’ The two looked out to sea, where the old ruined castle stood on the little island of Kirrin – what adventures they had had there in the summer!

The girls went into the house. ‘Quentin!’ called George’s mother. ‘Quentin! The girls are here.’

Uncle Quentin came out of his study at the other side of the house. Anne thought he looked taller and darker than ever. ‘And frownier!’ she said to herself. Uncle Quentin might be very clever, but Anne preferred someone fun and smiling like her own father. She shook hands with her uncle politely, and watched George kiss him.

‘Well!’ said Uncle Quentin to Anne. ‘I hear I’ve got to get a tutor for you! At least, for the two boys. You’ll have to behave yourself with a tutor, I can tell you!’

This was meant to be a joke, but it didn’t sound very nice to Anne and George. People you had to behave well with were usually very strict and tiresome. Both girls were glad when George’s father had gone back into his study.

‘Your father has been working far too hard lately,’ said George’s mother to her. ‘He is tired out. Thank goodness his book is nearly finished. He had hoped to finish it by Christmas so that he could join in the fun and games – but now he says he can’t.’

‘What a pity,’ said Anne, politely, though secretly she thought it was a good thing. It wouldn’t be much fun having to play charades with Uncle Quentin! ‘Oh, Aunt Fanny, I’m so looking forward to seeing Julian and Dick – and they’ll be really pleased to see Tim and George. Nobody calls George Georgina at school, not even our form teacher. I was hoping they would, because I wanted to see what would happen when she refused to answer to Georgina! George, you liked school, didn’t you?’

‘Yes,’ said George, ‘I did. I thought I’d hate being with a lot of others, but it’s fun, after all. But Mum, you won’t find my report very good, I’m afraid. There were such a lot of things I was bad at because I’d never done them before.’

‘Well, you’d never been to school before!’ said her mother. ‘I’ll explain it to your father if he gets upset. Now go along and get ready for a late tea. You must be very hungry.’

The girls went upstairs to their little room. ‘I’m glad I’m not spending the holidays by myself,’ said George. ‘I’ve had much more fun since I’ve known you and the boys. Hey, Timothy, where have you gone?’

‘He’s gone to smell all around the house to make sure it’s his proper home!’ said Anne, with a giggle. ‘He wants to know if the kitchen smells the same – and the bathroom – and his basket. It must be just as exciting for him to come home for the holidays as it is for us!’

Anne was right. Timothy was thrilled to be back again. He ran around George’s mother, sniffing at her legs in friendliness, pleased to see her again. He ran into the kitchen but soon came out again because someone new was there – Joanna the cook – a fat, panting person who eyed him with suspicion.

‘You can come into this kitchen once a day for your dinner,’ said Joanna. ‘And that’s all. I’m not having meat and sausages and chicken disappearing under my nose if I can help it. I know what dogs are, I do!’

Timothy ran into the dining room and the sitting room, and was pleased to find they had the same old smell. He put his nose to the door of the study where George’s father worked, and sniffed very cautiously. He didn’t mean to go in. Timothy was just as wary of George’s father as the others were!

He ran upstairs to the girls’ bedroom again. Where was his basket? Ah, there it was by the window-seat. Good! That meant he was to sleep in the girls’ bedroom once more. He curled himself up in his basket, and thumped loudly with his tail.

‘Glad to be back,’ said his tail, ‘glad – to – be – back!’


2 All together again

The next day the boys came back. Anne and George went to meet them with Timothy. George drove the pony-trap, and Tim sat beside her. Anne could hardly wait for the train to stop at the station. She ran along the platform, looking for Julian and Dick in the carriages that passed.

Then she saw them. They were looking out of a window at the back of the train, waving and yelling.

‘Anne! Anne! Here we are! Hello, George! Oh, there’s Timothy!’

‘Julian! Dick!’ yelled Anne. Timothy began to bark and leap about. Everyone was excited.

‘Oh, Julian! It’s lovely to see you both again!’ cried Anne, giving her two brothers a hug each. Timothy leapt up and licked them both. He was beside himself with joy. Now he had all the children around him that he loved.

The three children and the dog stood happily together, all talking at once while the porter got the luggage out of the train. Anne suddenly remembered George. She looked around her. She was nowhere to be seen, although she had come on the station platform with Anne.

‘Where’s George?’ said Julian. ‘I saw her here when I waved out of the window.’

‘She must have gone back to the pony-trap,’ said Anne. ‘Bring your bags out to the trap, Julian. Come along! We’ll go and find George.’

George was standing by the pony, holding his head. She looked rather gloomy, Anne thought. The boys went up to her.

‘Hello, George!’ cried Julian, and gave her a hug. Dick did the same.

‘What’s up?’ asked Anne, wondering at George’s sudden silence.

‘I believe George felt left out!’ said Julian with a grin. ‘Funny old Georgina!’

‘Don’t call me Georgina!’ said the little girl fiercely. The boys laughed.

‘Ah, it’s the same fierce George, all right,’ said Dick, and gave the girl a friendly slap on the shoulder. ‘Oh, George – it’s good to see you again. Do you remember our amazing adventures in the summer?’

George felt her awkwardness slipping away from her. She had felt left out when she had seen the great welcome that the two boys gave to their small sister – but no one could sulk for long with Julian and Dick. They just wouldn’t let anyone feel left out or awkward or sulky.

The four children climbed into the trap. The porter heaved in the two trunks. There was only just room for them. Timothy sat on top of the trunks, his tail wagging nineteen to the dozen, and his tongue hanging out because he was panting with delight.

‘You two girls were lucky to be able to take Tim to school with you,’ said Dick, patting the big dog lovingly. ‘No pets are allowed at our school.’

‘Thompson kept white mice,’ said Julian. ‘And one day they escaped and met Matron around a corner of the passage. She squealed the place down.’

The girls laughed. The boys always had funny tales to tell when they got home.

‘And Kennedy keeps snails,’ said Dick. ‘You know, snails sleep for the winter – but Kennedy kept his in far too warm a place, and they all crawled out of their box and went up the walls. You should have heard us laugh when the geography teacher asked Thompson to point out Cape Town on the map – and there was one of the snails in the very place!’

Everyone laughed again. It was so good to be all together once more. They were very close in age – Julian was twelve, George and Dick were eleven, and Anne was ten. Holidays and Christmas time were in front of them. No wonder they laughed at everything, even the silliest little joke!

‘It’s good that Mum is getting better, isn’t it?’ said Dick, as the pony went along the road at a great pace. ‘I was disappointed not to go home – I did want to go to see Aladdin and the Lamp, and the circus – but still, it’s good to be back at Kirrin Cottage again. I wish we could have some more exciting adventures. Not a hope of that this time, though.’

‘There’s one snag about these holidays,’ said Julian. ‘And that’s the tutor. I hear we’ve got to have one because Dick and I missed so much school this term, and we’ve got to take important exams next summer.’

‘Yes,’ said Anne. ‘I hope he’ll be nice. Uncle Quentin is going to choose one today.’

Julian and Dick made faces at one another. They felt sure that any tutor chosen by Uncle Quentin would be anything but nice. Uncle Quentin’s idea of a tutor would be somebody strict and gloomy and forbidding.
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