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HAPPY CHRISTMAS, FIVE!
Christmas Eve at Kirrin Cottage – and the Five were all there together! They were up in the boys’ bedroom, wrapping Christmas presents in bright paper. Timmy was very excited, and nosed about the room, his long tail wagging in delight.
‘Don’t keep slapping my legs with your tail, Tim,’ said Anne. ‘Look out, George, he’s getting tangled up with your ball of string!’ ‘Don’t look round, Anne, I’m wrapping up your present,’ said Dick. ‘There’ll be a lot to give out this Christmas, with all of us here – and everyone giving everyone else something!’ ‘I’ve a B-O-N-E for Timmy,’ said Anne, ‘but it’s downstairs in the larder. I was afraid he’d sniff it out up here.’ ‘Woof,’ said Timmy, slapping his tail against Anne’s legs again. ‘He knows perfectly well that B-O-N-E spells bone,’ said Julian. ‘Now you’ve made him sniff all about my parcels! Timmy – go downstairs, please!’ ‘Oh no – he does so love Christmas time, and helping us to wrap up parcels,’ said George. ‘Sit, Timmy. SIT, I say. That’s the third time you’ve knocked down my pile of presents.’ Downstairs, her father and mother were wrapping up parcels, too. They seemed to have as many as the four cousins upstairs! Mrs Kirrin looked at the pile of packages on the table.
‘Far too many to go on the tree!’ she said. ‘We’d better put all our parcels and the children’s too into a sack, Quentin. We can stand the sack at the bottom of the tree, and you can be Father Christmas and hand them out tomorrow morning.’ ‘I am NOT going to be Father Christmas,’ said Mr Kirrin. ‘All this nonsense at Christmas time! Bits of paper everywhere – parcels to undo – Timmy barking his head off. Listen to him now! I’ll go mad! He’s to go to his kennel.





	
			

			


Christmas ‘No, no, Quentin – don’t upset George on Christmas Eve,’ said Mrs Kirrin. ‘Look – you go and sit down quietly in your study and read the paper. I’ll finish the parcels. But you MUST be good and hand them out to the children tomorrow morning – yes, and hand Timmy’s to him too.’ Supper-time came all too soon that night. When the bell rang to tell the Five that the meal was ready, they groaned.
‘Have to finish afterwards,’ said Dick, looking round at the mess of parcels, paper, string, ribbon and labels. ‘Supper, Timmy, supper!’ Timmy shot downstairs at top speed, bumping heavily into Mr Kirrin, who was just coming out of his study. Timmy gave him a quick lick of apology, and ran into the dining-room, putting his front feet on the table to see what was there.
‘Down, Timmy – what manners!’ said Julian. ‘Hello, Uncle Quentin – done up all your parcels yet?’ His uncle grunted. Aunt Fanny laughed. ‘He’s going to be Father Christmas tomorrow morning and hand out all the presents,’ she said. ‘Don’t scowl like that, Quentin dear – you look just like George when I tell her to fetch something!’ ‘I do NOT scowl,’ said George, scowling immediately, of course. Everyone roared at her, and she had to smile.
‘Christmas Day tomorrow,’ said Anne happily. ‘Aunt Fanny, it’s lovely of you to have us all here for Christmas. We’ll never finish opening our parcels tomorrow morning! I’ve got at least one for everybody, and so has everyone else.’ ‘A nice little bit of arithmetic,’ said Julian. ‘That means we’ve about forty or more presents to undo – counting in those for Joanna and Timmy.’ ‘What a waste of time!’ That remark came from Uncle Quentin, of course!
‘It’s a good thing you’re not as horrible as you pretend to be, Dad,’ said George, and grinned at him. ‘You always look so fierce – and yet I bet you’ve been round the shops buying all kinds of things. Hasn’t he, Mum? I bet he’s bought Timmy something, too.





	
			

			


The Famous Five Treasury ‘Stop saying “I bet”,’ said her father. ‘And don’t put ideas in Timmy’s head. Why on earth should I go shopping for him?’ ‘Woof!’ said Timmy, from under the table, delighted to hear his name. He wagged his tail violently and Mr Kirrin leapt to his feet with a yell.
‘Take that dog out! Slapping me with his tail like that! Why can’t he have a  short tail? I’ll . . .’ ‘Sit down, Quentin,’ said his wife. ‘Timmy, come out. Sit over there. Now – let’s change the subject!’ The four cousins looked at one another and grinned. It was lovely to be at Kirrin Cottage again, with dear kind Aunt Fanny, and quick-tempered Uncle Quentin. He was now beaming round at them, offering them a second helping.
‘No thanks,’ said Dick. ‘I’m saving up for the pudding. I spotted it in the larder – scrumptious!’ After supper they finished their parcels, and brought them all down to the sitting-room. The tree was there, looking very cheerful, although the candles on it were not yet lit. It was hung with tinsel and little sparkling ornaments, and had at the top the fairy doll that had been on every Christmas tree since George was little.
The parcels were put into a big sack, and this was set at the foot of the tree, ready for the morning. Timmy immediately went to sniff at it, from top to bottom.
‘He can smell his Christmas bone,’ said Anne. ‘Timmy, come away. I won’t have you guessing my present!’ Later they played games, and Timmy joined in. He was so excited that he began to bark, and Uncle Quentin stormed out of his study at once, and appeared in the sitting-room.
‘George! I’ve told you before I won’t have Timmy barking in the house. Yes, I know it’s Christmas Eve, but I can’t STAND that barking. Why must he have such a loud one? It’s enough to deafen me. I’ll turn him out. He can go to his kennel!’ 1





	
			

			


Christmas ‘Oh no, Dad – not on Christmas Eve!’ said George, horrified. ‘Timmy, go and lie down – and BE QUIET!’ ‘He’s to go out to his kennel,’ said her father. ‘That’s my last word. Out, Timmy, OUT!’ So out poor Timmy had to go, his tail well down. He felt puzzled. The children had been shouting, hadn’t they? It was their way of barking. Well, why couldn’t he shout in his own way, which was barking?
George was cross, and Anne was almost in tears. Poor Timmy – to be sent out to his kennel on Christmas Eve! She went to comfort George, and was surprised to see that she wasn’t looking upset.
‘Don’t worry, Anne – I’ll fetch him in when we go to bed and he can sleep in our room as usual,’ she said.
‘You can’t do that!’ said Anne. ‘Uncle Quentin would be furious if he discovered him there.’ ‘He won’t,’ said George. ‘It’s no good, Anne – I’m going to have Timmy with me tonight, although I KNOW I shouldn’t. I couldn’t bear not to. I’ll own up to Dad tomorrow.’ So, when the household was safely in bed, George crept downstairs to fetch Timmy from his kennel. He whined softly in joy and wagged his big tail.
‘Be quiet now,’ whispered George, and she took him upstairs – completely forgetting to lock the kitchen door! Timmy settled down on the rug beside her bed, very happy, and soon Anne and George were fast asleep in their beds, while the two boys slept soundly in their room nearby.
All four were awakened by a terrific bout of barking from Timmy! He stood at the bedroom door, scraping at it, trying to open it, barking at the top of his voice! George leapt out of bed in alarm.
‘What is it, Timmy? What is it? Stop barking – Dad’ll hear you and kno





	
			

			


The Famous Five Treasury you’re in the house and not in your kennel. Oh DO shut up, Timmy!’ But by this time everyone was wide awake, and soon the whole household was out on the landing, alarmed. George’s father was very angry when he saw that Timmy was in the house after all. ‘Why isn’t he in his kennel? What’s the matter with him? How DARE you disobey me, George?’ ‘Take him out to his kennel at once, George,’ said her mother, very cross too. ‘He’s over-excited tonight – it was all that fun and games you had. Take him out at once.’ ‘But, Mum – he doesn’t usually bark. Perhaps there was a burglar in the house,’ said poor George.
‘Nonsense!’ said her father, angrily. ‘No burglar would come on Christmas Eve. Take the dog out to his kennel – and don’t let me hear another sound tonight!’ ‘Go on, George, now,’ said her mother. ‘Do as you’re told and don’t spoil Christmas.’ Timmy was very sad to be put into his kennel again. He whined dismally, and George almost made up her mind to stay outside with him. But his kennel wasn’t big enough to take both of them, so she gave him a hug and went indoors with Anne, scowling in the darkness.
This time she remembered to lock the door behind her! Soon everyone was in bed again, and sound asleep.
Anne awoke a little while later and sat up in bed. She had heard something – some noise downstairs. She sat and listened. Was there someone in the sitting room? Then she heard a click. ‘Like a door being shut,’ she thought, and wondered if she should wake George. No – surely Timmy would bark loudly if he heard anything suspicious – he was only just outside, in his kennel. Perhaps he had heard something when he had barked before.
‘Well, anyway, I’m not going downstairs by myself in the dark,’ thought Anne. ‘And I really daren’t wake Uncle or Aunt. I must leave Timmy to deal with whatever 1





	
			

			


Christmas it is. He can always bark or howl if someone is about!’ Timmy had heard something, and he was sitting in his kennel, ears pricked up, a little growl grumbling in his throat. He really didn’t dare to bark this time. He had heard something before, when he had barked in George’s bedroom, and awakened the whole household – and yet there had been nobody downstairs then that he could see or smell!
But somebody was in the house – someone who had crept in at the kitchen door, when George had left it unlocked! That Somebody had hidden in the coal cellar, door fast shut, when Timmy had barked and alarmed the household! Now the Somebody was about again, switching on a small torch, making the little noises that had awakened Anne.
It was Tom, the bad boy of the village! He had been out to a rowdy party, and had passed Kirrin Cottage on his way home. He had tiptoed to the front door, and gone to the garden door and tried both handles – no, they were locked! Then he had slipped round to the kitchen door, and to his surprise and delight had found it opened when he turned the handle.
He had crept inside and was just looking round when Timmy had begun to bark upstairs – and quick as a rabbit Tom had slipped into the coal cellar, and shivered there while the household came out on to the landing, angry with Timmy, who was then put into his kennel.
When all was quiet, and the dog safely in his kennel, the boy looked quietly round to see what he could take. He thought he heard a noise, and stopped in alarm. No, it was only the coals dropping in the grate. He felt scared, and swung his torch round and about to see what he could easily take away with him.
He saw the sack lying by the Christmas tree – how it bulged with the parcels inside it! Tom grinned in delight. ‘Must be full of wonderful presents!’ he thought. ‘All nicely bundled up in a sack, too – couldn’t be easier for me to carry!’ He lifted it, put it over his shoulder, and tiptoed out of the kitchen door





	
			

			


The Famous Five Treasury shutting it with a little click – the click that Anne had heard from upstairs!
Timmy knew there was someone about, of course – but now he didn’t dare to bark. He had been put into his kennel as a punishment for barking – if he barked again and woke Mr Kirrin, goodness knows what would happen to him! So he kept completely silent, and slipped out of his kennel, and down the garden path after the boy with the sack. He followed him all the way to the village, unseen and unheard. How he longed to growl, how he longed to fly at this nasty little robber-boy and nip him sharply in the leg! He saw the boy go through a gate and walk to a shed nearby. He went in, and came out again – but this time without the sack! Then he let himself into the house nearby, shut the door, and disappeared.
Timmy sat down to think. After a minute he went to the shed and slipped through the half-broken wooden door. He smelt the sack at once. That bulging sack belonged to George! Very well – it must at once be taken back to Kirrin Cottage before the boy took out all the presents in it. Timmy sniffed at the parcels inside. His own parcel was there – the one with the bone that Anne had wrapped up for him. Timmy growled. So that boy had DARED to carry away his bone! Timmy decided to take the whole sack back to Kirrin Cottage.
But it was far too heavy for him to drag out of the shed! What was he to do? He worked his head into the open sack neck again and pulled out a parcel – then another and another! Good – he would take them one by one to his kennel and hide them there for Christmas morning!
And that is exactly what dear, patient Timmy did! He took all those parcels one by one to his kennel, trotting back and forth so many times that he began to feel he was walking in a dream!
It was lucky that Kirrin Cottage wasn’t far from the boy’s home, or Timmy 14 would have been trotting to and fro all night





	
			

			


Christmas At last the sack was empty, and the last parcel safely tucked into the back of his big kennel.
There was hardly room for Timmy to sit in it! Tired out but very happy, he put down his head on his paws, and fell sound asleep.
He was awakened next morning by a great hubbub in Kirrin Cottage! ‘Aunt Fanny! Uncle Quentin! The sack of presents is gone – and the kitchen door’s wide open! Someone’s stolen all our presents in the night.’ ‘That’s why Timmy barked! He knew there was somethinggoing on! Oh, our beautiful presents! What a MEAN trick!’ ‘But why didn’t Tim catch the thief when he slipped out of the kitchen door with the sack? Poor Tim – he must have been too scared to do anything, after being scolded for barking before, and made to go to his kennel!’ ‘Christmas is spoilt!’ said Anne, with tears in her eyes. ‘No presents at all – no surprises – no fun!’ ‘Woof!’ said Timmy, coming out of his kennel, as the four children came up the path. ‘Woof!’ ‘Who took our lovely presents, Timmy – and where do you think they are now?’ said George, sorrowfully. ‘Didn’t you dare to bark?’ ‘Woof,’ said Timmy, in an apologetic voice, and went into his kennel. He backed out with something in his mouth – a parcel! He went in and fetched another – and another – and another!
He laid them all down in front of the astounded children, wagging his tail.
‘TIMMY! Where did you get them? Where’s the sack? Did you chase the thief, and take the parcels one by one out of the sack – and bring them home?’ asked George, in wonder.
‘Woof,’ said Timmy, agreeing, and wagged his tail vigorously. He pawed at one of the parcels, and Anne gave a delighted laugh.
‘That’s my present to you!’ she said. ‘You knew it was for you, Tim – you smel





	
			

			


The Famous Five Treasury the bone inside.’ ‘Darling, darling Tim, how clever you are! You stored all our presents safely in your kennel, so that we’d have them on Christmas morning after all! I’ll undo your parcel and you’ll have my present first of all!’ ‘WOOF, WOOF, WOOF!’ barked Timmy, in delight, and not even Uncle Quentin frowned at the tremendous noise.
‘Good old Timmy! Open your parcel and then go indoors and gnaw your bone, while you watch the others open theirs.’ Happy Christmas to all the Five – and especially to you, Timmy-dog, especially to you!
1





	
			

			


Christmas CHRISTMAS AT KIRRIN COTTAGE Much to Dick’s disgust, the children have a tutor called Mr Roland in the Christmas holidays.
For the next day or two the four children did not really have much time to think about the Secret Way, because Christmas was coming near, and there was a good deal to do.
There were Christmas cards to draw and paint for their mothers and fathers and friends. There was the house to decorate. They went out with Mr Roland to find sprays of holly, and came home laden.
‘You look like a Christmas card yourselves,’ said Aunt Fanny, as they walked up the garden path, carrying the red-berried holly over their shoulders. Mr Roland had found a group of trees with tufts of mistletoe growing from the top branches, and they had brought some of that too. Its berries shone like pale green pearls.
‘Mr Roland had to climb the tree to get this,’ said Anne. ‘He’s a good climber – as good as a monkey.’ Everyone laughed except George. She never laughed at anything to do with the tutor. They all dumped their loads down in the porch, and went to wash. They were to decorate the house that evening.
‘Is Uncle going to let his study be decorated too?’ asked Anne. There were  all kinds of strange instruments and glass tubes in the study now, and the  children looked at them with wonder whenever they ventured into the study, which was very seldom.
‘No, my study is certainly not to be messed about,’ said Uncle Quentin, at once. ‘I wouldn’t hear of it.’ ‘Uncle, why do you have all these funny things in your study?’ asked Anne, looking round with wide eyes.
Uncle Quentin laughed. ‘I’m looking for a secret formula!’ he said





	
			

			


The Famous Five Treasury ‘What’s that?’ said Anne.
‘You wouldn’t understand,’ said her uncle. ‘All these “funny things” as you call them, help me in my experiments, and I put down in my book what they tell me – and from all I learn I work out a secret formula, which will be of great use when it is finished.’ ‘You want to know a secret formula, and we want to know a secret way,’ said Anne, quite forgetting that she was not supposed to talk about this.
Julian was standing by the door. He frowned at Anne. Luckily Uncle Quentin was not paying any more attention to the little girl’s chatter. Julian pulled her out of the room.
‘Anne, the only way to stop you giving away secrets is to sew up your mouth, like Brer Rabbit wanted to do to Mister Dog!’ he said.
Joanna the cook was busy baking Christmas cakes. An enormous turkey had been sent over from Kirrin Farm, and was hanging up in the larder. Timothy thought it smelt glorious, and Joanna was always shooing him out of the kitchen.
There were boxes of crackers on the shelf in the sitting-room, and mysterious parcels everywhere. It was very, very Christmassy! The children were happy and excited.
Mr Roland went out and dug up a little spruce fir tree. ‘We must have a Christmas tree,’ he said. ‘Have you any tree-ornaments, children?’ ‘No,’ said Julian, seeinggeorge shake her head.
‘I’ll go into the town this afternoon and get some for you,’ promised the tutor. ‘It will be fun dressing the tree. We’ll put it in the hall, and light candles on it on Christmas Day after tea. Who’s coming with me to get the candles and the ornaments?’ ‘I am!’ cried three children. But the fourth said nothing. That was George. Not even to buy tree-ornaments would the obstinate little girl go with Mr Roland. Now the tree stood in the hall, with coloured candles in holders clipped to the branches, and bright shining ornaments hanging from top to bottom. Silver strands 1





	
			

			


Christmas offrosted string hung down from the branches like icicles, and Anne had put bits of white cotton wool here and there to look like snow. It really was a lovely sight to see.
‘Beautiful!’ said Uncle Quentin, as he passed through the hall, and saw Mr Roland hanging the last ornaments on the tree. ‘I say – look at the fairy doll on the top! Who’s that for? A good girl?’ Anne secretly hoped that Mr Roland would give her the doll. She was sure it wasn’t for George – and anyway, George wouldn’t accept it. It was such a pretty doll, with its gauzy frock and silvery wings.
Julian, Dick and Anne had quite accepted the tutor now as teacher and friend. In fact, everyone had, their uncle and aunt too, and even Joanna the cook. George, of course, was the only exception, and she and Timothy kept away from Mr Roland, each looking as sulky as the other whenever the tutor was in the room.
‘You know, I never knew a dog could look so sulky!’ said Julian, watching Timothy. ‘Really, he scowls almost like George.’ ‘And I always feel as if George puts her tail down like Tim, when Mr Roland is in the room,’ giggled Anne.
‘Laugh all you like,’ said George, in a low tone. ‘I think you’re beastly to me. I know I’m right about Mr Roland. I’ve got a feeling about him. And so has Tim.’ ‘You’re silly, George,’ said Dick. ‘You haven’t really got a feeling – it’s only that Mr Roland will keep calling you Georgina and putting you in your place, and that he doesn’t like Tim. I dare say he can’t help disliking dogs. After all, there was once a famous man called Lord Roberts who couldn’t bear cats.’ ‘Oh well, cats are different,’ said George. ‘If a person doesn’t like dogs, especially a dog like our Timothy, then there really must be something wrong with him.’ ‘It’s no use arguing with George,’ said Julian. ‘Once she’s made up her mind about something, she won’t budge!’ George went out of the room in a huff. The others thought she was





	
			

			


The Famous Five Treasury behaving rather stupidly.
‘I’m surprised really,’ said Anne. ‘She was so jolly last term at school. Now she’s gone all strange, rather like she was when we first knew her last summer.’ ‘I do think Mr Roland has been decent digging up the Christmas tree and everything,’ said Dick. ‘I still don’t like him awfully much sometimes, but I think he’s a sport. What about asking him if he can read that old linen rag for us – I don’t think I’d mind him sharing our secret, really.’ ‘I would love him to share it,’ said Anne, who was busy doing a marvellous Christmas card for the tutor. ‘He’s most awfully clever. I’m sure he could tell us what the Secret Way is. Do let’s ask him.’ ‘All right,’ said Julian. ‘I’ll show him the piece of linen. It’s Christmas Eve tonight. He will be with us in the sitting-room, because Aunt Fanny is going into the study with Uncle Quentin to wrap up presents for all of us!’ So, that evening, before Mr Roland came in to sit with them, Julian took out the little roll of linen and stroked it out flat on the table. George looked at it in surprise.
‘Mr Roland will be here in a minute,’ she said. ‘You’d better put it away quickly.’ ‘We’re going to ask him if he can tell us what the old Latin words mean,’ said Julian.
‘You’re not!’ cried George, in dismay. ‘Ask him to share our secret! How ever can you?’ ‘Well, we want to know what the secret is, don’t we?’ said Julian. ‘We don’t need to tell him where we got this or anything about it except that we want to know what the markings mean. We’re not exactly sharing the secret with him – only asking him to use his brains to help us.’ ‘Well, I never thought you’d ask him,’ said George. ‘And he’ll want to know simply everything about it, you just see if he won’t! He’s terribly snoopy.’ ‘Whatever do you mean?’ said Julian, in surprise. ‘I don’t think he’s a bit 20 snoopy.





	
			

			





	
			

			


The Famous Five Treasury ‘I saw him yesterday snooping round the study when no one was there,’ said George. ‘He didn’t see me outside the window with Tim. He was having a real poke round.’ ‘You know how interested he is in your father’s work,’ said Julian. ‘Why shouldn’t he look at it? Your father likes him too. You’re just seeing what horrid things you can find to say about Mr Roland.’ ‘Oh shut up, you two,’ said Dick. ‘It’s Christmas Eve. Don’t let’s argue or quarrel or say beastly things.’ Just at that moment the tutor came into the room. ‘All as busy as bees?’ he said, his mouth smiling beneath its moustache. ‘Too busy to have a game of cards, I suppose?’ ‘Mr Roland, sir,’ began Julian, ‘could you help us with something? We’ve got an old bit of linen here with odd markings on it. The words seem to be in some sort of Latin and we can’t make them out.’ George gave an angry exclamation as she saw Julian push the piece of linen over towards the tutor. She went out of the room and shut the door with a bang. Tim was with her.
‘Our sweet-tempered Georgina doesn’t seem to be very friendly tonight,’ remarked Mr Roland, pulling the bit of linen towards him. ‘Where in the world did you get this? What an odd thing!’ Nobody answered. Mr Roland studied the roll of linen, and then gave an exclamation. ‘Ah – I see why you wanted to know the meaning of those Latin words the other day – the ones that meant “hidden path”, you remember. They are at the top of this linen roll.’ ‘Yes,’ said Dick. All the children leaned over towards Mr Roland, hoping he would be able to unravel a little of the mystery for them.
22 ‘We just want to know the meaning of the words, sir,’ said Julian.
‘This is really very interesting,’ said the tutor, puzzling over the linen





	
			

			


Christmas ‘Apparently there are directions here for finding the opening or entrance of a secret path or road.’ ‘That’s what we thought!’ cried Julian, excitedly. ‘That’s exactly what we thought. Oh, sir, do read the directions and see what you make of them.’ ‘Well, these eight squares are meant to represent wooden boards or panels, I think,’ said the tutor, pointing to the eight rough squares drawn on the linen. ‘Wait a minute – I can hardly read some of the words. This is most fascinating. Solum lapideum – paries ligneus – and what’s this? – cellula – yes, cellula!’ The children hung on his words. ‘Wooden panels!’ That must mean panels somewhere at Kirrin Farmhouse.
Mr Roland frowned down at the old printed words. Then he sent Anne to borrow a magnifyingglass from her uncle. She came back with it, and the four of them looked through the glass, seeing the words three times as clearly now.
‘Well,’ said the tutor at last, ‘as far as I can make out the directions mean this: a room facing east; eight wooden panels, with an opening somewhere to be found in that marked one; a stone floor – yes, I think that’s right, a stone floor, and a cupboard. It all sounds most extraordinary and very thrilling. Where did you get this from?’ ‘We just found it,’ said Julian, after a pause. ‘Oh, Mr Roland, thanks awfully. We could never have made it out by ourselves. I suppose the entrance to the Secret Way is in a room facing east then.’ ‘It looks like it,’ said Mr Roland, poring over the linen roll again. ‘Where did you say you found this?’ ‘We didn’t say,’ said Dick. ‘It’s a secret really, you see.’ ‘I think you might tell me,’ said the tutor, looking at Dick with his brilliant blue eyes. ‘I can be trusted with secrets. You’ve no idea how many strange secrets I know.





	
			

			


The Famous Five Treasury ‘Well,’ said Julian, ‘I don’t really see why you shouldn’t know where we found this, Mr Roland. We found it at Kirrin Farmhouse, in an old tobacco pouch. I suppose the Secret Way begins somewhere there! I wonder where and wherever can it lead to?’ ‘You found it at Kirrin Farmhouse!’ exclaimed Mr Roland. ‘Well, well – I must say that seems to be an interesting old place. I shall have to go over there one day.’ Julian rolled up the piece of linen and put it into his pocket. ‘Well, thank you, sir,’ he said. ‘You’ve solved a bit of the mystery for us but set another puzzle! We must look for the entrance of the Secret Way after Christmas, when we can walk over to Kirrin Farmhouse.’ ‘I’ll come with you,’ said Mr Roland. ‘I may be able to help a little. That is – if you don’t mind me having a little share in this exciting secret.’ ‘Well – you’ve been such a help in telling us what the words mean,’ said Julian, ‘we’d like you to come if you want to, sir.’ ‘Yes, we would,’ said Anne.
‘We’ll go and look for the Secret Way, then,’ said Mr Roland. ‘What fun we shall have, tapping round the panels, waiting for a mysterious dark entrance to appear!’ ‘I don’t suppose George will go,’ Dick murmured to Julian. ‘You shouldn’t have said Mr Roland could go with us, Ju. That means that old George will have to be left out of it. You know how she hates that.’ ‘I know,’ said Julian, feeling uncomfortable. ‘Don’t let’s worry about that now though. George may feel different after Christmas. She can’t keep up this kind of behaviour for ever!’ *   *   * 24 It was great fun on Christmas morning. The children awoke early and  tumbled out of bed to look at the presents that were stacked on chairs nearby
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