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				‘I’m going to buy some Easter eggs,’ said Pip, at breakfast-time. ‘Are you coming too, Bets? Then we might go and call on old Fatty.’

				‘Oh yes – let’s!’ said Bets. ‘I’ve only seen him once since he came back from school, and then he was with Mrs Trotteville and we couldn’t say much.’

				‘We’ll call in and tell Larry and Daisy to come too,’ said Pip. ‘We might go and have buns and coffee at the café. Mummy, do you want anything in the village?’

				‘No, unless you’d like to buy yourself an alarm clock,’ said Mrs Hilton, buttering her toast. 

				Pip stared. ‘What for?’ he said. ‘I’ve got a watch.’

				Bets giggled. ‘You mean he might get up in time for breakfast then, Mummy!’ she said.

				‘Ha! Funny joke,’ said Pip. ‘Anyway, no alarm clock would wake me if I’m really asleep. Besides, Mummy – I’ve only just come back from a very, very hard term’s work, and as for the exams last week, well I bet you wouldn’t get top marks any more than I shall. I’ve not slept well for weeks, worrying about my marks.’

				‘I suppose that means that you’ll be somewhere near the bottom again,’ said Pip’s father, putting down his morning paper for a moment. ‘Well, we shall know the worst in a few days’ time when your report comes.’

				Pip changed the subject quickly – a trick which he was very good at. ‘Dad, what do you want for Easter?’ he asked. ‘I did think of getting you a new wallet – and Mummy, I suppose you wouldn’t like a marzipan egg, would you? I know you like marzipan, and . . .’

				The trick worked. Both his parents had to smile. His mother tapped him on the hand. ‘All right, all right, we won’t mention reports till after Easter. And yes, I do like marzipan. Now, do you want to finish the toast? – because, if so, I’ll leave you to it. Bets, remember to make your bed and dust your room before you go out. AND – please don’t forget that dinner is at one o’clock sharp.’

				The telephone rang as Mrs Hilton left the table. She went into the hall to answer it and called back into the room almost at once.

				‘It’s Fatty – he wants to speak to one of you. You go, Bets, you’ve finished your meal.’

				Bets flew to the telephone. ‘Hello! Hello, Fatty!’

				‘Hello, little Bets!’ said a warm, lively voice on the telephone. ‘What about meeting somewhere this morning? I’ve got a spot of Easter shopping to do.’

				‘Oh yes, Fatty!’ said Bets, eagerly. ‘Pip and I were just thinking the same. Let’s meet at the café, shall we – for buns and coffee? Say at quarter to eleven.’

				‘Right,’ said Fatty. ‘Will you tell Larry and Daisy, or shall I?’

				‘We will,’ said Bets. ‘Have you got any news, Fatty? Anything exciting happening?’

				She heard Fatty’s laugh at the other end of the phone. ‘What do you mean? You surely don’t think I’ve got a mystery up my sleeve already? Not a hope! As a matter of fact, I’m rather fed-up about something. Tell you when I see you. So long!’

				Bets put down her receiver, and went to tell Pip. He was eating the last piece of toast and was alone in the room. ‘My word!’ said Bets, eyeing the toast, ‘I never in my life saw so much marmalade spread on a small bit of toast.’

				‘Oh, be quiet,’ said Pip. ‘You wait till you go to boarding-school – you’ll know how nice it is to get home and not have to share the marmalade with about twenty others at your table. What did Fatty say?’

				Bets told him. ‘Fine!’ said Pip. ‘Well, you hurry up and make our beds, and . . .’

				‘You jolly well make your own,’ said Bets,  indignantly, and went out of the room. She went up the stairs two at a time, feeling happy. Holidays  were good – she wasn’t all alone then, the only one going to a day-school. All five of them were together – and Buster, Fatty’s little Scottie too – that made six.

				Pip and Bets called for Larry and Daisy at half past ten, and all four made their way to the village and went to their favourite little café. Fatty wasn’t there yet, so they sat down and ordered currant buns with butter, and hot coffee. ‘With plenty of milk,’ said Larry, ‘and you needn’t put in the sugar. We’ll help ourselves.’

				Fatty was five minutes late. He arrived on his bicycle, with Buster running beside the pedals. He came in, grinning as usual, and swung Bets out of her chair and up in the air. Then he put her down with a groan.

				‘No, I won’t be able to do that much longer,  Bets. You’re growing too big! My word, you’re a weight.’ Fatty helped himself to a bun. Then he  sobered up and looked thoughtful. ‘I’ve sworn to get fit these hols,’ he said. ‘I can smash tennis balls over the net all right, and place them as cunningly as the next man – and I can take a cannon-ball  service without blinking an eyelid – but it’s this running about the court that gets me. I puff like an old man.’

				‘Well, you’ll just have to practise then, Fatty,’ said Bets, feeling very sympathetic. ‘We’ll all help you.’

				‘I’m going to do cross-country running each day – or I might do it at night, when there’s not so much traffic,’ said Fatty. ‘You’ve seen guys tearing along all by themselves in white shorts and singlets, haven’t you? Grim and aloof and determined. Well, I shall be grim and aloof and determined.’

				‘Fatty, you said on the telephone this morning that you were fed-up about something,’ said Bets, remembering. ‘What did you mean?’

				‘Oh, yes,’ said Fatty, absentmindedly helping himself to a lump of sugar from the basin. ‘Well, it’s this – there’s some kind of peculiar conference going to be held here in Peterswood after Easter  – next week, I think – and one of the members is going to stay with us – he’s a friend of my father – he went to school with him or something.’

				‘Well – but why are you fed-up about that?’ asked Larry. ‘You won’t need to entertain him, surely? He’ll be some old fogey who spends his days at the conference, won’t he?’

				‘Oh yes, but he’s bringing his awful daughter,’ said Fatty. ‘At least, I’ve never seen her, but I bet she’ll be awful. Mummy says she’s an only child, and that her mother died when she was two, so she’s been brought up by her father. And I’m supposed to entertain her.’

				There was a horrified silence. ‘Gosh!’ said Pip at last. ‘That is bad news. Either we’ve got to do without your company these hols, Fatty – or you’ve got to bring the girl with you wherever we go.’

				‘That’s just about it,’ said Fatty, gloomily, and took another bun.

				‘When’s this girl coming?’ asked Bets. ‘I do think it’s too bad, Fatty. Why should you have to entertain her? Why can’t your mother?’

				‘Well, you know how busy my mother is, with committees and things,’ said Fatty. ‘She rushed off to something or other this morning and said, “Well, Frederick, I know I can depend on you to make Eunice feel at home – and don’t forget to meet her and her father on the eleven-fifty train . . .” ’

				‘Eunice!’ said Daisy. ‘Goodness, what an unusual name. But, look at the clock, Fatty – you won’t be in time to meet them – it’s quarter to twelve already!’

				‘Oh, my goodness!’ cried Fatty, leaping to his feet. ‘I must go. No, it’s all right. That clock’s fast. What about you all coming with me to the station and seeing what our dear Eunice is like? Come on!’

				They paid the bill hurriedly and went out of the little shop, all looking gloomy. Yes, no wonder Fatty felt fed-up. Blow Eunice – she would spoil everything!

			

		

	
		
			
				

				[image: Magnifying_glass.ai]

				[image: BK13_Chapheads.pdf]

				They hurried up the road, and past the Town Hall. ‘Look, that’s where the conference is going to be,’ said Larry, pointing to a large notice. ‘Four meetings next week – and look, it says, “All Coleopterists are invited to attend”. Whatever are Coleopterists?’

				‘Colly-what?’ asked Bets. ‘Fatty, what are these colly-people?’

				‘Owners of collie dogs?’ suggested Pip. ‘Or growers of cauliflowers?’

				‘Or sufferers from colly-wobbles?’ said Daisy, with a laugh.

				‘Silly,’ said Fatty. ‘They’re . . . hello, look out – here’s Mr Goon on his bicycle.’

				Mr Goon bore down on them, his uniform almost bursting at the seams. He was not at all pleased to see the Five, and even less pleased to see Buster, who immediately flew at his ankles. Goon glared at him.

				‘That dog!’ he said in disgust. ‘Call him off! So you’re back again for the holidays, are you? Well, no meddling in what isn’t your business, see? I’m going to be busy the next week or two, what with a Fair coming here, and that there conference of colly – colly – er . . .’

				‘Collie dog breeders?’ suggested Fatty, innocently.

				‘Oh, so that’s what they are, is it?’ said Goon, with displeasure. ‘Bringing a whole lot of dogs with them then, I shouldn’t wonder. Dogs! As if we hadn’t got enough running about in this town! You’d better keep that dog of yours on the lead, if there’s collie dogs wandering about,’ he said. ‘Vicious, some of them are – and they’d make mincemeat of that dog of yours.’

				And away sailed Goon on his bicycle, feeling very pleased at having ticked off the five children. Buster sent a volley of barks after him.

				‘Don’t say such rude things, Buster,’ said Fatty, gravely. ‘Remember that other dogs are listening.’

				Bets giggled. ‘Oh, Fatty, whatever made you tell Mr Goon about Pip’s silly idea of collie dog breeders? He’ll be watching out for collie dogs everywhere!’

				‘Anyway, what are Coleopterists?’ asked Daisy. ‘Don’t you know, Fatty! I thought you knew everything.’

				‘Of course I know,’ said Fatty, wheeling his bicycle along more quickly, as he caught sight of a clock. ‘Coleopterists are lovers of beetles.’

				This announcement was greeted with exclamations of utter disbelief.

				‘Liar! Nobody loves beetles! Ugh!’

				‘Fatty, we’re not as stupid as Mr Goon.’

				‘Think of something better than that, Fatty!’

				‘All right, all right,’ said Fatty, amiably. ‘I can think of plenty of things. But that happens to be the truth.’

				‘As if anyone would hold a conference about beetles!’ said Pip, scornfully. ‘I’ll ask your father’s friend about it!’

				‘Right. You ask him,’ said Fatty. ‘Hey, that was the train whistling – hurry up. My mother will be furious if I’m late meeting Mr Tolling and his dear little Eunice.’

				‘How old is she?’ panted Bets, trying to keep up with Fatty.

				‘I don’t know,’ said Fatty. ‘You’ll soon see. Here we are – just in time. Phew! Watch my bike for me, Pip – I’ll go on to the platform and meet father and daughter!’

				He flung his bicycle against the station wall and ran inside hurriedly as the train pulled in to a standstill, the engine humming in a way that Buster could not bear.

				Fatty smoothed back his hair and waited to see whether a man and a girl got out of the train. He soon saw a very small man with a dark beard and large glasses fussing over two suitcases. With him was a girl, rather taller than the man – a rather plain girl with two very long plaits hanging down her back. She wore school clothes  – a dark blue belted overcoat, and a dark blue felt hat with a coloured band and a badge on the left-hand side.

				Her loud, clear voice came to Fatty as he stood waiting. ‘No Dad, we don’t need a porter – you can take your small case and I’ll carry the large one. We’re sure to be able to get a taxi.’

				‘Where did I put the tickets?’ said her father, diving into one pocket after another.

				‘You gave them to me,’ said the girl in her clear, competent voice. Fatty felt horrified. Was this  bossy girl going to be his constant companion for at least a week? He watched her take the tickets out of a strong leather purse, and then put it safely away again. She looked all round.

				‘Wasn’t somebody going to meet us?’ she said. ‘Well, I do think . . .’

				Fatty didn’t know what she was about to say, as he rushed up to the two of them, but he could guess. He smiled politely.

				‘Er, are you Mr Belling, sir? I’m . . .’

				‘No, my name’s not Belling,’ said the small, bearded man. ‘It’s Tolling.’

				‘Oh gosh – sorry,’ said Fatty, who had quite honestly made a slip. ‘I suppose – er – well – bells toll, you know, so I . . .’

				‘It’s all right,’ said the girl. ‘I’m used to that silly joke, but my father isn’t – so don’t address him as Mr Belling, or Jingling, or Tingling – he just won’t understand, and it’s such a waste of time explaining to him what it means.’

				Fatty was quite taken aback. ‘Er – I’m Frederick Trotteville,’ he said, and put out his hand to take the suitcase from Mr Tolling.

				‘Well, if I wanted to be funny, like you, I’d address you as Frederick Canterville,’ said the girl, and gave him a sudden grin. ‘No, don’t take my suitcase, I can manage it, thanks. But be careful of Dad’s case – it’s full of beetles!’

				Fatty looked down at it anxiously and was relieved to see that it was well strapped. He didn’t fancy the idea of dead beetles spilling over the platform.

				‘I’ll get you a taxi,’ he said.

				‘Put Dad into a taxi with his beetles,’ said the girl. ‘By the way, I’m Eunice – Eunice Tolling, not  Belling. I don’t want to go in the taxi – they make me car-sick. I’d rather walk, if it’s all the same to you. You can put this other suitcase into the taxi too.’

				‘Yes, Ma’am,’ said Fatty, feeling as if he were under orders. He called the one and only taxi there and helped Mr Tolling into it. He insisted on having his beetle suitcase on his knees. Fatty put the second one on the floor, and then gave the driver his address. The taxi sped out of the station and Eunice heaved a sigh of relief.

				‘Well, that’s Dad safely settled,’ she said. ‘What time is it – about twelve? Is there anywhere near for me to have a bun or something? I’m famished. We had breakfast at seven o’clock.’

				‘Er – well, yes,’ said Fatty, and caught sight of the other four grinning at him nearby. ‘Wait a minute, though, please. I want to introduce you to four friends of mine – Larry, Pip, Daisy – and Bets.’

				‘Hello,’ said Eunice and gave them all a swift look. ‘And I suppose this Scottie is your dog? He keeps on getting under my feet – can you make him walk to heel?’

				‘Heel, Buster,’ said Fatty, in a strangled sort of voice, in the midst of a dead silence. Buster obediently came to heel and sat down, looking rather surprised. Not one of the others could find a word to say. They simply stared at Eunice, and then fell in behind her and Fatty, looking at one another slyly. What a girl!

				‘Er – Eunice wants something to eat,’ Fatty informed the others behind him. ‘Pity we’ve just had our elevenses. Where shall we take her?’

				‘There’s a tea shop or something over there, look,’ said Eunice, pointing to a rather expensive coffee shop which the children did not as a rule go to, because of the very high prices.

				‘That’s too expensive for us,’ said Daisy. ‘They charge a fortune just for . . .’

				‘Oh well, I’ll pay,’ said Eunice. ‘I must say I like the look of those chocolate éclairs. Come on, I’ll pay for you all.’

				‘Well, we’ve just had buns and coffee,’ said Daisy. ‘We don’t want any more to eat. And Fatty was with us.’

				‘Who’s Fatty?’ asked Eunice in surprise. ‘Oh, you mean Frederick. How rude! If that’s his nickname, I won’t use it. Frederick, I shall call you by your proper name, if you don’t mind.’

				‘Er – no, I don’t mind,’ said Fatty, signalling to the others to go away and leave them. He felt that he might be able to manage this awful girl better by himself without the others staring and giggling.

				‘Well, we’d better go,’ said Larry, reluctantly. This girl was dreadful, but it really was fascinating to see how she treated Fatty. Why, he had hardly got a word in! And to think she was going to stay in his home!

				‘So long,’ said Fatty curtly, and jerked his head violently to make the others understand that he wasn’t going to put up with them a minute longer. Grinning at him like that!

				They stood and watched Fatty and Eunice going through the shop door and finding a table. They gazed while Eunice signalled to a waitress and gave a lengthy order. They watched two plates of cakes and pastries being brought, and what looked like a cup of frothy drinking chocolate – yes, and one for Fatty too!

				Eunice was talking nineteen to the dozen! She could talk and eat at the same time, which was bad manners, but very interesting to watch. Fatty looked thoroughly miserable. He kept trying to interrupt, but Eunice was like a steamroller – and her conversation rolled over him without a stop.

				‘Poor old Fatty – fancy having to sit and listen to that awful girl all the time,’ said Bets, sympathetically.

				Fatty couldn’t bear to sit there in dead silence and watch Eunice devour all the pastries. If he could have talked himself, and aired his opinions as he generally did, it wouldn’t have been so bad. In self-defence he took an éclair – and another – and another.

				‘Oh, Fatty!’ said Daisy, still gazing through the window. She turned to the others. ‘Come on, let’s go. If he catches sight of us, he’ll be furious. We’d better go home.’

				Sadly they went down the road. Bets was almost in tears. ‘It wouldn’t have been quite so bad if Eunice had been nice,’ she said. ‘But how CAN we let her go about with us? – and yet we can’t desert poor Fatty and leave him alone with Eunice all the time. It really is a problem!’
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				Larry and Daisy went to tea with Pip and Bets that afternoon. Not a word had come from Fatty, not even a telephone call. But, in the middle of tea, they heard someone coming up the drive.

				Bets flew to the window. ‘It’s Fatty!’ she said. ‘Fatty – in white shorts and singlet and running shoes! He’s panting like anything. I suppose he’s trying to work off all those éclairs!’

				Pip yelled out of the window. ‘Come on up to the playroom. We’re having tea.’

				Fatty went in at the garden door and ran panting into the hall. He met Mrs Hilton coming out of the drawing-room with a friend. She gave a scream.

				‘Good gracious – what . . .! Oh, it’s you, Frederick. Have you come to tea in that get-up? Well, really!’

				‘Sorry, Mrs Hilton, I’m just doing a little cross-country running – in training, you know,’ panted Fatty, and escaped thankfully up the stairs. The others were waiting for him eagerly. Bets gave him a hug.

				‘Oh, you’re soaking wet,’ she said. ‘Is it raining?’

				‘No. I’m just hot with running,’ said Fatty, and sank with a groan into a comfortable chair.

				‘I thought you weren’t going to start till after Easter,’ said Daisy.

				‘I wasn’t. But I HAD to get away from Eunice somehow!’ groaned Fatty. ‘And this was the best excuse I could think of. She talks non-stop – she lays down the law to me – to ME, imagine that! And she follows me about wherever I go. She even came knocking at my bedroom door this afternoon to borrow a book – and then she sat herself down by my bookcase and wouldn’t go.’

				‘You should have pushed her out!’ said Bets, indignantly.

				‘I should think that if it came to pushing, Eunice might send old Fatty flying,’ said Larry. ‘She’s . . .’

				‘Oh well – if you’re going to make insulting remarks like that, I’m going,’ said Fatty, quite huffily, and got up. Daisy pushed him down again.

				‘You are touchy!’ she said. ‘Don’t you let that girl get under your skin! You tell her a few things.’

				‘I would, if she’d stop to listen,’ said Fatty. ‘Hey, is that tea I see on the table? I’m so thirsty I could drink the whole potful.’

				‘You’ll only put back all the weight you’ve lost from your running,’ said Daisy. ‘Still, you’ll have to feed yourself up if you’ve got to cope with Eunice for a week! Pass him the chocolate biscuits, Pip.’

				‘I shouldn’t be weak enough to take these,’ groaned poor Fatty, taking three. ‘I know I shouldn’t. But, honestly, I shall be worn out in a few days – I shall be a shadow of myself.’

				‘That’s what I said,’ agreed Daisy, pouring him out a milky cup of tea and putting three lumps of sugar in it. ‘But Fatty, seriously – what are we going to do about Eunice?’

				‘Don’t ask me!’ said Fatty, nibbling at a biscuit with enjoyment. ‘The worst of it is, Mummy likes her!’

				There was a surprised silence.

				‘But why?’ said Daisy at last. ‘Mothers do sometimes like children we don’t like, we all know that – we have to ask them to our parties! But how can your mother like Eunice?’

				‘She says she’s so sensible and reliable and helpful,’ explained Fatty. ‘She unpacked the big suitcase and put everything away neatly in the drawers of their two rooms – and then she went to the kitchen and asked Jane to be sure and not move her father’s beetle case, not even to dust it . . .’

				‘What did Jane say to that?’ asked Pip, with interest. Jane was not at all friendly towards beetles, spiders or moths.

				‘Oh, she went up in the air at first, thinking the beetles were live ones, but she calmed down when she heard they were dead,’ said Fatty, with a laugh. ‘And then Eunice went back to Mummy and asked her the times of every meal, so that she could be sure that her father was punctual – and she offered to make her bed each day and her father’s, and to do the rooms too, if it wouldn’t upset Jane.’

				‘Gosh, what a girl!’ said Larry. ‘I can’t see Daisy doing all that. No wonder your mother likes Eunice.’

				‘She thinks she’s the cat’s whiskers, and the cat’s tail too,’ said Fatty, absentmindedly taking a slice of cake. ‘She says Eunice has the most beautiful  manners, and will be so nice to have in the house, and is so sweet to her father, and . . .’

				‘Well, if your mother’s so keen on her, perhaps they’ll pal up together after all, and you’ll be free to be with us,’ said Pip, cheering up.

				‘Not a bit of it,’ said Fatty. ‘Mummy kept saying how nice it was for me to have a girl in the house, as I’d no sister, and all that sort of thing. And how we could do things together – go for walks – and go to the Fair when it comes – and I could show Eunice my shed at the bottom of the garden – fancy showing her that! I was furious when Mummy even mentioned my shed. I was planning to keep it as a sort of hideaway when I couldn’t stand Eunice a minute longer.’

				Fatty paused for breath. The others looked at him with great sympathy. Usually Fatty never turned a hair, thought Larry – not a hair – whatever happened. ‘Did you put on that get-up and go out running to get away from Eunice?’ he asked, with a grin.

				‘You know I did,’ said Fatty. ‘I waited till Eunice was telling Mummy all about the goals she shot last term in hockey and then I murmured something about getting a bit of training done, shot upstairs, and put on these things, and went out of the garden door like a streak of lightning.’

				‘Let’s hope Eunice doesn’t think of trotting along with you,’ said Larry, with a grin. ‘It might occur to her to train too!’

				‘Don’t suggest such a thing!’ said Fatty, in horror.

				‘Well, what are we all going to do about it?’ asked Daisy. ‘It’s quite clear that we can’t leave you to Eunice, Fatty – you’ll be as limp as a rag before Easter is over. Let’s see, it’s Easter Sunday tomorrow. Then Easter Monday – we could all go to the Fair together, couldn’t we?’

				‘We could,’ said Fatty, looking pleased. ‘It’s really decent of you to let that awful girl inflict herself on you – but it will just about save my life! I’ll have to put up with her tomorrow, but I’ll arrange something for Easter Monday.’

				‘When does the beetle conference begin?’ asked Pip. ‘Tuesday?’

				‘Yes,’ said Fatty. ‘And Mr Belling – I mean Tolling – has asked me to go! He has given me a ticket to take me to every single meeting if I want to go. Imagine me sitting there listening to beetle-talk!’

				‘Won’t Eunice go?’ asked Larry.

				‘No. She says she knows all she wants to know about beetles – and I believe her!’ said Fatty. ‘I think she must know as much as her father – she helps him with his specimens.’

				‘Ugh!’ said Bets, and shivered. ‘I don’t mind beetles when they’re ladybirds, or those dear little violet ones that scurry through the grass . . .’

				‘I don’t mind beetles at all,’ said Pip. ‘But I don’t want to be a colly – er – colly – what was it?’

				‘Coleopterist,’ said Fatty. ‘Ha! You didn’t believe me when I told you they were beetle-lovers! I’ve a good mind to go to one of the meetings just to see what a collection of beetle-lovers is like.’

				‘I thought Eunice’s father looked rather like a little black beetle himself,’ said Bets. ‘Quite a nice one – rather helpless, you know – as if he might lose his way if he ran through the blades of grass . . .’

				The others laughed. A bell rang loudly just then, and Fatty sat up straight. ‘The telephone! If that’s Eunice, you’re not to say I’m here – OK?’

				But it was Mrs Hilton who answered the phone, and then called up the stairs.

				‘Frederick, that was someone called Eunice Tolling,’ she said. ‘Frederick, are you there? Eunice wants to speak to you.’

				But Fatty was at that very moment climbing down the tree outside the playroom window. ‘Tell your mother I’ve gone – she must say that or Eunice will come along here,’ he hissed.

				‘Fatty’s left, Mummy,’ called Bets. ‘He’s just gone home.’

				‘Well I thought I heard his voice just a minute ago,’ said her mother, surprised. ‘He must have left very suddenly!’

				‘He did,’ admitted Bets with a chuckle, and went back to the playroom before any more awkward questions could be asked. She ran to the window. She could just see Fatty speeding out of the front gate.

				‘Poor old Fatty!’ she said, watching him. ‘It’s the first time anyone has ever got the better of him. Well, I expect it will come to a stand-up fight, sooner or later!’

				Fatty trotted round Peterswood Village, in no hurry to get back home. Could he slip in the kitchen door? Eunice might be keeping an ear open for the garden door!

				He circled his house and garden, and went in at the little gate that led out from the very bottom of the garden into the lane. His shed was near there, and he would make sure that it was well and truly locked as he passed. It would never do to let Eunice pry into all his secrets there. Then he would slip through the garden and up to the kitchen door and get in that way.

				He looked at his shed as he passed, and tried the door. Yes, it was locked – and nobody but him knew where the key was. Good. Now, was it safe to go into the house?

				He crept up the path to the kitchen door, and listened outside. He could hear the kitchen radio going. Good, Jane and Cookie were there – he could easily slip through and upstairs. They never minded!

				He opened the door quietly, went through the scullery and into the comfortable kitchen. To his utter horror, Eunice was there, doing some ironing and talking to the two maids. She looked up in surprise as he came creeping in.

				‘Oh, it’s you! Why did you go out running without telling me? I’d have liked to come with you – I’m a very good runner. Don’t go alone another time, I’ll keep you company, Frederick! Please don’t be afraid of asking me – I’m willing to do anything for you, it’s so kind of your mother to have us here like this!’

				‘Er – I’ll just go and change,’ said poor Fatty, quite horrified, and fled before Eunice could say another word. Have her with him when he went running? Good gracious, what a truly horrible idea!

			



OEBPS/images/FObook13_cover.jpg
Conid BUyTon
The ﬁm@ O g'te IS

| S\l
v Sy

The Mystery of the Missing Man





OEBPS/images/BK13_Chapheads_fmt1.jpeg
2. EUNICE





OEBPS/images/Magnifying_glass_fmt2.jpeg





OEBPS/images/BK13_Chapheads_fmt.jpeg
1.FATTY'S NEWS





OEBPS/images/Magnifying_glass_fmt1.jpeg





OEBPS/images/Missingman_TTP_fmt.jpeg
The Mystery of
the Missing Man

rl !A
Hodder
Children's
Books





OEBPS/images/BK13_Chapheads_fmt2.jpeg
3.FATTY ESCAPES





OEBPS/images/Magnifying_glass_fmt.jpeg





