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Five Go to Mystery Moor



CHAPTER ONE

At the stables

‘WE’VE BEEN here a week and I’ve been bored every single minute!’ said George.

‘You haven’t,’ said Anne. ‘You’ve enjoyed all the rides we’ve had, and you know you’ve enjoyed messing about the stables when we haven’t been out riding.’

‘I tell you, I’ve been bored every single minute,’ said George, quite fiercely. ‘I ought to know, oughtn’t I? That awful girl Henrietta too. Why do we have to put up with her?’

‘Oh – Henry!’ said Anne, with a laugh. ‘I should have thought you’d find a lot in common with another girl like yourself, who would rather be a boy, and tries to act like one!’

The two girls were lying by a haystack eating sandwiches. Round them in a field were many horses, most of which the girls either rode or looked after. Some way off was an old rambling building, and by the front entrance was a great board,


 

Captain Johnson’s Riding School

 


Anne and George had been staying there for a week, while Julian and Dick had gone to camp with other boys from their school. It had been Anne’s idea. She was fond of horses, and had heard so much from her friends at school what fun it was to spend day after day at the stables, that she had made up her mind to go herself.

George hadn’t wanted to come. She was sulky because the two boys had gone off somewhere without her and Anne, for a change. Gone to camp! George would have liked that, but girls were not allowed to go camping with the boys from Julian’s school, of course. It was a camp just for the boys alone.

‘You’re silly to keep feeling cross because you couldn’t go camping too,’ said Anne. ‘The boys don’t want us girls round them all the time.’

George thought differently. ‘Why not? I can do anything that Dick and Julian can do,’ she said. ‘I can climb, and bike for miles, I can walk as far as they can, I can swim, I can beat a whole lot of boys at most things.’

‘That’s what Henry says!’ said Anne, with a laugh. ‘Look, there she is, striding about as usual, hands in her jodhpur pockets, whistling like the stable boy!’

George scowled. Anne had been very much amused to see how Henrietta and George hated one another at sight – and yet both had so very much the same ideas. George’s real name was Georgina, but she would only answer to George. Henry’s real name was Henrietta, but she would only answer to Henry, or Harry to her very best friends!

She was about as old as George, and her hair was short too, but it wasn’t curly. ‘It’s a pity yours is curly,’ she said to George, pityingly. ‘It looks so girlish, doesn’t it?’

‘Don’t be an ass,’ George said, curtly. ‘Plenty of boys have curly hair.’

The maddening part was that Henrietta was a wonderful rider, and had won all kinds of cups. George hadn’t enjoyed herself a bit during that week at the stables, because for once another girl had outshone her. She couldn’t bear to see Henrietta striding about, whistling, doing everything so competently and quickly.

Anne had had many a quiet laugh to herself, especially when the two girls had each made up their minds not to call one another Henry and George, but to use their full names, Henrietta and Georgina! This meant that neither of them would answer the other when called, and Captain Johnson, the big, burly owner of the riding stables, got very tired of both of them.

‘What are you behaving like this for?’ he demanded one morning, seeing their sulky looks at one another at breakfast-time. ‘Behaving like a couple of idiotic schoolgirls!’

That made Anne laugh! A couple of idiotic schoolgirls. My goodness, how annoyed both girls were with Captain Johnson. Anne was a bit scared of him. He was hot-tempered, outspoken, and stood no nonsense at all, but he was a wonder with the horses, and loved a good, hearty laugh. He and his wife took either boys or girls for the holidays, and worked them hard, but the children always enjoyed their stay immensely.

‘If it hadn’t been for Henry, you’d have been perfectly happy this week,’ said Anne, leaning back against the haystack. ‘We’ve had heavenly April weather, the horses are lovely, and I like Captain and Mrs Johnson very much.’

‘I wish the boys were here,’ said George. ‘They would soon put that silly Henrietta in her place. I wish I’d stayed at home now.’

‘Well, you had the choice,’ said Anne, rather cross. ‘You could have stayed at Kirrin Cottage with your father and mother, but you chose to come here with me, till the boys came back from camp. You shouldn’t make such a fuss if things aren’t exactly to your liking. It spoils things for me.’

‘Sorry,’ said George. ‘I’m being a pig, I know, but I do miss the boys. We can only be with them in the hols and it seems funny without them. There’s just one thing that pleases me here, you’ll be glad to know …’

‘You needn’t tell me, I know what it is!’ said Anne, with a laugh. ‘You’re glad that Timmy won’t have anything to do with Henry!’

‘With Henrietta,’ corrected George. She grinned suddenly. ‘Yes, old Timmy’s got some sense. He just can’t stick her. Here, Timmy boy, leave those rabbit holes alone and come and lie down for a bit. You’ve run for miles this morning when we took the horses out, and you’ve snuffled down about a hundred rabbit holes. Come and be peaceful.’

Timmy left his latest rabbit hole reluctantly and came to flop down beside Anne and George. He gave George a hearty lick and she patted him.

‘We’re just saying, Timmy, how sensible you are not to make friends with that awful Henrietta,’ said George. She stopped suddenly at a sharp nudge from Anne. A shadow fell across them as someone came round the haystack.

It was Henrietta. By the annoyed look on her face it was clear that she had heard George’s remark. She held out an envelope to George.
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‘A letter for you, Georgina,’ she said, stiffly. ‘I thought I’d better bring it in case it was important.’

‘Oh, thanks, Henrietta,’ said George, and took the envelope. She tore it open, read it and groaned.

‘Look at that!’ she said to Anne and passed it to her. ‘It’s from Mother.’

Anne took the letter and read it. ‘Please stay another week. Your father is not well. Love from Mother.’

‘What bad luck!’ said George, a familiar scowl on her face. ‘Just when I thought we’d be going home in a day or two, and the boys would join us at Kirrin. Now we’ll be stuck here by ourselves for ages! What’s the matter with Father? I bet he’s only got a headache or something, and doesn’t want us stamping about in and out of the house and making a noise.’

‘We could go to my home,’ said Anne. ‘That’s if you don’t mind its being a bit upside down because of the decorating we’re having done.’

‘No. I know you want to stay here with the horses,’ said George. ‘Anyway your father and mother are abroad, we’d only be in the way. Blow, blow, blow! Now we’ll have to do without the boys for another week. They’ll stay on in camp, of course.’

Captain Johnson said yes, certainly the two girls could stay on. It was possible that they might have to do a bit of camping out if one or two extra children came, but they wouldn’t mind that, would they?

‘Not a bit,’ said George. ‘Actually we’d rather like to be on our own, Anne and I. We’ve got Timmy, you see. So long as we could come in to meals and do a few jobs for you, we’d love to go off on our own.’

Anne smiled to herself. What George really meant was that she wanted to see as little of Henrietta as possible! Still, it would be fun to camp out if the weather was fine. They could easily borrow a tent from Captain Johnson.

‘Bad luck, Georgina!’ said Henry, who was listening to all this. ‘Very bad luck! I know you’re terribly bored here. It’s a pity you don’t really like horses. It’s a pity that you—’

‘Shut up,’ said George, rudely and went out of the room. Captain Johnson glared at Henrietta, who stood whistling at the window, hands in pockets.

‘You two girls!’ he said. ‘Why don’t you behave yourselves? Always aping the boys, pretending you’re so mannish! Give me Anne here, any day! What you want is your ears boxing. Did you take that bale of straw to the stables?’

‘Yes,’ said Henrietta, without turning.

Suddenly, a small boy came running in. ‘There’s a traveller kid outside with a horse, a skewbald, a mangy-looking thing. He says can you help him – the horse has got something wrong with its leg.’

‘Those travellers again!’ said Captain Johnson. ‘All right, I’ll come.’

He went out and Anne went with him, not wanting to be left alone with the angry Henrietta. She found George outside with a traveller boy and a patient little skewbald horse, its brown and white coat looking very flea-bitten.
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‘What have you done to your horse this time?’ said Captain Johnson, looking at its leg. ‘You’ll have to leave it here, and I’ll see to it.’

‘I can’t do that,’ said the boy. ‘We’re off to Mystery Moor again.’

‘Well, you’ll have to,’ said Captain Johnson. ‘It’s not fit to walk. Your caravan can’t go with the others, this horse isn’t fit to pull it. I’ll get the police to your father if you try to work this horse before it’s better.’

‘Don’t do that!’ said the boy. ‘It’s just that my dad says we’ve got to go tomorrow.’

‘What’s the hurry?’ said Captain Johnson. ‘Can’t your caravan wait a day or two? Mystery Moor will still be there in two days’ time! It beats me why you go there, a desolate place like that, not even a farm or cottage for miles!’

‘I’ll leave the horse,’ said the boy, and stroked the skewbald’s nose. It was clear that he loved the ugly little horse. ‘My father will be angry, but the other caravans can go on without us. We’ll have to catch them up.’

He gave a kind of half-salute to the captain and disappeared from the stable yard, a skinny little sunburnt figure. The skewbald stood patiently.

‘Take it round to the small stable,’ said Captain Johnson to George and Anne. ‘I’ll come and see to it in a minute.’

The girls led the little horse away. ‘Mystery Moor!’ said George. ‘What an odd name! The boys would like that, they’d be exploring it at once, wouldn’t they?’

‘Yes. I do wish they were coming here,’ said Anne. ‘Still, I expect they’ll like the chance of staying on in camp. Come on, you funny little creature, here’s the stable!’

The girls shut the door on the traveller’s pony and turned to go back. William, the boy who had brought the message about the horse, yelled to them.

‘Hey, George and Anne! There’s another letter for you!’

The two hurried into the house at once. ‘Oh, I hope Father is better and we can go home and join the boys at Kirrin!’ said George. She tore open the envelope and then gave a yell that made Anne jump.

‘Look, see what it says. They’re coming here!’ Anne snatched the letter and read it.

‘Joining you tomorrow. We’ll camp out if no room. Hope you’ve got a nice juicy adventure ready for us! Julian and Dick.

‘They’re coming! They’re coming!’ said Anne, as excited as George. ‘Now we’ll have some fun!’

‘It’s a pity we’ve no adventure to offer them,’ said George. ‘Still, you simply never know!’




CHAPTER TWO

Julian, Dick – and Henry

GEORGE WAS quite a different person now that she knew her two cousins were coming the next day. She was even polite to Henrietta!

Captain Johnson scratched his head when he heard that the boys were arriving. ‘We can’t have them in the house, except for meals,’ he said. ‘We’re full up. They can either sleep in the stables or have a tent. I don’t care which.’

‘There will be ten altogether then,’ said his wife. ‘Julian, Dick, Anne, George, Henry – and John, Susan, Alice, Rita and William. Henry may have to camp out too.’

‘Not with us,’ said George, at once.

‘I think you’re rather unkind to Henry,’ said Mrs Johnson. ‘After all, you and she are very alike, George. You both think you ought to have been boys, and …’

‘I’m not a bit like Henrietta!’ said George, indignantly. ‘You wait till my cousins come, Mrs Johnson. They won’t think she’s like me. I don’t expect they’ll want anything to do with her.’

‘Oh well, you’ll just have to shake down together somehow, if you want to stay here,’ said Mrs Johnson. ‘Let me see, I’d better get some rugs out. The boys will want them, whether they sleep in the stables or in a tent. Come and help me to look for them, Anne.’

Anne, George and Henry were a good bit older than the other five children staying at the stables, but all of them, small or big, were excited to hear about the coming of Julian and Dick. For one thing George and Anne had related so many of the adventures they had had with them, that everyone was inclined to think of them as heroes.

Henrietta disappeared after tea that day and could not be found. ‘Wherever have you been?’ demanded Mrs Johnson when she at last turned up.

‘Up in my room,’ said Henrietta. ‘Cleaning my shoes and my jods, and mending my riding jacket. You keep telling me to, and now I’ve done it!’

‘Aha! Preparing for the heroes!’ said Captain Johnson, and Henry immediately put on a scowl very like the one George often wore.

‘Nothing of the sort!’ she said. ‘I’ve been meaning to do it for a long time. If Georgina’s cousins are anything like her I shan’t be very interested in them.’

‘But you might like my brothers,’ said Anne, with a laugh. ‘If you don’t there’ll be something wrong with you.’

‘Don’t be silly,’ said Henrietta. ‘Georgina’s cousins and your brothers are the same people!’

‘How clever of you to work that out,’ said George. But she felt too happy to keep up the silly bickering for long. She went out with Timmy, whistling softly.

‘They’re coming tomorrow, Tim,’ she said. ‘Julian and Dick. We’ll all go off together, like we always do, the five of us. You’ll like that, won’t you, Timmy?’

‘Woof,’ said Timmy approvingly and waved his plumy tail. He knew quite well what she meant.

Next morning George and Anne looked up the trains that arrived at the station two miles away. ‘This is the one they’ll come by,’ said George, her finger on the timetable. ‘It’s the only one this morning. It arrives at half past twelve. We’ll go and meet them.’

‘Right,’ said Anne. ‘We’ll start at ten minutes to twelve – we’ll be in plenty of time then. We can help them with their things. They won’t bring much.’




‘Take the ponies up to Hawthorn Field, will you?’ called Captain Johnson. ‘Can you manage all four of them?’

‘Oh yes,’ said Anne, pleased. She loved the walk to Hawthorn Field, up a little narrow lane set with celandines, violets and primroses, and the fresh green of the budding hawthorn bushes. ‘Come on, George. Let’s catch the ponies and take them now. It’s a heavenly morning.’

They set off with the four frisky ponies, Timmy at their heels. He was quite a help with the horses at the stable, especially when any had to be caught.
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No sooner had they left the stables and gone on their way to Hawthorn Field than the telephone rang. It was for Anne.

‘Oh, I’m sorry, she’s not here,’ said Mrs Johnson, answering it. ‘Who is it speaking? Oh, Julian her brother? Can I give her a message?’

‘Yes, please,’ said Julian’s voice. ‘Tell her we are arriving at the bus stop at Milling Green at half past eleven, and is there a little hand-cart she and George could bring, because we’ve got our tent with us and other odds and ends?’

‘Oh, we’ll send the little wagon,’ said Mrs Johnson. ‘The one that always goes to meet the train or the bus. I’ll get George to meet you with Anne, they can drive it in. We’re pleased you are coming. The weather’s very good and you’ll enjoy yourselves!’

‘You bet!’ said Julian. ‘Thanks awfully for putting us up. We won’t be any trouble, in fact we’ll help all we can.’

Mrs Johnson said goodbye and put down the receiver. She saw Henrietta passing outside the window, looking much cleaner and tidier than usual. She called to her.

‘Henry! Where are George and Anne? Julian and Dick are arriving at the bus stop at Milling Green at eleven-thirty and I’ve said we’ll meet them in the little wagon. Will you tell George and Anne? They can put Winkie into the cart and trot him down to the bus stop.’

‘Right,’ said Henry. Then she remembered that George and Anne had been sent up to Hawthorn Field with four ponies.

‘I say, they won’t be back in time!’ she called. ‘Shall I take the wagon and meet them?’

‘Yes, do. That would be kind of you, Henry,’ said Mrs Johnson. ‘You’d better hurry, though. Time’s getting on. Where’s Winkie? In the big field?’

‘Yes,’ said Henry and hurried off to get him. Soon he was in the wagon shafts, and Henry was in the driving seat. She drove off smartly, grinning to herself to think how cross George and Anne would be to find they had missed meeting the two boys after all.

Julian and Dick had already arrived at the bus stop when Henry drove up. They looked hopefully at the wagon, thinking that perhaps one of the girls was driving in to meet them.
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‘No go,’ said Dick. ‘It’s somebody else, driving into the village. I wonder if the girls got our message. I thought they would meet us at the bus stop here. Well, we’ll wait a few minutes more.’

They had just sat down on the bus stop seat again when the wagon stopped nearby. Henry saluted them.

‘Are you Anne’s brothers?’ she called. ‘She didn’t get your telephone message, so I’ve come with the wagon instead. Get in!’

‘Oh, jolly nice of you,’ said Julian, dragging his things to the wagon. ‘Er – I’m Julian – and this is Dick. What’s your name?’

‘Henry,’ said Henrietta, helping Julian with his things. She heaved them in valiantly, then clicked to Winkie to stand still and not fidget. ‘I’m glad you’ve come. There are rather a lot of small kids at the stables. We’ll be glad of you two! I say, Timmy will be pleased to see you, won’t he?’

‘Good old Tim,’ said Dick, heaving his things in. Henry gave them a shove too. She wasn’t very fat but she was wiry and strong. She grinned round at the boys. ‘All set! Now we’ll get back to the stables. Or do you want to have an ice-cream or anything before we start? Dinner’s not till one.’

‘No. We’ll get on, I think,’ said Julian. Henry leapt into the driver’s seat, took the reins and clicked to Winkie. The boys were behind in the wagon. Winkie set off at a spanking pace.

‘Nice boy!’ said Dick to Julian, in a low voice, as they drove off. ‘Decent of him to meet us.’

Julian nodded. He was disappointed that Anne and George hadn’t come with Timmy, but it was good to be met by someone! It wouldn’t have been very funny to walk the long road to the farm carrying their packs by themselves.

They arrived at the stables and Henry helped them down with their things. Mrs Johnson heard them arriving and came to the door to welcome them.

‘Ah, there you are. Come along in. I’ve a mid-morning snack for you, because I guessed you’d have had breakfast early. Leave the things there, Henry. If the boys sleep in one of the stables, there’s no sense in bringing them into the house. Now, are George and Anne still not back? What a pity!’

Henry disappeared to put away the wagon. The boys went into the pleasant house and sat down to lemonade and home-made biscuits. They had hardly taken a bite before Anne came running in. ‘Henry told me you’d come! Oh, I’m sorry we didn’t meet you! We thought you’d come by train!’

Timmy came racing in, his tail waving madly. He leapt at the two boys, who were just giving Anne a hug each. Then in came George, her face one big beam.

‘Julian! Dick! I am so glad you’ve come! It’s been dull as ditch-water without you! Did anyone meet you?’

‘Yes. An awfully nice boy,’ said Dick. ‘Gave us quite a welcome and dragged our packs into the wagon, and was very friendly. You never told us about him.’

‘Oh, was that William?’ said Anne. ‘Well, he’s only little. We didn’t bother about telling you of the juniors here.’

‘No, he wasn’t little,’ said Dick. ‘He was quite big, very strong too. You didn’t mention him at all.’

‘Well, we told you about the other girl here,’ said George. ‘Henrietta, awful creature! Thinks she’s like a boy and goes whistling about everywhere. She makes us laugh! You’ll laugh too.’

A sudden thought struck Anne. ‘Did the – er – boy who met you, tell you his name?’ she asked.

‘Yes, what was it now, Henry,’ said Dick. ‘Nice chap. I’m going to like him.’

George stared as if she couldn’t believe her ears. ‘Henry! Did she meet you?’

‘No – not she – he,’ corrected Julian. ‘Fellow with a big grin.’

‘But that’s Henrietta!’ cried George, her face flaming red with anger. ‘The awful girl I told you about, who tries to act like a boy, and whistles and strides about all over the place. Don’t tell me she took you in! She calls herself Henry, instead of Henrietta, and wears her hair short, and …’

‘Gosh, she sounds very like you, George,’ said Dick. ‘Well, I never! It never occurred to me that he was a girl. Jolly good show she put up. I must say I liked him – her, I mean.’

‘Oh!’ said George, really furious. ‘The beast! She goes and meets you and never says a word to us, and makes you think she’s a boy – and – and – spoils everything!’

‘Hold your horses, George, old thing,’ said Julian, surprised. ‘After all, you’ve often been pleased when people take you for a boy, though goodness knows why. I thought you’d grown out of it a bit. Don’t blame us for thinking Henry was a boy, and liking him – her, I mean.’

George stamped out of the room. Julian scratched his head and looked at Dick. ‘Now we’ve put our foot in it,’ he said. ‘What an ass George is! I should have thought she’d have liked someone like Henry, who had exactly the same ideas as she has. Well, she’ll get over it, I suppose.’

‘It’s going to be a bit awkward,’ said Anne, soberly.

She was right. It was going to be very awkward!




CHAPTER THREE

Sniffer

As SOON as George had gone out of the room, a scowl on her face, Henry walked in, hands in jodhpur pockets.

‘Hallo!’ said Dick, at once. ‘Henrietta!’

Henry grinned. ‘Oh, so they’ve told you, have they? I was tickled pink when you took me for a boy.’

‘You’ve even got your riding jacket buttons buttoning up the wrong way,’ said Anne, noticing for the first time. ‘You really are an idiot, Henry. You and George are a pair!’

‘Well, I look more like a real boy than George does, anyway,’ said Henry.

‘Only because of your hair,’ said Dick. ‘It’s straight.’

‘Don’t say that in front of George,’ said Anne. ‘She’ll immediately have hers cut like a convict or something, all shaven and shorn.’

‘Well, anyway, it was jolly decent of Henry to come and meet us and lug our things about,’ said Julian. ‘Have a biscuit, anyone?’

‘No thanks,’ said Anne and Henry.

‘Are we supposed to leave any for politeness’ sake?’ said Dick, eyeing the plate. ‘They’re home-made and quite super. I could wolf the lot.’

‘We aren’t especially polite here,’ said Henry, with a grin. ‘We aren’t especially clean and tidy, either. We have to change out of our jods at night for supper, which is an awful nuisance, especially as Captain Johnson never bothers to change his.’

‘Any news?’ asked Julian, drinking the last of the lemonade. ‘Anything exciting happened?’

‘No, nothing,’ said Anne. ‘The only excitement is the horses, nothing more. This is quite a lonely place, really, and the only exciting thing we’ve heard is the name of the big, desolate moor that stretches from here to the coast. Mystery Moor it’s called.’

‘Why?’ asked Dick. ‘Some long-ago mystery gave it that name, I suppose?’

‘I don’t know,’ said Anne. ‘I think only travellers go there now. A little traveller boy came in with a lame horse yesterday, and said his people had to go to Mystery Moor. Why they wanted to go to such a deserted stretch of land I don’t know – no farms there, not even a cottage.’

‘Travellers have peculiar ideas sometimes,’ said Henry. ‘I must say I like the way they leave messages for any traveller following – patrins, they’re called.’

‘Patrins? Yes, I’ve heard of those,’ said Dick. ‘Sticks and leaves arranged in certain patterns, or something, aren’t they?’

‘Yes,’ said Henry. ‘I know our gardener at home showed me an arrangement of sticks outside our back gate once, which he said was a message to any traveller following. He told me what it meant, too!’

‘What did it mean?’ asked Julian.

‘It meant “Don’t beg here. Mean people. No good!”’ said Henry, with a laugh. ‘That’s what he said, anyway!’

‘We might ask the little traveller boy who came with the skewbald horse,’ said Anne. ‘He’ll probably show us some messages. I’d like to learn some. You never know when anything like that could come in useful!’

‘Yes. And we’ll ask him why the travellers go to Mystery Moor,’ said Julian, getting up and dusting the crumbs off his coat. ‘They don’t go there for nothing, you may be sure!’

‘Where’s old George gone?’ asked Dick. ‘I do hope she’s not going to be silly.’

George was in one of the stables, grooming a horse so vigorously that it was most surprised. Swish-swish-swish-swish! What a brushing! George was working her intense annoyance out of herself. She mustn’t spoil things for the boys and Anne! But oh, that horrible Henrietta, meeting them like that, pretending to be a boy. Heaving their luggage about, playing a joke on them! But surely they might have guessed!

‘Oh, there you are, George,’ said Dick’s voice at the stable door. ‘Let me help. Gosh, aren’t you brown! Just as many freckles as ever!’

George grinned unwillingly. She tossed Dick the brush. ‘Here you are, then! Do you and Ju want to go riding at all? There are plenty of horses to choose from here.’
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Dick was relieved to see that George appeared to have got over her rage. ‘Yes. It might be fun to go off for the day. What about tomorrow? We might explore a little of Mystery Moor.’

‘Right,’ said George. She began to heave some straw about. ‘But not with That Girl,’ she announced, from behind the straw she was carrying.

‘What girl?’ asked Dick, innocently. ‘Oh, Henry, you mean? I keep thinking of her as a boy. No, we won’t have her with us. We’ll be just the Five as usual.’

‘That’s all right then,’ said George happily. ‘Oh, here’s Julian. Give a hand, Ju!’

It was lovely to have the two boys again, joking, laughing, teasing. They all went out in the fields that afternoon and heard the tales of the camp. It was just like old times, and Timmy was as pleased as anyone else. He went first to one of the four, then to another, licking each one as he went, his tail wagging vigorously.

‘That’s three times you’ve smacked me in the face with your tail, Timmy,’ said Dick, dodging it. ‘Can’t you look behind yourself and see where my face is?’

‘Woof,’ said Timmy happily, and turned round to lick Dick, wagging his tail in Julian’s face this time!

Somebody squeezed through the hedge behind them. George stiffened, feeling sure that it was Henrietta. Timmy barked sharply.

It wasn’t Henrietta. It was the little traveller boy. He came up to them. There were tear streaks down his face.

‘I’ve come for the horse,’ he said. ‘Do you know where he is?’

‘He’s not ready for walking yet,’ said George. ‘Captain Johnson told you he wouldn’t be. What’s the matter? Why have you been crying?’

‘My father hit me,’ said the boy. ‘He cuffed me and knocked me right over.’

‘Whatever for?’ said Anne.

‘Because I left the horse,’ said the boy. ‘My father said all it wanted was a bit of ointment and a bandage. He has to start off with the other caravans today, you see.’

‘Well, you really can’t have the horse yet,’ said Anne. ‘It isn’t fit to walk, let alone drag a caravan. You don’t want Captain Johnson to tell the police you’re working it when it’s not fit, do you? You know he means what he says?’

‘Yes. But I must have the horse,’ said the small boy. ‘I daren’t go back without it. My father would half kill me.’

‘I suppose he doesn’t care to come himself, so he sends you instead,’ said Dick, in disgust.

The boy said nothing, and rubbed his sleeve across his face. He sniffed.

‘Get your hanky,’ said Dick.

‘Please let me have my horse,’ said the boy. ‘I tell you, I’ll be half killed if I go back without him.’ He began to cry again.

The children felt sorry for him. He was such a thin, skinny misery of a boy, and goodness, how he sniffed all the time!

‘What’s your name?’ asked Anne.

‘Sniffer,’ said the boy. ‘That’s what my father calls me.’

It was certainly a good name for him; but what a horrid father he must have!

‘Haven’t you got a proper name?’ asked Anne.

‘Yes. But I’ve forgotten it,’ said Sniffer. ‘Let me have my horse. I tell you, my father’s waiting.’

Julian got up. ‘I’ll come and see your father and put some sense into him. Where is he?’

‘Over there,’ said Sniffer with a big sniff, and he pointed over the hedge. ‘I’ll come too,’ said Dick. In the end everyone got up and went with Sniffer. They walked through the gate and saw a dark-faced, surly-looking man standing motionless not far off. His thick, oily hair was curly, and he wore enormous gold rings hanging from his ears. He looked up as the little company came near.
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‘Your horse isn’t fit to walk yet, said Julian. ‘You can have it tomorrow or the next day, the captain says.’

‘I’ll have it now,’ said the man, in a surly tone. ‘We’re starting off tonight or tomorrow over the moor. I can’t wait.’

‘But what’s the hurry?’ said Julian. ‘The moor will wait for you!’

The man scowled and shifted from one foot to another. ‘Can’t you stay for another night or two and then go after the others?’ said Dick.

‘Listen, Father! You go with the other caravans,’ said Sniffer, eagerly. ‘Go in Moses’ caravan and leave ours here. I can put our horse into the shafts tomorrow, or maybe the next day, and follow after!’

‘But how would you know the way?’ said George.

Sniffer made a scornful movement with his hand. ‘Easy! They’ll leave me patrins to follow,’ he said.

‘Oh yes,’ said Dick, remembering. He turned to the silent traveller. ‘Well, what about it? It seems that Sniffer here has quite a good idea, and you most certainly can’t have the horse today anyway.’

The man turned and said something angry and scornful to poor Sniffer, who shrank away from the words as if they were blows. The four children couldn’t understand a word, for it was all poured out in a language that they could not follow. Then the man turned on his heel and without so much as a look at them, slouched away, his earrings gleaming as he went.

‘What did he say?’ asked Julian.

Sniffer gave one of his continual sniffs. ‘He was very angry. He said he’d go with the others, and I could come on with Clip the horse, and drive our caravan,’ he said. ‘I’ll be all right there tonight with Liz.’

‘Who’s Liz?’ asked Anne, hoping that it was someone who would be kind to this poor little wretch.

‘My dog,’ said Sniffer, smiling for the first time. ‘I left her behind because she sometimes goes for hens, and Captain Johnson doesn’t like that.’

‘I bet he doesn’t,’ said Julian. ‘All right, that’s settled then. You can come for Clip, or Clop, or whatever your horse is called, tomorrow, and we’ll see if it’s fit to walk.’

‘I’m glad,’ said Sniffer, rubbing his nose. ‘I don’t want Clip to go lame, see? But my father’s very fierce.’

‘So we gather,’ said Julian, looking at a bruise on Sniffer’s face. ‘You come tomorrow and you can show us some of the patrins, the messages, that you use. We’d like to know some.’

‘I’ll come,’ promised Sniffer, nodding his head vigorously. ‘And you will come to see my caravan? I shall be all alone there, except for Liz.’

‘Well, I suppose it would be something to do,’ said Dick. ‘Yes, we’ll come. I hope it’s not too smelly.’

‘Smelly?’ said Sniffer, surprised. ‘I don’t know. I will show you patrins there and Liz will show you her tricks. She is very, very clever. Once she belonged to a circus.’

‘We must certainly take Timmy to see this clever dog,’ said Anne, patting Timmy, who had been hunting for rabbits and had only just come back. ‘Timmy, would you like to go and visit a very clever dog called Liz?’

‘Woof,’ said Timmy, wagging his tail politely.

‘Right,’ said Dick. ‘I’m glad you approve, Tim. We’ll all try and come tomorrow, Sniffer, after you’ve been to see how Clip is getting on. I don’t somehow think you’ll be able to have him then, though. We’ll see!’




CHAPTER FOUR

A bed in the stable

THE BOYS slept in one of the stables that night. Captain Johnson said they could either have mattresses sent out, or could sleep in the straw, with rugs.

‘Oh, straw and rugs, please,’ said Julian. ‘That’s fine. We’ll be as snug as anything with those.’

‘I wish Anne and I could sleep in a stable too,’ said George, longingly. ‘We never have. Can’t we, Captain Johnson?’

‘No. You’ve got beds that you’re paying for,’ said the captain. ‘Anyway, girls can’t do that sort of thing, not even girls who try to be boys, George!’

‘I’ve often slept in a stable,’ said Henrietta. ‘At home when we’ve too many visitors, I always turn out and sleep in the straw.’

‘Bad luck on the horses!’ said George.

‘Why?’ demanded Henry at once.

‘Because you must keep them awake all night with your snoring!’ said George.

Henry snorted crossly and went out. It was maddening that she should snore at night, but she simply couldn’t help it.

‘Never mind!’ George called after her. ‘It’s a nice manly snore, Henrietta!’

‘Shut up, George,’ said Dick, rather shocked at this sudden display of pettiness on George’s part.

‘Don’t tell me to shut up,’ said George. ‘Tell Henrietta!’

‘George, don’t be an ass,’ said Julian. But George didn’t like that either, and stalked out of the room in just the same stiff, offended way that Henry had done!

‘Oh dear!’ said Anne. ‘It’s been like this all the time. First Henry, then George, then George, then Henry! They really are a couple of idiots!’

She went to see where the boys were to sleep. They had been told to use a small stable, empty except for the traveller’s horse that lay patiently down, its bandaged leg stretched out on the floor. Anne patted it and stroked it. It was an ugly little thing but its patient brown eyes were lovely.

The boys had heaps of straw to burrow into, and some old rugs. Anne thought it all looked lovely. ‘You can wash and everything at the house,’ she said. ‘Then just slip over here to sleep. Doesn’t it smell nice? All straw and hay and horse! I hope the horse won’t disturb you. He may be a bit restless if his leg hurts him.’

‘Nothing will disturb us tonight!’ said Julian. ‘What with camp life and open air and wind-on-the-hills and all that kind of thing, we’re sure to sleep like logs. I think we’re going to enjoy it here, Anne, very quiet and peaceful!’

George looked in at the door. ‘I’ll lend you Timmy if you like,’ she said, anxious to make up for her display of temper.

‘Oh, hallo, George! No thanks. I don’t particularly want old Tim climbing over me all night long, trying to find the softest part of me to sleep on!’ said Julian. ‘I say, look, he’s showing me how to make a good old burrow to sleep in! Hey, Tim, come out of my straw!’

Timmy had flung himself into the straw and was turning vigorously round and round in it as if he were making a bed for himself. He stood and looked up at them, his mouth open and his tongue hanging out at one side.

‘He’s laughing,’ said Anne, and it did indeed look as if Timmy was having a good old laugh at them. Anne gave him a hug and he licked her lavishly, and then began to burrow round and round in the straw again.
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Someone came up, whistling loudly, and put her head in at the door. ‘I’ve brought you a couple of old pillows. Mrs Johnson said you’d better have something for your heads.’

‘Oh thanks awfully, Henry,’ said Julian, taking them.

‘How kind of you, Henrietta,’ said George.

‘It’s a pleasure, Georgina,’ said Henry, and the boys burst out laughing. Fortunately the supper-bell went just then and they all went across the yard at once. Somehow everyone was always hungry at the stables!

The girls looked very different in the evening, because they had to change out of their dirty, smelly jodhpurs or breeches and put on dresses. Anne, Henry and George hurried to change before Mrs Johnson rang the supper-bell again. She always gave them ten minutes’ grace, knowing that they might sometimes have a job to finish with the horses, but everyone was supposed to be at the table when the second supper-bell had finished ringing.

George looked nice, because her curly hair went with a skirt and blouse quite well, but Henry looked quite wrong, somehow, in her frilly dress.

‘You look like a boy dressed up!’ said Anne, and this pleased Henry, but not George. The talk at the supper-table was mainly about all the wonderful things that Henry had done in her life. Apparently she had three brothers and did everything with them, and according to her own tales, she was considerably better than they were!

They had sailed a ship up to Norway. They had hiked from London to York.

‘Was Dick Turpin with you?’ inquired George, sarcastically. ‘On his horse, Black Bess? I expect you got there long before him, didn’t you?’

Henry took no notice. She went on with wonderful tales of her family’s exploits, swimming across wide rivers, climbing Snowdon to the top, goodness, there wasn’t a single thing she didn’t seem to have done!

‘You certainly ought to have been a boy, Henry,’ said Mrs Johnson, which was exactly what Henry wanted everyone to say!

‘Henry, when you’ve told us the story of how you climbed Mount Everest and got there before anyone else, perhaps you would finish your plateful,’ said Captain Johnson, who got very tired of Henry’s tongue.

George roared with laughter, not that she thought it was very funny, but because she loved any chance to laugh at Henry. Henry tackled the rest of her food at top speed. How she did love to hold everyone spellbound with her extraordinary tales! George didn’t believe a word, but Dick and Julian thought it quite likely that this tall, wiry girl could do things just as well as her brothers.

There were a few jobs to be done after supper, and Henry kept well away from George, knowing quite well that she would have a few cutting things to say. Well, she didn’t care! Everyone else thought she was marvellous! She tore off her frilly dress and put on jodhpurs again, although it would only be a short time before they all went to bed.

George and Anne went with the boys to their stable. They were in pyjamas and dressing-gowns, both yawning as they went. ‘Got your torches?’ said George. ‘We’re not allowed to have candles in the stables, because of the straw, you know. Good night! Sleep well! And I hope that that idiot of a Henry doesn’t come along early in the morning, whistling like a paperboy, and wake you up!’

‘Nothing will wake me up tonight, nothing at all,’ said Julian, with a huge yawn. He lay down in the straw and pulled an old rug over him. ‘Oh, what a bed! Give me stable straw every time to sleep in!’

The girls laughed. The boys really did look very comfortable. ‘Sleep tight,’ said Anne, and walked off with George to the house.

Soon all the lights were out everywhere. Henry was asleep and snoring as usual. She had to have a separate room, otherwise she kept everyone awake! But even so, Anne and George could hear her, snoring away – rrrumph – rrrumph! rrrumph – RRRRUMPH!

‘Blow Henrietta!’ said George, sleepily. ‘What a row she makes. Anne, she’s not to come with us when we go riding tomorrow. Do you hear, Anne?’

‘Not very well,’ murmured Anne, trying to open her eyes. ‘G’night, George!’

Timmy was on George’s feet as usual. He lay snuggled there, eyes shut and ears asleep too. He got as tired as everyone else, running over the hills all day, scrabbling at scores of rabbit holes, chasing dozens of remarkably fleet-footed rabbits. But at night he too slept like a log.

Out in the stable the two boys slept peacefully, covered by the old rug. Nearby the little skewbald horse moved restlessly, but they heard nothing. An owl came swooping over the stable, looking for mice down below. It screeched loudly, hoping to scare a mouse into sudden flight. Then it would swoop down and take it into its talons.

Not even the screech awakened the boys. They slept dreamlessly, tired out.

The door of the stable was shut and latched. Clip, the horse, suddenly stirred and looked round at the door. The latch was moving! Someone was lifting it from the outside. Clip’s pricked ears heard the sound of a little shuffle.

He watched the door. Who was coming? He hoped it was Sniffer, the boy he liked so much. Sniffer was always kind to him. He didn’t like being away from Sniffer. He listened for the sniff-sniff that always went with the little boy, but he didn’t hear it.

The door opened very slowly indeed. It gave no creak. Clip saw the night sky outside, set with stars. He made out a figure outlined against the darkness of the starry night, a black shadow.

Someone came into the stable, and whispered ‘Clip!’
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The horse gave a little whinny. It wasn’t Sniffer’s voice. It was his father’s. Clip did not like him, he was too free with cuffs and kicks, and slashes with the whip. He lay still, wondering why the traveller had come.

The man had no idea that Dick and Julian were sleeping in the stable. He had come in quietly because he had thought there might be other horses there, and he did not want to startle them and make them stamp about in fright. He had no torch, but his keen eyes made out Clip at once, lying in his straw.

He tiptoed across to him and fell over Julian’s feet, sticking out from the straw bed he was lying on. He fell with a thud, and Julian sat up very suddenly indeed, awake at once.

‘Who’s there! What is it?’

The traveller shrank down beside Clip, keeping silent. Julian began to wonder if he had been dreaming. But his foot distinctly hurt him. Surely somebody had trodden on it, or fallen over it? He woke Dick.

‘Where’s the torch? Hello, look, the stable door is open! Quick, Dick, where on earth is the torch?’

They found it at last and Julian clicked it on. At first he saw nothing, for the man was in Clip’s stall, lying down behind the horse. Then the torch picked him out.

‘Hallo! Look there – it’s that traveller, Sniffer’s father!’ said Julian. ‘Get up, you! What on earth are you doing here, in the middle of the night?’




CHAPTER FIVE

George gets a headache!

THE MAN got up sullenly. His earrings shone in the light of the torch. ‘I came to get Clip,’ he said. ‘He’s my horse, isn’t he?’

‘You were told he wasn’t fit to walk yet,’ said Julian. ‘Do you want him to go lame for life? You ought to know enough about horses to know when one can be worked or not!’

‘I’ve got my orders,’ said the man. ‘I’ve got to take my caravan with the others.’

‘Who said so?’ said Dick, scornfully.

‘Barney Boswell,’ said the man. ‘He’s boss of our lot here. We’ve got to start off together tomorrow.’

‘But why?’ said Julian, puzzled. ‘What’s so urgent about all this? What’s the mystery?’

‘There isn’t any mystery,’ said the man, still sullen. ‘We’re just going to the moor.’

‘What are you going to do there?’ asked Dick, curiously. ‘It doesn’t seem to me to be the place to take a lot of caravans to. There’s nothing there at all, is there? Or so I’ve heard.’

The man shrugged his shoulders and said nothing. He turned to Clip as if to get him up. But Julian rapped out at him at once.

‘Oh no, you don’t! If you don’t care about injuring a horse, I do! You’ve only got to be patient for a day or two more, and he’ll be quite all right. You’re not to take him tonight. Dick, go and wake Captain Johnson. He’ll know what to do.’

‘No,’ said the man, scowling. ‘Don’t wake anybody. I’ll go. But just see that Clip is given to Sniffer as soon as it’s possible, or I’ll know the reason why! See?’

He looked at Julian in a threatening way.

‘Take that scowl off your face,’ said Julian. ‘I’m glad you’ve seen sense. Clear out now. Go off with the others tomorrow and I’ll see that Sniffer has the horse in a short time.’

The man moved to the door and slid out like a shadow. Julian went to watch him across the yard, wondering whether, out of spite, the man might try to steal a hen, or one of the ducks sleeping beside the pond.

But there was no sudden clucking, no loud quack. The man had gone as silently as he had come.

‘Most peculiar, all this!’ said Julian, latching the door again. He tied a piece of thick string over it his side, so that it could not be lifted from outside. ‘There! Now if the traveller comes again, he’ll find he can’t get in. What a nerve, coming here in the middle of the night like that!’

He got back into the straw. ‘He must have fallen right over my foot,’ he said, snuggling down. ‘He woke me up with an awful jump. Good thing for Clip that we were sleeping out here tonight, or he’d be dragging along a heavy caravan tomorrow, and going lame again. I don’t like that fellow!’

He fell asleep again and so did Dick. Clip slept too, his leg feeling easier. How glad he had been that day not to have to drag along the heavy caravan!

The boys told Captain Johnson next morning about the traveller’s midnight visit. He nodded. ‘Yes, I ought to have warned you that he might come. They’re not always very good to their horses. Well, I’m glad you sent him off. I don’t reckon Clip’s leg will be ready for walking on till the day after tomorrow. There’s no harm in giving the poor creature a few days’ rest. Sniffer can easily take the caravan on after the others.’

It looked as if that day was going to be fun. After all the horses had been seen to, and many odd jobs done, the four, with Timmy, planned to set out for a day’s ride. Captain Johnson said he would let Julian ride his own sturdy cob and Dick took a bonny chestnut horse, with four white socks. The girls had the horses they usually rode.

Henry hung about, looking very mournful. The boys felt quite uncomfortable. ‘We really ought to tell her to come along too,’ said Dick to Julian. ‘It seems jolly mean to leave her behind with those little kids.’

‘Yes, I know. I agree with you,’ said Julian. ‘Anne, come here! Can’t you suggest to George that we take Henry too? She’s longing to come, I know.’

‘Yes, she is,’ said Anne. ‘I feel awful about it. But George will be mad if we ask Henry. They really do get on each other’s nerves. I simply daren’t ask George to let Henry come, Ju.’

‘But this is silly!’ said Julian. ‘To think we don’t dare to ask George to let somebody come! George will have to learn sense. I like Henry. She’s boastful, and I don’t believe half the tales she tells, but she’s a sport and good fun. Hey, Henry!’





‘Coming!’ yelled Henry, and came running, looking very hopeful.

‘Would you like to come with us!’ said Julian. ‘We’re all going off for the day. Have you got any jobs to do, or can you come?’

‘Can I come! You bet!’ said Henry, joyfully. ‘But – does George know?’

‘I’ll soon tell her,’ said Julian, and went in search of George. She was helping Mrs Johnson to get saddle bags ready, full of food.

‘George,’ said Julian, boldly, ‘Henry is coming too. Will there be enough food for everyone?’

‘Oh! How nice of you to ask her!’ said Mrs Johnson, sounding very pleased. ‘She’s dying to come. She’s been so good this week, too, while we’ve been short-handed. She deserves a treat. Isn’t that nice, George?’

George muttered something peculiar and went out of the room, her face scarlet. Julian stared after her, his eyebrows cocked in a comical manner.
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‘I don’t somehow feel that George thinks it’s nice,’ he said. ‘I feel as if we are in for an awkward day, Mrs Johnson.’

‘Oh, don’t take any notice of George when she’s silly,’ said Mrs Johnson, comfortably, filling another paper bag with delicious-looking sandwiches. ‘And don’t take any notice of Henry, either, when she’s idiotic. There! If you get through all this food, I shall be surprised!’

William, one of the younger ones, came in just then. ‘What a lot of food you’ve given them,’ he said. ‘Will there be enough left for us to have today?’

‘Good gracious, yes!’ said Mrs Johnson. ‘You think of nothing but your tummy, William! Go and find George and tell her the food is ready for her to put into the saddle bags.’

William disappeared and then came back. ‘George says she’s got a headache and doesn’t think she’ll go on the ride,’ he announced.

Julian looked startled and upset. ‘Now listen to me, Julian,’ said Mrs Johnson, beginning to insert the parcels of food carefully into the saddle bags, ‘just leave her to her imaginary headache. Don’t go fussing round her, and begging her to come and saying you won’t have Henry. Just believe quite firmly in her headache, and go off by yourselves. It’s the quickest way to make George see sense, believe me!’

‘Yes, I think you’re right,’ said Julian, frowning. To think that George should behave like a sulky little girl, after all the adventures they had been through together! Just because of Henry. It really was absurd.

‘Where is George?’ he said to William.

‘Up in her room,’ said William, who had been engrossed in picking up and eating all the crumbs he could. Julian went out of the room and into the yard. He knew which window belonged to the room where George and Anne slept. He yelled up.

‘George! Sorry about your headache! Sure you don’t feel like coming?’

‘No!’ came back an answering shout, and the window was shut down with a slam.

‘OK! Awfully disappointed and all that!’ shouted Julian. ‘Do hope your head will soon be better! See you later!’

No other reply came from the window, but, as Julian went across the yard to the stables, a very surprised face watched him go, from behind the bedroom curtains. George was extremely astonished to have been taken at her word, shocked at being left behind after all, and angry with Henry and everyone else for putting her into this fix!

Julian told the others that George had a headache and wasn’t coming. Anne was most concerned and wanted to go and comfort her but Julian forbade her to.

‘No. She’s up in her room. Leave her alone, Anne. That’s an order – OK?’

‘All right,’ said Anne, half-relieved. She felt sure that George’s headache was mostly temper, and she didn’t at all want to go and argue with her for half an hour. Henry hadn’t said a word. She had flushed with surprise when Julian had announced that George was not coming, and she knew at once that there was no real headache! She was George’s headache, she knew that!

She went up to Julian. ‘Look, I guess it’s because you’ve asked me to come, that Georgina won’t come with us. I don’t want to spoil things. You go and tell her I’m not going after all.’

Julian looked at Henry gratefully. ‘That’s jolly nice of you,’ he said. ‘But we’re taking George at her word. Anyway, we didn’t ask you out of politeness. We wanted you to come!’

‘Thanks,’ said Henry. ‘Well, let’s go before anything else happens! Our horses are ready. I’ll fix the saddle bags.’

Soon all four were on their horses, and were walking over the yard to the gate. George heard the clippity-clop-clippity-clop of the hooves and peeped out of the window again. They were going after all! She hadn’t thought they really would go without her. She was horrified.

‘Why did I behave like that? I’ve put myself in the wrong!’ thought poor George. ‘Now Henrietta will be with them all day and will be as nice as possible, just to show me up. What an ass I am!’

‘Timmy, I’m an ass and an idiot, and a great big idiot! Aren’t I?’

Timmy didn’t think so. He had been puzzled to hear the others going off without him and George, and had gone to the door and whined. Now he came back to George and put his head on her knee. He knew George was not happy.

‘You don’t care how I behave, do you, Tim?’ said George, stroking the soft, furry head. ‘That’s the best thing about a dog! You don’t care if I’m in the wrong or not, you just love me all the same, don’t you? Well, you shouldn’t love me today, Tim. I’ve been an idiot!’

There was a knock at her door. It was William again. ‘George! Mrs Johnson says, if your headache is bad, undress and get into bed. But if it’s better, come down and help with Clip, the traveller’s horse.’

‘I’ll come down,’ said George, flinging away her sulks at one go. ‘Tell Mrs Johnson I’ll go to the stable at once.’

‘All right,’ said the stolid William, and trotted off like a reliable little pony.

George went downstairs with Timmy, and into the yard. She wondered how far the others had gone. She couldn’t see them in the distance. Would they have a good day together, with that horrid Henry? Ugh!

The others were almost a mile away, cantering easily. What fun! A whole day before them, on Mystery Moor!




CHAPTER SIX

A grand day

‘I THINK it’s a jolly good name, Mystery Moor,’ said Dick, as the four of them went along. ‘Look at it stretching for miles, all blazing with gorse.’

‘I don’t think it looks at all mysterious,’ said Henry, surprised.

‘Well, it’s got a sort of quietness and broodiness,’ said Anne, ‘as if something big happened long ago in the past and it’s waiting for something to happen again.’

‘Quiet and broody? It sounds like one of the farmyard hens sitting on her eggs!’ said Henry with a laugh. ‘I think it might be a bit frightening and mysterious at night, but it’s just an ordinary stretch of country in the daytime, fine for riding over. I can’t think why it’s called Mystery Moor.’

‘We’ll have to look it up in some book that tells about this part of the country,’ said Dick. ‘I expect it was called that because of some strange happening or other, hundreds of years ago, when people believed in witches and things like that.’

They followed no road or path, but rode where they pleased. There were great stretches of wiry grass, masses of heather springing up afresh, and, blazing its gold everywhere on this lovely April day, was the gorse.

Anne sniffed continually as they rode past the gorse bushes. Dick looked at her.

‘You sound like Sniffer!’ he said. ‘Have you got a cold?’

Anne laughed. ‘No, of course not. But I do so love the smell of the gorse. What does it smell of? Vanilla? Hot coconut? It’s a lovely warm smell!’

‘Look! What’s that moving over there?’ said Julian, suddenly reining in his horse. They all strained their eyes to see.

‘It’s caravans!’ said Julian, at last. ‘Of course! They were setting out today, weren’t they? Well, they must find it very rough going, that’s all I can say. There’s no real road anywhere, as far as I can see.’

‘Where can they be going?’ wondered Anne. ‘What’s over in that direction?’

‘They’ll come to the coast if they keep on the way they are going,’ said Julian, considering. ‘Let’s ride over and have a look at them, shall we?’

‘Yes. Good idea!’ said Dick. So they turned their horses’ heads to the right, and rode towards the far-away caravans. These made quite a splash of colour as they went along. There were four of them – two red ones, a blue one and a yellow one. They went very slowly indeed, each pulled by a small, wiry horse.

‘They all look like skewbalds, brown and white,’ said Dick. ‘It’s funny that so many travellers have skewbald horses. I wonder why it is?’





They heard shouting as they came near the caravans, and saw one man pointing them out to another. It was Sniffer’s father!

‘Look, that’s the fellow who woke us up in the stable last night,’ said Julian to Dick. ‘Sniffer’s father! What a nasty bit of work he is! Why doesn’t he get a haircut?’

‘Good morning!’ called Dick, as they rode up to the caravans on their horses. ‘Nice day!’
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There was no answer. The travellers driving their caravans, and those walking alongside, looked sourly at the four riders.

‘Where are you going?’ asked Henry. ‘To the coast?’

‘It’s nothing to do with you,’ said one of the travellers, an old man with curly grey hair.

‘Surly folk, aren’t they?’ said Dick to Julian. ‘I suppose they think we’re spying on them, or something. I wonder how they manage about food on this moor, no shops or anything. I suppose they take it all with them.’

‘I’ll ask them,’ said Henry, not at all put off by the surly looks. She rode right up to Sniffer’s father.

‘How do you manage about food, and water?’ she asked.

‘We’ve got food there,’ said Sniffer’s father, jerking his head back towards one of the caravans. ‘As for water, we know where the springs are.’

‘Are you camping on the moor for a long time?’ asked Henry, thinking that a traveller’s life might be a fine one, for a time! Fancy living out here on this lovely moor with gorse blazing gold all around, and primroses by the thousand in the sheltered corners!

‘That’s nothing to do with you!’ shouted the old man with curly grey hair. ‘Clear off and leave us alone!’

‘Come on, Henry,’ said Julian, swinging round to go off. ‘They don’t like us asking them questions. They think it’s prying, not interest. Maybe they have lots of things to hide, and don’t want us poking around – one or two chickens from a farm, a duck or so from the pond. They live from hand-to-mouth, these folk.’

Some bright-eyed children peered from the vans as they went by. One or two were running outside, but they sheered off like frightened rabbits when Henry cantered towards them.

‘Oh well, they simply don’t want to be friendly,’ she said, and went to join the other three. ‘What a strange life they lead, in their houses on wheels! Never staying anywhere for long, always on the move. Get up, there, Sultan. Go after the others!’

Her horse obediently followed the other three, taking care not to step into any rabbit holes! What fun it was to be out here in the sunshine, jogging up and down on the horse’s back, without a care in the world! Henry was very happy.

The other three were enjoying their day, but they were not quite so happy. They kept wondering about George. They missed Timmy too. He should be trotting beside them, enjoying the day as well!

They lost sight of the caravans after a time. Julian kept track of the way they went, half-afraid of being lost. He had a compass with him, and checked their direction continually. ‘It would never do to have to spend a night out here!’ he said. ‘Nobody would ever find us!’

They had a magnificent lunch about half past twelve. Really, Mrs Johnson had surpassed herself! Egg and sardine sandwiches, tomato and lettuce, ham – there seemed no end to them! Great slices of cherry cake were added too, and a large, juicy pear each.

‘I like this kind of cherry cake,’ said Dick, looking at his enormous slice. ‘The cherries have all gone to the bottom. They make a very nice last mouthful!’

‘Any drinks?’ said Henry, and was handed a bottle of ginger-beer. She drank it thirstily.

‘Why does ginger-beer taste so nice on a picnic?’ she said. ‘Much nicer than drinking it sitting down in a shop, even if it’s got ice in it!’

‘There’s a spring or something nearby,’ said Julian. ‘I can hear it bubbling.’

They all listened. Yes, there was a little bubbling, tinkling noise. Anne got up to trace it. She found it in a few minutes and called the others. There was a round pool, cool and blue, lying two or three feet down, and into it, from one side, fell a crystal clear spring of water, tinkling as it fell.

‘One of the springs that the travellers use, when they come to this deserted moor, I expect,’ said Julian. He cupped his hands under the falling water and got his palms full. He carried the water to his mouth and sipped it.

‘Delicious! Cool as an ice-box,’ he said. ‘Taste it, Anne.’

They rode a little farther, but the moor seemed the same everywhere: heather, wiry grass, gorse, a clear spring falling into a pool or tiny stream here and there, and a few trees, mostly silver birch.

Larks sang all the time, soaring high in the air, almost too far up to see.

‘Their song falls down like raindrops,’ said Anne, holding out her hands as if to catch it. Henry laughed. She liked this family, and was very glad they had asked her to come out with them. She thought George was silly to have stayed at the stables.

‘I think we ought to get home,’ said Julian at last, looking at his watch. ‘We’re a good way away. Let me see now. We want to make more or less for the setting sun. Come on!’

He led the way, his horse picking its own path over the heather. The others followed. Dick stopped after a while.

‘Are you sure we’re quite right, Ju? I don’t somehow feel that we are. The moor is different here, rather sandy and not so much gorse.’

Julian stopped his horse and looked round and about. ‘Yes, it does look a bit different,’ he said. ‘But yet we seem to be going in the right direction. Let’s go a bit more to the west. If only there was something on the horizon to guide us. But this moor hasn’t a thing that stands out anywhere!’

They went on again, and then Henry gave an exclamation. ‘I say! What’s this? Do come here.’

The two boys and Anne swerved over to Henry. She was now off her horse, and was bending over, scraping away at the heather.

‘Look, it seems like rails, or something,’ said Henry. ‘Very old and rusty. But they can’t be, surely?’

Everyone was now down on their knees, scraping sand and heather away. Julian sat back and considered.

‘Yes, it’s rails. Old ones, as you say. But what in the world were rails laid down here for?’
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‘I can’t think,’ said Henry. ‘I only caught sight of them by chance, they’re so overgrown. I couldn’t believe my eyes!’

‘They must lead from somewhere to somewhere!’ said Dick. ‘Perhaps there was a quarry, or something on the moor and they ran little engines with trucks there, to fetch the sand, and take it back to town to sell.’

‘That’s about it,’ said Julian. ‘It’s very sandy here, as we noticed. Good, fine sand. Maybe there is a quarry on the moor. Well, that way, behind us, goes right out on the moor, so this way must lead back to some town or village, probably Milling Green or somewhere like that.’

‘Yes. You’re right,’ said Dick. ‘In which case, if we follow the lines along, we’ll get back to civilisation sooner or later!’

‘Well, seeing that we seem to be more or less lost, that would be quite a good idea!’ said Henry. She mounted her horse again and rode along the lines.

‘They’re fairly easy to see!’ she called. ‘If you ride between them, that is, because they go so straight.’

The lines ran steadily over the moor, sometimes very overgrown, and in about half an hour’s time Henry gave a cry and pointed forward. ‘Houses! I thought we’d soon come to some place!’

‘It is Milling Green!’ said Julian, as the rails came to a sudden end, and they rode out into a small cart road.

‘Well, we haven’t far to go now, to get to the stables,’ said Henry, pleased. ‘I say, wouldn’t it be fun to follow those lines all across the moor and see where they really lead to?’

‘Yes. We might do that one day,’ said Julian. ‘Gosh, it’s getting late. I wonder how old George has been getting on today!’

They walked quickly along to the stables, thinking of George. Would she have retired to bed? Would she still be cross, or worse still, hurt and grieved? It was anybody’s guess!




CHAPTER SEVEN

George, Sniffer and Liz

GEORGE HAD had quite an interesting day. First she had gone down to help Captain Johnson do Clip’s leg again and bandage it up. The little skewbald stood very patiently, and George felt a sudden liking for the ugly little creature.

‘Thanks, George,’ said Captain Johnson, who, to her relief, had said nothing about her not having gone riding with the others. ‘Now would you like to come and put jumps up for the youngsters? They’re longing to do some more jumping.’

George found that it was quite amusing to teach the younger ones how to jump. They were so very, very proud of themselves when they went over even a foot-high jump on their little ponies.
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