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				‘It’s today that Fatty’s coming back,’ said Bets to Pip. ‘I’m so glad.’

				‘That’s the sixth time you’ve said that in the last hour,’ said Pip. ‘Can’t you think of something else to say?’

				‘No I can’t,’ said Bets. ‘I keep on feeling so glad that we shall soon see Fatty.’ She went to the window and looked out. ‘Oh Pip – here come Larry and Daisy up the drive. I expect they will come to the station to meet Fatty too.’

				‘Of course they will,’ said Pip. ‘And I bet old Buster will turn up as well! Fancy Fatty going away without Buster-dog!’

				Larry and Daisy walked into Pip’s playroom. ‘Hello, hello!’ said Larry, flinging his coat on a chair. ‘Won’t it be nice when Fatty’s back? Nothing ever seems to happen unless he’s around.’

				‘We aren’t even the Five Find-Outers without him,’ said Bets. ‘Only four – and nothing to find out!’

				Larry, Daisy, Fatty, Pip and Bets called themselves the Five Find-Outers (and Dog, because of Buster). They had been very good at solving all kinds of peculiar mysteries in the various holidays when they came back from boarding-school. Mr Goon, the village policeman, had done his best to solve them too, but somehow the Five Find-Outers always got a little ahead of him, and he found this very annoying indeed.

				‘Perhaps some mystery will turn up when Fatty comes,’ said Pip. ‘He’s the kind of person that things always happen to. He just can’t help it.’

				‘Fancy him being away over Christmas!’ said Daisy. ‘It was strange not having Fatty here. I’ve kept him his presents.’

				‘So have I,’ said Bets. ‘I made him a notebook with his full name on the cover in beautiful lettering. Look, here it is – Frederick Algernon Trotteville. Won’t he be pleased?’

				‘I don’t think he will,’ said Pip. ‘You’ve got it all dirty and messy, carrying it about.’

				‘I bought him this,’ said Daisy, and she fished a box out of her pocket. She opened it and brought out a neat little black beard. ‘It’s to help him in his disguise.’

				‘It’s a lovely one,’ said Pip fingering it, and then putting it on his chin. ‘How do I look?’

				‘Rather silly,’ said Bets, at once. ‘You look like a boy with a beard – but if Fatty wore it he would look like an elderly man at once. He knows how to screw up his face and bend his shoulders and all that.’

				‘Yes – he’s really most clever at disguises,’ said Daisy. ‘Do you remember how he dressed up as Napoleon Bonaparte in the waxwork show last hols?’

				They all laughed as they remembered Fatty standing solemnly among the waxworks, as still as they were, looking exactly like one.

				‘That was a super mystery we solved last hols,’ said Pip. ‘I hope one turns up these hols too. Anyone seen Mr Goon lately?’

				‘Yes, I saw him riding his bicycle yesterday,’ said Bets. ‘I was just crossing the road when he came round the corner. He almost knocked me down.’

				‘What did he say? Clear orf?’ said Pip, with a grin.

				Clear-Orf was the nickname that the children gave to Mr Goon the policeman, because he always shouted that when he saw them or Buster, Fatty’s dog.

				‘He just scowled like this,’ said Bets, and screwed up her face so fiercely that everyone laughed.

				Just then Mrs Hilton, Pip’s mother, put her head around the door. ‘Aren’t you going to the station to meet Frederick?’ she said. ‘The train is almost due!’

				‘Gosh! Yes, look at the time!’ cried Larry, and they all sprang to their feet. ‘He’ll be there before we are if we don’t hurry.’

				Pip and Bets dragged on coats, and the four of them went thundering down the stairs like a herd of elephants. Crash, went the front door, and Mrs Hilton saw them racing down the drive at top speed.

				They got to the station just as the train was pulling in. Bets was terribly excited. She hopped about first on one foot then on the other, waiting for Fatty’s head to pop out of a carriage window. But it didn’t.

				The train stopped. Doors were flung open. People jumped down to the platform, some with bags that porters hurried to take. But there was no sign of Fatty.

				‘Where is he?’ said Bets, looking upset.

				‘Perhaps he’s in one of his disguises, just to test us,’ said Larry suddenly. ‘I bet that’s it! He’s dressed himself up and we’ve got to see if we can spot him. Quick, look round and see which of the passengers he is.’

				‘Not that man, he’s too tall. Not that boy, he’s not tall enough. Not that girl, because we know her. Not those two women, they’re friends of mother’s. And there’s Miss Tremble. It’s not her. Golly, which person can he be?’

				Bets suddenly nudged Larry. ‘Larry, look – there’s Fatty! See that boy over there, pulling a suitcase out of the very last carriage.’

				Everyone stared at the red-faced boy at the end of the train. ‘Yes! That’s old Fatty! Not such a good disguise as usual though – I mean, we can easily spot him this time.’

				‘I know! Let’s pretend we haven’t spotted him!’ said Daisy suddenly. ‘He’ll be so disgusted with us. We’ll let him walk right by us without saying a word to him. And then we’ll walk behind him up the station slope and call to him.’

				‘Yes – we’ll do that,’ said Larry. ‘Here he comes. Now – pretend not to know it’s Fatty, everyone!’

				So when the boy walked down the platform towards them, carrying his bag, and a mackintosh over his arm, the others didn’t even smile at him. They looked right through him and beyond him, though Bets badly wanted to run up and take his arm. She was very fond of Fatty.

				The boy took no notice of them at all. He marched on, his big boots making a clattering noise on the stone platform. He handed in his ticket at the barrier. Then he stopped outside the station, put down his bag, took out a red-spotted handkerchief and blew his nose very loudly.

				‘That’s how Mr Goon blows his!’ whispered Bets in delight. ‘Isn’t Fatty clever! He’s waiting for us to go up to him now. Let’s not! We’ll walk close behind him, and when we get out into the lane, we’ll call to him.’

				The boy put his handkerchief away, picked up his bag and set off. The four children followed closely. The boy heard their feet and looked back over his shoulder. He scowled. He put down his bag at the top of the slope to rest his arm.

				The four children promptly stopped too. When the boy picked up his bag and walked on again, Larry and the others followed at his heels once more.

				The boy looked back again. He turned round and said, ‘What’s the big idea? Think you’re my shadows, or somethink?’

				Nobody said anything. They were a little taken aback. Fatty looked so spiteful as he spoke. ‘You clear orf,’ said the boy, swinging round again and going on his way. ‘I don’t want a pack of silly kids following me all day long.’

				‘He’s better than ever!’ whispered Daisy, as the four of them walked on at the boy’s heels. ‘He quite scared me for a minute!’

				‘Let’s tell him we know him,’ said Pip. ‘Come on! We can help carry his bag then!’

				‘Hey! Fatty!’ called Larry.

				‘Fatty! We came to meet you!’ cried Bets and caught hold of his arm.

				‘Hello Fatty! Have a good Christmas?’ said Daisy and Pip together.

				The boy swung round again. He put down his bag. ‘Now, look here, who do you think you’re calling Fatty? Downright rude you are. If you don’t clear orf straight away, I’ll tell my uncle about you. And he’s a policeman, see?’

				Bets laughed. ‘Oh, Fatty! Stop being somebody else. We know it’s you. Look, I’ve got a notebook for your Christmas present. I made it myself.’

				Looking rather dazed, the boy took it. He glanced round at the four children. ‘What’s all this, that’s what I want to know!’ he said. ‘Following me round – calling me names – you’re all potty!’

				‘Oh Fatty, please be yourself,’ begged Bets. ‘It’s a great disguise, it really is – but honestly we knew you at once. As soon as you got out of the train, we all said, “That’s Fatty!”’

				‘Do you know what I do to people who call me names?’ said the boy, looking round fiercely. ‘I fight them! Anyone like to take me on?’

				‘Don’t be silly, Fatty,’ said Larry, with a laugh. ‘You’re going on too long. Come on, let’s go and find Buster, I bet he’ll be pleased to see you. I thought he’d be at the station to meet you with your mother.’

				He linked the boy’s arm in his, but was shaken off roughly. ‘You’re potty,’ said the boy again, and he picked up his bag and walked off haughtily. To the surprise of the others, he took the wrong road. The way he went led to the village, not to his mother’s house.

				They stared after him, shaken and puzzled. A little doubt crept into their minds. They followed the boy at a good distance, watched him go to the village and then, to their enormous surprise, he turned in at the gate of the little house where Mr Goon, the policeman, lived.

				As he turned, he saw the four children at a distance. He shook his fist at them and went to knock at the door. It opened and he went in.

				‘It must be Fatty,’ said Pip. ‘That’s exactly the way he would shake his fist. He’s playing some very deep trick on us indeed. Gosh – what’s he doing going to Mr Goon’s house?’

				‘He’s probably playing a trick on Mr Goon too,’ said Larry. ‘All the same – I feel a bit puzzled. We didn’t get even a wink from him.’

				They stood watching Mr Goon’s house for a little while and then turned to go back. They hadn’t gone very far before there was a delighted barking, and a little black dog flung himself on them, licking, jumping and barking as if he had suddenly gone mad.

				‘Why, it’s Buster!’ said Bets. ‘Hello Buster! You’ve just missed Fatty. What a pity!’

				A lady was coming down the road, and they all smiled at her. It was Fatty’s mother, Mrs Trotteville. She smiled back at the four children.

				‘I thought you must be somewhere about when Buster suddenly tore off at sixty miles an hour,’ she said. ‘I’m going to meet Frederick at the station. Are you coming too?’

				‘We’ve already met him,’ said Larry in surprise. ‘He was in a really good disguise, Mrs Trotteville. But we spotted him at once. He’s gone to Mr Goon’s house.’

				‘To Mr Goon’s house,’ said Mrs Trotteville, in amazement. ‘But whatever for? He telephoned me to say he had just missed the train, but was getting one fifteen minutes later. Did he catch the first one then? Oh dear, I wish he wouldn’t start putting on disguises and things – and I do hope you won’t all begin getting mixed up in something horrid as soon as Frederick comes home. Why has he gone to Mr Goon? Surely something odd hasn’t turned up already?’

				This was an idea. The children stared at one another. Then they heard the sound of a train. ‘I must go,’ said Mrs Trotteville. ‘If Frederick isn’t on that train, after phoning me that he’d missed the other, I shall be very angry indeed!’

				And into the station she went, with all the children following.
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				The train drew in. People leapt out – and Bets suddenly gave a shriek that made everyone jump in fright.

				‘There is Fatty! Look, look! And he isn’t in disguise either. Fatty! Fatty!’

				Fatty swung little Bets off the ground as she and Buster flung themselves on him. He grinned all over his good-natured face. He kissed his mother and beamed at everyone. ‘Nice of you to come and meet me. Gosh, Buster, you’ve made a hole in my trousers. Stop it!’

				Mrs Trotteville was very pleased to see Fatty, but she looked extremely puzzled. ‘The children said they had already met you once – in some disguise or other,’ she said.

				Fatty was astonished. He turned to Larry. ‘What do you mean? I haven’t arrived till now!’

				The four children looked very foolish. They remembered all they had said to the other boy. Was it possible that it hadn’t been Fatty after all? – well, it couldn’t have been, of course, because here was Fatty arriving on the next train. He couldn’t possibly be on two trains at once.

				‘We’ve made complete idiots of ourselves,’ said Larry, going red. ‘You see . . .’

				‘Do you mind walking out of the station before the porters think we are waiting for the next train?’ said Mrs Trotteville. ‘We’re the last people on the platform as it is.’

				‘Come on,’ said Fatty, and he and Larry set off with his bag between them. ‘We can talk as we go.’

				Bets took his mackintosh, Pip took a smaller bag and Daisy took a bag of magazines. They were all extremely glad to see the real Fatty, to hear his determined voice, and see his broad grin.

				‘You see,’ began Larry again, ‘we didn’t know you’d missed the first train so we came down to meet you – and we thought you might be in disguise – so when a big boy got off the train, we thought he was you!’

				‘And we didn’t say anything at first, just to puzzle you, so we thought,’ said Pip. ‘We followed this boy out of the station and he was really fed up with us.’

				‘And then we called to him and said, “Fatty!” ’ said Bets. ‘And you see, he was big – and he swung round and said he fought people who called him rude names.’

				‘I wonder he didn’t set on you all!’ said Fatty. ‘You might have known I wouldn’t say things like that to you, even if I was disguised. Where does he live?’

				‘He went to Mr Goon’s house,’ said Daisy. ‘He said Old Clear-Orf was his uncle.’

				‘Gosh! You’ve put your foot in it properly!’ said Fatty. ‘Goon has got a nephew – and I bet he’s asked if he can stay with him. Won’t he be mad when he knows how you greeted him!’

				‘It’s a great pity,’ said Mrs Trotteville, who had been listening to all this with astonishment and dismay. ‘He must have thought you were very rude. Now Mr Goon will probably complain about the behaviour of you children again.’

				‘But Mummy – can’t you see that . . .’ began Fatty.

				‘Don’t begin to argue, please Frederick,’ said Mrs Trotteville. ‘It seems to me that you will have to go and explain to Mr Goon that the others thought his nephew was you.’

				‘Yes Mummy,’ said Fatty in a meek voice.

				‘I do want you to keep out of any mysteries or trouble these holidays,’ said Mrs Trotteville.

				‘Yes Mummy,’ said Fatty. Mrs Trotteville heard a suppressed giggle from Bets and Daisy. They knew perfectly well that Fatty didn’t mean a word he was saying. Who could keep him out of a mystery if he even so much as smelt one? Who could imagine that he would go and explain anything to Mr Goon?

				‘Don’t say “Yes Mummy,” and “No Mummy,” like that unless you mean it,’ said Mrs Trotteville, wishing she didn’t feel annoyed with Fatty almost as soon as she had met him.

				‘No Mummy. I mean, yes Mummy,’ said Fatty. ‘Well – I mean whatever you want me to say, Mummy. Can the others come for tea?’

				‘Certainly not,’ said Mrs Trotteville. ‘I want to have a little chat with you and hear all your news – and then you have your bag to unpack – and soon your dad will be home, and . . .’

				‘Yes Mummy,’ said Fatty hastily. ‘Well, can the others come round afterwards? I haven’t seen them at all these hols. I’ve got presents for them. I didn’t send them any at Christmas.’

				The mention of presents suddenly made Bets remember that she had given her precious notebook to the other boy. She bit her lip in horror. Oh no! He had put it into his pocket! She hadn’t asked for it back because she had been so scared when he had offered to fight them all, that she had forgotten all about the notebook.

				‘I gave that boy the present I made for you,’ she said in a rather shaky voice. ‘It was a notebook with your name on the front.’

				‘Just what I want!’ said Fatty cheerfully, and gave Bets a squeeze. ‘I’ll get it back from that boy, don’t you worry!’

				‘Now, just remember what I said,’ warned Mrs Trotteville, as they came to her gate. ‘There’s to be no silly feud with that boy. He might be very nice.’

				Everyone looked doubtful. They were as certain as they could be that any nephew of Mr Goon’s must be as awful as the policeman himself. Buster barked loudly, and Bets felt sure he was agreeing with them in his doggy language.

				‘Mummy, you haven’t said if the others can come round this evening,’ said Fatty, as they went in at the gate.

				‘No. Not this evening,’ said Mrs Trotteville, much to everyone’s disappointment. ‘You can meet them tomorrow. Good-bye children. Give my love to your mothers.’

				Fatty and Buster disappeared up the path with Mrs Trotteville. The others outside the gate looked gloomily at one another and then walked slowly down the road.

				‘She might have let us have just a little chat with Fatty,’ said Larry.

				‘We made an awful noise last time we went to Fatty’s,’ said Bets, remembering. ‘We thought Mrs Trotteville was out, do you remember? – and played a dreadful game Fatty made up, called Elephant Hunting . . .’

				‘And Mrs Trotteville was in all the time and we never even heard her yelling at us to stop because we were making such a row,’ said Pip. ‘That was a good game. We must remember that.’

				Well, do you think that boy was Mr Goon’s nephew?’ said Daisy. ‘If he tells Mr Goon what we did, we’ll get a few more black marks from him!’

				‘He’ll know who we are,’ said Bets dolefully. ‘That boy’s got the notebook I made – and there’s Fatty’s name on it. And, oh dear, inside I’ve printed in my best handwriting, headings to some of the pages. I’ve printed CLUES, SUSPECTS, and other things like that. So Mr Goon will know we’re looking out for another mystery.’

				‘Well, what does that matter?’ demanded Pip. ‘Let him think what he likes!’

				‘She’s always so scared of Old Clear-Orf,’ said Daisy. ‘I’m not! We’re much cleverer than he is. We’ve solved mysteries that he hasn’t even been able to begin solving.’

				‘I hope Mr Goon won’t come and complain to our parents about our behaviour to that boy,’ said Pip. ‘Honestly, we must have seemed a bit mad to him. Mr Goon will probably think we did it all on purpose – made a fool of the boy just because he was his nephew.’

				Pip’s fear of being complained about was very real. He had strict parents who had very strong ideas about good and bad behaviour. Larry and Daisy’s parents were not so strict and Fatty’s rarely bothered about him, as long as he was polite and well-mannered.

				But Pip had had some angry tellings-off from his father, and he and Bets were always afraid of Mr Goon coming to complain. So, when they arrived home that afternoon for tea, they were horrified to hear from their maid, Lorna, that Mr Goon had rung up their mother ten minutes before.

				‘I hope you haven’t got into mischief,’ said Lorna, who liked the children. ‘He says he’s coming to see your Ma tonight. She’s out for tea now. I thought I’d just warn you in case you’ve gone and got yourselves into trouble.’

				‘Thank-you Lorna,’ said Pip and went to have a gloomy tea in the playroom alone with Bets, who also looked extremely down in the dumps. How could they have thought that boy was Fatty? Now that she came to think of it, Bets could quite clearly see that the boy was coarse and lumpish – not even Fatty could look like that!

				The two children decided to warn Larry and Daisy, so they rang them up.

				‘Gosh!’ said Larry. ‘Fancy listening to tales from that idiot of a nephew about us! I don’t expect my mother will pay much attention to Mr Goon – but yours will! Horrid old man. Cheer up. We’ll meet tomorrow and discuss it all.’

				Pip and Bets waited for their mother to come in. Thank goodness their father was not with her. They went down to greet her.

				‘Mummy,’ said Pip, ‘We – er – we want to tell you something. Er – you see . . .’

				‘Now, what mischief have you got into?’ said Mrs Hilton impatiently. ‘Have you broken something? Tell me without all this humming and hawing.’

				‘No. We haven’t broken anything,’ said Bets. ‘But you see, we went to meet Fatty at the station . . .’

				‘And there was a boy that we thought was Fatty in one of his disguises,’ went on Pip, ‘so we followed him up the road, pretending not to know him . . .’

				‘And then we called out “Fatty” to him, and told him we knew him – and he was angry, and . . .’

				‘And what you mean is you made a silly mistake and called a strange boy “Fatty”, and he was annoyed,’ said Mrs Hilton, making an impatient tapping noise on the table. ‘Why must you do idiotic things? Well, I suppose you apologised, so there’s not much harm done.’

				‘We didn’t actually apologise,’ said Pip. ‘We really thought he was Fatty. But he wasn’t. He was Mr Goon’s nephew.’

				Mrs Hilton looked really annoyed. ‘And now I suppose I shall have that policeman here complaining about you again. Well, you know what your father said last time, Pip – he said . . .’

				The door opened and Lorna came in. ‘Please Madam, there’s Mr Goon wanting to see you. Shall I show him in?’

				Before Mrs Hilton could say yes or no, the two children had opened the French windows that led to the garden and had shot out into the darkness. Pip wished he hadn’t gone as soon as he was out there, but Bets clutched him so desperately that he had shot off with her. A great draught of icy air blew into the sitting-room behind them.

				Mrs Hilton closed the garden door, looking cross. Mr Goon came into the room, walking slowly and pompously. He thought Mr and Mrs Hilton were proper parents – they listened to him seriously when he made complaints. Well, he was going to enjoy himself now.

				‘Sit down, Mr Goon,’ said Mrs Hilton, trying to be polite. ‘What can I do for you?’
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				Pip and Bets went round to the kitchen door and let themselves in. The cook was out and Lorna was upstairs. They fled past the big black cat on the hearth rug and went up to their playroom.

				‘I should have stayed,’ said Pip. ‘I haven’t done anything wrong. It was silly to run away. It will make Mummy think we really are in the wrong.’

				‘Listen! Isn’t that Daddy coming in?’ said Bets. ‘Yes, it is. He’ll walk straight in on top of them, and hear everything too!’

				Mr Goon seemed to stay a long time, but at last he went. Mrs Hilton called to Pip.

				‘Pip! Bring Bets down here please. We have something to say to you.’

				The two children went downstairs, Bets quite plainly scared, and Pip putting on a very brave face. To their surprise, their parents did not seem angry at all.

				‘Pip,’ said his mother, ‘Mr Goon came to tell us that he has his nephew staying with him. He says he is a very nice lad indeed, very straightforward and honest – and he says he would be glad if none of you five led him into trouble. You know that every holidays you seem to have been mixed up in mysteries of some kind or other – there was that burnt cottage – and the disappearing cat – and . . .’

				‘And the spiteful letters, and the secret room, and the missing necklace,’ said Pip, relieved to find that apparently Mr Goon hadn’t done much complaining.

				‘Yes. Quite,’ said his father. ‘Well, Mr Goon doesn’t want his nephew mixed up in anything like that. He says he has promised the boy’s mother to look after him well these holidays, and he doesn’t want you dragging him into any mystery or danger . . .’

				‘As if we’d want to do that!’ said Pip, in disgust. ‘His nephew is just a great clod. We don’t want to drag him into anything – we’d like to leave him severely alone.’

				‘Well, see you do,’ said his mother. ‘Be friendly and polite to him, please. Apparently you were very rude and puzzling to him today – but as Pip had already explained to me the mistake you made, I saw that you didn’t really mean to be rude. Mr Goon was very nice about that.’

				‘We won’t drag his nephew into anything,’ said Pip. ‘If we find a mystery, we’ll keep it to ourselves.’

				‘That’s another thing I want to say to you,’ said his father. ‘I don’t like you being mixed up in these things. It is the job of the police to solve these mysteries and to clear up any crimes that are committed. It’s time you five children kept out of them. I forbid you to try and solve any mysteries these holidays.’

				Pip and Bets stared at him in the greatest dismay. ‘But – we belong to the Five Find-Outers,’ stammered Pip. ‘We must do our bit if a mystery comes along, I mean, really . . . why, we couldn’t possibly promise to . . .’

				‘Mr Goon has already been to see Larry and Daisy’s parents,’ said Mrs Hilton. ‘They have said that they too will forbid their children to get mixed up in any mysteries these holidays. Neither you nor they are to look for any, you understand?’

				‘But – but suppose one comes – and we’re mixed up in it without knowing?’ asked Bets. ‘Like the missing necklace mystery.’

				‘Oh, one won’t come if you don’t look for it,’ said Mr Hilton. ‘Naturally if you got plunged into the middle of one without your knowledge, nobody could blame you – but these things don’t happen like that. I just simply forbid you to look for any mystery these holidays, and I forbid you above all to allow Mr Goon’s nephew to get mixed up in anything of the kind.’

				‘You can go now,’ said Mrs Hilton. ‘Don’t look so miserable! Anyone would think you couldn’t be happy without some kind of mystery round the corner!’

				‘Well,’ began Pip, and then decided to say no more. How could he explain the delight of smelling out a mystery, of making a list of clues and suspects, of trying to fit everything together like a jigsaw puzzle till the answer came and the picture was complete?

				He and Bets went out of the room and climbed up the stairs to their playroom. ‘Fancy Larry and Daisy being forbidden too,’ said Pip. ‘I wonder if Mr Goon went to Fatty’s parents too?’

				‘Well, I shouldn’t think it would be any good forbidding Fatty to get mixed up in anything,’ said Bets.

				Bets was right. It wasn’t any good. Fatty talked his mother and father over to his point of view under the very nose of Mr Goon.

				‘I’ve been very useful indeed to Inspector Jenks,’ he told his parents. ‘You know I have. And you know I’m going to be the finest detective in the world when I’m grown up. I’m sure if you ring up the Inspector, Mummy, he will tell you not to forbid me to do anything I want to. He trusts me.’

				Inspector Jenks was a great friend of the children’s. He was chief of the police in the next town, head of the whole district. Mr Goon was in great awe of him. The children had certainly helped the Inspector many times in the way they had tackled various mysterious happenings.

				‘You ring up the Inspector, Mummy,’ said Fatty, seeing that the policeman didn’t want Mrs Trotteville to do this at all. ‘I’m sure he’ll say Mr Goon is wrong.’

				‘Don’t you bother the Inspector, Mrs Trotteville, please,’ said Mr Goon. ‘He’s a busy man. I wouldn’t have come to you if it hadn’t have been for this young nephew of mine – nice fellow he is, simple and innocent – and I don’t want him led into all sorts of dangers, see?’

				‘Well, I’m sure Frederick will promise not to lead him into danger,’ said Mrs Trotteville. ‘It’s the last thing he would want.’

				Fatty said nothing. He was making no promises. He had a kind of feeling that it would be good for Mr Goon’s nephew to be led into something if he was as simple and innocent as the policeman made out. Anyway, all this was just to make sure that the Five Find-Outers didn’t solve another mystery before Mr Goon did! Fatty could see through that all right!

				Mr Goon, not feeling very satisfied, departed ponderously down the garden path, annoyed to find that his bicycle had suddenly developed a puncture in the front tyre. It couldn’t possibly have been anything to do with that boy, who had been in the room the whole time – but Mr Goon thought it was a very funny thing the way unpleasant things happened to him when he was up against Frederick Algernon Trotteville!

				The Five Find-Outers met at Fatty’s the next day. Buster gave everyone a hilarious welcome. ‘Now!’ he barked, ‘we are all together again. That’s what I like best.’

				But four of them, at least, looked gloomy. ‘That spoilsport of a Goon,’ said Larry. ‘We were just waiting for you to come home and find another mystery to solve, Fatty. Now we’re forbidden even to look for one.’

				‘All because of that goofy nephew of Mr Goon’s,’ said Daisy.

				‘Well – I’m going to do exactly as I’ve always done,’ said Fatty. ‘Look out for a mystery, find my clues and suspects, fit the pieces together – and solve the whole thing before Mr Goon even knows there’s anything going on. And I’ll tell you exactly what I’m doing the whole time!’

				‘Yes – but we want to share it,’ said Pip. ‘Share it properly, I mean – not just look on while you do it all. That’s no fun.’

				‘Well, I don’t suppose anything will turn up these hols at all,’ grinned Fatty. ‘Can’t expect something every time, you know. But it would be rather fun to pretend we’re on to something and get Mr Goon’s nephew all hot and bothered about it, wouldn’t it? He’d say something to Mr Goon, who wouldn’t know whether to believe it or not – and he’d get into a mighty stew, too.’

				‘That’s a wizard idea,’ said Larry, pleased. ‘Really wizard. If we can’t find a mystery ourselves, we’ll make up one for that boy. That’ll serve Mr Goon right for trying to spoil our fun!’

				‘Let’s go and see if we can find the boy,’ said Fatty. ‘I’d be interested to see what sort of a fellow you mistook for me in disguise! Must be jolly good-looking, that’s all I can say!’

				They all went to the village. They were lucky because just as they came in sight of Mr Goon’s house, his nephew came out, wheeling his uncle’s bicycle, having been ordered by Mr Goon to take it to the garage and get the puncture mended.
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