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Have you got all of Enid Blyton’s
FAMOUS FIVE books?

□  1 Five On A Treasure Island*

□  2 Five Go Adventuring Again*

□  3 Five Run Away Together*

□  4 Five Go To Smuggler’s Top*

□  5 Five Go Off In A Caravan

□  6 Five On Kirrin Island Again*

□  7 Five Go Off To Camp*

□  8 Five Get Into Trouble*

□  9 Five Fall Into Adventure*

□ 10 Five On A Hike Together

□ 11 Five Have A Wonderful Time

□ 12 Five Go Down To The Sea*

□ 13 Five Go To Mystery Moor*

□ 14 Five Have Plenty Of Fun

□ 15 Five On A Secret Trail*

□ 16 Five Go To Billycock Hill*

□ 17 Five Get Into A Fix*

□ 18 Five On Finniston Farm*

□ 19 Five Go To Demon’s Rocks*

□ 20 Five Have A Mystery To Solve*

□ 21 Five Are Together Again

The Famous Five Short Story Collection*

The Famous Five’s Survival Guide



(*Also available as dramatised recordings on CD)



A Note from Enid Blyton’s Granddaughter

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



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



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



Who do you think you’ll like best?



Sophie Smallwood, 14 June 2010
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1 Five have a puzzling time

It was dark and very quiet in Kirrin Cottage – almost midnight. The Five were all in bed – yes, Timmy, the dog, too, for he was lying on George’s feet, his usual place at night. He wasn’t having a very comfortable time, because George, whose real name was Georgina, was so restless.

She tossed and turned and groaned – and at last awoke Anne, who was in the bed next to her.

‘What’s the matter, George?’ said Anne, sleepily. ‘Is your tooth aching again?’

‘Yes, it’s awful,’ said George, sitting up with her hand to her cheek. ‘Get off my feet, Timmy, I’ll just have to get up and walk about!’

‘Poor George,’ said Anne. ‘Good thing you’re going to the dentist tomorrow!’

‘Don’t remind me of that!’ said George, walking up and down the bedroom. ‘Go to sleep, Anne – I didn’t mean to disturb you.’

The big clock in the hall downstairs struck twelve, very slowly and solemnly. Anne listened, then her eyes shut and she fell asleep again. George went to the window and looked out over Kirrin Bay, holding a hand to her painful cheek. Timmy jumped off the bed and stood beside her, paws on the windowsill. He knew that George was in pain, and he was troubled. He rested his head against her hand and gave it a tiny lick.

‘Dear Timmy,’ said George. ‘I hope you’ll never have toothache! You’d go mad! Look at Kirrin Bay – isn’t it lovely? And you can just see Kirrin Island – my island, Timmy – looming up in the darkness!’

Suddenly George stiffened and frowned. She stared across the bay, and then turned and called urgently to Anne.

‘Anne! Quick, wake up! ANNE! Come and see! There’s a light shining out on Kirrin Island, a light, I tell you! Somebody’s there – on MY island! Anne, come and see!’

Anne sat up sleepily. ‘What’s the matter, George? What did you say?’

‘I said there’s a light on Kirrin Island! Somebody must be there – without permission too! I’ll get my boat and row out right now!’ George was very angry indeed, and Timmy gave a little growl. He would most certainly deal with whoever it was on the island!

‘Oh, George – don’t be an idiot!’ said Anne. ‘As if you could get your boat and row across the bay in the middle of the night! You must be mistaken!’ She jumped out of bed and went to the window. ‘Where’s this light?’

‘It’s gone – it went out just as you jumped out of bed,’ said George. ‘Who can be there, Anne? I’ll wake the boys and tell them. We’ll get my boat.’

She went quickly down to the room where Dick and Julian lay asleep and shook them roughly.

‘Wake up! Oh, PLEASE wake up! Something’s going on over at Kirrin Island. I saw a light there. WAKE UP, Julian.’

George’s excited voice not only woke up the boys, but her father as well. He sat up in bed in the next room, thinking there must be burglars in the house!

‘Robbers, my dear!’ he hissed in his wife’s ear, making her start up in fright. ‘Where’s my big stick?’

‘Quentin, it’s only the children!’ said his wife, sleepily. ‘I expect George’s toothache is worse. I’ll go and see.’

Everybody met in the boys’ room. ‘What on earth is all this about?’ demanded George’s father.

‘There’s a light on Kirrin Island,’ said George, quite fiercely. ‘On my island! I’m going to see who it is – and so is Timmy. If no one will come with me I’ll go alone.’

‘Indeed you won’t go,’ said her father, raising his voice angrily. ‘Get back to bed! Rowing to Kirrin Island in the middle of the night! You must be mad. There can’t be anyone there. You’ve had a bad dream, or something.’

‘Dad, there’s a light there – I saw it!’ said George, in a voice as loud as her father’s. He went at once to the window and looked out.

‘Rubbish!’ he said. ‘Not a glimmer of any sort to be seen! You dreamt it!’

‘I did NOT!’ said George, angrily. ‘Somebody is there, I tell you. Trespassing!’

‘Well, let them trespass!’ said her father. ‘You can go over tomorrow.’

‘I can’t!’ almost wailed George. ‘I’ve got to go to the dentist, and have this nasty, horrible, awful tooth out. I must go tonight!’

‘Shut up, George,’ said Julian. ‘Be sensible. Whoever’s there will still be there tomorrow. I’ll go over with Dick. Anyway, there’s no light there now – you probably made a mistake. Go to bed, for goodness’ sake.’

George flung out of the boys’ room, and went to her own, furious. Timmy went with her, licking her now and again. Why couldn’t he and George go off together, this very minute? Timmy was quite ready to!

‘Now my tooth’s aching worse than ever!’ said poor George, angry and miserable, dumping herself violently on her bed. Her mother came over to her with a glass of water and two small pills.

‘Take these, George,’ she said. ‘Your tooth will soon stop aching. Please be sensible, dear.’

‘That’s one thing George can’t be!’ said Anne, ‘Cheer up, George – that tooth will be gone tomorrow – and there won’t be anyone on your island, you’ll see – and everything will be right again’.

George grunted, and lay down with her aching cheek on her hand. She meant to slip out of bed, and go down to her boat as soon as the house was quiet again. But the little pills quickly did their work, and in five minutes her tooth had stopped aching, and she was fast asleep.

In the morning when she awoke, she remembered at once what she had seen the night before – a light on her island! And then she remembered the dentist – oh dear, two horrible thoughts – someone trespassing on her precious island – and a tooth to come out! She sat up in bed.

‘Anne! My tooth has stopped aching. I won’t go to the dentist, I’ll go to Kirrin Island with Timmy and the boys.’

But her father thought differently, and after a really furious battle between the hot-tempered George and her equally hot-tempered father, George was packed off with her mother in the car, for her visit to the dentist! Timmy went with her, quite alarmed at all the goings-on!

‘Poor George,’ said Anne, as the car went off down the road. ‘She does get so worked up about things.’

‘Well, anyone gets upset with toothache,’ said Julian. He stared out over Kirrin Bay, which was as blue as cornflowers that morning. ‘I wonder if George did see a light on the island last night? You didn’t see one, did you, Anne, when you awoke?’

‘No. It was all dark there,’ said Anne. ‘Honestly, I think George must have dreamt it! Anyway she can take out her boat this afternoon, and we’ll go with her, and have a good look round – that should satisfy her!’

‘She may not feel like doing anything except having a bit of a rest,’ said Dick. ‘She’s had toothache for days now, and it does get you down. I tell you what – we three will get the boat and go over to the island this morning – then, when we find nothing and nobody there – except the rabbits and the jackdaws – we can tell George, and she won’t worry any more!’

‘Right!’ said Julian. ‘Let’s go now, straight away! Uncle Quentin will be glad to be rid of us – he’s working hard this morning on one of his newest problems.’

George’s father was glad to hear that the three were going off for the morning.

‘Now I’ll have the house to myself,’ he said, thankfully. ‘Except for Joanna, of course. I hope she doesn’t take it into her head to clean out the boiler this morning – I MUST have peace and quiet.’

‘You ought to invent a boiler that cleans itself out with hardly a whisper!’ said Anne, smiling at her uncle. ‘Anyway, we’ll be out of your way. We’re just going!’

They went to the beach, to get George’s boat. There it was, ready waiting! Julian looked across to where Kirrin Island lay peacefully in the sun. He was quite certain there was nobody there! George must have dreamt the light she had seen shining in the night.

‘We’ll row right round the island and see if there’s a boat tied up anywhere, or beached,’ said Dick, taking the oars. ‘If there isn’t, we’ll know there’s no one there. It’s too far for anyone to swim to. Well – here we go!’

And away they went in the warm spring sunshine, the little waves lapping cheerfully round the boat. Anne leaned back and let her hand dabble in the water – what fun to go over to the island and see all the rabbits – there would be young ones there too, now.

‘Here we are, almost at the island,’ said Julian. ‘In and out of the rocks we go! I’m sorry for anyone who tries to come here in the middle of the night, unable to see what rocks to avoid! Not a sign of a boat anywhere – George must have dreamt it all!’

Dick rowed the boat carefully between the rocks that guarded the island.

‘We’ll land at our usual little cove,’ he said. ‘I bet no one else would know how to get there if they didn’t already know the way!’

A low wall of sharp rocks came into sight and Dick rounded it neatly. Now they could see the cove where they meant to land – a little natural harbour, with a calm inlet of water running up to a smooth stretch of sand.

‘The water’s like glass here,’ said Anne. ‘I can see the bottom of the cove.’ She leapt out and helped the boys to pull in the boat.

‘Look at the rabbits!’ said Dick, as they walked up the smooth sandy beach. ‘Tame as ever!’

A small baby rabbit came lolloping up to Anne. ‘You sweet little thing!’ she said, trying to pick it up. ‘You’re just like a toy bunny!’ But the tiny creature lolloped away again.

‘Good thing Timmy’s not here,’ said Julian. ‘He always looks so miserable when he sees the rabbits, because he knows he mustn’t chase them!’

They came to the old ruined castle that had been built long ago on the island. The ancient, broken-down entrance led into a great yard, overgrown with weeds. Now the jackdaws came down from the tower, and chacked loudly round them in a very friendly manner. Some of them flew down to the children’s feet, and walked about as tame as hens in a farm yard.

‘Well – it doesn’t look as if anyone’s here,’ said Julian, staring round and about.

‘And there was no boat anywhere,’ said Anne. ‘So how could anyone have come here? Let’s see if there are any signs of a fire having been lighted. The flames would be seen at night, if so.’

They began to hunt all around. They went in and out of the old castle, examining the floor – but there was no sign of anyone having made a fire.

‘If George saw a light, then there must be a lamp or lantern somewhere,’ said Dick. ‘Anne, did she see the light high up on the island – as if it came from the tower?’

‘She didn’t say,’ said Anne. ‘But I should think it must have been high up. We’ll go up the old broken-down tower steps as far as we can, shall we? We might see something there – perhaps a lantern. It’s possible, I suppose, that someone might have been signalling for some reason!’
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