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HELEN CRESSWELL



You don’t know how lucky you are. You are about to enter the magical world of Enid Blyton, and have adventures beyond your wildest dreams. (Would the grown-ups you know let you go exploring caves, or spend nights under the stars on a secet island?)


At your age I devoured every Enid Blyton story I could lay my hands on. They took me into worlds that were light-years away from my own dull suburban life, where the only excitement was a game of hopscotch on the quiet, tree-lined streets, or perhaps a trip to the park. There was no chance for me of adventures among lashing seas, lighthouses, castles and dungeons, with hidden treasure, secret tunnels, camp-fires and midnight feasts. I envied those daring Famous Five, who were allowed by their grown-ups to go wherever they pleased to foil kidnappers, blackmailers, smugglers, desperate men with guns. And I envy you, now, because you have all that excitement to come. All you have to do is carry on reading.


Every writer is born from a reader, but I as a writer owe something special to Enid Blyton. When I was a child I read the Beano and Dandy (and Hotspur and Wizard) and every week I also had Sunny Stories. It was here that I met The Faraway Tree and The Wishing Chair. It was also, and this is the important bit, where I met Enid Blyton herself.


At the front of each issue of Sunny Stories was a letter from her, with her address at the top: Green Hedges. In it she told us about her life, her pets, her children Gillian and Imogen. I seemed to know them so well that they were almost part of my family.


What is more, this letter made me realise for the first time the amazing fact that writers were real people, that they were actually alive, and led real lives. Up to then I had thought all writers – Hans Christian Andersen, Arthur Ransome, Thomas Hardy – were some fabulous, other-worldly beings – something I could never myself be (though it was what I had always secretly dreamed of.)


That weekly letter from the pen of Enid Blyton seemed to say to me personally, “Dear Helen, here I sit at my desk writing stories and, one day, if you want to, that is what you can do, too.”


And so I did. Though I’m afraid my stories have never been read by so many millions of children.


Carry on reading. You don’t know how lucky you are … 
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We feel sure that you will enjoy reading the stories in The Enid Blyton Adventure Treasury as much as we have enjoyed choosing them.


Enid Blyton always enjoyed writing stories and in 1926 began contributing all the stories for a little magazine entitled Sunny Stories. At first these were mainly fairy and animal tales but gradually she began to include a sprinkling of adventure stories. In 1937, when her first long adventure story, The Secret Island, was serialised in Sunny Stories, it was so popular with readers that they immediately demanded another tale featuring the same characters. Soon afterwards she created other characters and series for her adventure- and mystery-loving readers. These became so popular that she continued to write about them until her death in 1968.


All the familiar adventure and mystery series are represented in this Treasury: The Famous Five, Secret Seven, Adventure series, Barney books, Secret series, Mystery series, The Adventurous Four and the Five Find-Outers. We have chosen stories and extracts spanning almost the whole of Enid Blyton’s writing life, and the adventures appear here in the order in which they were originally written. You will meet again many of your favourite characters from these series, such as George and Julian; Fatty and Bets; Lucy-Ann and Philip; Colin and Barbara; Mike, Nora and Peggy, and others too. Not forgetting some of Blyton’s popular animal characters – dogs like Timmy, Buster and Scamp; Miranda the mischievous monkey, and Kiki, whose vivid phrases will stay in your memory. You will also meet some of the ‘baddies’ the children have to tackle: kidnappers, smugglers – even foreign agents!


As well as stories and characters which will be familiar, you will be meeting new friends and making intriguing discoveries.


We have included many of the splendid illustrations that were drawn for the stories when they were first published, and we know that these will increase your enjoyment of reading these adventures.

 

The colourful centre sections of the Treasury give you a taste of some of the exciting covers used over the years, as well as some of the games and puzzles based on your favourite characters.


But remember that it is also an adventure to read. If it is too cold or wet for you to have a real adventure out of doors, you can, through the pages of this book, let your imagination take you into Blyton’s golden sunshiny world where you can join your heroes and heroines as they camp on tree-clad islands, explore secret passages or search for buried treasure. You may be on moors or mountains, lakes or islands, but the weather will be fine, the sea just right for swimming, and ice-creams will be at hand!


So now, without any more words from us, it is time for you to turn the page and enter Enid Blyton’s world of adventure stories, where excitement and mystery await you…


 


MARY CADOGAN and NORMAN WRIGHT
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PAT HARRISON


This is a very early Enid Blyton adventure story,
first published in 1929. It tells of the adventure
three children have while exploring an overgrown garden.


The adventure of the secret cave really began on the day when we all went out on the cliff to fly our new kite.1 I am Roger, and Joan and William are my sister and brother. William’s the eldest, and Joan and I are twins.


We live in a house near the sea, but it is very lonely because there is no other house anywhere near us, except the big house on the cliff, and that is empty. We often wished it was full of children so that we could play with them, but as it wasn’t we had to be content to play by ourselves.




Mummy and Daddy were going away for a month on a sea-trip, and they were leaving that very day. We were all feeling very sad about it, because home is a funny sort of place without Mummy. But it was holiday time, and our governess had gone, so there was only old Sarah to look after us, and we thought we’d have quite a good time really.


Mummy gave us a glorious new kite just as she said goodbye, and told us to go and fly it as soon as they had gone; then we shouldn’t feel so bad about everything. So when the car had disappeared down the hill, we took our new kite and went out on the windy cliff.


William soon got it up in the air, and it flew like a bird. But suddenly the wind dropped and the kite gave a great dip downwards. William pulled hard at it, but it wasn’t any good. Down and down it went, and at last disappeared behind some trees.


“Bother!” we said. “Let’s go and look for it.”


We raced over the cliff till we came to the clump of stunted trees behind which our kite had gone. Then we found that the string disappeared over the high wall that surrounded the big house on the cliff.


“The kite must have fallen in the garden,” said William. “What shall we do?”


“Go and knock at the front door and ask for it,” said Joan. “There might be a caretaker there.”


So we ran round to the front gate and went up the long drive. We soon came to the front door. It was a big wooden one with a large knocker. William knocked hard and we heard the sound go echoing through the house.


Nobody came, so we each of us knocked in turn, very loudly indeed. After we had waited for about five minutes without anyone opening the door, we decided that the house must be quite empty, without a caretaker or anyone at all.


“Well, how are we to get our kite?” I asked.


“The only thing to do is to climb over the wall,” said William. “We can’t ask anyone’s permission because there isn’t anyone to ask. Come on. We can’t lose our lovely kite.”


So we ran down the drive again and made our way to the back of the garden wall, which stood high above our heads. William managed to climb up it first, and then jumped down on the other side.


“Come on, you others,” he called. “It’s all right. Oh, wait a minute, though. I’ve got an idea. Stand away from the wall, both of you. I’ve found a box here, and I’m going to throw it over. You can stand on it, and then you will easily be able to climb up the wall.”


William threw over the box. Then we stood on it and just managed to reach the top. We jumped down, and there we all were in the deserted garden of the house on the cliff.


It was a very wild place, for no one had bothered about it for years. Everything was overgrown, and the paths were covered with green moss that was like velvet to walk on. I don’t know why, but we felt at first as if we ought to talk in whispers.


“Where’s our kite?” said Joan. “Look, William, there’s the string. Let’s follow it and we shall soon find the kite.”


So we followed the string, and it led us over a stretch of long grass that had once been a big lawn, down a thick shrubbery, and past some greenhouses whose glass was all broken.


“There it is!” William said, and he pointed to where a little shed stood hidden away in a dark corner. We all looked at it, and, sure enough, there was the kite perched up on the roof. It didn’t take us long to pull it down, but we found that one of the sticks that ran across it was broken, so we couldn’t fly it any more that day. We were sorry about that, and wondered what we should do for the rest of the morning.


“Why can’t we stay here and explore the garden?” asked Joan. “We shouldn’t do any harm, and it would be great fun.”


“All right, we will,” said William, who always decides everything because he is the eldest.


So we began exploring, and it really was fun. Then it suddenly began to rain, and as none of us had our mackintoshes with us we got wet.


“We must shelter somewhere,” said William. “Sarah will be very cross if we go home soaked through.”


“Well, what about that little shed, where we found the kite?” I asked. “That would do nicely.”


So we raced to the shed, but the door was locked, so we couldn’t get in.


“How about a window?” cried Joan. “Here’s one with the latch broken. Push it, William. Oh, good, it’s open and we can climb in. What an adventure we’re having!”


We all climbed in. I went to the door, and what do you think? The key was inside!


“Well, if that isn’t a curious thing,” said William, looking at it. “If you lock a door from the inside you usually lock yourself in too. But there’s nobody here. It’s a mystery!”


But we soon forgot about the key in our excitement over the shed. It really was a lovely little place. There was a funny old chair with a crooked leg that William felt sure he could mend if he had his tools. There was a battered old table in one corner, and two small stools, one with a leg off. Along one side of the shed was a shelf, which was very dusty and dirty.


“I say! Wouldn’t this shed make a perfectly lovely little house for us to play in on rainy days?” said William suddenly. “We could clean it up and mend the stool and chair.”


“Oh, William, do let’s!” said Joan, clapping her hands in delight. “I’ve got some pretty orange stuff Mummy gave me, and I can make it into little curtains for the two windows. We can bring a pail and a scrubbing-brush and clean the whole place up beautifully.”


“And we can use the shelf for storing things on,” I said. “We can bring apples and biscuits here, and some of our books to read. Oh, what fun! But we must keep it a secret, or perhaps Sarah would stop us.”


“Well, we mustn’t do any harm anywhere,” said William. “After all, it isn’t our shed, but I’m sure if the man who owns it, whoever he is, knew that we were going to clean it up and make it nice, he would only be too glad to let us. Now, the rain’s stopped – we must run home or we shall be late for dinner.”


We took our broken kite and raced home. We didn’t need to climb over the wall again, because we found a dear little door in the wall with the key inside. So we opened the door, slipped out, locked it again, and William took the key away in his pocket in case tramps found it.


We were so excited at dinner-time that Sarah got cross with us and threatened to send us to bed half an hour earlier if we didn’t eat our food properly. At last dinner was over and we ran out into our own garden to decide what we should take to the house on the cliff.


“Let’s borrow the gardener’s barrow,” said William. “We can put heaps of things in that and wheel it easily.”


So we got the barrow and piled the things into it. Joan found the orange stuff and put that in, and popped her work-basket in too. I found a very old carpet that nobody used in the attic, and I put that in. William took his tools, and we went and asked Cook if she could give us anything to eat.


She was very nice, and gave us three slices of cake, a bottle of lemonade, and a bag of raisins. Then we had a great stroke of luck, because the gardener told us we could pick the apples off one of the trees and keep them for ourselves.


You can guess we had soon picked about fifty or sixty and put them into a basket. That went into the barrow too, and then it really was almost as much as we could manage to wheel it along.


“We can easily come back for our books and anything else we can think of,” said William. So off we went, all helping to push. At last we came to the little door in the wall and William unlocked it. We went through the garden until we came to our dear little shed.


“Oh, we ought to have brought something to clean it up with,” said Joan. “Never mind, William. Empty these things out on to a newspaper in the corner, and we’ll go back for a pail and a scrubbing-brush and soap.”


Back we went, and at last after two or three more journeys we really had got everything we could think of that day. Then we had a lovely time cleaning up the shed. The floor was laid with big white flagstones, and they looked lovely when we had scrubbed them clean. We washed the shelf and all the bits of furniture too, and soon the shed looked fine.


That was all we had time to do that day, but early the next morning we were back again, as you can guess. Joan made the little curtains and tied them back with a piece of old hair-ribbon. They did look nice. William and I mended the stool and the chair and arranged the things we had brought.


Cook had given us half a jar of strawberry jam and a pot of honey, and we had bought some biscuits and nuts. Our books went up on the shelf, and the apples stood in a corner in their basket.


“Well, it really looks quite homey,” said Joan, jumping round the shed joyfully. “What fun we shall have here. Don’t my little curtains look nice, and isn’t the carpet fine? Our feet would have been very cold on those bare flagstones.”


Well, I can’t tell you how we enjoyed our time in that little shed. Every day that it rained we went there, and as it was a very wet summer we spent most of our time there. We ate our biscuits and apples, read our books and did puzzles, and Sarah thought we were as good as gold, though she didn’t know at all where we went every day. She thought we were down by the sea, I think.


But the most exciting part of our adventure hadn’t come yet. I must tell you about it now.


We had been using the shed for about three weeks when William lost a sixpence. It rolled on to the floor and disappeared. We turned back the carpet to look for it.


“There’s a flagstone here that seems rather loose,” said William. “Perhaps the sixpence has gone down the crack.”


“It is loose!” said Joan. “Why, I can almost lift it!”


“I believe we could lift it,” said William. We slipped a thin iron bar in one of the cracks, and then suddenly the stone rose up! It came quite easily, and stood upright, balanced on one side.


And where it had been was a big black hole, with stone steps leading downwards!


What do you think of that? We were all so astonished that we simply kneeled there and stared and stared.


“Why, it’s a secret passage!” said William at last. “What about exploring it?”


“Do you think it’s safe?” asked Joan.


“Oh, I should think so,” said William. “We can take our torches with us. This passage explains the key left inside the door. Someone must have gone to this shed, locked it from the inside, and then gone down the passage somewhere. It must lead out to some place or other. Oh, what an adventure!”


We got our torches from the shelf, and then, with William leading, we all climbed down the steps. They soon ended and we found ourselves in a narrow passage that led downwards fairly steeply.



“Do you know, I believe this passage leads to the sea-shore,” said William suddenly. “I think it is going right through the cliff, and will come out to one of those rocky caves we have sometimes seen from a boat.”


And we found that William was right. For the passage, always sloping downwards, suddenly opened out into a small dark cave. William couldn’t see at first whether or not there was any way out of it besides the way we had come, and then he suddenly found it! It was just a small opening, low down at one end, so small that a man would have found it quite difficult to squeeze through.


We squeezed through easily enough, of course, and then we found ourselves in a very big wide cave, lit by daylight. The thunder of breaking waves seemed very near, and as we made our way to the big opening where the daylight streamed through we saw the rough sea just outside it.


“You were right, William,” I said. “That passage from our shed led right through the cliff down to this cave that is open to the sea. Look! When we stand on this ledge the waves almost reach our feet. I shouldn’t be surprised if in very rough weather the sea washes right into the cave.”


“I don’t think so,” said William, turning round to look. “You see, the floor slopes upwards fairly steeply. Oh my! Just look there!”


We turned to see what he was exclaiming at, and what do you think? The floor of the cave was strewn with boxes of all sizes and shapes!2


“Why, perhaps it’s a smugglers’ cave!” we cried. We rushed to the boxes, but all except two were locked fast. In the two unlocked ones were many clothes – very old-fashioned ones they were, too.


“Well, this is a find!” said William. “I say, what about dressing up in these clothes and giving Sarah a surprise?”


We thought that would be lovely, so we quickly turned out the clothes and found some to fit us. Joan had a lovely frock right down to her ankles, and I had a funny little tunic sort of suit, and so did William. We put them on in the little shed because it was lighter there.


 “Now, are we all ready?” said William. “Well, come along then. We’ll give Sarah the surprise of her life, and then we’ll take her and the gardener to see our wonderful find.”


We danced through the door of the shed – and oh, my gracious goodness, didn’t we get a shock?


Two gentlemen were walking up the moss-grown path by the shed! They saw us just at the same moment as we saw them, and we all stopped quite still and stared at one another.


One of the gentlemen looked as if he simply couldn’t believe his eyes. He took off his glasses and cleaned them, and then he put them on again. But we were still there, and at last he spoke to us.


“Am I dreaming – or am I back in the days of long ago?” he said. “Are you children of nowadays, or little long-ago ghosts?”3


“We’re quite real,” said William. “We’re only dressed up.”


“Well, that’s a relief,” said the man. “But what are you doing here? This garden belongs to my house.”


“Oh, are you the man who owns the house?” asked William.


“Yes,” he answered, “and this gentleman is perhaps going to buy it from me. I’m too poor to keep it as it should be kept, you see. But you still haven’t told me what you are doing here.”


Well, of course, we had to confess everything then. We told him how we had found the dear little shed by accident, and made it a sort of a home. And then we told him of our great find that afternoon.


“What!” he cried. “Do you really mean to say you’ve found the secret passage to the cave? Why, it’s been lost for years and years, and no one knew the secret. I lived here when I was a boy, but I never found it either, though I looked everywhere.”


Of course we had to show him the way down to the cave, and when he saw the boxes lying there he turned so pale that Joan asked him if he was going to faint.


“No,” he said. “But I’m going to tell you a little story, and you will understand then why I feel rather peculiar.”


And this is the story he told us.


“Many, many years ago,” he began, “my family lived in France. There came a time when they were unjustly accused as traitors, and were forced to fly from the country. They packed up all their belongings and put them on board a ship to be brought to this country, where they had a house. This was the house. It had a secret passage from the shed to the sea, and the idea was to land at night with their belongings and go up through the passage unseen. They meant to live in the house until the trouble had blown over and they could go about here in safety, or return to France.”


“And did they?” asked William.


“No. Just as all the luggage had been safely put on board and the family were saying goodbye to their friends on shore, some men came galloping up and took them prisoners. The ship hurriedly put off without them and sailed safely to this place. The luggage was dumped down in this cave and the ship went back towards France. But, so the story goes, a storm came, and the whole crew were drowned. As for the family, some died in prison, and none of them ever came back to this house except one. He had been a small boy at the time and had no idea where the secret passage was and, though he searched everywhere, he could not find it. So he gave it up and decided that all the family belongings were lost for ever.”




“And are these what he was looking for?” I asked.


“They are,” said the man. “And, thanks to you, they are found again. Well, well, what an excitement! Now perhaps I shan’t have to sell my own house. I might even be able to come and live here again with my family.”


“Have you got any children?” asked William.


“Yes, six,” said the man.


Well, we all gave a shout at that! Fancy having six children near to play with, when you’ve never had any at all! It seemed too good to be true.


But it was true! Mr Carnot, for that was the man’s name, found that the boxes did contain all his old family treasures and, by selling some, he had more than enough money to live at his old home once again with his family. I can tell you it was a most exciting day when they all arrived.


Daddy and Mummy could hardly believe all we had to tell them when they came home, but when Mr Carnot took them into our shed and down the passage to the cave, they soon knew it was true.


And now we have heaps of playmates. They are Billy, Anne, Marjorie, Jeanne, Laurence, and the baby. We often use the secret passage and sometimes we even row to the cave in a boat, just like the sailors did all those many years ago.
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CHRISTINA S. REED


Two children search for hidden treasure in the hope
of saving their family home from being sold.


Brian and Peggy lived in a very old house. It was called Old Priory and their grandfather had lived there and his father before him. Daddy had often told them about his grandfather, their great-grandfather; who had lived there when he was as small as Brian and Peggy.


Great-grandfather’s picture hung on the wall, and Daddy often said that Brian was very like him.


“He used to be like you, Brian, always collecting things!” said Daddy, laughing. “You collect butterflies, flowers and lots of other things, and your great-grandfather collected things too. All those old swords on the wall there are part of his collection – and those funny old mugs in that cabinet.”


Brian and Peggy loved their old house. It had funny little up-and-down steps from one room to another, the windows were all shapes, round, square or oblong, and the fireplaces were enormous.


And then one day Daddy said they would have to sell Old Priory and move to a smaller house!


“Oh, Daddy, why?” cried Brian and Peggy in dismay.


“Well, dears, times are very hard,” said Daddy with a sigh. “I can’t make enough money to keep up this big old house. It is always needing something doing to it. Soon you will both have to go to good schools and I must save up for that.”


“Couldn’t you wait for a few years till I grow up and earn money?” asked Brian. “Then I could help to pay for the house, Daddy.”


“I’m afraid I can’t,” said Daddy, smiling. “No, unless something unexpected happens we must sell the house this autumn, Brian.”


Mummy was just as sad as the children. She loved the funny old house and lovely garden – but it wasn’t a bit of use, they couldn’t afford to live there much longer.


Brian and Peggy made the most of that last summer. They couldn’t bear to think that soon they would be living in another house, a new house with no exciting old corners, no old attics where cobwebs stretched over forgotten chests, and no lovely garden round it with the trees that their great-great-grandfather had planted – for he had lived there too!


Daddy bought a small house in a little town nearby. The children hated the look of it after their own friendly home. Peggy cried about it when she was in bed at night.


“I feel as if all my roots are being pulled up,” she said to Brian. “We’re like plants who have lived in one place all our lives and are being pulled up to be planted somewhere else.”


“Well, lots of people do the same,” said Brian. “Cheer up, Peggy. You’ll soon have forgotten Old Priory when you’ve settled down in the new house.”


”I never, never shall forget it!” said Peggy, fiercely. “And you won’t either. You’re only saying all this to comfort me – but you feel just the same as I do, inside yourself!”


“Yes, I do,” said Brian. “Oh, I do wish something would happen so that Daddy needn’t move after all!”


The weeks went by and Mother began to pack things into boxes. Brian and Peggy had to help and they were very sad.


“Mummy,” Peggy said one day, “I suppose there aren’t any secret rooms or secret cupboards in this house, are there?”


“I don’t think so, darling,” said Mummy. “Why?”


“Well, if there were, and we found them, we might find some treasure inside,” said Peggy. “You know, Mummy – boxes of gold, or diamond necklaces, or things like that!”


Mummy laughed. “Oh, no, darling,” she said. “We shan’t find any treasure like that.”


“If we did, and it was worth a lot of money, Daddy could keep Old Priory and we needn’t move,” said Peggy.


“Things like that only happen in books,” said Mummy. “They never happen in real life.”


Peggy and Brian ran off to get some more things for Mummy to pack. Brian had been thinking of what Peggy had said.


“You know, Pegs,” he said, “that’s quite a good idea of yours, about secret cupboards and things. This is a very old house, and I’m sure that somewhere or other there must be hidey-holes. And if there are, there would certainly be treasure in them, because that’s what they were used for.”


“Well, Brian, shall we hunt for secret hidey-holes every single day till we have to move?” cried Peggy. “We might find something!”


“Yes, let’s,” said Brian. So they began that very afternoon. How they hunted! First they went to the big attics and looked there. They pressed the wall all around to see if there were any secret doors. They hunted along the floor to see if there were hidden trap-doors. They peeped into the cupboards there to see if there was any chance of secret holes inside.


But not a thing could they find! They searched until it was dark, and at last had to give up.


“Well, I’m sure there are no hidey-holes in the attics,” said Brian, sighing. “We’ve hunted everywhere. Aren’t we dirty, Peggy? We want hot baths!”


“Tomorrow we’ll try the other rooms,” said Peggy, hopefully. “If only we could find something!”


Day after day the two children hunted here, there and everywhere. Mummy couldn’t think how it was that they made themselves so dirty.4





Soon September came, and Brian and Peggy were quite in despair, for that was the month they were to leave Old Priory and move into the little new house.


“We’ve hunted everywhere!” said Brian.


“All except the nursery,” said Peggy. “But we know that so well that it’s impossible to find anything new there.”


“Still, we might as well try it,” said Brian. “Then we shall have searched every corner of the house!”


So they tried the nursery. They even took up the carpet and looked underneath it. They felt round all the cupboards. They pressed all the oak panels that ran round the walls – but nothing happened at all.


“I suppose there’s nothing by the window-seat?” said Peggy.


All round one big bay window ran a wooden seat, and underneath the seat was a cupboard where the children kept their oldest toys. The new ones they kept in the toy-cupboard on the opposite side of the fireplace.


“We might as well look,” said Brian. So they opened the door of the cupboard under the seat. They pulled out all their toys and felt round the cupboard.


“Peggy,” said Brian, suddenly, “doesn’t it seem to you that this end part of the cupboard near the fireplace isn’t as big as it ought to be? It seems too short to me.”


Peggy popped her head in and looked.


“Yes,” she said. “It doesn’t look quite right somehow. Let’s get a torch.”


So they got a torch, and had a good look at the cupboard. It seemed to be much smaller at the fireplace end than at the other end, and Peggy couldn’t make out why.


“There must be some reason,” she said, getting excited. “Let’s feel about and see if we can find some catch or knob.”


But they couldn’t. The wood was quite flat. There was nothing to get hold of at all.
 


And then suddenly something happened! Peggy threw an old wooden brick into the end of the cupboard and with a grating sound the top part slid open and the surprised children saw a dark hole beyond!


“Brian! Look! That brick must have hit a catch or something, and part of the cupboard end has slid back. Oh, Brian, we’ve found a secret place at last!”


Brian went red with excitement. He held the torch near the hole, but could not see anything in it.


“I’ll have to get right into the cupboard and put my arm into the hole,” he said. “I can’t reach it from here.”


So he crawled into the cupboard and got as far up the narrow end as he could. Then he felt round the hole, and discovered that the sliding piece ran in a groove behind the next piece of wood, leaving a square hole about a foot high. He put his hand into the hole - and there was something there!


“I’ve found something!” he cried excitedly to Peggy.


“Oh, what is it?” she begged. “Tell me, quick!”


“The hidey-hole isn’t very big,” said Brian, feeling all round it. “There are two things here - something that feels like a box, and something that feels like a book. I’ll get them out in half a minute!”


“Wait! I’ll get Mummy and Daddy!” cried Peggy, trembling with joy. “They must share in this!”


She sped off to get them, and very soon came back with them behind her.


“What have you found, Brian?” asked Daddy. “Hand them out and let’s see!”


Brian crawled out of the cupboard and put something down on the floor. Everyone looked to see what he had found. There was a square wooden box with H. H. L. stamped on it, and an old book.


They opened the box – and Peggy could have cried with disappointment, for all it contained was – what do you think? Why, just a collection of sea-shells!5


“Oh, Mummy, it’s only shells!” said Peggy, blinking away the tears. “And I did think it would be treasure.”


“And the book is only a silly collection of old stamps,” said Brian, in disgust, opening it. “And it’s not even filled - there are only about twelve pages with stamps on.”


“Half a minute, Brian - let me have a look,” said Daddy, in a peculiar voice, and he took the book from Brian. He looked closely at the stamps, turning over each page. Then he looked up and his face was quite red and his eyes were shining.


“Well, children, I don’t know – but I believe some of these old stamps are worth a great deal of money! They must have been collected when your great-grandfather was a boy. He probably started this little collection and put it away with the shells in that secret hidey-hole of his - and then didn’t bother about them any more. You know I told you he always loved collecting things!”


“Oh, Daddy! Do you really think the stamps are worth a lot of money?” cried Brian, eagerly.


“I’m not going to say for certain until I’ve taken the book up to London and shown it to a man who knows all about stamps,” said Daddy. “But I think I know enough about stamps to see that these are very valuable ones - very rare indeed!”


Oh, what excitement there was in Old Priory! How they laughed and talked! Daddy and Mummy each crawled into the window-seat cupboard to look at the hidey-hole, which was quite empty now.


“It must have been my grandfather’s little secret place,” said Daddy. “Fancy you two finding it!”


“Well, we hunted just everywhere!” said Peggy. “That was the last place we thought of!”


The next day Daddy took the book of stamps up to London and when he came back he hadn’t got it with him.


“Good news!” he cried. “All the stamps are worth money, and five of them are worth heaps and heaps of money! Thousands of pounds! What do you think of that?”


“Oh, Daddy! Can we stay on at Old Priory?” asked the children, both together.


“I think so,” said Daddy. “I’ve left the stamps with a stamp expert, and he will tell me what they sell for in a few days’ time. We must wait for that.”




Very soon the news came – the stamps had been sold for a small fortune, and Daddy needn’t sell their own home, nor even think of it! What a wonderful piece of good luck it was!


“Three cheers for great-grandfather!” cried Brian, standing in front of the old picture, and waving his hand round his head. “Hip hip hurrah!”


And Peggy believes she saw the old man in the picture give a smile!
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