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				Preface

				I am delighted that Bloomsbury is reissuing the Wombles books. The Wombles have always been environmentally aware, recycling the rubbish that they find and putting it to good use, so it gives me particular pleasure that their adventures are also being recycled! 

				We cannot rely on the Wombles to do all our recycling for us but I hope they will encourage everyone who reads their adventures to follow their example and have fun into the bargain. 

				The Wombles have always made people laugh and I hope they continue to do so. 

				g

				Elisabeth Beresford, MBE 

				Alderney 

				March 2010

				g
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				Paws for Thought

				An additional note from Great Uncle Bulgaria

				When I first saw Elisabeth Beresford, I knew that I had met the right Human Being to whom the Womble adventures could be told. It was Boxing Day and she was with her children, Marcus and Kate, walking on Wimbledon Common. They were letting off steam, having had to be on best behaviour over Christmas as their house had been full of elderly relations. I heard Elisabeth’s daughter say, ‘Oh Ma, it’s wonderful on Wombledon Common’ and that was it! Elisabeth became aware of our existence, the burrow, and the way we Wombles recycle all the rubbish you Human Beings leave behind. 

				She told me that she had written lots of children’s books, including magic stories, so I told her all about us but I made her promise never to give away the location of the burrow. Since then, we’ve appeared in books, made records and appeared on television. The young Wombles think it’s great fun but I prefer a quiet life. Tsk, tsk.

				I am very happy to give my pawprint to this reprint (Bungo insisted I use that joke) and hope you enjoy our adventures as much as we did. 

				Now I must go because Orinoco has just found today’s edition of The Times. Of course, he has gone straight to the kitchen to claim his reward from Madame Cholet. I think I heard him muttering something about daisy and dandelion fizz . . . 

				Carry on Wombling. 

				g

				Great Uncle Bulgaria 

				The Womble Burrow 

				Wimbledon Common

				g
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				Chapter 1

				The Enormous Lorry

				The trouble really started on a fine spring morning when Bungo Womble was just returning from work. He had been hard at it for most of the night tidying up his patch of Wimbledon Common and, as a party of schoolchildren had been having a Nature lesson on that very patch only the day before, there was a great deal to tidy up.

				‘Amazing, astonishing, extra-ORDINARY,’ Bungo kept muttering to himself as he picked up exercise books and papers, pencils and pens, rubbers and bits of string, gloves and caps, sweet papers and apple cores, orange rind and half-eaten sandwiches. ‘Ab-so-lutely EXTRA-ordinary. I don’t know how these Human Beings do it, really I don’t.’

				He often talked to himself while he was out on his own and, although he had been a working Womble for some while, he still hadn’t got used to the fact that wherever Human Beings went they always left a trail of bits and pieces behind them. Wombles are the tidiest creatures in the world so, when Bungo saw how beautifully clean this bit of the Common now was, he felt quite proud of himself. He picked up the two very heavy baskets in which he had put all the rubbish and started back across the grass to the front door of the burrow where he lived with his 250 or so relations.

				It had been a very wet spring and Bungo’s paws left small flat-footed marks,* partly because he was carrying a good deal and partly because he was rather on the stout side. The sun was just starting to come out in a pale, half-hearted sort of way and the traffic was already rumbling along the roads which led into London. Even out on the Common Bungo could feel the ground shaking slightly under his paws, and then suddenly the rumbling and the shaking grew worse than ever and Bungo, who was usually quite brave, felt his mouth go dry and his wet fur stick up on end. Even the birds stopped singing and two grey squirrels, who had been shouting rude things at Bungo, shut up and became so still that they looked as if they had been carved out of the trees on which they were poised. It was as though all the creatures on the Common were holding their breath and, of them all, only Bungo had the courage to turn his head to see what was happening.

				* Wombles usually only wear shoes or boots when they know they are meeting Human Beings.

				Travelling quite fast down one of the roads was the most enormous lorry he had ever seen. It was high, it was long and it was wide and it was a silver-grey in colour, and it was making so much noise that it even drowned out the rumble of a jumbo jet thundering across the sky.

				‘Ho-hum,’ whispered Bungo, staring at the thing and shuddering in time to the shivering of the Common. The tree under which he was standing sent down a shower of raindrops which plopped coldly on his fur and suddenly he thought how very nice it would be to be warm and safe and breakfasted down in the burrow. He took to his paws and went running off, panting and snorting until he reached the bushes where the front door was carefully hidden.

				‘Hallo, hallo, hallo,’ said Tomsk, the Nightwatch Womble who was on duty, ticking off the names of returning working Wombles. ‘Is it thundering up there?’

				‘Sort of,’ said Bungo, shaking himself violently and then wiping his feet on a mat made of plaited reeds picked from Queen’s Mere, a lake on Wimbledon Common.

				‘What do you mean – sort of?’ asked Tomsk, thinking this over. ‘It either IS thundering or it isn’t. Isn’t it?’

				But Bungo had already picked up his baskets and gone hurrying off to report to the Workshop where Tobermory was sorting out the things brought in by other working Wombles. Nothing was ever thrown away as useless; even torn paper bags and old bus tickets were put into buckets and soaked with water so that they turned into a really delightful messy kind of stuff. Tobermory always kept one small bucketful for his own use, as mixed with a little cement powder* it was just right for filling in cracks. But most of it went to the Womblegarten where the very small Wombles learnt how to make it into bowls or plates or, more often than not, into rather peculiarly shaped ornaments and toys. It was great fun to do and Miss Adelaide Womble, who ran the Womblegarten, knew that it also taught them how to use their paws neatly.

				* Tobermory had one sack of cement powder left over from the ‘Concrete Mixer Expedition’, see The Wombles.

				‘My word, you HAVE been busy,’ said Tobermory, sticking his pencil behind one ear and putting down his list. ‘That’s a fine collection of objects, young Bungo. A nice lot of books too, I see. They’ll be pleased to get them in the library – always complaining that they’re short of books. Off you go to your breakfast then, you’ve earned it. Nasty thunderstorm that, wasn’t it?’

				‘It wasn’t thunder exactly,’ said Bungo, putting up a paw to hide a yawn.

				But Tobermory was sorting through the baskets and putting the things into little heaps while he made a clicking noise with his tongue. So Bungo went off to have a wash and brush-down and then he trotted off to the Common Room where his friend, Orinoco, who was always first in for meals, was keeping a place for him. They stood shuffling and whispering behind their stools until Great Uncle Bulgaria, the oldest and most important Womble of them all, appeared in the doorway and then everybody stood to attention and kept quiet while he made his way slowly to the top table. His fur had turned snow-white with age and he felt the cold a bit these days, so he was wearing his tartan shawl. The moment he sat down, so did everybody else and Great Uncle Bulgaria looked at all their hungry, hopeful faces through his large round spectacles and said, ‘Before we start eating there’s something I want to ask you.’

				Orinoco gave a low moan, for he was aching to begin his breakfast and the smell of fried toadstools which was wafting through from the kitchen was making his stomach rumble. Great Uncle Bulgaria looked at him over the top of his spectacles and Orinoco tried hard to pretend that it wasn’t him who had made the noise.

				‘Something I want to ask you,’ repeated Great Uncle Bulgaria. ‘Who was it who was making all that din up and down the passages this morning?’

				There was absolute silence while Great Uncle Bulgaria looked at face after face, his white fur wrinkled into a frown. Wombles don’t tell lies, but keeping quiet about something is rather different and everybody soon began to glance at his or her neighbour, hoping they’d own up quickly so that breakfast could start.

				‘Noise? Noise?’ said Tobermory, coming into the Common Room still smoothing down his grey fur – he was only a few years younger than Great Uncle Bulgaria and in a few years would be just as white. ‘Noise in the passages? I think it came from outside. Must have been thunder. Bungo was the last to report in – he’d know.’

				‘Please,’ said Bungo, ‘it wasn’t thunder exactly.’

				‘What do you mean, not exactly?’ asked the oldest Womble.

				‘Well, it was like thunder only it wasn’t up in the sky. It was on the new road that leads to Tibbet’s Corner.’

				Several of the youngest Wombles drew closer together at this frightening idea and Great Uncle Bulgaria’s frown deepened.

				‘Please explain yourself clearly,’ he demanded.

				‘And get on with it, do,’ whispered Orinoco out of the corner of his mouth. He would probably faint from starvation in about two minutes, he was sure.

				Bungo cleared his throat.

				‘The noise came from a lorry. A really enormous, ENORMOUS lorry. It was as big as – as big as this room and the kitchen and the Playroom and the Workshop all put together and much higher. It made the Common tremble up and down. It was . . .’

				‘Enormous,’ said Great Uncle Bulgaria. ‘Very odd. It even made the burrow shake a bit. Well, I don’t suppose it’ll happen again. Very well, you may start . . .’

				g
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				But even as he spoke, the rumbling did start again. It was muffled now by the ground above them, yet it still made the mugs and plates jump on the table and all the knives, forks and spoons jingled. Great Uncle Bulgaria’s spectacles jiggled up and down on his nose too and one of the very youngest Wombles giggled nervously.

				‘Start breakfast,’ said Great Uncle Bulgaria very loudly and picked up his knife and fork. The rumbling was drowned out by the noise of stools being scraped nearer the table and an instant hum of conversation, for they all hated having to keep quiet even for a few seconds.

				‘I don’t like it,’ said Great Uncle Bulgaria in a low voice to Tobermory. ‘There’s far too much noise these days out in the world. When I was young you could stand on the Common at dawn and listen to the birds sing. If you try the same thing today, you can’t hear a thrush four feet away because of all that dratted traffic.’

				‘And it’ll get worse,’ said Tobermory gloomily. ‘Hold on a minute, I found a piece in the paper only yesterday.’ And he put his paw into the big pocket in the front of his apron and brought out a cutting. ‘Yes, here we are. Transport Minister said yesterday in the House of Commons, mumble, mumble, go forward into the future of this new technological age – what a ridiculous word – with better means of, mumble, mumble, ah – containerisation. There!’

				‘I’m no wiser,’ said Great Uncle Bulgaria, mopping up the last of his fried toadstools with a piece of wheatgrass bread.

				‘I’m not too sure about it myself,’ admitted Tobermory, ‘but roughly what it boils down to is that goods come to this country in extremely large packing cases, which are then put on these extremely large lorries down at the docks. These lorries are called containers. Because they contain things you see and . . .’

				‘I’m not a complete fool,’ said Great Uncle Bulgaria, feeling rather irritated. ‘I get the general idea and what it boils down to, my friend, is that lorries are getting larger and more noisy and now that they’ve built that new highway, we shall get more than our fair share of them.’

				‘Can’t be helped,’ said Tobermory. ‘We’ll just have to put up with them like the Human Beings do. Perhaps we could wear earmuffs.’ And he began to scribble a few pictures of earmuffs on the pad he always kept in his apron pocket.

				Great Uncle Bulgaria snorted and went on with his breakfast. He knew that the burrow would stand a great deal of shaking since Tobermory had reinforced it some while ago, but all the same it was not pleasant to look into the future and to realise that from now on they would all have to get used to living with this rumbling roar. So, as soon as breakfast was over, he went back to his own cosy little room and wrapped the shawl more tightly round his shoulders and put his old paws up on a stool and slowly rocked backwards and forwards. He didn’t even bother to pick up The Times (yesterday’s edition), which showed how deeply worried he was.

				‘Perhaps,’ he muttered to himself at last, ‘perhaps the Human Beings will have the sense to stop all this container-whatsit nonsense. If it’s bad for us it must be a lot worse for them up above ground. They won’t be able to hear themselves think – if they ever do think, that is. Yes, they’ll put a stop to it.’

				He was quite wrong, which was unusual for him, as during the next few days the noise got steadily worse and some of the more nervous young Wombles began having nightmares and losing their fur. Even Orinoco, usually the most placid of creatures, became quite upset when, just as he was about to take a lick of dandelion ice cream in a cornet, one of the lorries thundered past and shook the ice cream clean out of the cornet and down Orinoco’s fat stomach.

				‘This is too much,’ he said crossly, trying to bend down far enough to lick up the sticky mess. ‘Somebody’ll have to do something.’

				Which was exactly what Great Uncle Bulgaria was saying at the same moment to Tobermory: ‘We’ll have to take action.’

				‘What sort of action?’ asked Tobermory. ‘I could make a barrier, I suppose, and put it up across the road, but that would only stop these container-thingummies for a short time.’

				‘No, that’s no good.’

				‘Or there are the earmuffs,’ suggested Tobermory who was rather taken with this idea.

				‘No, no, that’s no good. We shouldn’t be able to hear each other talk.’

				‘What then?’

				Great Uncle Bulgaria sat up very straight and looked his old friend steadily in the face.

				‘We shall have to move,’ he said simply.

				‘Move? Us? But we’ve lived under Wimbledon Common for hundreds of years. There’ve been burrows here since any Womble can remember. Move! It’s unthinkable.’

				‘Have you got a better idea?’ asked Great Uncle Bulgaria, making a grab for his spectacles as the room shuddered and his spectacles with them.

				There was a long pause while Tobermory scratched his ear with his screwdriver and scowled at the wall. Like his friend, he had spent all his long life in the area of Wimbledon and the thought of leaving it was extremely upsetting.

				‘No,’ he admitted at last, ‘I haven’t. But I don’t like it. I don’t like it at all. Besides which, where could we possibly go?’

				‘Ah-HA,’ said Great Uncle Bulgaria, getting stiffly to his feet. ‘Exactly, precisely, where? I’m coming to that. Follow me.’

				‘Where to?’ asked Tobermory, who was still dazed by what had been suggested.

				‘To the library,’ replied Great Uncle Bulgaria, who now he had got used to his own astonishing plan was rather starting to enjoy the excitement of it. It made him feel quite middle-aged again. ‘Come along, come along. We must start planning the whole operation at once. There’s not a moment to lose. We shall take to the open road, old friend, to look for fresh fields and pastures new. In fact, that is what I shall call the whole affair, OPERATION WANDERING WOMBLE. OWW for short. From now on you will refer to this business as OWW until I issue an official statement. Well, are you coming or are you going to sit there all day with your mouth open?’

				And Great Uncle Bulgaria went hobbling out of the door at a surprising speed for one of his age, leaving Tobermory, his mouth still open, to follow him.

			

		

	
		
			
				g
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				Chapter 2

				OWW

				The library was the only place in the burrow where the youngest Wombles were expected to keep absolutely quiet all the time, which may have been the reason why so few of them used it. It was a smallish room almost entirely lined with shelves and as those shelves were completely filled with books, magazines, comics and newspapers, all of them collected from the Common at one time or another, it shows just how careless Human Beings are with their belongings.

				Great Uncle Bulgaria looked hopefully at the reading desk where the latest edition of The Times was always laid out for him if anybody had found one yet, but it was still empty. So he glanced round instead to find out who else was present. There were only two other Wombles in the room, one of whom was Tomsk who was sitting at a desk reading very slowly and carefully and saying the words silently to himself as he went. This was rather surprising as Tomsk was not at all clever and when he wasn’t working he spent the rest of his time playing games, at which he was extremely good, but he had never been much of a reader. Great Uncle Bulgaria who, like all the other Wombles, had a great deal of curiosity, shuffled over very quietly to see what the book was. It was called:

				g

				Advanced Golf

				No. 2

				The Putt

				g

				‘Ho-hum,’ said Great Uncle Bulgaria to himself and beckoned the second Womble who was sitting perched on the top of a flight of steps, busily arranging some of the books which had been brought in only last week. He was rather a small-sized Womble called Wellington and he wore very large, round spectacles. Although like all the others he loved eating, he loved reading even more and sometimes completely forgot to go into meals and had to make do with snacks from the trolley, so he was if not exactly thin, not exactly fat either. As he climbed down the steps and reached the floor Great Uncle Bulgaria poked him in the stomach with his stick and said quietly, ‘Not getting enough to eat, young Womble? Can’t have that.’

				The Womble shuffled his paws and looked down at the ground. He was rather shy and not too sure of himself and he had been such an awful failure when he was first sent out on Common-tidying duty that he was certain that all the others secretly despised him. The trouble was he would suddenly start thinking of something interesting and then completely forget where he was or what he was supposed to be doing, and on his second time out he had wandered away from the patch he had been given and when he didn’t return on time, a search party had had to go out looking for him. He had finally been discovered sitting on the very edge of the Common, gazing at the traffic with two empty baskets by his side. The job in the library suited him perfectly as there was hardly anybody to notice if he did go off into a dream and he liked being surrounded by so many books.

				‘Sorry,’ he whispered now.

				‘So you should be, young Wellington. We Wombles are going to need all our energy and strength in the hard months ahead,’ said Great Uncle Bulgaria, who was rapidly becoming more and more like a general at the head of his troops. ‘Now then, I’m going to take over this library and turn it into my Operations Room.’

				‘Has somebody hurt themselves?’ asked Wellington in a distressed voice.

				‘Not that sort of operation. Ah-HA, here’s Tobermory. Tomsk, out of here.’

				Tomsk took not the slightest notice, but went on quietly to himself ‘. . . down on the ground to get the lie of the land. This is very im-port-ant as . . .’

				‘He doesn’t hear anything except the dinner bell,’ said Wellington. ‘He has to think so hard when he reads, you see.’

				‘Better leave him alone then,’ grunted Great Uncle Bulgaria. ‘Push those two reading desks together and get me all the maps of the British Isles you can find and lay them out. Tobermory, I want a large board to hang up on the wall.’

				‘What for?’ asked Tobermory grumpily. He felt upset and out of sorts and he hadn’t caught any of Great Uncle Bulgaria’s enthusiasm yet.

				‘Daily Orders. Notes. Campaign Dispatches,’ said Great Uncle Bulgaria grandly. Tobermory went off muttering and Wellington pushed the desks together and got out the maps while Great Uncle Bulgaria hummed softly to himself and Tomsk slowly turned another page. As soon as all the maps Wellington could find were laid out, Great Uncle Bulgaria began to sort through them while the young Womble watched him anxiously. Of course he hadn’t the faintest idea what was going on and it all seemed very odd to him, but he was too shy to ask and he nearly jumped out of his fur when Great Uncle Bulgaria said suddenly, ‘Not much green stuff left, is there?’

				‘Green stuff?’ said Wellington timidly.

				‘Open land, common land. Look at that and that.’ Great Uncle Bulgaria waved a paw over the maps of Surrey, Sussex and Kent. ‘All being turned into houses and roads and estates and goodness knows what else. In the years to come there won’t be any fields left, but I shall be dead and gone by then so it won’t worry me.’

				‘I’m sure you won’t,’ said Wellington, who like everybody else was sure that Great Uncle Bulgaria would last for ever and Wombles do, in fact, live to a very great age. ‘Can I help – or – or,’ he swallowed nervously, ‘would you rather I went away?’

				Great Uncle Bulgaria stopped studying the maps and looked at Wellington over the top of his spectacles. He knew all about Wellington’s shyness, which was a most unWomble-like weakness, and he also knew that Wellington probably felt a bit lonely and left out of things generally. So he thought very hard for a moment or two and then said very slowly and solemnly, ‘No, I’m going to need you, young Womble, and I am going to trust you with a great secret.’

				At these words a shiver went right down Wellington’s small back and he felt larger and more important than he had ever done in his short life. He straightened his rather bent shoulders – he’d got those from being hunched over books so much – and stood stiff as one of the library shelves. A faint rumbling noise filled the air and the spectacles of both Wombles slid down their noses.

				‘That,’ said Great Uncle Bulgaria, dramatically pointing at the shivering ceiling with his stick, ‘is the enemy. We are peaceful creatures, and we can’t go on living with that – that man-made thunder. There is only one thing left for us to do and that is . . .’

				‘Your board,’ said Tobermory, coming in sideways through the door and holding between his paws a large piece of hardboard.

				‘That is,’ went on Great Uncle Bulgaria loudly, ‘to find somewhere quieter.’

				‘Shh,’ said Tomsk, looking up from his book. He had reached a very long word and was having some difficulty reading it. He recognised Great Uncle Bulgaria and added, ‘Oh, sorry. Excuse me, the-or-yit-i-cally. That can’t be right.’ And he put his paws over his ears and went back to his book.

				‘He wants us to leave Wimbledon,’ said Tobermory, heaving the board against some of the shelves. ‘I don’t know, it doesn’t seem right to me, but then I’m not in charge. I only look after the Workshop. What I think doesn’t count.’

				‘Yes, it does,’ contradicted Great Uncle Bulgaria, ‘you’re my second in command and I shan’t be able to manage at all without your help. I depend on you for your support, old friend.’

				There was a long pause while Tobermory pretended to be very busy putting up the board. He took his time over it, but Great Uncle Bulgaria watched him patiently and when Wellington opened his mouth to ask a question he was frowned at, so he shut it again. Then, when at last the board was just the way he wanted it to be, Tobermory even more slowly and deliberately took a long slip of paper out of his apron pocket and pinned it up. Written in large letters were the words:

				g

				OWW

				g

				Daily Orders Notes Campaign Dispatches

				g

				Great Uncle Bulgaria blew his nose loudly and then put away his handkerchief and said, ‘That’s all right then. First we have to decide just where we are moving to. Wellington, you’d better make notes. We want this whole business carried out in a proper, efficient manner. We’re not going to rush into anything.’

				Tobermory said something under his breath which Great Uncle Bulgaria was too polite to comment on, but which made Wellington, now fairly trembling with the excitement of being right on the inside of something so important, grin to himself. Their three heads bent together while at the far end of the room Tomsk neatly put away his golf book and then tiptoed out to go and look for his friends Bungo and Orinoco.
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				‘Where’ve you been?’ demanded Bungo. ‘We’ve looked everywhere for you. I wanted to have a game of Hide the Womble and it’s no fun with only old Orinoco because he just lies down behind a bush and then goes to sleep.’

				‘I’ve been in the library,’ said Tomsk, ‘reading. A book.’

				‘Whatever for?’

				‘I want to improve my golf. Look, this is how you putt.’

				And Tomsk, who was the largest Womble in the burrow, got slowly down on the floor and lay on his stomach while Bungo watched him in astonishment.

				‘I shouldn’t go to sleep there if I were you,’ said Orinoco, coming round a corner with the crumbs of a cream bun still on his whiskers. Losing his ice cream had upset him so much he had had to go after the tea trolley to get a little something to keep up his strength.

				‘I’m not sleeping,’ replied Tomsk, heaving himself up again. ‘I’m studying the lie of the land. It’s very important when you putt and . . .’

				‘Let’s go and play now,’ said Bungo hastily, for once Tomsk got on to the subject of playing golf he went on and on about it. ‘Come on, it’s a very nice afternoon for us.’

				By which he meant that it was cold and damp and grey and there would be very few people on the Common as, not having the Wombles’ sensible thick fur coats, Human Beings don’t like chilly March evenings. Bungo enjoyed the game very much indeed as he was by far and away the best at it for Tomsk was too large to hide properly except in a very big bush and Orinoco was too lazy to hide carefully. It was also a splendid way to get up a really good appetite for the evening meal and when Bungo had caught Tomsk three times and Orinoco five times and had not been caught at all himself, he decided that it was time to go home.

				‘I do like Wimbledon Common,’ he said as they made for the burrow. ‘It’s just about the best place in the whole world.’

				‘It’s not bad,’ agreed Orinoco, who was walking very fast for him as he was sure he could already smell chocolate and nettle pudding.

				‘It’ll be nasty leaving it,’ said Tomsk sadly.

				‘Why should we leave it?’ asked Bungo.

				‘I don’t know,’ replied Tomsk. ‘But we are. At least I think we are. Ask Wellington – he knows all about it.’

				‘Knows about what?’ asked Bungo, seizing his friend’s arm and shaking him.

				‘Leaving,’ said Tomsk. ‘I told you.’

				Bungo knew it was no good asking any more questions, because Tomsk had obviously ‘got the wrong end of the picnic basket’ as the Wombles say, so he sighed heavily and let go and went hurrying after Orinoco who was already burrowing through the bushes to get to their main front door. Bungo had a sort of a feeling that something was wrong somewhere because he’d got that kind of uneasy prickle in his fur, so being a determined creature he decided to get hold of Wellington at the first possible chance. The supper bell had just gone and the moment he was in the Common Room Bungo kept his sharp little eyes on the door. Wellington, he knew, sometimes missed lunch, but no Womble was allowed to go supperless to bed so he was sure to turn up in a minute.

				They all stood whispering and shuffling behind their stools waiting for Great Uncle Bulgaria and only keeping quiet for a second or two when the burrow shook with the now familiar rumble; and then another odd thing happened for it wasn’t Great Uncle Bulgaria who went up to the top table, but Madame Cholet who was the head cook. She had put on her best apron in honour of the occasion and when she took her place there was a great buzz of conversation. It was very rare for Great Uncle Bulgaria to have supper in his own room and Bungo said anxiously to Orinoco, ‘You don’t suppose he’s ill, do you?’

				‘No. Probably having a special snack of something-or-other,’ replied Orinoco rather thickly as his mouth was extremely full.

				‘And where’s Wellington?’ went on Bungo. The prickly feeling in his fur was getting worse all the time.

				‘In the library, I expect,’ said Tomsk. ‘Tobermory’s there too.’

				‘Something’s wrong,’ said Bungo. ‘I know it is.’ And for the first time in the whole of his life he hardly felt like eating although he did just manage to have a second helping of the chocolate pudding as naturally he didn’t want to upset Madame Cholet’s feelings by refusing it. However, as soon as the meal was over, instead of going to his bed for a sleep before he started clearing-up work at dawn, Bungo insisted on going to the library.

				‘I don’t want to read anything,’ protested Orinoco.

				‘We’re not going there to read,’ snapped Bungo, pushing his fat friend ahead of him with one paw and dragging Tomsk behind him with the other.

				‘They won’t let you talk in there, you know,’ said Orinoco over his shoulder. ‘Don’t push so hard – I’ll fall over.’

				‘You’d only bounce if you did,’ replied Bungo. ‘Here we are. Now I shall find out just what is going on.’

				And then he and Orinoco and Tomsk all stopped quite still, for pinned across the door was a large notice which said:

				g

				OWW OPERATIONS ROOM

				No admittance except on official duty

				Signed: Officer in Chief

				BULGARIA COBURG WOMBLE

				g

				‘Well,’ said Bungo.

				‘What does it mean?’ asked Orinoco.

				‘Told you!’ said Tomsk. ‘But you wouldn’t believe me. You never do,’ and he sighed. ‘What shall we do now, Bungo?’
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website at www.thewomblesbooks.com?

There are games, activiics and lots of fun things
to do, as well as news and information about all
of your favourite Wombles!
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Don’t miss the very first
‘Womble adventure!

The Wombles

Bungo makes his very firt ip to the Common. Large,
noisy dogs and dangerously windy weather are just the
besinning of this young Womble's advencures!

OUT NOW!
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Join in the fun with your
favourite Wombles

The Invisible Womble

Tobermory, DiY-cr extrordinaire, gets P
o gips with one of the Human Beings”
most ingenious inventions: the vacuum
cleanerl But has he got it guie sight?

There has been s huge festval near the
‘Wombles' burrov and no end of mbbish
has been I behind — cveryehing from.
umbrellas to shocs, drink cans snd
boreles The Wombles have thei work
cut out for them. ..

COMING SOON!
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Look out for more fantastic
Wombling storics

The Wombles to the Rescue

“The Human Beines have relised chac
chey hive an energy crsis and sre
hrowing much less sway which bas
caused the Wombles' supplics co run *
dangerously low. What can the Wombles

dor Its time for EMERGENCY s
SPECIAL PROJECTS — with DIY king |\ (50 (TB Y
Tobermory inchargel

5

The Wombles Go round the World

Great Uncle Bulgaris loves teling the
younger Wombles all about the history
of the many Womble clans. But the
‘young Wombles find this rather boring!
So Tohermry invents two clever clock-
work sir balloons and four young
Wormbles sre sent on the sdventure of ¢

g
s

Wk

lifetime —sround the world!

COMING SOON!
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