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The Secret Seven Short Story Collection



CHAPTER ONE

SOMETHING INTERESTING

PETER AND Janet were having breakfast with their father and mother one lovely spring morning. Scamper, their golden spaniel, was lying as usual under the table.

‘Dad,’ began Peter, but his mother frowned at him.

‘Your father is reading the paper,’ she said. ‘Don’t bother him just now!’

His father put down the paper and smiled. ‘Do the Secret Seven want to make themselves really useful?’ he asked. ‘Because I’ve just read something in my paper that may be right up their street!’

‘Oh, Dad – what?’ cried Peter, and Janet put down her egg-spoon and looked at him expectantly.

‘It’s about a girl who’s run away from home,’ said their father, looking at his paper. ‘She stole some money from the desk of her teacher, but when the police went to see her aunt about it, she ran away.’

‘But – what can the Secret Seven do about it?’ asked Peter, surprised.

‘Listen – I’ll read you the piece,’ said his father, and propped the paper up in front of him. ‘Elizabeth Mary Wilhemina Sonning, after being accused of stealing money from the desk of her teacher, was found to be missing from her aunt’s house. She took nothing with her but the clothes she was wearing, and is in school uniform and school hat. It is stated that her parents are abroad, and that she has a brother who is at present away in France.’

Peter’s father looked up from the paper. ‘Now comes the bit that might interest you,’ he said. ‘Elizabeth was seen on the evening of that day in Belling Village, and it is thought that she might be going to her grandmother, who lives not far off.’

‘Belling Village! Why that’s the next village to ours,’ said Janet. ‘Oh – you think that the Secret Seven could keep a lookout for Elizabeth! Yes – we could! What’s she like?’

‘There’s a photograph here,’ said her father, and passed the paper across. ‘Not a very good one – but in her school uniform, which is a help.’

Peter and Janet stared at the picture in the paper. They saw the photograph of a merry, laughing girl a little older than themselves, with a mass of fluffy hair round her face. They thought she looked rather nice.

Though she can’t be really, if she stole money and then ran away, thought Janet. She turned to her father. ‘Whereabouts in Belling Village does her granny live?’

‘It doesn’t say, does it?’ said her father, reaching for his paper again. ‘You’ll have to read this evening’s paper and see if there are any more details. If the child goes to her granny’s she’ll be found at once, of course. But if she hides somewhere around the place, you might be able to spot her.’

‘Yes. We might,’ said Peter. ‘The Secret Seven haven’t had anything interesting to do lately. We’ll call a meeting tomorrow. Good thing it’s Saturday!’

That evening, Janet sat down to write notices to each of the Secret Seven to call them to a meeting the next day. Each notice said the same things.

 

Dear S.S. Member,

A meeting will be held tomorrow

morning, Saturday, at ten sharp, in the

shed. Wear your badges and remember

the password.

 

Peter signed each one, and then he and Janet fetched their bicycles and rode off to deliver the notices, Scamper trotting beside them. They felt pleasantly excited. This new affair might not come to anything – but at least it was something to talk about and to make plans for.

‘We’d better buy an evening paper on our way back and see if there’s anything else in it about Elizabeth Mary Wilhemina Sonning,’ said Peter.

So they stopped at the little newsagent’s shop and bought one. They stood outside the shop, eagerly looking through the pages for any mention of the runaway girl. At last they found a small paragraph, headed ‘MISSING GIRL’

‘Here it is,’ said Peter, thrilled. ‘Look, Janet, it says, “Elizabeth Sonning is still missing, and her grandmother states that she has not seen her. Anyone seeing a child whose appearance tallies with the following description is asked to get in touch with the police.” Then, see, Janet, there’s a good description of her. That’s fine – we can read it out to the Seven tomorrow.’

‘Good!’ said Janet. ‘Come on, Scamper – we’ll have to bike home pretty fast, so you’ll have to run at top speed!’

Scamper puffed and panted after them, his long silky ears flopping up and down as he ran. He wasn’t a member of the Secret Seven, but he certainly belonged! No meeting was complete without him.

‘What’s the password, Peter?’ asked Janet, as they put their bicycles away. ‘It’s ages since we had a meeting.’

‘It’s a jolly good thing I never forget it,’ said Peter. ‘I shan’t tell it to you – but I’ll give you a hint. Think of lamb – that ought to remind you!’

‘Lamb?’ said Janet, puzzled. ‘Well – it reminds me of sheep, Peter – or Mary had a little lamb – or lamb chops. Which is it?’

‘None of them!’ said Peter, grinning. ‘Have another shot, Janet – and tell me at the meeting tomorrow!’


CHAPTER TWO

KNOCK – KNOCK

‘HAVE YOU remembered the password yet?’ asked Peter next morning, when Janet and he were tidying their shed ready for the meeting.

‘No, I haven’t,’ said Janet. ‘And I think you might tell me, because you know jolly well I’ve got to come. I’ve been thinking of lamb – lamb – lamb for ages, but it doesn’t remind me of anything except what I’ve already told you. Tell me the word, Peter, do!’

‘No,’ said Peter firmly. ‘You’re always forgetting. It’s time you were taught a lesson. I shan’t let you into the meeting unless you remember it. Look – go and ask Mummy if we can have some of those biscuits she made last week.’

‘Go yourself,’ said Janet, crossly.

‘I’m the head of the Secret Seven,’ said Peter. ‘Obey orders, Janet!’

Janet went off, not feeling at all pleased. She was quite afraid that Peter wouldn’t let her into the meeting! He was very strict about rules.

She went into the kitchen, but her mother wasn’t there. Some lamb chops lay on the table, and Janet looked at them frowning. ‘Lamb! Oh dear – whatever ought you to remind me of? I simply can’t think! Oh – here’s Mummy. Mummy, may we have some of your ginger biscuits, please? Oh, what’s that you’ve got? Mint – let me smell it. I love the smell. I wouldn’t mind mint scent on my hanky!’

‘It’s for mint sauce with the chops,’ said her mother. ‘Now I’ll just—’

‘Mint sauce! Of course! That’s the password, Mint sauce! What an idiot I am!’ said Janet. Then she grew serious and looked solemnly at her mother.

‘I shouldn’t have said the password out loud! We’re not supposed to tell a soul. Mummy, don’t remember it, will you?’

‘What are you gabbling about?’ said her mother, and went to get her tin of ginger biscuits. ‘Here you are – you can have all of these. I’m making some more for tomorrow.’

‘Oh, thank you!’ said Janet, delighted, and skipped off down the garden with the tin. As she came near the shed she shouted out to Peter.

‘Mint sauce, mint sauce, mint sauce!’

‘Have you gone mad?’ said a cross voice, and Peter looked out of the shed, frowning. ‘Shouting out the password for everyone to know! I’m glad you’ve remembered it at last.’

‘Well, Mummy came in with mint to make mint sauce. Wasn’t it lucky?’ said Janet. ‘Oh, Scamper, you know I’ve got some ginger biscuits, don’t you? I expect there’ll be one for you. Peter, it’s almost ten o’clock.’

‘I know,’ said Peter. ‘I’m just ready. Are there enough things to sit on? You’ll have to sit on that big flowerpot, Janet. The gardener must have taken our seventh box.’

Scamper began to bark. ‘That’s someone coming already,’ said Peter. ‘Shut the door, Janet, please. We’ll have to ask the password as usual.’

Knock – knock!

‘Password!’ called Peter.

‘Mint sauce!’ said two voices.

‘Enter!’ said Peter, and Janet opened the door. ‘Hello, George and Colin. You’re very punctual.’

Knock – knock.

‘Password!’ shouted Peter. A cautious voice came in through the keyhole.

‘I’ve forgotten. But I’m Pam, so you can let me in.’

‘No, we can’t. You know the rule,’ said Peter, sternly.

‘Think of lamb chops!’ called Janet, before Peter could stop her.

A giggle was heard. ‘Oh, yes – of course. MINT SAUCE.’

Janet opened the door, but Peter looked quite cross. ‘How dare you remind Pam like that?’ he demanded.

‘Well, you reminded me!’ said Janet, indignantly. ‘You said, “Think of lamb chops”, didn’t you?’

‘There’s someone else coming,’ said Peter, changing the subject hurriedly.

Knock – knock! ‘Mint sauce,’ said two voices.

‘Come in!’ shouted Peter, and in came Jack and Barbara together. Scamper greeted them with pleasure, and then everyone sat down and looked expectantly at Peter.

‘Anything exciting?’ asked Jack, eagerly.

‘Yes – quite,’ answered Peter. ‘But what about that awful sister of yours, Jack? Is she anywhere about? This is quite an important meeting.’

‘No. She’s gone shopping with my mother,’ said Jack. ‘She doesn’t even know there’s a meeting on. So we’re quite safe. She won’t come snooping round.’

‘Have a ginger biscuit?’ asked Janet, and the tin was handed round.

Peter cleared his throat. ‘Well, now,’ he began, ‘it was my father who thought we should inquire into the matter I’m going to tell you about, so you can see it’s quite important. It concerns a girl who has run away from her aunt’s home, after stealing some money at school. She’s been seen near here, at Belling Village, where her grandmother lives – but so far hasn’t been to see her granny.’

‘Oh – and I suppose it’s up to the Secret Seven to keep a lookout for her – and find her!’ said Jack. ‘We ought to be able to do that all right. What’s she like – and what are your plans, Peter?’

‘That’s just what this meeting is about,’ said Peter. ‘Now listen!’


CHAPTER THREE

MOSTLY ABOUT ELIZABETH


OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
Gud Blyfon
 SECRET SEVEN

Secret Seven Mystery






