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Have you read them all?

1  The Secret Seven

2  Secret Seven Adventure

3  Well Done, Secret Seven

4  Secret Seven on the Trail

5  Go Ahead, Secret Seven

6  Good Work, Secret Seven

7  Secret Seven Win Through

8  Three Cheers, Secret Seven

9  Secret Seven Mystery

10  Puzzle for the Secret Seven

11  Secret Seven Fireworks

12  Good Old Secret Seven

13  Shock for the Secret Seven

14  Look Out, Secret Seven

15  Fun for the Secret Seven

The Secret Seven Short Story Collection



CHAPTER ONE

SUSIE IS MOST ANNOYING

PETER WAS going home from school one afternoon, swinging his satchel, when someone came running behind him and bumped into him.

He dropped his bag and almost fell over. He looked round crossly, expecting it to be George or Colin. But it wasn’t. It was Susie with her cheeky face, standing by the kerb grinning at him.

‘Sorry!’ she said. ‘You were in my way. How’s the Secret Seven Society going?’

‘You just look where you’re going, Susie,’ said Peter, picking up his bag. ‘As for the Secret Seven, it’s no business of yours. You’re always trying to interfere!’

‘Jack says there haven’t been any Secret Seven meetings for ages,’ said Susie, walking beside Peter, much to his annoyance. Susie was the most aggravating girl he knew.

Jack was Susie’s brother, and a member of the Secret Seven. Peter was quite sure he hadn’t said anything about the meetings. But Susie was right. They hadn’t had any meetings for a long time. The Easter term had been rather exciting so far, and Peter hadn’t thought a great deal about his Secret Society.

‘Well, we’re having a Secret Seven meeting very soon,’ he said to Susie, making up his mind suddenly that they would. ‘But you’re not coming! And if you try any silly snooping, you’ll be sorry. You don’t belong to our Society, and you never will.’

‘I know your last password,’ said Susie, skipping over the cracks in the paving-stones. ‘Aha!’

‘You don’t,’ said Peter, racking his brains to remember what it was. Goodness – it wouldn’t do for him to forget it!

‘I do. It’s Jack Sprat!’ said Susie, and Peter scowled at her. She was right. Jack Sprat was the last password they had chosen – a secret password – and here was Susie shouting it out in the road. She saw his angry face and laughed.

‘I’m right, aren’t I? Yours is a silly society. I know your password, and so do all the girls in my class. I told them. So the next time you have a meeting we’ll all be along, shout out the password, and you’ll have to let us in.’

‘Who told you the password?’ demanded Peter. ‘I know Jack wouldn’t.’

‘Oh no. Jack’s a most annoying brother. He never tells me anything,’ said Susie. ‘But when I went to borrow a hanky from his drawer, I found a piece of paper there, hidden under a pile of hankies. And on it was scribbled: “Remember the password – Jack Sprat”.’

‘You’re always snooping about, Susie!’ said Peter, angrily. ‘I never knew such a girl. Why can’t you leave us alone, and not keep trying to find out our passwords and what we’re doing?’

‘Well, why don’t you let me belong?’ demanded Susie. ‘You let Janet belong, and Pam and Barbara.’

‘Don’t be silly. It’s the Secret Seven. We can’t have any more members, or we’d be eight,’ said Peter. ‘Anyway, we don’t want you, Susie.’

‘You’re mean,’ said Susie. ‘Well, I’ll tell Jack you’re having another meeting soon. When shall I say it is?’

‘Don’t you go telling Jack anything!’ said Peter, really exasperated with this annoying sister of Jack’s. ‘I send out notices of meetings, not you. And you needn’t bother to remember the password. I shall choose another one immediately, and let the members know.’

‘Oh, well, Jack is sure to write it down to remember it again,’ said Susie, skipping off. ‘And I shall be sure to find it. Goodbye, and give my love to Jack Sprat.’

Peter glared at Susie’s back. What an awful girl! He was glad that his own sister, Janet, wasn’t like Susie. He walked home with a solemn face.

Certainly a meeting must be called soon. There hadn’t been one for ages. It would never do to let the Secret Seven come to an end just because there weren’t any meetings, or anything special happening.

But you can’t solve mysteries and things unless there are some to solve, thought Peter. We’ll have to think up something else to do, till one comes along. Sometimes it seems as if nothing happens for ages and ages. I’ll have to change the password, too. Fancy Jack being such an idiot as to write down the password in case he forgot it. He might have known that Susie would find it.

He went home, thinking hard. Janet, his sister, was already there, and Scamper, the golden spaniel, came rushing out to greet him, barking with joy.

‘Hallo, Scamper! Been a good dog today?’ said Peter, fondling the long, silky ears. ‘Eaten all your dinner? Been sniffing for rabbits? Barked at the dust-man? You have? Ah, you’re a very good dog, then!’

‘Woof!’ said Scamper, and raced round the room like a mad dog.

Janet laughed. ‘He knew you were coming long before you came in at the door,’ she said. ‘He sat with his head on one side, listening for about three minutes before you came in. He must have known when you turned the corner up the lane.’

‘Janet,’ said Peter, putting down his satchel of books. ‘We’ve got to call a Secret Seven meeting as soon as possible.’

‘Oh, good! But why? Has anything happened?’ said Janet, thrilled. She was disappointed when Peter shook his head.

‘No – except that I met that awful sister of Jack’s – Susie. And she’s found out the password, and she was jeering at us because we haven’t had a meeting for ages. So we simply must have one, and we must choose a new password, too! Get out your notepaper, and we’ll arrange a meeting as soon as we can.’


CHAPTER TWO

SECRET SEVEN MEETING

THE SECRET Seven meeting was called for the very next day, immediately after school. Peter’s mother was told, and she suggested that all the members should come to tea first, and have the meeting afterwards.

‘I’ll wash up every single thing after the meeting,’ said Janet. ‘Hurrah! Another Secret Seven meeting. How pleased everyone will be!’

The notes were sent out, and the Secret Seven were thrilled. Jack went scrabbling in his drawer to find the bit of paper on which he had written the password. He found it, but he was most surprised when he read it. This is what he read:

 

‘Remember the password Jack Sprat. No, Jack Horner. No, Jack the Giant-Killer. No – it’s Jack and Jill!’

 

Jack stared at the bit of scribbled paper, frowning. Whatever had made him write all that? He must have been mad. And which was the password? He was sure it was Jack Sprat.

He looked closely at the paper. ‘Bother Susie! She’s written half of it! She’s been snooping in my drawer and found the paper, and read the password! Just wait till I see her!’

But fortunately for Susie she was out to tea. Jack hunted for his badge, and at last found it. He had been afraid that Susie might have discovered that too. Really, she was the most annoying sister in the world!

The tea-party was fixed for half-past four, after school. Janet and Peter had carried everything down, and the shed looked very warm and cosy. They had a small oil-stove in one corner for warmth, six candles stuck here and there, and a box for a table. Janet had put a cloth on it.

Two enormous jugs of hot cocoa stood there, with seven mugs round it. Ranged on a shelf behind were seven plates of food.

‘Honey sandwiches, sardine sandwiches – and I hope you won’t go for those too much, Peter, you’re a pig over sardines,’ said Janet. ‘Buns buttered and jammed, all in halves. New doughnuts. A chocolate cake baked today. A yummy jam-sponge sandwich, already cut into seven by Mummy. Doesn’t it look lovely? Oh – and a plate of mixed biscuits.’

‘Woof!’ said Scamper at once, and his tail thumped hard on the ground.

‘Your dish of goodies is on the floor, but you’re not to begin your tea till we do,’ said Janet. Scamper looked at his own plate and sniffed longingly.

He saw two sardine sandwiches, made of the tails and little bones; one bun cut in half, with just a scraping of butter, but no jam, because Scamper liked his without; and a very large dog-biscuit smeared with meat paste. What a tea for a hungry dog!

‘Here they come,’ said Janet, as they heard footsteps coming down the path to the shed. She peered out of the window. ‘It’s Pam and Barbara.’

Rap-rap!

‘Password!’ called out Peter.

‘Jack Sprat,’ came the answer, and Peter opened the door at once. No sooner was it shut than more footsteps were heard, and another knock.

‘Password?’

‘Er – I’m most awfully sorry, Peter, but it’s such ages since we had a meeting that I’ve forgotten it,’ said a voice, sounding rather upset. Janet glanced at Peter. Was he going to be cross, and perhaps refuse to let in poor Colin?

No. Peter didn’t look at all cross. He opened the door, and Colin came in, looking most relieved.

‘Hallo!’ he said, staring in delight at the tea. ‘I’m sorry about the password, but, honestly, it’s ages since we used it.’

‘It’s all right,’ said Peter. ‘It was my fault for not calling a meeting before. Anyway, that awful sister of Jack’s knows it, so we’ve got to choose a new one.’

Rap-rap-rap-RAP!

‘Password!’ called Peter.

‘Jack Sprat!’ said two voices, and in came George and Jack, complete with Secret Seven badges. The door shut. The candles gave a wavering light in the rather dark shed, and everything looked cosy, and rather mysterious. Just the kind of thing the Secret Seven liked!

‘What’s the meeting about?’ said Jack, sitting on an upturned flowerpot. ‘Anything special?’

‘No,’ said Peter. ‘Nothing’s turned up, worse luck – but we can’t let our Society fizzle out because we wait and wait for something to happen. We’ll talk about that later. Pour out the cocoa, Janet, and remember that we all like heaps of sugar.’

‘Woof! woof!’ said Scamper, approvingly, and got a lump of sugar from Janet at once. She poured out the cocoa, and Peter handed round the sandwiches. Soon everyone was tucking in, and Scamper gulped down his sandwiches and his bun in no time, and then settled down happily to crunch his biscuit.

In ten minutes’ time every plate was empty. Not even a biscuit was left. Jack sat back with a sigh. ‘That was a scrumptious tea,’ he said. ‘Any more cocoa left?’

‘Half a mug each,’ said Janet. ‘Pass yours up.’

‘While we’re having our last drink, we’ll begin the meeting,’ said Peter. ‘It’s not a very important meeting, but we’ve got quite a bit to discuss and to plan. If this Secret Seven hasn’t any particular job to work on, it’s got to find other things to do. Do you agree, members?’

‘We do,’ said everyone, pleased.

‘Right,’ said Peter. ‘Well, I’ll begin. Stop thumping your tail on the floor, Scamper, and you listen too!’


CHAPTER THREE

A NEW PASSWORD – AND A FEW IDEAS

EVERYONE SAT quietly. Scamper stopped his tail-thumping and sat still too, his head on one side. He was very, very proud to be at all the meetings, even though he wasn’t a proper member.

‘First of all,’ said Peter, ‘we must choose a new password, partly because Susie knows it!’

Jack was startled. How did Peter know that Susie knew it? ‘Yes, she does know it,’ he said, and fished the piece of paper out of his pocket, on which he had written the old password, and on which Susie had scribbled her nonsense.
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