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The Stage Is Set


The Monday morning sun bounced off the Seine and right into Nancy Drew’s clear blue eyes. “This is it,” she said, stopping at a pretty brick building. She read one of the posters that hung under a small marquee and translated it from French to English. “Juliette’s Marionettes Presents Original Parisian Folktales, Adapted by Mimi Loiseau. Also Featuring Selected Scenes from the Classics of Literature.”


Next to the theater door was another door labeled MUSÉE DES MARIONETTES. “Looks like she has a museum, too,” Bess Marvin said. Bess was Nancy’s age, seventeen, and she had the same blue eyes. But her hair was curlier and blonder than Nancy’s reddish gold waves. She peeked in the window. “And a shop. Great! There goes my vacation budget.”


“Budget!” George Fayne said with a whoop of laughter. “That’ll be the day—you setting a budget for a vacation in Paris.” George was Bess’s cousin, but you could never tell by looking at her. Also seventeen, George was tall, with brown eyes and a cap of chestnut hair. She had the lean, muscular body of an accomplished athlete.


“Hey, a little respect, please,” Bess said. “You wouldn’t even be here if it weren’t for me and my frequent-flyer miles. A round-trip ticket to Paris for two hundred dollars is an awesome deal.”


“Absolutely,” Nancy said. She was used to the bickering between her two best friends. “Let’s check out the apartment my dad scored for us.”


Both doors were locked, so Nancy rang the museum bell. A pretty brunette dressed in jeans and a black turtleneck answered the door. Tall and slim, she had huge dark eyes and a stylish haircut. Nancy figured the woman was in her early thirties.


“You must be Nancy,” she said. “I’m Mimi Loiseau. I’ve been expecting you.” She ushered them in, and Nancy introduced her friends.


“We’ll have plenty of time for a tour of the place later,” Mimi said. “Right now, I’m sure you’d like to get settled.” She led them upstairs. “The first floor is the museum, shop, and theater,” she told them as they climbed the stairs. “I live in the second-floor apartment.” She opened a glass double door on the top floor. “And this is yours.”


The apartment had a living room, tiny kitchen, two bedrooms, and a large bath. A door led to a small balcony. “I’m going to lunch at my favorite café,” Mimi said. “Would you like to join me?” The girls nodded; they hadn’t eaten since the flight. Nancy was glad that Mimi spoke such good English. She and the girls had meant to brush up on their French during the flight, but slept most of the way!


They all walked two short blocks to Chez Sylvie. The streets were narrow and lined with very old, very beautiful houses. Nancy felt as if she were in another world. Sprinkled among the houses were quaint specialty stores, patisseries, and art galleries.


Chèz Sylvie was a charming café with an outdoor court on the bank of the Seine. “You’ll love this place,” Mimi said. “They make the best ice cream—from scratch!”


Nancy and her friends ordered sandwiches, sodas, and ice cream for dessert. Mimi ordered soup, tea, and ice cream. When their drinks arrived, Mimi had a toast for the girls: “Welcome to Île Saint-Louis, an island in the middle of Paris!”


The four spent the next hour eating and sharing stories of previous experiences in Paris. They were sitting just a few yards from a wide bridge—the Pont Saint-Louis—which stretched across the Seine. On the opposite bank, a sprawling building hugged the edge of the river. Behind it rose a thin spire. “That’s Notre-Dame,” Mimi said, nodding toward the spire. “This bridge leads to a second tiny island, Île de la Cité. Notre-Dame sits on that island.”


“I’ve been to Paris twice, but somehow I never realized there were two islands in the middle of the Seine,” Bess said.


“The Parisii tribe settled on the Île de la Cité in 553 B.C.,” Mimi told them. “That island has always been called the heart of Paris. Île Saint-Louis is mostly residential. The apartments and houses have been passed down for generations. Some residents think of it almost like a tiny country all its own. When they cross the bridges that connect it with the rest of the city, they say they are ‘going to Paris.’ It’s a pretty special place.”


“This ice cream is way more than special,” Bess said. “It’s awesome!” She took a spoonful of the strawberry-peach ice cream and swirled it around in her mouth.


“I saw from one of the posters outside your building that you’re doing a show tonight,” Nancy said, bringing Mimi’s attention back to the table.


“Yes, and it might be my last one, aside from a fair this weekend,” Mimi said. Tears welled up in her eyes.


“Is it the end of your season or something?” George asked.


“More like the end of my business,” Mimi responded softly. She sat back in her chair and picked at her ice cream with a cookie.


Mimi was quiet for a minute, then continued, her voice stronger. “Well, you might as well know, since you’ll be staying here. I don’t want you to worry about your apartment. No matter what happens to my other enterprises, your place in the house will still be secure for as long as you stay in Paris.”


She pushed her ice cream around with the cookie. “I don’t know how much your father told you about my business, Nancy, but . . .” She paused.


“He said your father was a fourth-generation puppetmaker, and that you inherited the family marionette museum and theater,” Nancy replied.


“Which I have pretty much destroyed, it seems,” Mimi said. “I have tried to make it work, but I’m afraid I made some bad business choices along the way. When my business first began to fail, I opened the shop. It broke my heart to sell some of the family treasures, but I had no choice if the museum and theater were going to survive. Now, even selling the puppets is not helping. I must do the show tonight because some people have already bought tickets. Besides, I need the rehearsal before the weekend—especially since I no longer have Quentin.”


“Who’s he?” George asked. “One of the puppets you had to sell?”


“Oh, my, no,” Mimi said, her eyes opening even larger. For the first time since they’d sat down, she smiled. “Quentin DuBos is—was—my best puppeteer. I had to let the others go, but I didn’t want to lose him. He was so good, and the only help I had left. Then I reached a point a couple of weeks ago when I could no longer afford even Quentin full time. I asked him if he would consider contract work—just being paid by the show. He was very insulted and stormed off. He hasn’t been back since.”


“What exactly is the show this weekend?” Nancy asked.


“It’s a big one,” Mimi said, finally taking a bite of ice cream. “It’s a country fair, actually, out of town, at Chateau de Berc. I’m doing a marionette version of The Hunchback of Notre-Dame. I’m including one of the scenes from it in the show tonight, as well as some old Parisian legends that I’ve written into skits. I hope we have a full house.”


Nancy felt a pull to help the young woman. “We were actually thinking of coming to the show,” Nancy said. “We haven’t done much work with marionettes, but is there anything we could do to help you backstage beforehand? Maybe set up and change scenery—stuff like that?”


“Oh, yes,” Bess said. “I’d love to do that!” George nodded her agreement.


“There’s lots you could do,” Mimi said, “but I really can’t let you. I couldn’t pay anything.”


“I know,” Nancy said. “But it would be fun—and you obviously could use the help.”


Mimi looked at Nancy for a moment. “I’ve done these shows so many times, I can practically do them in my sleep,” she said. “But it would help so much to have some extra hands.”


She sat forward in her chair and smiled at the girls. “I’ll tell you what,” she said. “Let’s try it for tonight. If it works, and if you want to, you can come to the country fair with me this weekend. It’s a huge charity event. It costs a lot to get in, and even those who can afford it need a special invitation. But if you go as my troupe, you’ll get in for free. We’ll have plenty of free time to wander around and see everything too. There’s lots of fun scheduled: music, dancing, food, sports competitions, a fashion show, and tons more.”


“Sounds pretty cool,” Nancy said. “Let’s give it a trial run tonight and see how it works.”


“Great!” Mimi said, standing. “Meet me back at the theater at six o’clock, and I’ll walk you through everything.”


Nancy and her friends watched Mimi walk away from the tables in the outdoor café and disappear down a narrow alley.


“Well, what do you think?” Nancy asked, sipping her soda.


“The fair sounds wonderful,” Bess said. “It’d be a great chance to spend a weekend at a real French chateau. And it sounds like there’s plenty of fun things to do while we’re there.”


“She did say we wouldn’t have to work that much,” George added. “I wonder if they’ll have any archery competitions. That’d be cool.”


“Okay, we’ll see how tonight goes,” Nancy agreed. “And then we’ll decide.”


Nancy, Bess, and George left Chèz Sylvie and walked across the Pont Saint-Louis to Île de la Cité. Once on the island, they walked along a street lined with old trees and little shops until they came to the back of Notre-Dame.


Nancy led them through the gardens and around to the large courtyard in the front. Tight bands of tourists followed their guides from the buses into the majestic Gothic building. Nancy and her friends slipped past the crowds and entered Notre-Dame.


“Wow,” Nancy said, as soon as she got inside. It was dark and sort of gloomy. “I can’t get over how old this place feels,” she added. They passed the famous rose window, with its thousands of hand-cut, brightly colored images. Gilded carvings shone from the stone walls, and the high arched ceiling seemed to shelter them with its graceful Gothic arches.


Nancy headed straight for the stairway. Three hundred and eighty-seven steps later, she was eye-to-eye with a fanged stone creature perched on the corner of the roof. He was sitting up, his hands resting on his knee.


“Now that’s one sassy gargoyle,” Bess said. “He looks like he owns the city.”


“That’s not a gargoyle,” George said. “I learned that on my last visit. Gargoyles are the rainspout ones that hang way over the side. This guy’s a chimera. He’s just there to look pretty.”


“Pretty, hmmmm?” Bess muttered. “Oh, look at that,” she said, walking over to see the bell called Emmanuel. “I read that this weighs thirteen tons. Ringing that baby would be one tough job.”


“Technology has arrived in Notre-Dame,” Nancy said. “It’s rung electronically now.” After spending a little more time drinking in the incredible view, they started back down the stairway.


“I never get tired of seeing the panorama from the top of this building,” George said.


“You can take a tour of nothing but rooftop views,” Nancy said. “You go to the top of the Montparnasse Tower, the Sacré Coeur dome, the Arc de Triomphe, and the Eiffel Tower.”


“Cool,” George said. “Let’s do it!”


“Great,” Bess said. “I’ll make reservations.”


Nancy and her friends strolled back across the bridge to Île Saint-Louis and made their way to the puppet theater. Mimi had figured out some interesting things they could do to help with the show, without having to learn a lot.


“I’m going to do a scene with just Quasimodo and play a tape of narration,” she said. “That way, we’ll need only one puppeteer: me. You three can make crowd noises when I cue you and help with the sets and lighting. Nancy, you can ring Emmanuel. We’re also going to do a couple of Parisian legend skits, but you should be able to handle them just fine. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this help.”


The rehearsals went well, and before the show they took a break to change clothes. Mimi gave them black slim pants and black high-necked, long-sleeved knit shirts. “These are the costumes worn by my family for generations,” she explained.


Mimi was gratified to see the small theater fill up. The air was filled with the sounds of laughing children and chattering adults.


During a break while they were waiting to change a set for one of the legend skits, George and Nancy whispered in one of the wings. “It’s going pretty well, don’t you think?” George said quietly.


Nancy barely heard her over the folk music tape. “Mmm-hmm,” Nancy agreed. “The audience seems to love it—especially the kids.”


“You know, this place could use a little upgrading,” George said, looking around. “I didn’t notice it before, but have you caught that smell? It’s pretty stinky.”


Nancy took a few tentative sniffs, then a deeper one. As the smell grew stronger, she tensed. “Its coming from back near that door,” she said, turning toward the door. “George, look!”


Nancy pointed to the bottom of the door at the back of the wing. A smudgy gray plume of smoke twirled and twisted toward them.
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Mimi’s Mystery


“Nancy, its a fire!” George said, whispering loudly. She raced toward the door.


“Don’t open it,” Nancy warned. “It’ll make the smoke worse.” She raced up the steps to the platform where Mimi and Bess stood controlling the marionettes on the stage below. Once Nancy told Mimi what was happening, she dropped her marionette and raced to the phone.


While Mimi called the fire station, Bess announced to the audience that there was an emergency, the show was over, and that they must leave. She and Mimi helped everyone get out safely.


George aimed an antiquated fire extinguisher at the bottom of the door. Nancy pulled the hose in from the courtyard garden and soaked the door with water.


“It’s my storage room” Mimi said. “There’s another door to the alley in back. I’ve got to get in there.” She raced out through the courtyard. Nancy chased after her, determined to keep her out of the burning room. By the time they reached the alley, the firemen had arrived. It didn’t take long for them to finish extinguishing the flames.


“Thanks to your quick work, the fire is over,” the chief announced in halting English to Nancy and the others. “But we recommend that you do not try to fight fires yourself. That is what we are for.”


“This little room was a real fire trap,” one of the other firemen said, shaking his head. “He held up a torn, cloth-covered cord. “You need to replace the electrical wiring in this building. You’re very lucky that the fire didn’t spread.”


He took a few scraps of cloth from the burned costumes and an ash-filled metal wastebasket from the storage room and joined the rest of his crew as they left the theater.


Bess put her arm around Mimi’s shoulders to comfort her.


“I can’t believe it,” Mimi said, shaking her head. She reached down to pick up a charred piece of wood. Sprigs of black and gray poked out here and there from the long round column. “This is a spare leg for Red Riding Hood’s wolf,” she said, pulling out one of the gray strands and holding it up. “My great-grandfather used real wolf hair.”


“Wow, you really meant it when you said some of this stuff couldn’t be replaced,” George said, sensing the hurt in Mimi’s voice.


“Come on,” Nancy said. “Let’s air the room out for a while. Then we’ll help you clean up.” She and Mimi set up a couple of fans to blow the thick smoky air out into the alley. A few people in the crowd of onlookers spoke to Mimi, extending their regrets and offering encouragement. Gradually they all shuffled away.


Nancy, Bess, George, and Mimi started across the stage toward the back stairway that led to Mimi’s apartment. Shouts from behind stopped them.






OEBPS/images/9781442498280_cover.jpg
N
DREW 7

NO STRINGS ATTACHED

CAROLYN KEENE

= 4
ALADDIN

NEWYORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





