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Let me introduce myself. I’m Nancy Drew.


My friends call me Nancy. My enemies call me a lot of other things, like “that girl who cooked my goose.” They actually sometimes speak like that, but what can you expect from criminals? See, I’m a detective. Well, not really. I mean, I don’t have a license or anything. I don’t carry a badge or a gun, in part because I wouldn’t touch a gun even if I could, and also because I’m just not old enough. But I am old enough to know when something isn’t right, when somebody’s getting an unfair deal, when someone’s done something they shouldn’t do. And I know how to stop them, catch them, and get them into the hands of the law, where they belong. I take those things seriously, and I’m almost never wrong.


My best friends, Bess and George, might not totally agree with me. They tell me I’m wrong a lot, and that they have to cover for me all of the time just to make me look good. Bess would tell you I dress badly. I call it casual. George would tell you I’m not focused. By that she’d mean that once again I forgot to fill my car with gas or bring enough money to buy lunch. But they both know I’m always focused when it comes to crime. Always.


nancy Drew





Turbulence



“I guess this is the place,” I said a little nervously. This place gave me the creeps—it was so dark and isolated.


“The door should be locked,” Mr. Eldridge said. “The security guard gave me a pass key for all the rooms.” He held it out to me, but I already knew I didn’t need it.


“It isn’t locked,” I said. I could feel warmer air coming from within the room. The door was ever-so-slightly ajar, open no more than a centimeter or two. I put my fingertips on the wood and pushed lightly. The door opened with a loud squeak of the hinges. I looked inside—and gasped.


The place was trashed! Drawers hung open, papers were strewn everywhere, and ancient-looking books lay scattered on the floor. “There’s been a break-in!” I cried.
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More green beans, Nancy?” Mrs. Nickerson asked me. My boyfriend, Ned, spoke up before I could answer. “Are you kidding?” he asked his mom. “Do you really think Nancy Drew would turn down a second helping of green beans?”


Ned was right. He knows that I think his mother makes the best garlic green beans in the entire city of River Heights. “I would love some more, please,” I told her, holding out my plate.


“You’re the town sleuth, aren’t you, Nancy?” asked the Nickersons’ other dinner guest, Colonel Lang.


“I do some detective work now and again,” I replied. “But I don’t have a license or anything.”


“Nancy’s being modest,” Ned’s father put in. “She’s a bona fide supersleuth.”


“In that case, I imagine she’s sniffed out all the best dishes in town,” Colonel Lang said. He held out his plate to Mrs. Nickerson. “May I have some of those green beans too?”


I grinned. Colonel Lang was funnier than I’d expected him to be. When Ned first told me about his dad’s old friend who would be coming for dinner, he made it sound as if Colonel Lang would be a very strict, no-nonsense military man. But so far the retired colonel had been chatting and joking just like anyone else. I figured Ned must be remembering how he felt about Colonel Lang when Ned was a little boy. I could see how the tall, broad-shouldered man would be impressive in his air force uniform.


“Will you be in town long, Colonel?” I asked.


“I’ll be flying in and out over the next few weeks,” he answered.


“What for?” Yeah, I can be a little … forward.


He paused. “I’m here on … business.”


Something about his tone made my detective senses tingle. He had hesitated slightly before mentioning his business. Was it something he didn’t want to talk about?


“Won’t that get expensive?” Mr. Nickerson asked.


Colonel Lang shook his head. “It would if I was flying commercial. But I’ve got my own plane now.”


Everyone gasped with pleasure. “Your own plane!” Mrs. Nickerson exclaimed. “How exciting.”


“Well, I was in the air force,” the colonel joked. “I do know how to fly!”


“I wish you could teach me,” Ned put in. “It sounds like a blast”


“I’d be happy to,” Colonel Lang answered promptly.


I saw a flicker of surprise in Ned’s eyes. “Oh, I was only kidding,” he said hastily. “I know you probably don’t have time.”


“Nonsense,” the big man said. “I would love to teach you. It will help repay the many favors I owe your father.”


“Oh, really?” I asked, smiling at Ned’s dad. He had been a highly regarded journalist in Washington, D.C., before moving to River Heights to take over the local newspaper. “Mr. Nickerson never talks about his Washington days. What kinds of favors did he do for you? I’d love to hear some stories.”


“Yeah,” Ned agreed. “Were you two involved in any political scandals together?”


Mr. Nickerson and Colonel Lang exchanged a charged look. I gulped in surprise. Ned and I had just been teasing them, but it seemed we’d hit a nerve.


“I don’t know if you’d call it a scandal,” Colonel Lang said guardedly. “Let’s just say James helped me out of a jam once.”


“And I shouldn’t have,” Mr. Nickerson said with a grin. “I compromised my journalistic principles for you.”


Now that surprised me. Ned’s father was completely committed to truth in journalism. In fact the main reason he’d wanted to be publisher of the River Heights Bugle was to ensure that true journalistic integrity wasn’t lost on the local level. I couldn’t help wondering what had taken place between these two all those years ago in Washington. I knew Mr. Nickerson would never be involved in something shady. But who knew about Colonel Lang? Maybe his easy grin hid a lot of secrets. They obviously weren’t going to offer me the details though.


Colonel Lang raised his glass of water in a salute. “And I appreciated it. Now in return I’ll teach Ned to fly.” He pulled a personal digital assistant out of his jacket pocket and turned it on. “Let me write myself a note to clear my schedule,” he said. “I’ll call you with a time for our first lesson, Ned. What’s the number here again?”


“Five-five-five, four-three-four-oh,” Ned replied. The colonel entered it into his PDA.


“Would you mind if I tagged along during the lesson?” I asked. “I’ve never flown in a private plane before.”


“Then you absolutely must come,” the colonel answered. “It’s a completely different feeling than flying in a large jet.”


“That would be great. Thanks,” Ned said politely. He didn’t sound as excited as I expected. He must just be tired, I thought. Of course he’d be psyched about learning to fly.


“So how are things in D.C.?” Mrs. Nickerson asked the colonel.


“Oh, the same as ever,” he replied. “I’m sure you two don’t miss the rat race.”


“No, we’re happy here in River Heights,” Ned’s mom admitted.


“What about you, James?” Colonel Lang asked. “You’re not bored to death in a sleepy little town like this?”


“Certainly not,” Mr. Nickerson replied. “We have our share of crime and intrigue here—just ask Nancy.”


I nodded. “I sometimes think we have more than our share,” I commented. “River Heights is a small city, but there’s always a case for me to work on.”


“I may have a new case for you soon,” Ned’s father said. “Chief McGinnis isn’t interested, but maybe you will be.”


I felt my cheeks flush and a tingle of excitement rush up my spine. The tiniest mention of a case to solve always causes that reaction. I can’t help myself— I love a mystery! My two best friends, George Fayne and Bess Marvin, say I was born that way. I love to get to the bottom of things the same way Bess loves to put together a great outfit, and George loves a new electronic gadget. There are some loves you just can’t fight.


“What’s the mystery?” I asked breathlessly.


Mr. Nickerson chuckled. “Well, I don’t know how much of an actual mystery it is,” he replied. “But it’s definitely getting on my nerves. I keep getting mysterious calls from a person I don’t know. Three times in the past month, I’ve answered the phone to hear a voice telling me I have a package delivery that night.”


“Is this your home phone or the phone at the Bugle?” I asked.


“My home phone,” he replied. “And the person always hangs up without giving me any more information.”


“Do you recognize the voice?” I asked. “Is it a man or a woman?”


Colonel Lang raised his eyebrows. “You really are a detective, aren’t you?” he said, impressed.


I felt a little embarrassed. “I’m just curious,” I said.


“Well, I’ll take any help I can get,” Mr. Nickerson put in. “To answer your question, Nancy, I don’t recognize the voice. I think it’s a man, but I can’t be sure. It’s a very gravelly voice, and the person only ever says three words on each call.”


“What three words?” I asked.


“The person says, ’Package delivery tonight,’ and then hangs up,” Mr. Nickerson said. “At first I assumed it was a wrong number. But it keeps happening.”


“Maybe one of these days a package will actually show up!” Colonel Lang joked.


“That’s what our police chief said when I reported it,” Mr. Nickerson replied. “He thinks it’s just someone at FedEx who has laryngitis.”


“That explains it,” the colonel said. “With a voice like that, the guy has just been too sick to deliver the package!”


Everyone laughed, and I dropped the subject. There really didn’t seem to be much of a mystery there.


“So what kind of stories are you working on at the paper?” Colonel Lang asked Ned’s father.


“We have a big court case coming up,” Mr. Nickerson answered. “The suit was just announced today. I’m sure your father will be getting involved, Nancy,” he added. My dad is one of the most prominent lawyers in town, so he usually is involved in the big cases.


“What is it?” I asked.


“Rackham Industries is suing Evaline Waters for her land,” Mr. Nickerson said. “They want to knock down her house and put up a new factory there.”


I gasped. Ms. Waters was the librarian at River Heights Public Library before she retired. She was the one who gave me my very first library card, and she was the one who showed me how to look up detective guides on the Internet. She was also very attached to her home—her family had lived there for generations. Ms. Waters’s family was one of the oldest in the city. She was descended from the Native American tribe that originally settled the area.


“But what right does some big corporation have to Ms. Waters’s land?” I asked.


“None of the details have been released yet,” Mr. Nickerson said. “But I imagine there’s some dispute about her ownership of the property.”


“That’s a shame,” Ned’s mother commented. “She’s such a nice woman. I see her out working in her garden almost every day.”


“It’s true,” I said. “She’d be devastated if she had to move.”


“Well, let’s hope Rackham loses their suit,” Mr. Nickerson said. “Although they have a mighty good lawyer on their side.”


I groaned. “Don’t tell me,” I said. “Deirdre’s father.”


Mr. Nickerson nodded. Remember how I said my father was a very prominent attorney? Well, there’s another very prominent attorney in town—Mr. Shannon, the father of my old nemesis, Deirdre. She and I have been rivals ever since elementary school. I don’t really have anything against her, but she’s never liked me. She takes every opportunity to snub me, especially when I’m with Ned. She has a big crush on him, and she can’t forgive me for being his girlfriend. Plus, our fathers are frequently on opposite sides of big lawsuits. I wondered if the Evaline Waters case would be one of those times.


Ned glanced at his watch. “We should get going, Nancy,” he announced. “Our movie starts in twenty minutes.”


“Okay.” I pushed back my chair. “Thanks for dinner, Mrs. Nickerson. It was delicious.”


“Aren’t you sweet,” she said.


“No, I’m full,” I joked. “No popcorn for me at the theater!”


Colonel Lang stood up to shake my hand. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Nancy,” he told me. “It’s not often I see a hard-boiled detective as young as you!”


I smiled. “Thanks for letting me sit in on your flying lesson with Ned,” I told him. “I can’t wait!”


He nodded. “See you then.”


Ned and I made our way to the door and headed outside just as the sun was setting over the river. I stopped on the front porch to look at it for a moment. The entire sky was filled with thick bands of vibrant red. Ned put his arm around my shoulders. “It’s beautiful,” he said, looking at the sunset.


“It sure is,” I agreed. “Usually sunsets make me feel peaceful. But it’s hard to be at peace when there’s such an injustice in the works.”


“You mean Evaline Waters?” Ned asked. He knows me well enough to see when I’m preoccupied by something.


“Yeah,” I said. “We just have to help her keep her home. If my father’s not on the case, I’m going to make him get on it!”


Ned laughed. “And when Nancy Drew puts her mind to something, you can be sure she’ll get her way.”
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Hop in!” I called to Bess and George. They were sitting on the porch swing in front of Bess’s house when I pulled into the driveway. As they trooped down the steps, I couldn’t help marveling at how different my two best friends were. Even though they’re cousins, George and Bess are total opposites. For one thing, they look completely different. Bess has shoulder-length, golden blond hair and sparkling blue eyes, and she’s always perfectly made up and dressed to kill. George keeps her dark hair short, wears no makeup to accent her big brown eyes, and dresses strictly for comfort. I think the reason we make such a great team is that I fall right in between them.


“I have to sit in the front,” Bess announced as she opened the car door. “My skirt would get wrinkled by scrunching into the backseat.”


George rolled her eyes and climbed into the back. “That’s why people wear jeans to run errands,” she told her cousin.


I grinned at them. “Thanks for coming along with me,” I said. “Hannah gave me a long list of things to get done in the next few days, and it will go a lot faster if I have company.” Our housekeeper, Hannah Gruen, has lived with me and Dad since my mother died when I was three. She’s a member of the family— and she expects me to help out with the running of the house. So this week I was taking care of most of her usual errands while her family was in town.


“Where to first?” I asked, backing out of the driveway. “The cheese shop or the dry cleaners?”


“Cheese shop!” Bess and George chorused. I knew they would say that, because Harold Safer, who owns the cheese shop, always gives away free samples. As I headed downtown, I filled my friends in on my dinner at Ned’s house the night before.
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It looks like Evaline Waters, a River Heights resident, is knee-
deep in trouble. A huge corporation is suing her for her land;
they want to tear down her house and put up a warehouse.
And documentation of the zoning law that would protect
Evaline’s right to keep her land is missing. Figures!

I've got to find that document, but it's hard to focus on
the land when I'm cruising at ten thousand feet. See, Ned
and | are taking flying lessons, him with Colonel Lang, a
friend of his family, and me with Frank Beltrano, an instructor

at our local airport. It's a good thing I'm

good at juggling more than two balls at

once. Too bad I'm not the only one.

Catch my next case:
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