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One


BUT, NED, I’m only going to be gone for a week!” Nancy Drew protested. “You don’t really mind, do you?”


It was nine o’clock on a cold, gray November morning, and Nancy was just about to leave for Chicago. She cast a worried glance at her boyfriend, Ned Nickerson, who was slumped down next to her on the living-room sofa. Ned’s only answer was a mournful sigh.


“Ned, I’ve never seen you like this!” Nancy said. “I can’t believe you’re so upset!”


Ned sighed again, and then abruptly straightened up. The corners of his mouth were quivering as if he were about to break into a smile.


“I’m just teasing you. Of course I don’t mind,” he said. “I mean, I mind, but I understand. But since it’s for a case, I’ll let you go this once. I will miss you, though,” he added softly, slipping his arm around Nancy’s shoulder and pulling her close.


“You really had me going for a minute there!” Nancy lay her head against his shoulder. “I’m going to miss you, too,” she said, lifting her head for a quick kiss.


“It’s horrible that all this had to come up when you’ve got a week off.” Ned was home from Emerson College for a brief vacation. He’d come over to drive Nancy to the train station. “But at least this case should be interesting. I don’t usually get the chance to hobnob with the stars of the fashion world.”


“How’d you get the chance to do it this time?” Ned asked. “Have you started advertising on TV?”


Nancy laughed. “Not yet. You can thank George for this one.” George Fayne was one of Nancy’s two best friends. “When she went to Chicago last week to watch those skating finals, she met Kim Daley. I don’t know if you’ve ever heard of Kim—”


“The fashion designer?” Ned asked.


“That’s the one.”


“You don’t wear her clothes, do you?”


“They’re too expensive for me. Besides, it’s not my style. You know—everything’s huge, with shoulders padded out to here.” Nancy held her hands out three inches from her shoulders. “Kim once designed a whole line of leather skirts that you could lengthen or shorten by zipping on attachments. There were even some boots you could attach. I mean, it’s great stuff to look at—on someone else. But it’s not the kind of thing you’d wear every day.


“Anyway,” Nancy continued, “Kim made a costume for one of the skaters, and she was sitting right next to George. Kim started telling George all about some mysterious death threats she’d been getting on the phone—and pretty soon George had persuaded her to call me.


“Kim needs me right away, too,” Nancy continued. “She wants me to find out who’s threatening her—and to stop them—before her big summer preview. She’s going to be one of several designers in a huge show in just a few days. Kim’s the main attraction, and the show could really make her reputation internationally.”


“Well, don’t have dinner with anyone but Bess while you’re there,” Ned ordered. Nancy’s other best friend, Bess Marvin, was going to Chicago with her. George was on a sailing trip in the Caribbean. “And keep away from those big-city guys. I know how impressionable you are.”


Nancy picked up a throw pillow and whacked Ned over the head with it. “Hey! Do I lecture you about all those gorgeous cheerleaders at college?”


The doorbell rang before Ned could answer. “Door’s open, Bess,” Nancy called. “Come on in.


Bess Marvin pushed open the front door and rushed into the living room, her blond hair peeking out of her soft pink beret. “Are you ready?” she asked, not waiting for a reply. “Let’s get to the train station before I think of anything else I forgot!”


“I’ll load the car, Nan,” Ned said.


Ned and Bess headed out the front door, and Nancy walked to the bottom of the stairs.


“Dad! Hannah! I’m leaving!” she called. “Come say goodbye!” In a second her father came down the stairs, followed by the Drews’ housekeeper, Hannah Gruen.


“This house is going to be much too quiet with the two of you gone! I don’t know what I’ll do with myself,” Hannah complained.


Nancy grinned. “Just empty out the freezer so it’ll hold all those tons of fish Dad’s going to bring home. Are you packed, Dad?”


Carson Drew’s law practice kept him so busy that he almost never found the time to take a vacation. Now, at last, he was getting a holiday—a long-awaited fishing trip in Canada.


He smiled back at Nancy. “I’m getting there. Fishing rod’s in the car, anyway.” Then he grew serious. “I just wish there was some way you could get ahold of me if you need me, Nancy. If I’d known you’d be on a case, I’d have chosen to stay someplace with a phone—not a log cabin in the middle of nowhere!”


“But a phone would scare away all the fish!” Nancy said. She gave him a quick hug. “Don’t worry about me, Dad. I’ll be fine.”


“And you’ll call me if there’s anything wrong, won’t you?” Hannah put in anxiously.


“Of course I will. But nothing’s going to go wrong.” Just then Ned came back. “Bess is ready and rarin’ to go,” he said.


“Then you’d better get going, Nan,” said her father. “Come on, Hannah. I’ll never finish packing if you don’t help me.”


Nancy was grateful her father was giving her the chance to be alone with Ned for a minute before she left.


• • •


“Brrrr! What a day!” Bess said more than an hour later as a blast of cold air shook the taxi she and Nancy were riding in. To their left lay the vast grayness of Lake Michigan. Above them, the sky was a sullen mass of November clouds.


“Once we get to the hotel I’m staying inside,” Bess continued. “That wind’s not going to mess up my hair.”


“Bess, we’re going to see a fashion preview. Not be in it!”


“I know, but maybe someone’ll discover me and make me a model,” Bess said. She sneaked a glance at her reflection in the rearview mirror. “If I lose enough weight, I mean—”


“Stranger things have happened,” replied Nancy, suppressing a grin.


“Oh, there’s our hotel,” Bess said.


When she’d first talked to Kim Daley, Nancy was surprised that Kim had chosen the Hamilton Hotel to set up her temporary showroom. True, the Hamilton was the site of the fashion preview, and it was one of Chicago’s most elegant hotels—but it was also one of its stuffiest. Why, Nancy had wondered, would a young fashion designer set up her offices there?


Nancy found out why after she and Bess entered the lobby to register. The hotel had the tightest security she’d ever seen. She and Bess even had to carry passes identifying them as Kim Daley’s guests.


“To stop any unauthorized person from seeing her designs before the show,” the check-in clerk explained. “It’s difficult for us to keep track of everyone, as you might imagine. The passes help.”


Nancy nodded sympathetically. “Kim is staying here, isn’t she?”


“Oh, yes. She’s set up a temporary office and showroom on the thirtieth floor. In fact, as soon as you’ve settled in, she wants to take you to lunch.”


“Settled in?” Bess glanced around the Hamilton’s beautiful lobby with its pale apricot-colored marble walls and lush Oriental rugs. “If our room is as gorgeous as this lobby, I just might move in.”


• • •


An hour later Nancy and Bess were leaving their suite—which was gorgeous but now littered with the outfits Bess had tried on and rejected—and heading for the elevator.


There were two people going up in the elevator already. One was a chubby man about five foot seven who appeared to be in his late twenties, wearing a double-breasted gray suit, black tie, and black alligator loafers. The other was a woman in her fifties with a pile of brassy blond hair. Her figure was matchstick thin, and her leopard-print minidress and huge claw-shaped earrings looked much too young for her.


“He told me Kim was a total slave driver,” she was saying in a raspy voice. Probably a chain smoker, Nancy decided. She had barely glanced at the girls as they stepped into the elevator. “Half her staff’s quit already.”


“I’ve heard that, too,” answered the woman’s companion. “Kim’s all smiles for the press, but when no one’s around . . . It’s no wonder she has so many enemies.”


Enemies! Nancy darted a look at Bess. Her friend’s face was blank, but Nancy could tell that Bess was listening.


“Well, she’s never been too smiley when I’ve been around,” the woman complained. “I just can’t stand— Oh, here’s the thirtieth floor.”


As the doors slid open, the woman seemed startled that Nancy and Bess were getting off at the same floor. But she quickly recovered and swept down the hall ahead of them.


At the end of the hall the brassy-haired woman jabbed the bell with her thumb, and instantly a heavyset security guard opened the door.


“May I help you?” he asked in a rumbling bass voice.


“My name is Louella Teasdale,” the woman announced, “and this is Oscar Davis, my assistant. We’re here to see Kim.”


“A Ms. Teasdale and a Mr. Davis?” the guard asked the receptionist at a desk behind him. The receptionist scanned her appointment book, then shook her head.


“Sorry,” said the guard. “You’ll have to call for an appointment.”


“But—but Kim knows us!” sputtered the chubby young man. “We’re with Fashion magazine!”


Suddenly Nancy remembered where she’d heard Louella Teasdale’s name before. She was Fashion’s gossip columnist, and everyone in the fashion world paid attention to the magazine and her. Nancy didn’t read it often—but no one who’d read it even once could forget Louella Teasdale’s column. Her writing was unbelievably nasty—and sometimes clever. Was Ms. Teasdale planning a column on Kim?


The guard didn’t seem to care what magazine she was with. He shook his head again.


“Kim Daley has never refused to see me!” declared the columnist huffily. “And she’s never needed protection before, either. What’s going on?”


The guard stared straight through her. “I don’t know, ma’am.”


For a second Ms. Teasdale looked as if she were about to storm past him, but then reconsidered and drew up her shoulders. “Come along, Oscar. Something very strange is going on here.”


She turned and strode away, followed by a perspiring Oscar, who was doing his best to keep up.


Nancy watched their determined progress down the hall, then turned to the guard. “Hi. My name is Nancy Drew,” she told him. “And this is my friend, Bess—”


“Marvin,” interrupted the receptionist. “Go right in, girls. Ms. Daley is expecting you.”


She waved the girls on past her desk and into instant chaos. The showroom was feverish with activity. Models were being pinned into sample dresses. Assistants were scurrying around with color swatches and fabric samples. In one corner a woman was frantically sewing black metallic trim onto a silver jumpsuit, and next to her a harassed-looking man was hanging finished dresses on long racks. And as background to all the activity was the pulsing beat of rock music blaring from hidden speakers.


Nancy and Bess threaded their way through the crowd. Passing a row of women sitting at sewing machines, they made their way to an office with Kim Daley’s name on the door. As Nancy knocked, the door opened.


Kim’s office was as chaotic as the showroom. What looked like hundreds of drawings were pinned to the walls, and the desk was buried in sketches, empty coffee cups, piles of fabric, and a box of cloth-covered buttons in every imaginable shade of pink. Nancy wondered how anyone got any work done.


“Nancy? Bess? Come on in. I’m Kim,” said the woman behind the desk. She stood up abruptly, knocking a pile of zippers to the floor. “Who is who?”


“I’m Nancy, and this is Bess.”


Kim Daley looked nothing like what Nancy had expected. She wore no makeup except for a smear of bright red lipstick, and she was dressed in black jeans, an oversize black sweatshirt, and sneakers. Her pitch black hair was short and combed forward, and she was wearing long earrings shaped like lobsters. Nancy smiled to herself. Here, she thought, was one of the great forces in teenage fashion—and who would know it?


“Nice to meet you both.” Abruptly Kim jumped up from her desk and stuck her head into the workroom. “Sarah!” she shouted. “Could you come in here—right now?”


In a second a pale, skinny girl appeared. “We’d like some jasmine tea,” Kim told her. “And could you find the rest of the cookies? And turn off that music? It’s driving me crazy.”


Sarah turned to leave—and almost tripped over a tiny Yorkshire terrier yapping its way in to greet Kim.


“And don’t step on Chanel!” shouted Kim angrily. “That dog is worth two of you—at least!


“You might as well have a seat, girls,” Kim continued. “Sarah will take forever. Now, listen a second.” That’s what we were doing! Nancy thought. “You’ve come just in time. I had another of those anonymous calls this morning. And if you don’t stop them soon, I’m going to lose my mind!”


“We’ll do everything we can,” Nancy promised soothingly. “What did the caller say this time?”


“The usual. That if I don’t look out I’ll be colder than a department-store dummy, et cetera. The fashion industry is cutthroat, but this is ridiculous!” Kim’s bright hazel eyes flashed both fear and anger.


“And you have absolutely no idea who the caller could be?” Nancy asked.


“Of course not! I mean, some people are jealous of me, which is understandable, but this is more than jealousy, isn’t it? My staff’s devoted to me. Even the press loves me. I haven’t had a bad review yet.”


Well, you certainly love yourself, thought Nancy, but I don’t know if you’re right about everyone else. Aloud, she asked, “What about Louella Teasdale?”


“Louella!” Kim exclaimed. “You haven’t been talking to the press, have you?”


“Of course not,” Nancy said evenly.


“Well, make sure you don’t!” Kim snapped. “Please try to keep this as low-key as you can.”


“We’ll do our best,” Nancy said.


“Nancy’s very good at keeping things quiet,” Bess put in loyally.


But Kim’s eyes were on the door. “What can Sarah be doing—” Just then Sarah staggered in with a tray of tea and cookies. Nancy grinned as she watched Bess’s eyes light up. As usual, Bess was about to decide to postpone the diet she was just about to start.


“Put it on my desk, Sarah,” Kim ordered. Then her voice softened. “Chanel,” she cooed. “Come up here, honey!”


From its spot under Kim’s desk, the little dog stood up and jumped onto her lap.


“Want some tea, precious?” Kim crooned, pouring some into her saucer. “And how about a cookie? I know these chocolate ones are your favorites.” She plucked the largest cookie from the plate.


Beaming, Kim set the saucer of tea on the floor. Chanel sniffed at it and gave it a few dutiful laps before devouring the cookie. Nancy heard Bess stifle a giggle beside her.


“Now, where was I?” Kim asked, straightening up. “Oh, yes. About publicity— What is it now, Sarah?”


Sarah was awkwardly standing in the doorway with a sheaf of papers in her hands. She blushed. “I’m sorry, Kim. I need to get your approval on these—”


The phone on the desk rang. With a smothered groan Kim picked it up. “Kim Daley,” she said in a crisp voice.


She listened for a second. Then her eyes widened with terror, and she clapped her hand over the mouthpiece. “It’s them again!” she whispered, switching on the phone’s speaker unit so Nancy and Bess could hear.


The voice at the other end was hideously distorted—a hissing, demented cackle like that of a voice in a nightmare.


“Say goodbye to your sweet life, Daley. You’ll be dead by the end of the week. And this will show that I mean busines-s-s-s—”


An agonizingly shrill scream stabbed the air. Bess doubled over, clutching her head in agony. Kim’s little dog ran howling from the room. The scream grew louder—louder— And suddenly a huge crystal paperweight on Kim’s desk exploded, shooting deadly shards of glass in every direction!
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Two


NANCY THREW HERSELF against Kim, pushing the designer down to the floor and protecting Kim with her body.


“My eye! I can’t see!” Sarah screamed from the doorway a second later.


Nancy rushed to her. Sarah was doubled over, her hands covering her face. Gently Nancy lifted her hands away so she could see how badly Sarah had been hurt.


“Your eyes are okay,” she said. “But it looks like a pretty deep cut just under the right one, though. Are there medical supplies here?”


Sarah shook her head.


“Bess, please take Sarah down to the lobby,” Nancy said. “The hotel management should be able to help her.”


Kim glared at Sarah, her face red with rage.


“Don’t you tell them—or anyone—what happened!” she ordered. “It’ll ruin my good name. And make sure you get back as fast as you can. We’re busy.”


Bess shot an indignant glance at Kim. Nancy was beginning to see why Kim had enemies. “Bess, are you all right?” Nancy asked before her friend could say anything to Kim.


“I think so,” said Bess.


“Kim?” Nancy said, and Kim nodded her head yes.


“Good,” said Nancy, running her fingers through her hair to check for shards of glass. “Then you two go down to the lobby.”
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