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Fun in the Sun


“Unbelievable!” George Fayne exclaimed, turning to her friend Nancy Drew. “Have you ever seen anything so beautiful?”


Nancy smiled and held up a hand to shield her blue eyes from the piercing sun. She followed her friend’s gaze to the sparkling blue-green lake in front of them.


The endless clear water was met suddenly at its far edge by the towering Sierra Nevada mountains. Although it was late June, the evergreen-covered peaks were still capped by patches of white snow.


“No,” Nancy said, dropping her hand and looking at George. “I don’t think I have seen anything quite like Lake Tahoe.”


“Everything is so clear,” Bess Marvin added, rubbing some warmth into her bare arms. Though the sun shone brightly overhead, at that altitude the morning air was still cool.


Before Nancy or George could reply, they were interrupted by a cheerful voice behind them. “Well, is it everything you imagined?” Nancy turned to the tall, lean young woman who approached them.


The young woman’s brown hair, streaked blond by the sun, was pulled back in a ponytail, and her freckled face had a big smile on it. “I think seeing Lake Tahoe for the first time is like seeing one of the Seven Wonders of the World,” the young woman said, casually throwing an arm around Nancy’s shoulders.


“It is wonderful,” Nancy agreed. “But, Katie, why aren’t you taking a practice run?”


“Yeah,” George chimed in, motioning toward the speedboats that dotted the lakeshore. “Most of the other water-skiers are out, practicing for the tournament.”


Katie Cobb smiled. An old friend of Nancy’s, she had moved from their hometown, River Heights, to Mission Bay, California, a few years before. Since then she had become one of the top water-skiers in the country. This week she was competing in a women’s tournament at Lake Tahoe and had invited Nancy, Bess, and George to spend a few days with her at the mountain retreat.


The girls had flown into nearby Reno, Nevada, the previous night, then had driven to Incline Village, where they were renting a cabin. This morning they were having their first glimpse of Lake Tahoe and Sand Harbor, the beach where the three-day tournament would be held.


Katie smiled at George. “I took my practice run half an hour ago,” she said.


“But your hair isn’t wet,” Bess pointed out.


“That shows I had a good practice run.” Katie grinned. “I didn’t fall—unlike those girls.” She gestured toward the lake.


Nancy laughed as she took in the two skiers, who were peeling off their black, rubbery wetsuits and wringing out their hair.


The tournament was scheduled to begin in about an hour, and spectators were trickling down to the beach from the parking lot. Above the sounds of water lapping against the shore and speedboats taking off, Nancy could hear people calling to one another.


The beach had been set up as a temporary boat launch area. Coarse sand, about fifty yards wide, stretched along the curving edge of the lake. A long wooden dock jutted out into the water from the middle of the beach. Just past the dock an asphalt drive ran down from the parking lot to the water’s edge. Nancy watched as a car backed its trailer and boat into the water for launching.


At the opposite end of the beach a tent had been set up. A large banner over it read: Far West Regional Waterskiing Championship. Nearby, a wooden lifeguard tower was to be used as a judges’ stand.


People were scattered about the beach, some clustered around the tent and some beside the shore. Others were carefully selecting just the right spot on the beach to watch the tournament and enjoy the sun.


Nancy brushed a strand of reddish blond hair back from her face. “Do you expect a big crowd?” she asked Katie, without turning.


Katie shrugged. “Not too big,” she said. “It’s still early in the season, and this is only a regional championship. Waterskiing tournaments are generally pretty casual. There will be some sports reporters around, mostly from local papers. I did hear that the ASC—the All-Sports Channel—sent a camera crew to get some footage.”


Bess, who had been arranging her towel on the sand, hopped up suddenly. “You mean you’ll be on TV?” she asked excitedly.


Katie’s ever-ready grin stretched across her tanned face. “Maybe—if I ski well,” she said. “But I’m just hoping to make a good showing here. It’s my first time in the overall competition.”


“Overall?” Bess asked.


“There are three events in tournament skiing,” Katie explained, “slalom, trick, and jump. A skier can compete in as many of the events as she wants to. I used to compete only in slalom.”


“That’s where you put both feet on one ski and weave around a series of buoys,” George explained to Bess.


Katie nodded. “Right. In the trick competition you perform a routine with lots of fancy moves. And in the jump event you ski up a ramp and see how far you can fly through the air before you hit water again.”


Bess shuddered. “Sounds dangerous to me!” George laughed at Bess’s reaction. Although the two eighteen-year-old girls were cousins, dark-haired George was an athlete and loved all sports, while blond, blue-eyed Bess preferred less demanding activities, such as shopping.


“It is dangerous, until you learn how to do it right,” Katie agreed. “But I’ve been working hard on my jumping and my trick routine, and now I feel ready to compete in all three events. I think about a dozen of us are competing for the overall title.”


“How is the winner chosen?” Nancy asked as they sat down on their towels.


“We start out with a field of sixteen in each event,” Katie explained. “Each event is scored differently, but by tomorrow the field will be cut in half, which leaves only eight competitors in each event. On the third day—the final day of the tournament—it will be cut to four people in each. The winner of the overall title has the best average score in all three events.”


“And that’ll be you,” Bess said, bobbing her head confidently. “I just know it.”


“I hope you’re right.” Katie paused, taking a deep breath. “But it won’t be easy.” She pointed to a girl unzipping her water-ski bag by the shore. Her blond hair was pulled back in a tight French braid. “That’s Pam Cartwright. She’s going for the overall title, too. And she’s done really well in the past couple of tournaments.”


“She looks pretty young,” Nancy noted.


Katie grimaced. “I know,” she said. “She’s only seventeen—the youngest skier in the tournament. And she only gets better and better.” Then Katie’s face brightened suddenly. She stood up and cupped her hands around her mouth. “Jackie!” she called, standing up.


Nancy saw a short, dark-haired young woman near the shore turn her head toward them. She smiled and waved, then began to walk over.


She was wearing a white windbreaker over a striped swimsuit. Noticing her muscular legs, Nancy knew she had to be a water-skier.


“All set?” the young woman said to Katie as she reached the group.


“I hope so,” Katie said. “Jackie Albert, I want you to meet my friends from River Heights—Nancy Drew, George Fayne, and Bess Marvin.” The girls shook hands with Jackie. “You’ve got to watch Jackie in the trick division,” Katie went on. “She’s the best. She taught me my first tricks years ago.”


Jackie smiled modestly. “And I’d say you’re a pretty fast learner—you had a great practice run this morning. It’s a good thing we’re not competing against each other for the overall. I’m glad I’m just entered in trick.”


“Jackie and I practice together when we’re at tournaments,” Katie explained to the others. “We’ve been in so many tournaments together that we know each other’s skiing pretty well by now.”


Jackie ran a hand through her short hair and glanced at the tournament tent nervously. “I hate to run,” she said, “but I still need to check in, and, Katie, the slalom event is about to start.”


“That means it’s time for me to get going,” Katie said. “Wish me luck!”


Nancy gave Katie a hug. “You’ll hear us cheering you on,” she said.


“It was nice meeting all of you,” Jackie said with a goodbye wave. After she and Katie walked away, Bess turned to Nancy and George. “Katie’s as energetic as ever, isn’t she?” she said.


George nodded. “And pretty calm, too. No wonder she’s a top water-skier. She seems so focused, even with all the pressure. I hope she’ll have time to give me some skiing pointers.”


Bess stretched out on her towel. “All I want to focus on is lying here in the sunshine,” she said with a smile.


“How about a compromise?” Nancy suggested. “Let’s first move closer to the shore so we can get a good view of Katie’s slalom round, then soak up some rays.” Nancy slung her blue- and white-striped beach bag over her shoulder and led the way down to the water’s edge.


Several people were walking up and down the long dock; others were sitting on the edges. On the beach spectators stood in groups or sat in beach chairs, waiting for the slalom competition to start. The sand sloped down toward the water, providing a natural grandstand view of the action on the lake.


“Is slalom in waterskiing like slalom in snow skiing?” Bess asked as they settled down on the shore. “I’ve seen snow slaloming on TV. The skiers maneuver around poles stuck in the snow.”


George nodded. “It’s the same, but in waterskiing, they weave around those orange buoys,” she said, pointing to two rows of buoys bobbing in the lake a few hundred feet off the shore. “The motorboat pulls the skier between the rows, and the skier swings out to either side to go around the buoys.”


“But if the skier is being pulled by a rope attached to a boat, doesn’t the rope get in the way?” Bess frowned.


“It’s easier with a long rope,” George said. “But with each round the competitors use shorter and shorter ropes, even though the buoys are still the same distance apart. It gets more and more difficult—the skier really has to stretch her body to make it around a buoy.”


“How do you know so much about waterskiing?” Nancy asked.


George shrugged. “I’ve skied a few times and seen it on television, too,” she said. “It’s not easy. I can’t wait to see this competition up close.”


“Now’s your chance,” Nancy said, motioning to the lake. “There goes Katie!” She watched through her binoculars as a sleek, spotlessly clean powerboat pulled Katie toward the slalom area.


Katie seemed so poised as she leaned back on her ski, ready to begin her run. The ski skimmed over the sparkling water, and Katie almost seemed to be flying across its surface.


“Our first competitor is Katie Cobb,” a voice announced over a loudspeaker. The spectators on shore grew silent as Katie approached the first buoy. Bess grabbed Nancy’s arm. “Look how fast she’s going,” she said excitedly.


Nancy nodded. She could feel her heart begin to race as Katie swung easily in a curve around the first buoy. The boat sped forward in a straight line down the center of the double line of buoys. Katie had to pull the rope from side to side in order to wind around the buoys.


Approaching the second one, Katie positioned her ski to go around the neon orange buoy and leaned over the buoy sideways, holding the rope with one hand. The ski cut around the buoy smoothly, and Katie straightened up as she headed for the next one.


“She’s doing great!” George exclaimed. “Her form is perfect.”


As Nancy watched, Katie took the next three buoys almost effortlessly. The boat sped through the water, and Katie sent up a wall of spray as she cut back and forth.


Heading for the sixth and last buoy, she swung her weight around, pulling the rope toward the orange marker. She positioned her ski again and leaned in toward the buoy.


In a split second, though, the ski shot out from under her. A huge funnel of water from the splash could be seen from the shore as the rope jerked out of Katie’s hands.


Katie had disappeared beneath the surface!
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Tricks Can Be Dangerous


Nancy took a deep breath and kept her eyes glued to the sixth orange buoy. Short intakes of air were the only sounds heard from the spectators as they realized Katie had fallen.


“Oh, no!” Bess cried out in dismay. “Where is she?”


The crowd’s tense silence was broken by a collective sigh of relief as Katie’s head popped up above the water. Bobbing along in her life vest, she waved to the shore to indicate that she was all right.


“Thank goodness she’s okay,” George said. “But what a shame. She was doing so well.”


Bess nodded. “I wonder what happened,” she said.


Nancy shook her head. “Whatever it was, I’m sure it’s not the way Katie wanted to begin the tournament.”


Nancy turned her head, and her eye was caught by some movement on the long dock that stretched into the lake. She saw a woman running to the end of the dock. The woman was tall and lean, and her light brown hair was pulled back in a low ponytail. She waved urgently at Katie. Katie, who was putting her ski back on as she bobbed in the water, waved back.


Nancy turned to Bess and George. “That’s Katie’s mother,” she said. “I’m going to go say hello.” She walked over to the woman.


At the end of the dock Katie’s mother stood nervously with her arms crossed, watching Katie. “Mrs. Cobb?” Nancy said, stepping up to her.


The tall woman turned to Nancy and her expression remained blank for a moment. Then her face broke out in a smile. “Nancy Drew!” she said brightly. “My goodness, how you’ve grown.” Mrs. Cobb held her arms out and gave Nancy a big hug. “How’s your father?” she asked. Nancy’s father, Carson Drew, was a well-known River Heights attorney.


“He’s fine, thank you,” Nancy answered.


“I was looking for you earlier,” Mrs. Cobb said. “Katie said you and your friends arrived last night.”


Nancy nodded and smiled. “We rented a cabin at Incline Village.”


“Close to ours, I hope,” Mrs. Cobb replied. Then the smile left her face. “I just wish Katie had had a better start this morning,” she said, shaking her head.


She peered over Nancy’s shoulder. Nancy turned to see Katie emerging out of the water in her dripping wet life vest. Her expression was grim.


Mrs. Cobb pulled a towel out of her shoulder bag to hand to Katie when she joined them on the dock. “What happened?” she asked. “Did you lean too far?”


Katie shook her head in frustration as she took off the vest and wrapped the towel around herself. “No,” she said firmly. “That wasn’t it.”


“Maybe you just miscalculated a bit going into the turn,” her mother began. “Remember—”


“I remember,” Katie interrupted. “I know that I’ve done that before. But not this time. The whole course felt different this time,” she said, her attention on the lake. “It felt like the ski was trying to slip away from me.” Katie became lost in thought for a moment.


Nancy turned to Mrs. Cobb with a grin. “You sound like you could be Katie’s coach.”


Mrs. Cobb smiled modestly. “I am Katie’s coach,” she said. “I took over recently. I did some exhibition skiing years ago—many years ago,” she added wryly.


“It wasn’t that many,” said a deep voice behind them. Nancy saw a tall, dark-haired man with a video camera approach. His eyes twinkled, and he had the same wide grin as Katie. Nancy recognized him as Bruce Cobb, Katie’s father.


“Nice try, sweetheart,” he said to Katie, giving her a kiss on the cheek.


Katie rolled her eyes and said, “Dad, you remember Nancy Drew, don’t you?”


“River Heights’s most famous amateur detective? Of course I do,” Mr. Cobb said, shaking Nancy’s hand. “Katie has told us about some of the mysteries you’ve solved.”


Before Nancy could respond, another voice from behind Mr. Cobb piped up, “Maybe she can figure out why Katie wiped out.” As Mr. Cobb stepped aside, Nancy saw a smaller, younger version of Katie standing on the dock. Her long hair was darker than Katie’s, but she had the same freckled face and green eyes.


“You must be Bridget,” Nancy said, smiling. “But I know you don’t remember me. You were pretty little when I last saw you.”


Bridget shook her hand and asked, “Well, do you want to take on ’The Case of Katie’s Collapse’?”


“Bridget, it was only a slight mistake,” Mrs. Cobb said, frowning at the younger girl. “Besides, everything depends on how Anna DeRicco does—she skis next.” Katie’s mom turned to Nancy and explained, “The slalom is a head-to-head competition—Katie is paired with another skier, in this case Anna DeRicco. Whichever of them successfully skis around the most buoys advances to the next round.”


Bess and George walked up to the group at the end of the dock, and Nancy introduced the cousins to the Cobbs. Then they all turned to watch Anna DeRicco begin her slalom run.


Nancy could see Katie’s body grow tense as she watched Anna round the first few buoys in perfect form. Mrs. Cobb put an arm around Katie as Anna came around the fourth buoy. But Anna jerked around the marker unsteadily. As she wobbled into her approach for the fifth buoy, she completely lost her balance and fell.
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