

The
Thanksgiving Surprise


Hmm, Nancy thought. Hannah didn’t lose her ring at the grocery store or leave it lying around the house. She left it in the kitchen—and someone stole it!


Nancy hurried home. The sun was still shining brightly as she opened her front door.


“I’m home,” Nancy called as she went to the coat closet.


No one answered.


“Is anyone here?” she called as she put her hand on the closet doorknob.


But before she could pull it open, it flew open! And something large leaped out at her!
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    Thanksgiving Visitors


She hates me,” Nancy Drew said. She was walking home from school with her best friend Bess Marvin. “Totally hates me.”


“How can she hate you?” Bess asked. “She just met you.”


“I know, but she does,” Nancy said. “She’ll hate you, too. Just wait and see. She hates everything here.”


“That’s not fair,” Bess said, shaking her long blond hair.


It isn’t fair, Nancy thought. But it was true. Pamela Morgan was from England. She and her family were visiting Nancy’s family. Her parents, Charles and Julie Morgan, were friends of Nancy’s father. Nancy liked them. She liked their son, Derrick, too.


But Nancy didn’t like Pamela one bit.


“She’s so snooty,” Nancy said. “She made fun of our cereal this morning—just because it wasn’t oatmeal. And she asked for a cup of hot tea. For breakfast!”


Nancy pulled her jacket more tightly around her. She tucked her long reddish blond hair inside the collar.


It was a cold November day—the day before Thanksgiving. School had let out early. The sun was shining, but the air was cold.


Usually Nancy and Bess walked part of the way home with George Fayne. She was Bess’s cousin and Nancy’s other best friend. But George had gone away to visit relatives for Thanksgiving.


Nancy slowed down as she neared her house.


“There she is,” Nancy said, lowering her voice. She nodded toward a girl who was playing hopscotch in the driveway.


“Hmph,” Bess said. “What’s her name again?”


“Pamela,” Nancy said. “Pamela Morgan.”


“And she’s going to make cookies with us?” Bess asked.


“Yes,” Nancy said. “And so is her brother, Derrick.”


Just as Nancy and Bess reached the driveway, the girl looked up. She was eight years old—Nancy’s age. She had long brown hair, pink cheeks, and big blue eyes. Her navy blue wool coat had gold buttons down the front. It looked too fancy to wear for playing outside.


“Hi,” Nancy said halfheartedly. “Pamela, this is my best friend Bess.”


“Hello. Ever so nice to meet you,” Pamela said in her crisp British accent.


“Hi,” Bess said, shivering. “Nice to meet you, too. But aren’t you cold? Let’s go inside.”


“We’re supposed to play out here,” Pamela said. “Your nanny just sent me out.”


“My nanny? Who’s that?” Nancy said. Then she realized. Pamela meant Hannah Gruen. Hannah was the Drew family’s housekeeper. She had lived with the Drews and taken care of Nancy ever since Nancy’s mother died.


“Oh, you mean Hannah,” Nancy said.


“Yes,” Pamela said. “And her friend, too. The one who’s baking the pie.”


Who could that be? Nancy wondered.


“The house is full of people,” Pamela said.


“We’ll be right back,” Nancy said. She and Bess hurried in through the back door.


In the kitchen, Nancy saw what Pamela meant. Hannah and her friend Ann D’Angelo were there. Ann was talking to Hannah.


Ann’s two children were sitting at the kitchen table. Ten-year-old Shelley was eating a peanut butter sandwich. Her dark hair was cut short, like her mother’s. Her eyes were brown like her mother’s, too. Her charm bracelets jangled as she ate. She had two bracelets on each arm.


Shelley’s older brother, Greg, was eating grapes. Greg had brown hair and blue eyes. He was eleven years old—the same age as Pamela’s brother, Derrick.


Derrick was standing behind Greg. He had thick copper-colored hair, a big smile, and twinkling brown eyes. He kept stealing grapes from Greg’s plate when Greg wasn’t looking.


“Don’t take off your coats,” Hannah said quickly when she saw Nancy and Bess. “I want you all to go play outside.”


“But I thought we were going to make cookies,” Nancy said.


“You will—but later,” Hannah said. She put on her coat. “Right now I have to do some grocery shopping.”


“Now?” Nancy asked.


“Yes,” Hannah said. “We need fresh thyme and more apples for the turkey stuffing. Your father is out with the Morgans, so Ann is going to stay here and take care of all of you.”


“And bake a pumpkin pie,” Ann said.


Hannah gave Ann a grateful smile.


“Now, go on outside—all of you,” Ann ordered them. Then she began to mix the pumpkin and spices together.


Nancy gave Bess a disappointed look. She had really been looking forward to making cookies. She had a special turkey-shaped cookie cutter she wanted to use.
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