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A Clever Deception


“How do you say ‘hello’ in Dutch?” Nancy Drew asked her friend as they walked through the shopping mall.


“That’s easy,” said sixteen-year-old Suzanne Moorely. The red-haired girl stopped in front of a store window and turned to Nancy and Bess Marvin. Suzanne had been a good friend of Bess’s since junior high.


“Hallo!” Suzanne said. “When my mom and I found out our exchange student would be from the Netherlands, that’s the first thing we learned how to say. And goedendag means ‘good day’ or ‘goodbye.’ ”


Nancy repeated the words, then laughed. “Boy, did I mess that up.”


“No, that was good,” Suzanne insisted. “Paula will think it’s great if you greet her in Dutch.”


“Let me try,” Bess said, then repeated the Dutch words.


Nancy and Suzanne burst out laughing.


Bess giggled, too. “Okay, okay, so I flunked foreign languages.”


The three girls continued strolling through the crowded River Heights Mall. They were on their way to meet Paula de Jagger, the exchange student who was living with Suzanne and her family.


“Paula’s been here since August,” Suzanne told Nancy and Bess. “Only five months in the States and already she speaks perfect English. In fact,” Suzanne added with a sigh, “everything she does is perfect.”


“So how did she get a job at Around the World?” Nancy asked. “I hear it’s a really neat boutique.”


“She’s not really working,” Suzanne explained. “Foreign exchange students can’t get paying jobs, so Paula volunteers. She wants to open her own shop in the Netherlands someday.”


“It sounds like a dream come true,” Bess sighed. “All the amazing clothes and fantastic jewelry—I’d be in heaven.”


“Paula is, too. Except . . .” Suzanne’s voice trailed off.


“Except what?” Nancy prompted.


“Well, lately she’s been acting a little strangely.”


“What do you mean?” Nancy asked as they walked past a fountain and stepped onto an escalator.


“It’s hard to say.” Suzanne frowned and bit her lip. “It’s like, one day she’s happy and the next day she’s depressed. No one else in my family seems to notice, though, so maybe I’m crazy.”


Bess raised her eyebrows. “Maybe Paula’s moping over a guy.”


“Or maybe she’s homesick,” Nancy suggested.


“Maybe.” Suzanne’s voice sounded doubtful.


When the girls got off the escalator on the second floor, Suzanne put her hand on Nancy’s arm. “Listen, after you meet Paula, will you watch her and see if you notice anything?”


Nancy shrugged. “Sure.”


“Wow!” Bess halted in front of the window of Glad Rags, a trendy women’s clothing store. “Look at that great outfit.”


Nancy laughed. “Bess, since we’ve been here, you’ve seen at least twelve great outfits. Though I must admit, that is cute.” Nancy cocked her reddish-blond head to admire the dark blue knit sweater and skirt.


“Those stretchy outfits show every extra pound,” Suzanne said, glancing at her own clothes. Like Nancy, she was dressed casually in jeans and a sweater. Nancy was tall and slender, and Suzanne was an inch shorter and muscular.


“That’s for sure,” Bess said, grimacing. “I’d have to go on a serious diet before I wore anything that tight.” Bess was hiding the five extra pounds she wanted to lose under a long bulky blue top that matched the color of her eyes. A gold barrette kept her long blond hair away from her face. All three girls had boots on, and their winter coats were slung over their arms. The weather forecaster had predicted snow.


“Well, we’d better get going.” Suzanne tugged at Bess, who was inching toward the store’s entrance and a rack of colorful dresses. “Paula read in the paper about the last case you solved, Nancy. She really wants to meet the ‘famous teen detective.’ We can surprise her.”


“You mean she doesn’t know we’re coming?” Bess asked.


Suzanne shook her head. “I couldn’t pin her down on a day, so I thought we’d just show up and maybe take her to dinner or something. She’s so popular we barely get a chance to talk.”


Nancy thought she heard a trace of bitterness in Suzanne’s voice. Was the redheaded girl jealous of Paula?


Suzanne pointed across the walkway. “There’s the store. It just opened a month ago. Paula says business is booming. They have clothes, accessories, and jewelry from all over the world.”


The three girls headed toward the boutique. Above the entrance, the words Around the World were written in fancy gold script.


Nancy paused to admire the window display. A green-haired mannequin was dressed in a skintight, gold-sequined gown. Next to it stood a life-size china leopard draped with emerald necklaces. In the background hung brightly colored parrots made of papier-mâché and feathers.


“What a wild display,” Nancy said. “It really catches your eye.”


“Paula designed it, of course,” Suzanne said, rolling her eyes.


There was no doubt about it, Nancy thought. Suzanne was jealous of the exchange student.


“Wow, Paula’s really talented,” Bess said.


“You don’t have to tell me,” Suzanne said. “Miss Paula Perfect has a list ten miles long of all the things she can do.”


“Do I detect a little jealousy?” Bess teased her friend.


Suzanne shrugged. “Maybe. But why not? Paula even made the cheerleading squad. Can you believe it? I’ve tried out three years in a row and never even gotten called back. Then there are her grades.” She groaned. “If my parents tell me, ‘Gee, Suzanne, if only you could get all A’s like Paula,’ one more time, I’ll run away from home. Sometimes I think things sure would be a lot easier if Paula went back to the Netherlands early.”


“Oh, you don’t really mean that,” Nancy said. Then she stopped. “Hey, look at that picture frame. Come on, you guys,” she said, starting into the store. “It would make a great birthday present for George.” George Fayne was Bess’s cousin, who was away on a skiing trip.


Suzanne caught up to Nancy. “Don’t forget about watching Paula,” she said in a low voice.


Nancy nodded, but she couldn’t help wondering why Suzanne was being so dramatic.


“Hi!” a friendly voice greeted them. A tall, willowy girl waved from the middle of the crowded store. Her white-blond hair hung down her back in a French braid, and her blue eyes sparkled as she came toward the three girls.


Nancy could see one reason why Suzanne might be jealous. Dressed in a short leather skirt, ankle-high boots, and silky blouse, Paula looked like a fashion model.


“Hi, Paula,” Suzanne said. “Come meet my friends Nancy and Bess.”


“Hallo, Paula,” Nancy said, remembering her Dutch hello. “I’m Nancy.”


Paula’s face broke into a big grin. “And I’m glad to meet the famous detective. Suzanne has told me all about some of the cases you’ve had to solve. It sounds so exciting.”


“And I’m Bess, the famous detective’s friend,” Bess chimed in.


“Oh, yes, and I’ve heard a lot about you, too,” Paula added.


“We’ve come to take you to dinner,” Suzanne said.


“Dinner?” Paula’s smile faltered. “Well, that would be nice, but could you come back later? Things have been so busy this evening—”


“Wow, look at that necklace!” Bess’s enthusiastic gasp cut Paula short. She walked over to a glass-enclosed display case filled with turquoise and silver jewelry from the Southwest.


Nancy joined her. The sparkling necklaces, rings, and bracelets were spread across a striped Indian blanket. A tomahawk, arrowhead, and several ceramic pots were arranged behind them.


“Where did the store get the pottery and artifacts?” Nancy asked. “They look real.”


Paula nodded. “They are. Since I didn’t know that much about American Indians, I went to check out some books at the library. Luckily for me, they had this stuff from an exhibit and were happy to lend it out.”


“You mean you arranged this?” Bess asked, sounding impressed.


“That’s right.” Paula checked her watch and glanced toward the front of the boutique. “Why don’t I meet you all somewhere? I usually get a dinner break about now, but it’s been so jammed, I’m not sure when I can get off. Only the manager, Ms. Hunt, and I are working tonight.” She gestured at a stylishly dressed older woman ringing up a sale at the cash register.


“That sounds fine to me.” Nancy looked around for Suzanne. The redheaded girl was hanging back, fingering some embroidered vests. Nancy wondered why Suzanne had asked her to watch Paula closely. As far as she could tell, there wasn’t one thing unusual about Paula de Jagger. The exchange student was vivacious, talented, and obviously cared about her job. Maybe Suzanne was inventing things, hoping to make Paula seem a little less “perfect.”


“What would you like to eat?” Nancy asked Suzanne.


“How about pizza?” Bess suggested. “We can go over to the Pizza Palace and order.”


“Maybe we should let Paula choose,” Nancy said, turning to the exchange student.


“Oh, I think—” Paula began, then stopped abruptly. Frowning, she gazed over Nancy’s shoulder.


Nancy turned. All she saw was Ms. Hunt, waiting on another customer.


“We could go to the Eateries,” Bess said. “That way, we can get a whole bunch of different things and share them.”


“Sounds good to me,” Suzanne agreed. “How about it, Paula?”


But Paula was still staring off into space.


“Paula?” Suzanne looked intently at the girl.


“Huh?” The tall blonde’s head whirled around.


“Are the Eateries okay?” Suzanne asked.


“Sure, that would be fun,” Paula said quickly. “I’ll meet you there.” Plastering a smile on her face, she began to herd the girls toward the entrance.


“Excuse me,” she said. “I have to help someone.”


After Paula left, Suzanne clutched Nancy’s arm. “See what I mean?” she whispered. “One minute she’s friendly, and the next it’s like she’s in outer space.”


“Well, the boutique is busy, I guess,” Nancy said.


“Hey, guys,” someone called from behind a shelf. “Check these out.” Bess peered around a giant stuffed unicorn, and Nancy and Suzanne walked back into the store to join her. Bess held up two dangly earrings made of shells. “Great, huh?”


But when she saw Suzanne’s frown, Bess set the earrings down. “I thought they were kind of neat,” she said with a shrug.


“Suzanne’s not worried about the earrings,” Nancy told her friend. “She’s worried about Paula.”


“Something must be really bugging her,” Suzanne said. “She’s been like this for—”


“Stop, thief!” a voice cried loudly. Nancy whipped her head around.


“Stop!” the voice called again.


Springing into action, Nancy ran toward the cry. It was coming from near the store’s entrance. She hurried around a merchandise-filled shelf, her coat and purse flying behind her.


Just inside the doorway, Paula de Jagger was struggling with a girl about her age. Paula had hold of the teenager’s wrist. With her other hand, she’d grabbed the lapel of the girl’s bulky coat. The girl was well dressed in leather boots and a fur-trimmed coat, and she had a stylish haircut and an expensive-looking purse.


“She’s a thief,” Paula told Nancy angrily.


Nancy wasn’t quite sure how to react. The girl looked shocked at Paula’s accusation. Had Paula actually seen her steal something?


“Let me go!” the girl shouted, trying to wrench free. The sash on her coat loosened. “You can’t prove anything.” She glared at Paula defiantly.


“Oh, yes, I can,” Paula said. Opening up the girl’s coat, she reached inside and pulled out a turquoise and silver necklace. With shaking fingers, she held it up. “I think this is all the evidence the police will need.”
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Night Moves


“How’d that get in there?” the girl sputtered. She was so flustered that Nancy wasn’t sure whether she was telling the truth or was just a very good actress.


“I saw you swipe this necklace from the display case,” Paula replied, her voice steady. “And I bet it’s not all you took.” She opened the flaps of the girl’s coat. Sewn into the inside lining was a pocket, and it was bulging with gold and silver jewelry.


Nancy was amazed. Paula had been right all along. The girl was obviously an experienced and clever shoplifter. Nancy was usually good at spotting someone committing a crime, but she hadn’t suspected a thing.


A crowd had formed in the boutique. Over their heads, Nancy spotted a uniformed security guard striding toward them. Waving, she signaled him to hurry.


Suzanne, Bess, and Ms. Hunt were pushing their way through the crowd. “What’s going on?” Ms. Hunt asked. When she saw the necklace dangling from Paula’s hand, her eyes widened. “I don’t believe it. I left the case unlocked for only a second.”


“That was long enough,” Paula said grimly.


Suddenly, the shoplifter jerked her arm from Paula’s grasp. Spinning on her heels, she lunged into the crowd. Nancy reached out and grabbed her coat sleeve. At the same time, the security guard dove for the girl’s wrist.


“Not so fast, kid,” the guard said. “I think you have something that belongs to the store.” He glanced over at Ms. Hunt. “Do you want to press charges?”


The boutique manager nodded. “I certainly do.”


“I’ll take her to the security office, then.” The guard looked at Nancy. “Nice work.”


“I wasn’t the one who caught the thief.” Nancy pointed to Paula. “Paula works at the store, and she saw the girl pocket the necklace.”


“I’d appreciate your coming with me to fill out a report,” the man told Paula.


“I’ll be right down,” Paula replied.


As the guard led her away, the shoplifter looked back at Paula, her eyes flashing angrily.


“We’ll get you for this,” she snarled.


Paula’s face paled, and her fingers clutched the necklace so tightly that Nancy was afraid she’d crush the stones.


Nancy gently touched her on the shoulder. “Just ignore her,” she said quietly. “You did the right thing. She’s only trying to scare you so you don’t fill out that report.”


The crowd began to drift away. Several people called out “good job” to Paula as they passed. The exchange student smiled uncertainly.


“Wow,” Bess said. “I don’t believe it. You caught a shoplifter, and we saw the whole thing. You’re a real heroine.”


Paula blushed and looked down at her feet. “It was nothing, really.”


“Well, I never saw that girl steal the necklace,” Nancy said. “I must have left my detective badge at home.”


“No, really, it was nothing,” Paula repeated emphatically. “I just noticed when she first came in that she seemed nervous. She kept glancing around as if to see who was watching. And she was bundled up so tight in that big coat, yet the store is quite warm.” She took a deep breath. “Anyway, I’m glad it’s over. Let’s not talk about it anymore.”


Ms. Hunt took Paula’s hand and squeezed it. “Well, thank goodness you reacted as quickly as you did. Why, I unlocked the case to show a customer a ring, and the next thing I knew . . .” She shook her head. “It was all my fault.”


“No, it wasn’t.” Paula smiled at the older woman. “It could have happened to anyone.”


“You shouldn’t feel bad, Ms. Hunt,” Nancy added. “I’d say the shoplifter knew exactly what she was doing. I don’t know how Paula spotted her. Did you ever think about becoming a detective, Paula? You sure seem to know a lot about shoplifting.”


Nancy meant the remark as a compliment, but Paula didn’t seem to take it as one. Nancy wondered if the thief’s angry parting words had spooked her.


“Excuse me,” Paula said abruptly. “I’d better go fill out that report.”


Nancy watched as she darted behind the counter and pulled out her bag and coat.


“What about dinner?” Suzanne asked as Paula passed them.


Paula didn’t look up. “Uh, another time. I’m going home. I’m really tired. Nice meeting you, Nancy, Bess.” Slinging her white leather bag over her shoulder, she rushed from the store.


Nancy hoped Paula wasn’t going to change her mind about being a witness to the crime. Nancy knew firsthand how frightening threats could be.


Nancy watched as Paula hurried down the walkway. Just before she reached the escalator, Paula glanced nervously at a tall, dark-haired guy wearing a blue ski jacket. He tossed his soda can into the trash and started to follow her.


A coincidence, Nancy thought, frowning—or was it?


“So, is anybody else starving around here?” Bess asked.


“I am,” Suzanne replied. “But I guess dinner won’t be quite the same without our heroine. Now I can add ‘crime fighter’ to Paula’s list of things she does better than me.”


Nancy laughed at her friend’s disgruntled expression. “Maybe a taco will help cheer you up,” she said, linking her arm through Suzanne’s.


“Topped off with a hot fudge sundae,” Bess added, as the three girls strode from the store.


• • •


“Boy, is this pizza yummy,” Suzanne said, her mouth stuffed with tomato and cheese.


The girls were seated in the plant-filled dining area that was part of the Eateries. The collection of small eating places, featuring international dishes and fast food, had just been added to the River Heights Mall.


“This place is great,” Bess said. “All these tropical plants make me feel like I’m in sunny Florida. Not to mention the food!”


“Paula is missing a real feast,” Nancy agreed as she speared some of Bess’s tortellini.


“Yeah. I’m sorry she ducked out,” Suzanne said. “But that’s what I meant when I said she’s been acting weird.”


“Well, Paula had a good reason not to join us,” Nancy reminded her. “The security officer needed her to fill out a report. I do see what you mean about her odd behavior, though.”


“I thought Paula was nice,” Bess said with a shrug. “So, who’s ready for ice cream?”


“I am,” Suzanne said, popping up. “A banana split. No, maybe a butterscotch sundae.”
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