


Bad News!


Nancy, Bess, and George were almost to the house when they heard the front door open. “They’re coming out,” Nancy whispered. “Hide!”


The girls ducked behind a row of bushes.


“I’ll speak to Mr. Drew right away,” they heard Hannah say. “I’m sure he’ll understand.”


“Good,” Mrs. Garfield replied. “Then I’ll see you a week from Friday.”


A short while later the girls heard Hannah’s car drive away.


“This is terrible.” Nancy sniffled. “I wish we’d never come here.”


“Come on, let’s go,” Bess whispered. The girls stood up and saw that the big, black gate was slowly swinging shut.


“Hurry!” George cried. “Or we’ll be trapped!”




[image: image]





1



A Delicious Lesson


Guess what, Daddy? I’m helping Hannah make dessert,” eight-year-old Nancy Drew said into the phone.


“That’s great,” Carson Drew said on the other end of the line. Nancy’s father was a lawyer. He was on a business trip and was calling from his hotel room in California. “Are you making pudding or pie?” he asked.


Nancy giggled. Pudding Pie was one of her father’s favorite nicknames for her. One time she had eaten a huge piece of chocolate-pudding pie with her hands and ended up with chocolate all over her face. There was a picture of it in the family photo album.


“Neither,” Nancy said. “We’re making apple cake. Hannah’s teaching me the recipe.”


“Just make sure you eat your dinner before your dessert,” Mr. Drew said. “And try not to cause too much trouble for Hannah, all right? I’ll see you both Friday night.”


“Okay, Daddy.” Nancy said goodbye and hung up. She skipped across the kitchen, pausing just long enough to give her puppy, Chocolate Chip, a pat on the head.


“Let’s get cooking,” Hannah Gruen said to Nancy. She was the family’s housekeeper. “But wash your hands first. I don’t want any dog fur in our cake.”


“Ick!” Nancy loved Chip, but she didn’t think her Labrador retriever’s brown fur would taste very good.


Nancy quickly washed her hands and held them up for Hannah to see. “All clean.”


Then she dipped her finger into the mixing bowl on the counter.


Hannah pushed Nancy’s hand away. “Be careful,” she said with a smile. “When I was a little girl, I once ate half a bowl of cake batter. I had a stomachache for three days!”


Nancy giggled and looked at Hannah’s gentle face. It was hard to imagine her as a little girl.


“Why didn’t your mother stop you from eating so much?” she asked.


“She tried,” Hannah said. “But I sneaked in and gobbled it up when she wasn’t looking.”


Nancy laughed again. “I didn’t know you were such a bad little girl.”


“I wasn’t that bad,” Hannah said with a twinkle in her eye. “Didn’t a certain little girl spill my favorite houseplant all over the living room floor last week?”


Nancy glanced over at her puppy. “I forgot about that,” she said, giving Hannah a sweet smile. Chip had bumped into the plant when she and Nancy were playing in the den.


“Just remember,” Hannah said, “no more fetch in the house.” She pushed her hair off her forehead and smiled at Nancy. “The cake batter is just about ready. All we need to add are the apples and nuts.”


Hannah had already cut up three apples. Nancy picked up the bowl and dumped the pieces into the batter. As Nancy stirred, Hannah added some chopped walnuts.


“How did you learn to be such a good cook, Hannah?” Nancy asked.


“I learned most of my recipes from my grandmother when I was growing up. She’s also the one who taught me how to make a pretty garden.”


“Maybe after you show me how to cook, you can teach me all about flowers,” Nancy suggested.


“Maybe.” Hannah winked. “Though, as I recall, the last time I tried to get you to help with the gardening, all you wanted to do was make mud pies.”


Nancy rolled her eyes. “Hannah, I was only four years old then!”


“I’m just teasing,” Hannah said, giving Nancy a fond look. “Before I know it, you’ll be all grown up and I’ll be out of a job.”


“Never,” Nancy said. “You’ll still need to stay here and take care of Daddy. He’ll never grow up!”


Hannah and Nancy laughed. “I think the batter is just about ready,” Hannah said, shaking some cinnamon into the bowl. “Do you want to put it into the pan?”


Nancy nodded eagerly as Hannah poured half the batter from the mixing bowl into a measuring cup. “It will be easier for you to pour this way,” Hannah said.


Nancy carefully poured all the batter into a cake pan—just the way Hannah showed her.


“Nice job,” Hannah said, sliding the pan into the oven. “You’ll be able to cook all by yourself in no time.”
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    “It won’t be that soon,” Nancy said. “I’m not allowed to use the oven until I’m ten, remember?”
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