

[image: Images]





1



Mystery Girl


“Absolutely no mysteries this time,” Bess Marvin said to her friend Nancy Drew. “You promised!”


Eighteen-year-old Nancy laughed. She glanced in the rearview mirror to smile at Bess, who was sitting in the backseat of Nancy’s blue sports car. Nancy, Bess, and their friend George Fayne had finally found the time to take a vacation together. Bess didn’t want it interrupted.


Nancy pushed a lock of reddish blond hair off her forehead and straightened up in her seat.


“I do solemnly swear,” she said. “For ten days I will seek out no mysteries and look for no crimes.”


“Finally, a chance to relax!” George, who was Bess’s cousin, stretched in the front seat beside Nancy. “We’re going to have a great time.”


“And get some great tans,” Bess said in her most theatrical voice. “As we sun on the shores of lovely Lake Minosha in beautiful northern Wisconsin.”


The three friends had been planning this trip for months. They were going to a part of Wisconsin that was famous for its unspoiled, natural beauty.


“Sounds like you’ve memorized the tourist brochures, Bess,” Nancy said with a chuckle.


“You bet,” said Bess. “But I’m glad we won’t be too far from civilization. The town of Minosha sounds wonderful. There are all kinds of cafés and restaurants and shops, and even a theater.”


“Hold it,” George said. “The cabin we rented is eight miles from town, Bess. It’s in the middle of the woods. We’ll be too busy swimming and canoeing and hiking to shop.”


Although they were cousins, George and Bess were as different as night and day. Tall and slim, George had short, curly, dark hair and dark eyes. She loved sports of all kinds. Bess, slightly on the plump side, had long blond hair and blue eyes, and her favorite pastimes were shopping, eating—and going on diets.


“You’d both make great travel agents,” Nancy broke in. “But let’s get to Minosha first. How much farther is it, George?”


George unfolded a large map and spread it over her knees. Bess leaned forward and peered over her cousin’s shoulder.


George studied the map. “Well, if my directions are perfect, we should be there in about twenty minutes.”


“Maybe we could stop at a restaurant in town,” Bess suggested.


“No way!” her cousin scoffed. “There’s enough food in the picnic basket for an army. Plus the five bags of taco chips you bought, remember?”


“Mmm, thanks for reminding me.” Bess hunted for the chips. “I’ll open a bag now.”


As the girls nibbled chips and chatted they gazed at the rolling green hills, neatly plowed fields, and grassy meadows outside. Then they passed a scattering of houses.


“We must be near Minosha,” Nancy said.


George checked the map again. “This road will take us through town. Eight miles farther we’ll find Aladdin’s Cabins.”


The girls reached Minosha, and the road grew more crowded. Traffic moved slowly.


“This must be a popular vacation spot,” Nancy said. The car inched down the crowded street. “I hadn’t expected so many cars.”


“Well, at least we get a chance to see the place,” Bess said. “There are some great-looking shops—hey, stop a minute, Nancy. Did you see the white dress in that window? I’ve got to have it.”


“Bess, why do you need a new dress? We’re spending ten days in the middle of the woods,” George protested.


“It’s smart to be prepared,” Bess answered. “You never know who might come knocking at our cabin door.”


“Anyone in those woods will be glad to see you—no matter what you’re wearing,” George said. “Nancy, let’s get to the cabin as fast as we can. If Bess even sets foot in one of those shops, we may never see her again.”


“Oh, you’re no fun.” Bess pretended to sulk. Then she suddenly bounced up in her seat. “Hey, look at that, guys!” She pointed to a long building at one end of a big parking lot. “That must be the town theater. And look what’s playing.”


The marquee above the wide red doors read: Castle Community Theater Presents Born Tomorrow.


“Remember that, Nancy?” George asked.


“How could I forget?” Nancy said. “Our senior class play. Of course, we all had pretty small parts.”


Bess sighed. “I only had two lines.”


“Me, too,” said Nancy. “But those two lines convinced me I’d better stick to detective work.”


Nancy increased the car’s speed as they reached the edge of town. “We’re back in the wilds now,” she commented. “Goodbye town, hello sun and fun.”


A few miles farther on they turned off the highway. They began to follow a narrow road banked on both sides by thick forest. Above the trees, the sky was clear blue, and the sun shone brightly.


“It’s beautiful,” George said. She gave a contented sigh.


Nancy slowed the car. A freshly tarred section of road ahead had been set off with cone-shaped markers. Nancy steered carefully around them. She caught sight of a small sign nearly hidden behind a marker. On it was a picture of a lamp with a genie in swimming trunks rising out of it. Below the picture were the words Aladdin’s Cabins—1/4 Mile.


“Almost there.” Nancy made a sharp left turn onto a dirt road.


A small wood cabin at the end of the road had the word OFFICE painted in yellow letters above its screen door. The girls climbed out of the car and walked to the door.


“Come in,” a man’s voice called when Nancy knocked.


The office was tiny—nothing more than a desk, a wastebasket, and a fabulous view of the lake through the room’s only window. Behind the desk sat a man about forty years old with thinning blond hair.


“We’ve rented a cabin,” Nancy said. “The reservation is in the name of Nancy Drew.”


“Right.” The man glanced at the register on his desk, then stood up and held out his hand. “I’m Bob Wickman, owner of Aladdin’s Cabins. Welcome!”


The girls signed the register, and Mr. Wickman led them down a path through the woods.


“You can leave your car by the office,” he explained. “It’s just a short walk to the cabins. Each cabin has a separate trail that branches off from the main path. You’ll have plenty of privacy.”


Nancy breathed in the forest fragrance deeply. “It smells wonderful,” she said.


“Yep,” agreed Mr. Wickman. “The air’s great here—really clean. And you could drink straight from the lake if you wanted. We’re lucky. Here’s your trail,” he added.


At the end of the trail was a cabin with a whitewashed front porch. Like Mr. Wickman’s office, the cabin was small. But the trees overhead gave it all the natural beauty the girls could have hoped for.


“This is great.” George flashed a wide grin. Nancy and Bess nodded enthusiastically.


“I’m glad you like it,” said Mr. Wickman. “I built all the cabins myself. My grandfather from Sweden taught me how. Let me show you around.”


The cabin was furnished simply but comfortably. In the main room there were two sofa beds, small pine side tables, and a large, hand-carved pine table with four chairs. A big stone fireplace was set into one wall.


Kitchen appliances and a wall phone were arranged along the opposite wall. At the back of the cabin were the bathroom and a small bedroom with two simple wooden beds. The fresh smell of evergreen trees came through the open windows.


“It’s perfect,” Nancy said. “Did you make the furniture, too?”


Mr. Wickman smiled. “Most of it. Now I’ll show you our dock.”


A path led from the back of the cabin to the lake and dock. Two ducks were paddling in the water. From far in the distance a loon called.


The girls gazed, spellbound, out over the sparkling water. The surface of the lake was dotted by three small islands. The opposite shore was thick with trees.


Mr. Wickman broke the silence. “Well, you’re all set.” He handed Nancy the key to the cabin. “There are two sailboats, a motorboat, a rowboat, and some canoes by the main dock near the office. You’re welcome to use them. Just pick up the motorboat keys or paddles or oars in the office. And have fun!” He gave them a cheery wave and set off for his office.


“Let’s hurry and unpack,” Nancy said.


When the suitcases had been put away, they hesitated. Boating or swimming—which would it be?


“Let’s take out a sailboat,” Bess finally said. “But you guys had better do the sailing. I haven’t had much practice since day camp.”


Nancy and George agreed. The girls hurried to one of the sailboats. Bess hopped on while Nancy and George pushed the boat into deep water. Then they too climbed aboard.


“Is this great, or is this great?” George sighed happily as they sped along.


“I’d say it’s perfect,” Nancy answered.


She let out the sail. For the next half hour, the boat rocked gently in a light breeze. They passed a few canoes and two Windsurfers. The other sailors waved and called out friendly greetings.


Finally Bess sat up. “I hate to break the spell,” she said. “But I’ll wither away if we don’t get lunch. It’s after two o’clock!”


Nancy and George agreed that they were hungry, too, and they headed the sailboat toward shore.


Back in the cabin the girls made a quick salad and grilled cheese sandwiches. After eating, they shared dishwashing duty.


“I love it out here,” Nancy announced.


“Me, too,” Bess agreed. She scraped salad off a plate and then handed the plate to George. “And the best part is, not one dangerous thing can happen. I can finally start that juicy book I’m dying to read.”


“And I can start a nice, dark tan.” George rinsed the plate and passed it to Nancy to dry. “And then I want to try—”


Just then something banged against the cabin door.


Nancy almost dropped the dish she was drying. “What was that?” she asked with a frown.


“Visitors!” Bess exclaimed. “I knew I should have bought that white dress in town.”


Nancy laughed as she headed for the front door. She pulled it open and looked outside. “There’s no one there,” she said to her friends.


“That’s odd,” George said, as Nancy glanced outside again. This time, she looked down—and gasped.


“What is it, Nan?”


Nancy took a deep breath. “Sorry, Bess . . . George,” she answered. “But I didn’t go looking for this mystery.” She stepped aside so the others could see.


The body of a young woman was lying across the threshold.
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A Blank Wall


Quickly Nancy bent down to find the girl’s wrist.


After a long moment she announced, “Her pulse is okay.”


As Nancy spoke, the girl moaned and tried to sit up. Her face was bruised and covered with scratches.


Nancy knelt beside her. “Please hold still for a minute,” she said. “You’ve been hurt. I don’t know how badly.”


“Should we move her into the cabin?” George asked.


“Better not,” Nancy answered. “Not yet, anyway. If she hurt her back, moving her might be very dangerous. I’ll just check to make sure she doesn’t have any broken bones.”


There weren’t any broken bones, but the girl’s face, arms, and hands were bruised and scratched. The hem of her pink polo shirt was torn, and some of the fabric was missing. Nancy found traces of blood under the girl’s fingernails. There was a nasty swelling just above her right temple.


The young woman seemed about Nancy’s age—eighteen or nineteen. She had high cheekbones and curly auburn hair. The girl’s eyes fluttered open. They were large dark eyes—eyes that looked frightened. Yet despite her fear and bruises, the girl was beautiful.


Nancy helped her to her feet, then guided her to one of the sofa beds in the living room.


“Can you tell us what happened?” Nancy asked.


The young woman hesitated. She shook her head.


“I can’t . . . I can’t remember anything. There were the woods . . . I was trying to get out!”


Her eyes filled with tears.


“Bess, get some ice for the bump on her head,” Nancy ordered. “And a glass of water.”


Bess hurried to the refrigerator. Nancy patted the girl’s hand to comfort her.


“Can you tell us your name?” she asked.


The girl nodded vaguely. “Toby . . . Toby Jackson,” she said finally. “At least I can remember that.”


“What hurts the most?” Nancy asked.


“J-just my head,” Toby Whispered. She cleared her throat and spoke more firmly. “Everything else feels banged up but pretty much okay.”


“Can you remember anything besides your name?” Nancy asked. “How about where you live?”


A bewildered expression came over Toby’s face. “My mind is a blank,” she said.


Her eyes filled with tears again, but she brushed them away and smiled faintly. “I’m not usually this scatterbrained. At least, I hope not.”


Nancy frowned. “It looks to me as though whatever gave you that bump on your head caused partial amnesia.”


“Amnesia?” Bess asked. “You mean she can’t remember anything?”


“Right,” said Nancy. “Sometimes a head injury will do that to people. It almost always goes away pretty quickly.” She frowned at Toby’s panicky expression. “I think we’d better get you to a hospital. And call the police.”


“No!” Toby cried. “Don’t! Please!” She tried to stand up but collapsed weakly back onto the sofa. “Please don’t go to the police. I’m frightened! I don’t know why, but I—I’m afraid I’ve done something wrong!” Her eyes brimmed over with tears.


“Hold it,” Nancy said gently. “No one’s trying to frighten you. I’m just worried about the bump on your head.”


Toby looked desperate—and desperately confused. “I wish I could remember what happened,” she said. “I know I’m not a criminal. But I also know I can’t face the police. Please don’t turn me in!”


Nancy stared at Toby. She had no idea what to do. Something about Toby made Nancy want to help her. But why was Toby so afraid of the police? Could she be guilty of some crime?


Toby saw the doubt in Nancy’s face. She reached forward and grabbed Nancy’s hand.


“What if this had happened to you?” she whispered. “What if you couldn’t remember anything? What if you thought you might be in danger? What would you do?”


Nancy looked into Toby’s eyes again and made up her mind. Whatever Toby might have done, Nancy believed she was no criminal. She was just a girl who needed help.


She glanced at her friends. They looked worried.


“Toby, I’m a detective,” Nancy said slowly. “My name is Nancy Drew, and these are my friends Bess Marvin and George Fayne. We might be able to help figure out what happened to you. I’m willing to let you stay here, but just for a couple of days, unless your injuries start looking worse. If that’s okay with my friends, that is.”


Bess and George nodded. Nancy smiled gratefully at them.
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