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Trade Wind Danger


San Francisco has tons to offer tourists like Bess, George, and me. Fresh crabs, cable cars, hikes—and stalkers! Well, maybe stalkers is a little harsh, but this older couple, Ed and Harriet, keeps popping up everywhere.


Coincidental or not, Ed and Harriet’s appearances are smelling fishier than San Francisco Bay to me. So the investigation begins. But who knew it’d lead to more sleuthing—in Hawaii?
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Catch my next case:


Bad Times, Big Crimes
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Let me introduce myself. I’m Nancy Drew.


My friends call me Nancy. My enemies call me a lot of other things, like “that girl who cooked my goose.” They actually sometimes speak like that, but what can you expect from criminals? See, I’m a detective. Well, not really. I mean, I don’t have a license or anything. I don’t carry a badge or a gun, in part because I wouldn’t touch a gun even if I could, and also because I’m just not old enough. But I am old enough to know when something isn’t right, when somebody’s getting an unfair deal, when someone’s done something they shouldn’t do. And I know how to stop them, catch them, and get them into the hands of the law, where they belong. I take those things seriously, and I’m almost never wrong.


My best friends, Bess and George, might not totally agree with me. They tell me I’m wrong a lot, and that they have to cover for me all of the time just to make me look good. Bess would tell you I dress badly. I call it casual. George would tell you I’m not focused. By that she’d mean that once again I forgot to fill my car with gas or bring enough money to buy lunch. But they both know I’m always focused when it comes to crime. Always.


Nancy Drew




A working vacation


The wind picked up off the bay, and Harriet shivered. “We spotted you girls in line, and you looked awfully cold,” she said, speaking for herself. “The cafés at Ghirardelli have divine hot chocolate.”


I said, “That sounds nice, except we’re about to catch the next boat tour of the harbor.”


“Oh, come on!” Ed pleaded. “It’s only eleven in the morning. There’s plenty of time left in the day. That boat ride only takes an hour.”


Bess shrugged. “I wouldn’t mind sampling some San Francisco hot chocolate. And the weather might get warmer by the time we finish.”


“Very true, dear,” Harriet said. “No need to put up with unnecessary discomfort while sightseeing. Just listening to a tour guide can be torture enough.”


As we followed Ed and Harriet toward Ghirardelli Square, George bent her head toward me and whispered, “Can you believe Harriet called Bess dear? I mean, up till now she’s been a tough nut to crack.”


“Something’s up with her,” I muttered back.


And no sooner were we sipping our hot chocolate in a toasty café that smelled of coffee and croissants, than Harriet pulled out the biggest surprise of the day. . . .
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This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real locales are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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Mysterious Strangers


San Francisco is the most beautiful city I’ve ever seen—and that’s saying a lot, because I’ve also seen Paris. Anyway, here I was on a cool spring morning, having just arrived with my two best friends, George Fayne and Bess Marvin. And I couldn’t imagine anything better.


“Are you sure you have enough suitcases, Bess?” George asked, eyeing Bess’s four designer suitcases piled on the porter’s trolley outside our hotel. “I’m worried you’ve forgotten something.”


“Me? Forget clothes?” Bess replied, ignoring her cousin’s sarcasm. “Impossible.” She dug a light jacket from one of her bags and pulled it over her tank top. Shaking back her blond hair, she added, “My guidebook warned that San Francisco weather can be crazy—sunny, rainy, cold, and warm, all in the same day. I don’t want to be caught unprepared.”


“My motto is One Vacation, One Backpack,” George said, setting her backpack next to my duffel bag on the trolley. “Two pairs of jeans, shorts, T-shirts, and a rainproof sweatshirt. How is that not prepared?”


I smiled as my two friends teased each other. Even though Bess and George are cousins, they couldn’t be more different. Bess is blond, sweet, and stylish, without a competitive bone in her body. Dark-haired George has a dry wit, shrugs at the mention of a clothing sale, and as for competitive bones—well, let’s just say she’s one of the best athletes I’ve ever known. But Bess and George are alike in this way: They’re devoted to each other, and to me.


“Got everything, girls?” the elderly cab driver asked after I paid him. “You’ll love San Francisco. You may even leave your hearts here,” he added, paraphrasing a line from an old song. “Anyway, you’re sure to meet some odd ducks. All sorts of colorful characters flock to this city. It attracts them. Anyway, toodle-oo!” He waved out the window as he drove away.


“The characters in San Francisco seem almost as colorful as the ones in River Heights,” George commented as we watched the cab race another one up a nearby hill. “I mean, does that guy realize he’s pushing eighty?”


“This place is famous for its eccentrics,” I said, “like the beatniks in the nineteen fifties.”


“Hippies in the sixties,” Bess chimed in.


“And don’t forget all the techies who invented new computer systems in their garages later on,” George said.


“I bet you’ll find a mystery on this vacation, Nancy,” Bess said. “If this city is so wild and crazy, there must be tons of them around.”


I smiled. I couldn’t help myself. The thought of tons of mysteries surrounding me was exciting. Hey, I’m a detective. What can I say?


Suddenly, an object whizzed by me, missing my head by inches. I whirled around, following it with my eyes as it continued its bouncy descent down the street to our right.


“A tennis ball!” George exclaimed.


“Thrown on purpose?” Bess asked nervously.


“Doubt it, miss,” the porter said. “Probably some kid playing. Impossible to catch a ball once it gets going down one of these hills. Just be glad it wasn’t a skateboard, or a car with failed brakes. ’Course, when an earthquake comes, a car with no brakes seems like a piece of cake.”


“I guess we’re living dangerously just by standing on the street,” Bess said.


“Then let’s go in,” George suggested. “The sooner we get settled, the sooner we can start exploring this awesome city.”


We followed the porter into the lobby and glanced around. Our hotel, the Old Bay Mare, was adorable. Originally someone’s Victorian house, the place was decorated in floral wallpaper and antique furniture. After we checked in, the porter showed us to a cozy room with twin brass beds, a cot, and a cheerful fire that crackled away as if it had been waiting all morning to greet us.


We tipped him and closed the door. Bess flopped down on the cot. “I’ll take this bed. I don’t need a fancy one,” she offered.


I smiled. Bess may have too much luggage in her life, but you can always trust her to be a good sport.


“Anyway, good night.” She shut her eyes.


“What do you mean, ‘good night’?” George asked incredulously. “Haven’t you noticed the bright sun? What about exploring San Francisco?”


Bess hid her face under the pillow. “You guys go,” she said in a muffled voice. “I’m feeling kind of jetlagged. It was a long flight from Chicago, and the fire feels great.”


“It’s too hot and it’s putting you to sleep,” George declared. She bent over Bess and tugged on her arm. “You’ll thank me for this, Bess.”


“George is right,” I said. “If the weather here changes as much as you say it does, Bess, we’d better take advantage of the sun. Let’s check out the sights.”


Bess sat up groggily. “Must you use my own words against me, Nancy?” She shrugged. “But what can I expect from the daughter of a successful lawyer?”


I laughed. My father, Carson Drew, was a well-known attorney in River Heights. As usual Bess spoke the truth. Dad has trained me well.


Minutes later we were walking downhill to Union Square, where the hotel desk clerk had told us we could catch one of the famous San Francisco cable cars. Our destination: Fisherman’s Wharf, where we planned to board a boat that toured the bay and went by Alcatraz, the old island prison.


“San Francisco!” Bess said with a sigh, her cheeks pink from the bracing walk. “Just the name is romantic.”


“Speaking of romance,” George said, “too bad Ned had college exams and couldn’t join us, Nancy.”


“I wish Ned could be here too.” Ned’s absence caused my heart a momentary twinge, but I rallied. “Don’t forget, guys, San Francisco isn’t just about romance. It’s also about mystery. I mean, the crime writer Dashiell Hammett set many of his books here. Remember that old movie The Maltese Falcon? Humphrey Bogart chasing clues through the San Francisco fog?”


My friends didn’t answer me—too busy looking at the scenery, I guess.


We rounded the corner. A cable car waited by the side of a small green park nearby.


“That cable car looks just like the one in the ad,” Bess said, referring to a tourist brochure we’d picked up at our hotel. An old-fashioned brown trolleylike car, it had wooden seats lining the inside and large windows opening behind the seats. There were step platforms and poles outside the car for adventurous passengers who would rather hang on. Unfortunately all those spots were taken.


Before we climbed aboard, Bess peeked under the car. Typical Bess behavior—she absolutely must know how machines work. As far as I could tell, the car was attached to a cable buried in the street, and the driver maneuvered a lever that looked like a brake.


The cable car bell rang out merrily.


“I think that means we’re supposed to hurry and get on,” George said as we scrambled onto the packed car.


“Yeah, but how?” Bess asked. “People are crammed like sardines in here.” She held her breath as she tried to fit into a tight space between two teenagers.


I squeezed in next to an older couple, bumping into the small woman. “Oh, sorry,” I said.


Instead of replying, she gave me a hard stare. Not the reaction I was expecting.


The conductor interrupted my thoughts by taking our fare. Even he—a pro at this job—was having a hard time working his way through the crowd.


“Maybe we should have waited for the next one,” Bess said in a strained voice. “I can’t breathe.”


“The other cars would have been just as crowded, young lady,” said the man next to me. “It’s the tourists.”


I glanced at the man. Tall and distinguished, he had salt-and-pepper hair and a high-wattage smile. I would have stepped backward from the brightness if space had allowed.


The man went on. “I’m a San Francisco resident myself. My wife, Harriet, and I rarely ride these cars. But we’d just finished our shopping near Union Square when this one arrived, and since we were eager to head home, I thought it made sense to hop on it. Don’t you agree, darling?” he added, glancing at the gray-haired woman.


Harriet pursed her lips. For a moment I was in suspense. Would she answer him? Her face was as solemn as the Sphinx’s.


Then she shrugged. “Certainly, Ed. You are always so sensible.”


Ed laughed. “I try to be.”


“Have you lived here all your lives?” I asked Harriet. I can’t help my nosy questions. Maybe that’s why I’m a detective. I was just curious to see if I could get her to talk.


Harriet narrowed her silvery eyes. The moment of silence dragged on. Unlike her friendly husband, she obviously preferred to keep her thoughts to herself—at least around strangers.


“We’ve lived here for five years,” Ed said. “Moved from New York. San Francisco is a wonderful place. Just the right size. Haunting scenery. The beauty speaks for itself. Plus there’s plenty of culture, and easy access to the outdoors if you like hiking or boating or whatnot. I never feel cooped up in San Francisco.”


“Not even now?” George asked. “You must admit this cable car is a bit tight.”


“Ah, well,” Ed said. “I don’t mind it. I’m still free. I can get off at any time.”


The cable car started a steep ascent. I could feel my weight—and everyone else’s—move toward the back of the car. If I didn’t know better, I’d think the car was about to flip over. I’m only slightly exaggerating when I say we were now perpendicular to the ground.


I craned my neck around a group of riders and looked outside. The hill was so steep that it blocked my view of the sky. All I saw was a row of colorful Victorian houses lining the side of the street. Palm trees swayed in a few front yards.


“I can’t believe it. That sidewalk has stairs!” Bess exclaimed.


“Some of our hills are too steep for regular sidewalks,” Ed explained. “You need steps to climb them. By the way, where are you girls from?”


“River Heights,” Bess answered. “It’s not far from Chicago. We flew in from there this morning. We’re here on vacation. Ever since Nancy read some mysteries by Dashiell Hammett, she’s wanted to come here. She persuaded us to come along too.”


Ed smiled. “A nice city, Chicago. You’ve got that lovely lake. Still, I prefer San Francisco. The hills, the fog . . . I could go on.”


But he couldn’t. The cable car jerked to a stop, and exclamations of surprise erupted around us, drowning out all conversation. “Are we picking up more passengers in the middle of the hill?” someone asked.


I checked to see. As I suspected, we were nowhere near a cable car stop. But I didn’t suspect danger until I saw Harriet’s stony expression change. She cast an anxious glance at the cable car controls.


The driver wasn’t there.


With a slight whispering sound, the cable car began to slide backward. Fifty feet below us, a red SUV struggled to turn out of our way.
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Bess’s Fortune


A kid laughed. “This is just like the Lazy Loop at the fair!”


But I knew this was no amusement park ride. As we picked up speed, the laughing stopped abruptly, only to be replaced by screams of panic. George’s brown eyes widened into a terrified stare as she caught my anxious gaze.


“Let me through!” Bess shouted, elbowing her way to the back of the car. The crowd pressed tight, hindering her progress. “Please, get out of my way. There’s a brake back there!”


The crowd didn’t question her. Full of hope, people parted as much as possible to let Bess through, while the SUV below us struggled to turn into a row of cars waiting at a stop light. “Go, Bess!” I shouted. To Ed and Harriet, I added, “Our friend knows cars like the back of her hand. If anyone can stop this thing, she can.”


Ed and Harriet didn’t look reassured. Maybe Bess’s feminine appearance made them doubt her—but her machine sense is every bit as sharp as her fashion sense.


I cast a glance below us. My heart sank. The SUV was only twenty feet away. The screams inside the car grew louder. Bess eyed a cranklike control at the back of the car. A split-second was all she needed to reach out and grab it. The cable car jolted to a screeching stop.


Everyone was silent for a few moments, and then burst into cheers.


“Hooray!”


“You saved us!”


“Are you a superhero?” a small boy asked.


“She’s an angel!” an old woman declared.


Bess looked embarrassed by all the attention. Her blue eyes glanced down shyly at her feet.


“Good job, miss!” the conductor exclaimed as he plowed through the passengers to join her.


“No thanks to you,” a man growled.


“Sorry, everyone,” the conductor said, “but I was taking fares in the middle of the car—nothing unusual. What happened to our operator, though?”
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