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Good news or bad news first?


Here’s the bad: The animal shelter where I volunteer just burned down, which left a lot of displaced orphaned animals. It also means a big case for me, because I just don’t buy the story that it was the result of “bad wires.”


The good news is that my friends and I are working on a concert to raise funds to rebuild the shelter—and it’s going to rock. Strange people keep joining the volunteer staff and someone’s trying to foil our plans, but all I can say is they picked the wrong gal to mess with. The animal shelter is close to my heart—and so is putting criminals behind bars.
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Catch my next case:
Close Encounters
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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




 


Something fishy this way burns. . . .


“That’s horrible,” I cried. “Dad, you can’t let this happen.”


“Settle down, Nancy,” said my dad. “You know I’m going to do everything that I can.” Turning to Justine, he added, “I’ll take another look at the zoning laws, but right now I have to tell you, it sounds as if the law is on their side. Justine, if you can’t come up with the money to rebuild, then you can’t hold on to the land.”


If I was suspicious before, now I was sure there was something fishy going on. “ Isn’t it a little too convenient?” I asked. “I mean, that the fire just happened to burn down the building when Rackham has been trying to buy the land for years?”


“It is strange,” said my dad. “At the very least, I would say it’s extremely lucky for them.”


“Luck, or sabotage,” I mumbled to myself.
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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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The Creepy Cloaked Thief


Ned and I ran through the streets of downtown River Heights. Our footsteps pounded in my ears like violent drumbeats.


“I think he went this way,” I called as I turned left down Sixth Street.


“Right behind you,” Ned replied.


As I searched I cursed myself for falling asleep while staking out Olde River Jewelers. If the sound of shattering glass hadn’t woken me up a few minutes before, I might have missed the thief completely. Now the slimeball had a lead, but I wasn’t about to let him get away. He couldn’t have gotten far. I still heard his raspy breathing, after all.


Following the sound, we looped around a large, old warehouse and ended up back on River Street where we’d started—except that now all the buildings were draped in a cool and foggy mist. I glanced at my watch and saw that it was twelve o’clock. This struck me as odd. It didn’t seem like noon or midnight. Looking more closely, I realized that the hands were frozen. My watch had stopped, leaving me with no idea of the time. Through the eerie half-light I could tell that the shops on River Street were closed. I figured it was pretty early in the morning.


With the entire world asleep, it was almost peaceful. It would have been romantic, too, if Ned and I weren’t chasing a violent criminal.


Let me back up and explain. My name is Nancy Drew, and I’m an amateur detective. I solve mysteries here in my hometown of River Heights, and sometimes beyond. I would call myself a detective, plain and simple, but it’s not like I’m licensed or anything. I’m just the type of person who likes helping others out whenever I can. And since I happen to live in a town where corruption grows faster than the weeds, my help usually involves solving mysteries. I’m very good at it too—maybe because I’m a natural, or maybe because I get so much practice. It’s probably a combination of those two factors. The how and why doesn’t really matter, I suppose. Solving mysteries is just what I do.


This particular slimeball had been on a crime spree for months, breaking into places all over town. He’d already robbed four homes on Bluff Street, the First Bank of River Heights, and two antique stores, making off with lots of cash and some valuable old silver. He’d even broken into my friend Harold Safer’s cheese shop and taken an entire shipment of award-winning French Brie. (I know. I was thinking the same thing: awards for cheese? Apparently they do exist, though.)


I had a hunch that he’d be striking the jewelry store next, so I was on a stakeout. My boyfriend insisted on tagging along, not that I minded. Ned Nickerson is the greatest—smart, sweet, and supportive. We’ve been together since practically forever, and he’s always there for me when I need him. Plus, he’s got beautiful, twinkling brown eyes, soft, floppy dark hair, and a smile that makes my knees go weak—figuratively speaking, of course. I mean, who could catch criminals with weak knees?


Just then I spotted the creep. It wasn’t easy. He was wearing a heavy, black, hooded robe that blended into the dark shadows cast by the surrounding buildings. We followed him down a narrow alley, and I soon found myself in a part of town that I wasn’t so familiar with.


It smelled like rotten food, and everything was damp. I was heading downhill, and moments later I was splashing through murky puddles. Before long, my sneakers and socks were soaked through. Turning another corner, I heard some squealing and whipped around in time to see a small, furry thing dart behind a pile of bricks.


A rat—yuck!


What was this place? I turned around, thinking I’d ask Ned if he’d been here before. But there was no Ned, and no sign of him. It was like he’d vanished into thin air.


The tall buildings towered overhead. They seemed to be closing in on me. I felt the skin on the back of my neck prickle. My hands started shaking a little too. This was getting eerie. River Heights doesn’t have buildings this tall.


When I heard the clatter of trash cans—too loud to have been another rat—I spun around. Then, swallowing my fear, I hurried toward the sound. A ripple of black cloak disappeared around the corner.


That’s when I realized it was time to call in the big guns. (Actually, the only guns, since I don’t carry one myself and never would.)


Reaching into my pocket, I carefully pulled out my cell phone. I called the River Heights Police Department, which was on my speed dial.


“Chief McGinnis, please,” I whispered to Tonya Ward, the police department receptionist.


“Nancy, is that you?” Tonya asked.


“Yup,” I replied. “This is an emergency, so can you please put me through?”


“Right away,” she said before transferring me over to her boss.


“Hello?” said a very gruff chief of police.


I guess he’d been tipped off that it was me calling. See, I’m not exactly his favorite person. Chief McGinnis thinks that mystery solving should be left to the professionals. It’s not that I don’t trust the police department. It’s just that there’s plenty of crime to go around for everyone—unfortunately. So I try to pick up the slack. “I found your jewel thief,” I told him.


After grunting impatiently he asked, “What jewel thief?”


“You’ll see. Know the back alleys behind River Street?”


“Yes,” said Chief McGinnis.


“Meet me there as soon as you can, and bring backup.”


“Well you’ve sure got a lot of—,” Chief McGinnis began. He was probably going to say nerve, but I’ll never know for sure since I hung up on him. There wasn’t any time to waste. I had to keep my eyes on the thief.


Creeping around one of the brick buildings, I saw his black hood poking out from behind a tall stack of tires. He thought he was hiding, I guess. If I stayed quiet and close, he probably wouldn’t move.


But what about when he heard police sirens? Surely he’d run. I had to come up with a way to keep him in one place. Glancing around the alley for something to use, I saw nothing but a bunch of garbage and some old car parts. There was a stack of bricks against the wall, and also, just an arm’s length away, a second pile of tires—tires that could be useful.


I carefully lifted one from the top of the pile, thinking I’d drop it over his head so he’d be easier to catch. I moved slowly, easing the tire up on one shoulder and creeping over to where the crook was crouched. I lifted the tire over my head, and then, holding my breath, I began to lower it. In just another second I’d . . .


“AHH!” I screamed, feeling a cold hand on my shoulder.


The tire fell to the ground, landing on my foot. “Ouch!” Spinning around, I found myself face-to-face with a very stunned Ned.


“Sorry, Nancy!” he said.


I was sorry too, because now the thief was on the run again. I tore after him through the alley.


“I didn’t mean to startle you,” Ned said as he followed.


“No problem,” I replied, pumping my arms harder. Picking up the pace, I leaped over a dented trash can, only to land ankle deep in another puddle.


“The cops are on their way,” I called, still running. My feet slid around in my soaking wet shoes and socks. “We’ve just got to keep him close.”


“I’m right behind you,” said Ned.


“Where did you go before?” I asked.


“What do you mean?” he asked. “I’ve been here all along.”


It wasn’t true, but this was no time to argue. I had a thief to catch.


Moments later, we all ended up at a dead end. The thief was cornered. I heard sirens in the distance—finally. As I kept my eye on him, Ned whipped out his cell phone, called the police, and told them exactly where we were. I just hoped they found us soon.


“So who are you, anyway?” I asked. Sure, I was curious, but I was also trying to distract him. Too much silence could leave him time to think up an escape plan, and I wasn’t about to let the guy get away.


The slimeball pulled off his hood, revealing a pale face, a mess of stringy white hair, and black eyes that were as lifeless as two marbles. His cold gaze was unwavering, and his mouth was set in a severe, straight line. He clutched a brown paper sack, tightly—the jewels, I figured.


Chills ran up and down my spine. Suddenly it felt like the temperature had dropped by about twenty degrees. Something about this guy wasn’t normal. And I know this sounds crazy, but it’s true: He didn’t seem human.


When the first cop car screeched around the corner and sped toward us, I was so relieved. Another case wrapped up—or so I thought. Suddenly the thief threw the bag of jewels at me and flew away.


Huh? I blinked and gazed toward the sky. The guy was flying high, his dark cape rippling as he soared through the air. Seconds later, he disappeared into the early morning light. I’ve seen weird things in my life, but this was on a whole different level. This was in a whole different realm.


“What happened? How did he do that?” I asked Ned, who just shook his head, speechless.


Another cop car pulled up next to me, and Chief McGinnis, all six feet of him, stepped out. “Nancy Drew,” he said, and not kindly.


“You’re a few seconds too late,” I said, handing over the bag of jewels. “The thief was just here.”


“Sure he was,” said the police chief.


“He—you’re not going to believe this, but the guy flew away.” I felt ridiculous for saying so, but I was only being honest.


Chief McGinnis scrunched up his bushy eyebrows. “You’re right,” he said as he tossed the jewels to another officer. “I don’t believe it.”


“Well, fine,” I said. “But—”


Chief McGinnis didn’t let me finish my thought. Instead, he grabbed my arm, twisted it behind my back, and slapped a pair of handcuffs on my wrist. “You have the right to remain silent,” he began as he secured my other wrist.


As if! “What are you doing?” I asked, struggling in vain. “This isn’t funny. The real criminal is getting away.”


“The real criminal has been getting away for a long time now,” said the chief. “But I’ve finally caught you.”


“That’s crazy,” I cried. “You’re making a huge mistake.”


The chief shook his head. “You had a great cover with this amateur detective business, Nancy. You really had us going there for a while.”


“What are you talking about?” I asked.


“Think about it,” said the chief. “Whenever there’s a crime, you’re always involved somehow. And it’s not just here in River Heights, either. You go to Costa Rica, and some endangered birds are almost smuggled out of the country. You visit a friend in Key Largo, and suddenly someone’s sunken treasure is at risk. Music students get kidnapped, and keys turn up hidden in old clocks, all under your watch.”


“But everything always works out,” I said. “I solved those mysteries.”


Chief McGinnis snorted. “That doesn’t change the fact that wherever you go, Nancy Drew, bad stuff happens.”


I struggled to break free and quickly learned something about handcuffs: They hurt—a lot, especially when you’re trying to get out of them. The more I pushed against them, the tighter they squeezed.


Turning to Ned, who seemed almost as stunned as I did, I said, “Tell him. Tell him there was a thief—and that he flew away. . . .” I stopped talking because by that point, even I realized how crazy it sounded. I didn’t want the entire police force to think I was a raving lunatic, even though I was telling the truth.


Ned had this strange expression on his face. His mouth kept opening and closing, like he was struggling to speak, but he kept choking on his words. It was as if he had no voice. Our eyes met. Mine widened, and his did too.

OEBPS/images/bm2.jpg






OEBPS/images/bm1.jpg
EDREW






OEBPS/images/bm.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
NANCY

girl detective ™

#20
Getting Burned

CAROLYN KEENE

Aladdin Paperbacks
New York London Toronto Sydney









OEBPS/images/9781439113189_cover.jpg
diE@te c tiee™

Getting

Burned







OEBPS/images/f00ii-01.jpg








OEBPS/images/q.jpg






