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Meeting Monica Crown


Nancy Drew heard the front door close with a bang. Then a voice called out, “I’m home!”


Nancy hurried out of the dining room, where she had been setting the table for dinner. She saw her father, Carson Drew, place his briefcase on the hall table.


“Dinner’s almost ready,” Nancy told her father. Then she asked, “What was your Sunday meeting about?”


Mr. Drew shrugged out of his raincoat and hung it up in the hall closet. He gave his daughter a quick kiss and said, “Let’s go into the den and I’ll tell you all about it. Part of it concerned you.”


“Me?” Nancy asked curiously, as she followed her father down the hall.


When they got to the den, Carson Drew sank into his favorite leather easy chair. Nancy perched herself on the arm of the leather sofa opposite him and looked expectantly at her father.


Mr. Drew said, “Have you ever heard of Monica Crown?”


Nancy smiled and said, “Who hasn’t heard of Monica Crown? I mean, she’s probably the most famous mystery writer in America. She’s lived in River Heights for years, but almost no one ever sees her.” Nancy’s blue eyes opened wide. “You met with Monica Crown today?”


Carson Drew nodded. “She insisted on a Sunday appointment. Mrs. Crown is a very private person, and she didn’t want anyone else to be in the office when we met.” He paused for a moment, then said, “She asked about you.”


Nancy stared at her father. “Monica Crown asked about me?” she said in disbelief.


Her father nodded. “She told me she’s followed all of your cases in the newspaper. She’s very impressed. She feels that you’re a fine detective and she needs your help.”


“Monica Crown must be in some sort of trouble if she needs a detective,” Nancy replied thoughtfully. Then she asked her father, “What did she want to see you about?”


“Mrs. Crown is planning to transfer all of her personal papers and legal documents from a law office in New York to my firm, here in River Heights. As of today, I’m Monica Crown’s lawyer.”


“That’s terrific!” Nancy said, pleased for her father. “She’ll be a really important client.” Nancy frowned. “I wonder why she needs my help.”


“All she would tell me,” Mr. Drew said, “is that it has something to do with her daughter, Karen.”


“Oh, right,” Nancy replied, nodding. “I remember reading that Karen Crown was arrested for robbery a few months ago.”


“Mrs. Crown didn’t discuss the facts of the case with me. All she would say is that she’s convinced Karen is innocent—”


“And she wants me to prove it,” Nancy finished, her eyes sparkling with excitement.


Nancy’s father nodded. “Correct. Mrs. Crown also wanted to know if you could make an appointment to see her at her home tomorrow afternoon.” He handed his daughter a business card with Monica Crown’s address and phone number on it.


Nancy looked at the card and said, “I’ll make the appointment right after dinner, Dad.” She grinned at her father. “This sounds like it could be a really interesting case.”


Mr. Drew laughed. “That’s what you say about all of your cases, Nancy.” Carson Drew looked at his daughter affectionately. He sometimes wondered if any other father and daughter could possibly be as close as they were. Nancy’s mother had died fifteen years before, when Nancy was three years old. Since then, Nancy had been raised with love and affection by her father and the Drews’ housekeeper, Hannah Gruen.


Just then, the door to the den opened. Hannah Gruen stood in the doorway. “Okay, you two, I hope your conference is over because dinner’s ready,” she said.


“Great!” Mr. Drew said. “I’m ready for your fabulous peach cobbler, Hannah.”


“Turkey and trimmings first, peach cobbler later,” Hannah reminded him as they walked into the dining room.


During dinner, Nancy and Mr. Drew filled Hannah in on their conversation in the den. “I hope you can solve Monica Crown’s problem as quickly as possible,” Hannah said to Nancy. “I hate to think of anything keeping her away from her writing.”


“Do you read Monica Crown’s books, too, Hannah?” Carson Drew asked in surprise.


“She’s my favorite mystery writer,” Hannah replied. She added with a smile, “I don’t spend all my time cooking.”


Nancy laughed. “I promise to solve the Monica Crown case as fast as I can, Hannah.”


• • •


The next day, after lunch, Nancy raced upstairs to change for her appointment with Monica Crown. For her meeting with the famous author, Nancy decided to wear a camel-colored pleated wool skirt and a white sweater. She brushed her long reddish blond hair until it shone. After quickly checking her appearance in the mirror, she was ready to go. She left the house with a feeling of anticipation.


Monica Crown’s estate was located in the rolling hills three miles outside downtown River Heights. However, Nancy had no time to admire the huge home. As soon as she had switched off the engine of her blue sports car, the massive front door of the mansion opened. A woman in a black dress stood in the doorway.


As Nancy walked up the front steps, the woman said, “Good afternoon. I’m Mrs. Crown’s housekeeper. Mrs. Crown is waiting for you in the library.”


Nancy couldn’t help but smile. The library seemed like just the right place to meet a famous writer. When they reached the library, Nancy wanted to look around the wood-paneled room at the walls covered with thousands of books, but she was unable to take her eyes away from Monica Crown. The author’s presence dominated the room.


Mrs. Crown rose from a high-backed antique chair and walked briskly across the room. With a nod she dismissed the housekeeper. Then she extended her right hand to Nancy and said in a low, clear voice, “Thank you for coming.”


Nancy shook Monica Crown’s hand, taking in every detail about the appearance of the older woman. Monica Crown was a tall, elegant woman who looked to be in her mid-fifties. She had short blond hair and a rosy complexion. She wore a white silk blouse, a black velvet blazer, and matching pants.


“Please sit down,” the author said, indicating a comfortable sofa by a window. She smiled at her guest. “From what I’ve read about you, Nancy, you are an excellent detective.”


“Well, I have managed to solve a few cases,” Nancy said modestly. “But I want you to know I’m a big fan of yours, Mrs. Crown. I’ve read every book you’ve ever written.”


“Thank you, my dear.” Mrs. Crown’s smile faded as she got down to the business at hand. “I know you’re curious about why I need your help. Perhaps you recall reading about my daughter, Karen?”


Nancy nodded.


“Then you know that she worked at Roget’s, the expensive jewelry store on Main Street,” Mrs. Crown continued. “Karen was accused of stealing six of Roget’s most valuable diamonds from their French marquis collection. Together the six diamonds were worth well over a million dollars. Five of the stolen diamonds have never been located, but because one of them was discovered in Karen’s possession, she was found guilty of the theft.”


Mrs. Crown added in a grim voice, “My daughter is currently serving a three-year term in the State Women’s Correctional Institution.”


Nancy was aware of the grief in Mrs. Crown’s eyes. “And you believe your daughter is innocent?” she asked gently.


Mrs. Crown replied firmly, “I know my daughter is innocent. She was framed for the theft. I received this anonymous note in the mail yesterday.” She pulled a folded piece of paper from her pocket and handed it to Nancy.


Nancy carefully examined the blue stationery. The note had been handwritten in ink. It said:


Mrs. Crown,


I helped frame Karen for a crime that she did not commit. Forgive me.


The note was unsigned.


Nancy looked up and asked, “Mrs. Crown, do you mind if I keep this?”


Mrs. Crown nodded in agreement. “Another reason I need your help, Nancy, is because two days ago I received a threatening phone call. Then, yesterday morning, I received another one.”


Nancy leaned forward. “What exactly did the caller say?”


Mrs. Crown nervously fingered the gold watch on her left wrist. “The caller warned me to stop my investigation, or I’d die.” She gave a shudder. “The caller said the same thing both times.”


“Have you been investigating the Roget robbery?” Nancy asked.


“Yes, I have,” Monica Crown admitted. “The case is officially closed, according to the police, but I don’t want Karen to spend the next three years in prison. I’ve spent a great deal of time poking and prying into a lot of people’s personal business. The real criminal evidently knows this, and he—or she—is afraid I might expose him.”


“Do you have any idea at all who the calls were from?” Nancy asked.


“No. The caller’s voice was very cleverly disguised through the use of some electronic device.”


Nancy said firmly, “Mrs. Crown, if I’m going to help you find out who’s really responsible for the Roget robbery, I think the first thing I should do is talk to your daughter.”


The older woman nodded. “I agree. Anyway, I’d like you to meet Karen. I’m sure that once you do, you’ll see that she couldn’t possibly be involved in any kind of crime.” Mrs. Crown hesitated. “Nancy, I’d feel more comfortable if you’d stay here until this whole thing is settled. I hate to admit it, but these threats on my life have really frightened me.”


“That’s a good idea,” Nancy agreed quickly. “I’ll move in this afternoon.”


“Thank you, Nancy, but tomorrow morning will be fine.” Mrs. Crown forced a weary smile. “I’ll go over my notes with you and fill you in on all of the details of the case then.”


Mrs. Crown looked at her watch and stood up. “I’m afraid I have to leave for an appointment now,” she said. “But I’ll see you tomorrow morning at, say, nine o’clock?”


Nancy followed Monica Crown out of the library and down the wide hall leading to the entryway. “Mrs. Crown, who knows that you’ve been investigating the Roget robbery?” Nancy asked as they walked down the hall to the door.


The author replied, “Well, I’ve talked to everyone at Roget’s. Actually, I told them that the notes I’ve been taking and the questions I’ve been asking are material for my new book. In fact, once this case is solved and the real criminal is found, I do intend to write a book based on the case.” She added, “My secretary, Madeline Simmons, and my publishers in New York know about the book. But only Madeline knows I’ve been trying to find the real criminal.”


“Someone else knows, too,” Nancy pointed out. “Your mysterious caller.” Then she asked, “What about your household staff?”


“I employ a very small staff,” Mrs. Crown said. “Just Mrs. Adams, who is my housekeeper and cook, and a part-time gardener. I’ve confided in Mrs. Adams. She’s been with me for years.” The author frowned. “And then there’s Tony.”


“Tony?” Nancy asked.


“Tony is Mrs. Adams’s twenty-year-old son,” Mrs. Crown explained. “He’s lived here with his mother since he was a small boy. Tony does all sorts of odd jobs around my estate.” Mrs. Crown sighed. “To be honest, Tony doesn’t really earn his keep, but I haven’t the heart to fire him because I care a great deal about his mother, Irene.”


At the front door, Monica Crown and Nancy shook hands again. Nancy looked at the ring on Mrs. Crown’s right hand. “That gold ring you’re wearing—I’ve never seen one like it before.”


Mrs. Crown laughed. “It is unique. My late husband had it custom-made for me after my first book was published. The book was called The Case of the Cross-eyed Dragon.” She held the ring out for Nancy’s inspection. “That’s what this is—a cross-eyed dragon.”


Nancy looked more closely at the ring. “I see. And the crossed eyes are emeralds. It’s really beautiful.”


“Yes, it is.” Monica Crown sighed. “Lawrence, my husband, was a wonderful man. I miss him. And now, with Karen in prison . . .”


“Don’t worry, Mrs. Crown,” replied Nancy. “She won’t be in prison much longer—not if I can help it!”


• • •


At eight o’clock that night, Nancy was relaxing at the Pizza Palace with her two best friends, Bess Marvin and George Fayne. Although Bess and George were first cousins, the girls were complete opposites. Blond, blue-eyed Bess was slightly plump and very pretty. Her main interests in life were boys, clothes, and food. Brown-haired, brown-eyed George was tall, attractive, and athletic. Despite their differences, the cousins were very close, not only to each other, but to Nancy as well.


Nancy had spent their first hour at the restaurant filling Bess and George in on her meeting with Mrs. Crown, and she had shown them the anonymous note. Over a third piece of cheese-and-pepperoni pizza, Bess declared dreamily, “Imagine, working for a famous celebrity like Monica Crown! I’ve read every book she’s ever written.”


“Well, I don’t read as much as you two,” George said, “but I definitely wouldn’t miss a movie based on one of her books.”


Bess rolled her eyes. “It’s not the same thing at all,” she informed her cousin. “Anyone can tell you that a book is always better than a movie. Right, Nancy?”


Nancy laughed good-naturedly. “You’re not getting me into that old argument. I happen to like both.”


It was well after eleven o’clock by the time they left the Pizza Palace. Nancy drove along with her fingers tapping against the steering wheel, keeping the beat to one of her favorite rock songs. Suddenly the radio went silent. After several seconds, the disk jockey came back on the air. “Sorry to interrupt Monday Night Top-Ten Countdown here on WRVH, but we’ve just received this special news bulletin. River Heights police have discovered the wreckage of a late model green sports car at the bottom of Stone Canyon.”


Unconsciously, Nancy, Bess, and George all strained to hear the disk jockey’s next words. “The car is registered to famed mystery writer Monica Crown.”
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A Terrible Accident


“Mrs. Crown! I . . . I just can’t believe it!” Nancy gasped.


Bess shuddered. “Those threats on her life must have been for real,” she whispered.


“The accident happened in Stone Canyon,” George said. “That’s not too far from here.”


Nancy nodded grimly. “Let’s go,” she said, turning the car in the direction of the hills just north of town. She stepped on the accelerator. The sound of sirens first alerted the girls that they were near the scene of the accident. As they rounded a sharp curve in the road, they saw half a dozen flashing lights ahead.


Nancy pulled the car over close to the embankment and switched off the engine. The three girls got out and walked to the site of the accident.


In the light of the full moon it was easy to follow the path the car had taken as it had left the road, shot up over the dirt embankment, and plunged into the dark, deep ravine two hundred feet below.


Several police officers and ambulance attendants had already scrambled over the side of the cliff and were searching the area around the wreckage.


Bess shook her head. “No one could have lived through this.”


Just then a paneled TV van drove up. A press car screeched to a halt behind the truck, and a young woman jumped out.


“Hey, look who’s here,” George said. “It’s Allison Phillips, the On the Spot reporter for Channel Ten.”


Nancy watched Allison Phillips run straight for the police officer in charge. A cameraman, following along a few feet behind Allison, balanced a video TV camera on his right shoulder. Nancy smiled a little as the aggressive young reporter pushed a microphone under the nose of the busy police officer.


Curious spectators were gathering to watch the grim scene below. At the fringe of the crowd, Nancy caught sight of Irene Adams. “Look”—she pointed—“that’s Mrs. Adams, Mrs. Crown’s housekeeper. I’m going to find out what she knows about this. I’ll be right back.”


Nancy made her way through a maze of police cars, an ambulance, and an assortment of other vehicles that were now parked by the cliff.


She watched Mrs. Adams walk slowly away from the crowd. The housekeeper leaned against the trunk of a large tree for support.


“Mrs. Adams?” Nancy called out.


Mrs. Adams’s eyes were wide with fear. She stared vacantly as Nancy approached.


“Mrs. Adams,” Nancy repeated. “I’m Nancy Drew. I met you at Mrs. Crown’s home earlier today.”


It took a few minutes for Nancy’s words to register. Finally, Mrs. Adams nodded. “Oh, yes. . . . I remember now. . . .” The housekeeper’s words trailed off and she broke into uncontrollable sobs. “This is so terrible. . . . I’ve worked for Mrs. Crown for over twenty years. She’s such a fine woman. I can’t believe she’s dead,” Mrs. Adams said in a choking voice.


Nancy spoke gently to the older woman. “Don’t give up hope, Mrs. Adams. They haven’t found a body yet. Is it possible,” Nancy asked, “that someone else was driving Mrs. Crown’s car?”


“No,” Mrs. Adams replied. “I saw Mrs. Crown leave in the car at around five o’clock this afternoon. She was alone.”
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