
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
The Stolen Mask:

A Nancy Keene Mystery

 


 


 


By Louise Hathaway

Copyright Louise Hathaway 2014

 


Smashwords Edition 2014

 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be
reproduced or used without the written consent of the author,
except for brief quotes in reviews.

 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this
copyrighted work is illegal.

 


Please respect the hard work of this author.

 


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, and
places are either the product of the author's imagination or used
fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons (living or dead),
locales, and companies is entirely coincidental.
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"I loved it! This is a very clever parody of
Nancy Drew set in the current times. Nancy Keene, her father Drew
Keene, and her friend Beth travel to London where they not only
meet Daniel Craig (James Bond) but also solve his mystery. I love
Nancy Drew and I love England. The two together is a winner."

 


"Great story line for readers who loved Nancy
Drew as a young person. It moves quickly and is a fun light
read!"
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Chapter I: An Intriguing Invitation

 


 


Four teenagers were enjoying the lazy days of
summer at a house in the Hollywood Hills that Nancy Keene’s father
bought last year after he won a big case. Nancy and her boyfriend,
Ned, played a game of chess, using very special chess pieces that
looked like different characters out of Sherlock Holmes’ stories.
Nancy was good at playing chess, but Ned was even better. He moved
the black king (Professor Moriarty) into position and told her,
“Checkmate, Nancy. Say ‘bye-bye’ to Irene Adler and Sherlock.”

“Not again!” she complained. “Let’s play
another game.”

He protested, “Nancy, we’ve already played
two. We can’t keep playing until you win. You’re so
competitive.”

Nancy admitted that he was probably right and
asked her girlfriends if they agreed with his description of
her.

“Huh?” answered their friend Beth, who was
stretched out on the davenport with her nose in a book.

Ned asked, “What are you reading?”

“Pride and Prejudice.”

“How do you like it so far?” Nancy
inquired.

Beth, the one who was the most boy-crazy of
the girls answered, “I hope that someday I’ll find my Mr.
Darcy.”

Their friend, Georgette, who was sitting on
the floor putting together pieces of a jigsaw puzzle chimed in,
“How can you like him? He’s such a snob.”

Beth defended her hero. “It takes a while for
him to warm up to people.”

Nancy shook her head. “You know, don’t you,
that the book’s original title was First Impressions?”

Beth said, “That makes sense. Elizabeth
Bennett has a bad first impression of him, too.”

“What do you think, Ned?” Nancy asked.

“I don’t read chick-lit,” he told her,
dismissively.

“It’s not just chick lit,” Nancy protested.
“It’s a classic in British Literature.”

“If I’m going to read fiction, I prefer books
by John Grisham. I love getting lost in his stories.”

Beth said, “I wish we could go to England and
meet some guys. You know, like those cute guys in ‘One Direction’.
I just love their British accents.”

Nancy said, “My Dad’s going to London on
business next week. Maybe I can talk him into letting us come
along.”

“That would be so awesome! Thanks for the
invitation!” Beth said.

Ned demurred. “I can’t go. I promised my
uncle that I would help him at his ranch in Lake Perris.”

“I’d rather go with Ned,” Georgette said.
“I’d love to ride bucking broncos and go barrel racing.”

Ned laughed and told her, “His horses aren’t
exactly bucking broncos.”

“Can I tag along? Please?” she asked Ned.

Nancy felt a spark of jealousy upon hearing
that another girl wanted to spend time with her boyfriend but told
herself that she could trust Georgette because she was the most
‘un-boy crazy’ girl she knew.

Ned asked Nancy, “Wouldn’t you like to come
to the ranch with me?”

“Sure. Someday. But right now, all I can
think of is the possibility of seeing England for the first time.
Just imagine: the land of Dickens, Agatha Christie, Jane Austen,
the Brontes—all of them. I’ve always wanted to go on a pilgrimage
to the land of my favorite writers.”

Beth asked, “Do you think your dad would mind
if I tagged along?”

“I don’t even know if he’d let me tag along.
I’ll make his favorite dinner tonight when he comes home and butter
him up a bit. Then, I’ll spring the question on him.”

Ned said, “You sure know how to wrap your dad
around your little finger, Nancy. Hasn’t he caught on yet?”

Nancy laughed and admitted, “Yeah. He can see
right through me, but it’s worth a try.”

“I hope he says, ‘yes’,” Beth exclaimed.

“Me, too,” Nancy replied, her blue eyes
sparkling with adventure.

 



Chapter II: Nancy Inquires

 


 


Nancy’s Dad loved when she made Cassoulet;
so, she got out her Julia Child Cookbook and wrote down the
ingredients she needed to buy at the store. She climbed into her
blue vintage roadster and headed off to Trader Joe’s. She turned
the top down on her convertible because she loved being a
California girl and feeling the wind blow through her hair.

Ray-Bans in place, she was on her way. She
took the curves in the Hollywood Hills expertly, like she had been
driving them her entire life.

 


*******

 


Later, when her dad walked inside their home
at 6:00 PM, his nose led him to the kitchen so that he could better
smell the heavenly concoction.

Nancy stood at the stove wearing her Provence
apron that he gave her after a business trip to France.

He kissed his daughter on top of her head and
said, “Please tell me that you’re making Cassoulet.”

“Right you were, Dad.”

“Oh, boy! When will it be ready?”

“Whenever you feel like eating it.”

“I’ll go change.”

“I took some Dom Perignon from your wine
cellar and it’s chilling on ice.”

As he was walking upstairs, he said, “You
must have a really big favor to ask me.”

“What was that, Dad?”

“Oh, nothing, dear.”

 


*******

 


When he came back downstairs, he was dressed
in Levi’s and a polo shirt. Nancy had lit the candles in the dining
room and she and her father sat down to have a wonderful French
meal together.

As he was finishing his plate he said, “Okay,
honey. Fess up. What do you want from me? A shopping trip to Paris
with your girlfriends?”

“Oh, no, Dad. Nothing like that. It’s much
more practical.”

“Practical, huh? Now you’ve really got me
wondering.”

She asked, “Would you like some Tarte au
Citron to have with your coffee?”

“Sure, if you’re serving.”

“You just stay right there, and I’ll get
everything for you.”

In a few minutes, she carried a tray into the
dining room with two slices of lemon tart and two piping hot cups
of Starbucks coffee.

“This sure is the life,” her father said.

“It sure is!” she enthusiastically
replied.

“Okay, Nancy. Tell me about your ‘practical’
plan.”

“It’s not super-practical. I don’t want to
get your hopes up or anything.”

“Okay. Do tell.”

She patted her lips daintily with a linen
napkin from Sur la Table, and asked, “Well…you know how you’re
going to London next week?”

“Yes…”

“I was wondering if I could tag along. I
think it would be a great opportunity for me to learn about other
cultures. And to, you know, visit all those important literary
sights of the writers I’m so fond of reading. It would make an
excellent travel essay for my Journalism class that I’m taking in
the fall. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“Honey, I have to work. I wouldn’t be able to
take you around.”

“I heard that it’s really easy riding The
Underground.”

“By yourself? There are some real unsavory
characters hanging around those train stations.”

“Well, as a matter of fact…since you brought
up that excellent point…”

“Just come out with it, honey.”

“It wouldn’t just be me, all by myself. I was
thinking of having Beth come along, too. She could help keep me
safe.”

“Yes…when she’s not chasing after some boy or
another.”

“Dad, see that’s where you were wrong about
her. She’s actually a big fan of British Literature. She just can’t
get enough of Jane Austen.”

“Well, it’s nice to hear that she’s applying
herself.”

“So, does that mean, ‘Yes’?”

“Where in the world did you hear ‘yes’ in my
sentence?”

“Please. Pretty please, with sugar on
top.”

“Well, I want to know all of her emergency
contact information. And she must give me written consent from her
parents that they approve of her coming.”

“Oh, Dad. Always thinking like an
attorney.”

“Does she even have a passport? We’re going
next week, you know.”

“She got one last summer when her family
visited relatives in British Columbia.”

“I want you to promise to stay out of
mischief while we’re there. And better leave all mysteries alone.
Do you hear me, young lady?”

“Certainly, Dad. No mysteries. I hear you
loud and clear.”

He laughed at her and said, “Maybe I should
get that in writing, too.”

After her earnest entreaties, she phoned Beth
with the good news and they chattered like a couple of magpies.
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