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DEDICATION


For Robin Preiss Glasser—
how fortunate that we became a pair!
—J.O’C.

For Beth and Georgie,
 with all my love forever
—R.P.G.
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“Are we wealthy?” Nancy asked her parents. Being wealthy sounded—well, it sounded wealthier than just being rich.

It was Sunday afternoon. Her father was checking the kitchen cabinets and making out a grocery list. Her mother sat at the breakfast table, paying bills. JoJo was feeding Frenchy part of a sugar cookie.
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Her mom looked up from her laptop. “What makes you ask that?”

“Mom!” Nancy cried. “You always do that!”

“Do what?” her mom asked.

“Instead of answering a question, you ask another one.” Nancy sighed. “I’m not being nosy. I am being inquisitive. So . . . are we?”

“Nope,” her mother said. “We’re definitely not wealthy.”

“But,” her dad added, “we have a roof over our heads that only leaks a little, clothes on our backs, and—once I get back from the supermarket—I can promise none of us will go hungry.”

“Exactly. We aren’t rich and we aren’t poor.” Nancy’s mother handed her father a bunch of coupons for stuff on sale. “We are lucky to be somewhere in the middle,” she told Nancy. “We have everything we need but maybe not everything we wish we had.”
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Nancy had expected that answer. The Clancys were average. That was fine. She understood that her family was lucky not to be poor. Still, average sounded boring.

“Grace’s family is wealthy.”

Nancy’s mom didn’t answer. She was focused on her laptop.

“Her grandpa is a millionaire,” Nancy went on. “Someday Grace will be an heiress. That means she’ll get tons of money after he’s dead.”

Getting a fortune sounded great to Nancy. Finding a fortune sounded even better. At school, room 3D was learning about the Gold Rush of 1849.

“Did you know that as soon as gold was found in California, thousands and thousands of people raced out there? They all wanted to find gold and get rich quick, and some did!” Nancy paused, then went on, “If that happened to me, we could fly to Paris and stay at a fancy hotel. I’d buy a whole new wardrobe. Not just for me but for all of you.”

[image: image]

“Merci beaucoup,” her mom said. “That’s very sweet.” Then she put down a stack of bills. “Sure, being rich would be fun. Still, it isn’t what’s most important to Dad or me.”

Her dad stuffed the shopping list and coupons in his back pocket. Then he jangled his car keys. “Come on, girls. After the Stop and Shop we can hit a tag sale. Who knows what treasures we’ll find.”

Nancy knew that by “treasures” her dad meant old superhero comic books. He had boxes and boxes of them from when he was a kid. And he was always adding to his collection.
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JoJo leaped up on their dad for a piggyback ride out the door.

“Alas, I cannot come,” Nancy told her father. She had to put the finishing touches on her project for Gold Fever Day. It was tomorrow. And Nancy’s project was superb, if she did say so herself.
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It was late afternoon. Nancy finished gluing gold glitter and pebbles to the bottom of an old pie pan. The pebbles were painted gold. Then she started writing her paragraph. She stuck in as many vivid—that meant interesting—words as she could think of.

“Long ago in days of yore, one way prospectors discovered gold was by—”

Suddenly a bell rang outside her window. It meant Bree had sent a message in their Top-Secret Special Delivery mailbox. The mailbox was actually a basket. It was strung on a rope between Nancy’s bedroom window and Bree’s.
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Nancy reeled in the basket and looked at the message. It was written in secret code. The trouble was, she and Bree kept switching codes to make sure their messages stayed super-secret. Which code were they using now? It took a minute before it came to her. She had to look at each letter and then jump back to the one before it in the alphabet. B became A, C became B, and so on.

The message was brief. It said: Meet me in the clubhouse. Now!

Ooh la la! This sounded important, maybe even urgent. Finishing her homework would just have to wait!

Nancy dashed downstairs and out the side door into the Clancys’ backyard. She had just plopped down on one of the beanbag chairs in the clubhouse when Bree came bursting in.

“Ta-da!” she cried, and thrust an arm out toward Nancy. Bree was holding a long black rod with a big double ring on one end.

“What on earth is that contraption?” Nancy asked.

“A metal detector.”

A metal detector? Nancy sprang from the beanbag chair to take a closer look.

“My dad needed to rent one for a commercial he’s shooting. For Solid Gold chocolate bars.” Bree’s father worked at an advertising agency. He did way more fun stuff than Nancy’s father, who helped people with their taxes. “We can try it out if we’re careful.”
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“For real?” Nancy clutched Bree’s hand. “Who knows? We might find long-lost treasure!”

“Fingers crossed!” Bree wanted to get rich quick just as much as Nancy did. But she was more realistic. So she said, “Look, it’ll be exciting if we just find some coins. Watch this.” Bree pushed a button at the top of the rod. Then she pointed the double-ring thingie at the buckles on her shoes.
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Bleep! Bleep! Bleep! went the metal detector.

Double ooh la la! “Do it on me now!” Nancy bent down so Bree could point the double rings at the silver barrettes in Nancy’s hair.

The metal detector bleeped wildly again!

They didn’t bother shooting to see who got to look for treasure first. Since the metal detector belonged to Bree, sort of, it seemed only fair to start in her yard. And it went without saying that any treasure they found they’d split even Stephen.

They began at the far end of the yard by the fence. Slowly they worked their way toward the deck. The metal detector was much heavier than it looked. So they took turns, walking in straight lines back and forth, back and forth, across the grass.

The metal detector didn’t bleep a lot. But every time it did, the girls searched carefully to see what had set it off. After an hour, they had found:

       •  a key

       •  a bent spoon

       •  the top of a tuna-fish can

       •  a penny

“Maybe the key opens a treasure chest that’s buried somewhere,” Nancy said, but she didn’t sound very convincing, not even to herself.

“Nancy, face it. It’s a house key. That’s all.” Bree handed over the metal detector. “Maybe we’ll have better luck in your yard.”
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In Nancy’s yard pretty much the same kind of stuff turned up. Only a fork instead of a spoon and not even a single penny.

By now the sun was low in the sky. It was almost dinnertime. Nancy walked Bree back home. They took the shortcut, squeezing through the tall bushes separating their yards.

Suddenly the metal detector bleeped once more. Not very loudly.

“It won’t turn out to be anything good,” Bree said.
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Still, they both knelt in the dirt and felt around with their hands.
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Nancy touched something first. Her fingers wrapped around a very thin chain. Nancy gave a gentle tug and—triple ooh la la!—suddenly a very grubby necklace was in the palm of her hand.

Bree and Nancy both let out a scream.

“It’s the one Mrs. DeVine gave you!” Bree exclaimed. “The one you lost.”

Indeed it was. For once Nancy was speechless. She had never expected to lay eyes on the necklace again.

Nancy had often admired the necklace, which Mrs. DeVine kept in a jewelry box, and then—surprise, surprise—Mrs. DeVine presented it to Nancy on her last birthday. The necklace was more than fifty years old. Mrs. DeVine said it was a piece of costume jewelry. That meant the sparkly teardrops were rhinestones, not real diamonds. Nancy didn’t care. It was like wearing a tiny chandelier around her neck. Then a month ago the necklace had gone missing.

After rubbing off more dirt, Nancy could see that the clasp on the chain didn’t close all the way. That explained how it had gotten lost.

“I never even told Mrs. DeVine. I felt so bad. I thought it was my fault—that I’d been careless. But I wasn’t!”

“Wear it tonight when we go over to her house.”

Nancy smacked her forehead. “Sacre bleu!” That was French for yikes. “I totally forgot.”

On Sunday night Antiques in Your Attic was on TV. Bree and Nancy always went to Mrs. DeVine’s to watch it. Every week people brought in stuff from home and had it appraised. That meant they found out what it was worth. Most of the time stuff that looked like junk was just junk. But once in a while a super-ugly vase or a painting of crazy blobs turned out to be really valuable. That was always so thrilling to see. One woman fainted right on TV after hearing the good news.

Sunday night counted as a school night, of course. However, Bree and Nancy were allowed to watch the show since it was on public TV and counted as educational . . . but only if all their homework was done.

“I haven’t finished the writing part of my Gold Fever project.” Actually Nancy had hardly begun it. “I may have to miss the show.”

“Nan-cy!” Bree sounded irritated. She never left homework for the last minute. Never, ever.

At that very moment the girls heard Nancy’s mother calling her home for dinner. Antiques in Your Attic would be coming on right after that.

“Maybe I can finish in time to see the end of the show,” Nancy said.

As she walked back to her house, Nancy told herself that even if she got stuck doing homework, finding the necklace was worth missing TV. Although she hadn’t found any long-lost treasure today, she had found recently lost treasure.

That was just as superb.
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“Nancy! You won’t believe this!” Bree exclaimed. “You just missed a lady with an old doll. It was naked and missing an arm. But it was worth two thousand dollars!”

“Sacre bleu!” Nancy said as she entered the living room and took a seat on the divan. That’s what Mrs. DeVine called the couch.

“Have a cookie.” Mrs. DeVine passed a tray of fancy cookies to Nancy. “Oh! I see you’re wearing your necklace.”

Nancy touched her throat. Her mom had fixed the clasp. Even so, Nancy had put tape around it. She wasn’t taking any chances.

“The lady got the doll at a tag sale,” Bree went on. “She only paid fifty cents. Nancy, it was so creepy-looking, I had to shut my eyes.” Bree paused and gave a little shudder. “When the lady heard what it was worth, her eyes bugged way out and she said . . .”

“Wait! Let me guess,” Nancy shouted. “I bet she said, ‘Wow! Are you kidding? I had no idea!’”

It was what everybody said. Every single time.

The TV program was almost over.

A kid brought in a wind-up toy bank. It had once belonged to his great-grandfather. After he put a penny on the seal’s nose and turned a key in its back, the penny flipped way up and then dropped down into the slot in the bank.

“That’s pretty awesome,” Nancy said. Then she corrected herself. “I mean to say, ‘That’s startling and unusual
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