






Treasure trouble is brewing.




My turn! Bess declared. My clue is totally bodacious. Go and look under the bushes.

Bess! George wailed as the twins ran off. That wasnt a clueyou told them exactly where it was!

I didnt say which bush! Bess insisted.

The girls caught up with the twins. Damien was kneeling next to the bushes, his hand stretched underneath.

Theres nothing here, Damien reported.

Huh? Nancy said, surprised. It has to be there.

Let me look, George said. Dropping to her knees she practically crawled underneath the bushes.

What do you see, George? Nancy asked.

Just dirt and a bunch of pebbles, George said. She looked up with wide eyes. The treasure chest is gone!
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CHAPTER ONE

Beaches and Scream




Stop the van! Bess Marvin cried. I forgot something important!

Eight-year-old Nancy Drew turned to her best friend Bess. So did her other best friend, George Fayne.

What did you forget? Nancy Drew asked. Your new swimsuit with the polka dots? Your sunglasses?

Those funny-looking flip-flops of yours that look like banana peels? George asked.

All three friends were sitting side by side in the backseat of Mrs. Faynes catering van.

Theyre not funny looking! Bess said. Her blond hair whipped Nancys face as she shook her head. I forgot to put sunscreen between my toes. My bag is in the trunk.

George heaved a big sigh. She was Besss cousin but with her dark hair and brown eyes looked nothing like Bess.

You already put tons of sunscreen on, Bess, George said. My moms van smells like the inside of a coconut!

Nancy took a whiff. The inside of Mrs. Faynes van usually smelled like coleslaw and pickles. Thats because cooking and delivering food was part of her catering job.

Dont worry, Bess, Mrs. Fayne said. Her eyes twinkled in the rearview mirror as she drove. As soon as we get to Barnacle Beach you can put on more sunscreen.

Beach! Nancy repeated. She was so excited, she had the wiggles. It was Tuesday morning and the start of summer vacation. The girls couldnt wait to get to Barnacle Beach to help Mrs. Fayne with a special pirate-themed party. There would be swashbuckling games, pirate decorations, a treasure chest filled with party favorsand kids, kids, kids!

Who is the party for, Aunt Louise? Bess asked.

Its for twins named Ivy and Damien Teasdale, Mrs. Fayne explained. They and their little cousin are spending the summer with their grandmother.

Their rich grandmother, George added. I heard she lives in a mansion with her own private beach.

A private beach? Bess said, her blue eyes flashing. Ill bet every kid around will be at that party.

Im afraid not, Bess, Mrs. Fayne said. Mrs. Teasdale sent out invitations, but no one is coming.

Why not? Nancy asked with surprise.

Mrs. Teasdale didnt tell me, Mrs. Fayne said, shrugging her shoulders as she drove. I guess its a mystery.

If anyone knew about mysteries, it was Nancy, Bess, and George. They had their own detective club called the Clue Crew.

Its a mystery, all right, Bess said. Whoever heard of a kids party without kids?

Thats why you girls are coming, Mrs. Fayne explained. I promised Mrs. Teasdale food, fun, and friends!

The girls high-fived. Then they gazed out the car windows for signs of Barnacle Beach. The first one they saw was a colorful billboard that read WELCOME TO BARNACLE BEACHHOME OF LONNY THE LAKE LIZARD!

Whos Lonny the Lake Lizard? Nancy wondered.

You mean whats Lonny the Lake Lizard? George asked.

Mrs. Fayne drove another five minutes before pulling up to a big white house with red shutters. A sign over the front door read BARNACLE BETTYS LAKESIDE LODGE.

Welcome to our hotel, Mrs. Fayne announced. Its right up the road from the Teasdale mansion.

The girls glanced up the road to see a huge pink house. Super huge. The front yard had a rose garden and hedges trimmed to look like seahorses and dolphins.

Not too shabby! George exclaimed.

While Mrs. Fayne parked the van the girls carried their gear into the hotel. Nancy wheeled her purple suitcase, George carried her backpack and her moms laptop computer case, and Bess wheeled two suitcasesone with each hand!

Whats in those suitcases, Bess? George asked. Were here only two days!

I couldnt decide which of my summer clothes to bring, Bess said with a grin. So I brought them all!

Once inside the hotel the girls gazed around the lobby. In the middle stood a table shaped like the steering wheel of a ship. The colorful wallpaper was decorated with a seahorse and fish design.

I hope the hotel is near the beach, Nancy said.

I hope it has Wi-Fi, George added, lifting the computer case. She was a computer geekeven on vacation!

A woman with short brown hair waved to them from behind the reception desk. Im Barnacle Betty, she said cheerily. And Ill bet you kids are here to see Lonny the Lake Lizard!

Is there really a lake lizard here? Bess asked.

Would I be selling these if there wasnt? Betty asked. She pulled a cap and T-shirt from under the desk. They both read I SAW LONNY AT BARNACLE BEACH!

Did you ever see Lonny? Nancy asked.

Other people told me they did, Betty admitted. She pointed to a bunch of framed pictures hanging behind the desk. See for yourself.

The girls leaned over the desk to get a closer look. Most of the pictures showed a shadowy figure on the beach or in the water. He looked like some kind of giant lizard!

Oh, no! Bess said. How can we go swimming with a giant lizard monster in the water?

Dont you worry, Goldilocks, Betty said, and laughed. I heard Lonny is as gentle as a scaly pussycat. Just keep an eye on your beach toys and snack foods.

How come? Nancy asked in a hushed voice.

Because, Betty said, leaning over the desk, whatever Lonny the Lake Lizard wants, Lonny takes!

Mrs. Fayne stepped up to the desk to check in. While she spoke to Betty the girls huddled together, whispering.

Maybe we should have stayed in River Heights! George said. The only monsters there are my brothers.

I hate monsters! Bess whimpered. More than I hate string beans, snakes, and upside-down rides.


We never saw a monster yet, Bess, Nancy said firmly. And we never will.

Once Mrs. Fayne had the keys they headed down the hallway to their rooms. Mrs. Fayne had her own room. Connected by a door was another, bigger room shared by the girls. It had three beds and a shell-shaped sink in the bathroom. But the best part was right outside the window.

The beach! Nancy exclaimed.

The three friends gazed out the window at Barnacle Beach. Grown-ups lay on beach towels while kids played in the sand and splashed in the lake. Sailboats and rowboats drifted in the distance.

Its awesome! Nancy gasped.

And not a monster in sight, Bess said with relief.

Time to get ready, girls! Mrs. Fayne called.

Nancy, Bess, and George didnt change into their swimsuits. Instead they tied pirate bandannas around their heads and slipped beaded necklaces around their necks. Bess squirted on more sunscreen. They had a party to work on!

It wasnt long before Mrs. Fayne and the girls were unloading food and party supplies at the Teasdale mansion.

Just bring everything into the entrance hall, please, a silver-haired woman called from the front door.

That must be Mrs. Teasdale, Nancy said as they lugged boxes and plastic bags toward the house.

If Mrs. Teasdale is so rich, Bess whispered, where are the butlers and maids to help us?

Nancy didnt see any butlers or maids, just a boy and a girl waiting in the entrance hall.

This is Damien and Ivy. Mrs. Teasdale introduced them with a smile. Theyre turning eight today.

Were eight too, Bess said. Were in the third grade at River Heights Elementary School.

Ivy and Damien attend the Worthington Academy for Exceptional Children, Mrs. Teasdale said. It has two Olympic-sized swimming pools and a string of polo ponies.

Our school has a frozen-yogurt machine in the lunchroom, George bragged. It spits out sprinkles.

Damien frowned at the girls. I thought a boy named George was supposed to come, he said.

Shes George, Bess said, pointing to her cousin. Her real name is Georgia, but she hates it, so its a secret.


Until now, George snapped at Bess.

Great, Damien mumbled to himself. My sister, my bratty cousin Poppy, and now three more girls!

Where is Poppy, anyway? Ivy asked, looking around.

Probably getting into trouble again, Mrs. Teasdale said in a frosty voice.

Ivy and Damien went upstairs to change into pirate costumes. Nancy, Bess, and George helped Mrs. Fayne decorate the Teasdales private beach for the party.

After tying balloons to a picnic table they looked for a good place to hide the treasure chest. Nancy saw a patch of bushes in the back of the beach.

There! Nancy said. The bushes will totally cover the treasure chest.

The girls filled the chest with sparkly eye patches, plastic beads, and toy telescopes. They were about to shut the chest whenIts not fair! a voice screamed.


The girls whirled around. Behind them stood a girl wearing denim shorts and a stained pink T-shirt. She looked about six years old. Nancy guessed it was Poppy.

My cousins always have cool parties! Poppy screamed. All I got for my birthday was lunch at Chucky Chicken!

Bess pointed to Poppys T-shirt and said, Is that where you got all those stains?

Some of them, Poppy answered. She pointed to her stains one by one. This is mustard from a Cubs game hot dog. This one is chocolate ice cream from the circus.

Poppy suddenly pointed at the lake. Look! she screamed again. Theres Lonny the Lake Monster!

Where? Where? the girls said, spinning around.

Kidding! Poppy laughed. She kept laughing as she walked away.

She saw us hiding the treasure chest, George said. Should we find another place to hide it?


Too late! Nancy said. Here come Ivy and Damien!

The girls shoved the chest under the bushes until it was totally covered by leaves and branches. Then they raced to the twins on the beach.

Look! Pirates! Ivy said, pointing to the lake.

Not another joke, George grumbled.

But as the girls turned toward the lake their jaws dropped. Drifting on the water was a boat flying a black pirate flag. As Nancy looked closer she gasped. Inside the boat were two real-live pirates.
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