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More Favorites from a Beloved AuthorMandie and her friends set out to investigate and solve six
more mysteries in the next two volumes of THE MANDIE COLLECTION. Volume Ten includes
Mandie and the New York Secret, Mandie and the NIght Thief, and Mandie and the HIdden Past.

From the Back CoverRELIVE EXCITING MYSTERIESand learn important life lessons with
Mandie and Snowball and the whole gang. Be part of the adventurous series thatHas Sold Over
Six Million!Mandie and the New York SecretMandie, Joe, and Celia arrive in New York, eager to
see their friend Jonathan and learn the secret he has discovered. But they no sooner arrive than
find out Jonathan has gone off to Long Island! Wild with curiosity, Mandie isn't sure she can wait
for his return. Surely there's a clue somewhere...Mandie and the Night ThiefA visit to their friend
Tommy Patton's home in Charleston finds Mandie and the others in the midst of another mystery.
Strange noises from the third floor have convinced some of the servants that the house is
haunted. Then Mandie's jewelry starts to disappear. Who--or what--is in the house?Mandie and
the Hidden PastWhen Mandie learns of a crack in the wall of the secret tunnel beneath her
house, she's convinced it holds a mystery. The further she investigates, the more everyone
keeps her away, making Mandie more determined than ever. But what she finally discovers may
be better left buried! --This text refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorLois Gladys
Leppard (1924-2008) worked in Federal Intelligence for thirteen years in various countries
around the world before she settled in South Carolina. The stories of her own mother's childhood
as an orphan in western North Carolina are the basis for many of the incidents incorporated in
this series. --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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The Mandie Collection: Volume TenCopyright © 2003Lois Gladys LeppardMANDIE® and
SNOWBALL® are registered trademarks of Lois Gladys LeppardCover design by Dan
PittsCover illustrations by Chris Wold DyrudPublished by Bethany House Publishers11400
Hampshire Avenue SouthBloomington, Minnesota 55438Bethany House Publishers is a division
ofBaker Publishing Group, Grand Rapids, Michigan.Ebook edition created 2011All rights
reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form or by any means—for example, electronic, photocopy, recording—
without the prior written permission of the publisher. The only exception is brief quotations in
printed reviews.Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is on file at the Library of
Congress, Washington, DC.ForCAROL JOHNSON,who accepted the first Mandie Book twenty-
oneyears ago, and who has held Mandie by thehand all these years.And to all the wonderful
people atBethany House Publishers who accompaniedMandie on the way.With much love and
many thanks.CONTENTSMANDIE AND THE NEW YORK SECRETChapter 1 New York at Last!
Chapter 2 PlansChapter 3 A DiscoveryChapter 4 Mandie’s EscapadeChapter 5 The
StormChapter 6 WaitingChapter 7 DecisionsChapter 8 Old SecretsChapter 9 SearchingChapter
10 More InformationChapter 11 More MysteryChapter 12 From the Past“To thine own self be
true,and it must follow, as the night the day,Thou can’st not then be false to any man.”—William
Shakespeare,Hamlet (Polonius) Act 1, Scene 3CHAPTER ONENEW YORK AT LAST!The train
pulled into the station in New York and stopped with a sudden lurch. Mandie Shaw straightened
up in her seat and recaptured her white cat, who had managed to escape her with the
motion.“Snowball, you have to behave now. We’re going out there into a noisy, overcrowded
street,” she said as she secured his red leash and bent to pick up her small bag.“I’ll help you with
him,” Celia Hamilton said as she stood up.Mrs. Taft, Mandie’s grandmother, looked back as she
started down the aisle of the train car and said, “Amanda, be sure you hold on to that white cat
now.”“Yes, ma’am, I will,” Mandie replied, following Celia.Joe Woodard and his parents, Dr. and
Mrs. Woodard, came along behind them.“Yes, I don’t want to have to search for that cat in this
big city of New York,” Joe said with a grin as Mandie glanced back at him.As they all got off the
train, Dr. Woodard led the way out of the depot and hailed a public carriage. While everyone
waited inside the carriage, he went back to pick up the luggage.“It won’t be long now until I find
out what the secret is that Jonathan said he had found,” Mandie said to her friends.“It must be
something important for him to send you a message by wire to the depot back home,” Celia
said.“Remember he said in the wire to hurry up and come on up to New York, that he had found
a secret,” Mandie told her. “And he doesn’t know how close he came to missing me with the
message.”“He knew you were coming on up to visit while your mother and the others were at his
house,” Joe said.“But he didn’t know when we would get back to my house from visiting my
Cherokee kinpeople,” Mandie replied, rubbing Snowball’s fur to calm him down as he tried to get
away from her again.“I hope my mother has already been shopping when we get to Jonathan’s
house so I won’t have to spend so much time buying clothes,” Celia said.“Yes, and my mother,
too,” Mandie agreed. She glanced at her grandmother, Mrs. Taft, and Joe’s mother, Mrs.



Woodard, sitting across from them, but they were deep into their own conversation and were not
paying any attention to the young people.Finally Dr. Woodard and the driver came back with all
their luggage and loaded it, and then they started on their way to Jonathan Guyer’s house. Even
though Mandie had been to the big city of New York once before, and that was for Thanksgiving
in 1901, it was now June of 1903, and everything seemed new to her again. The carriage driver
drove as though he were going to a fire and ignored the pedestrians who scampered out of his
way as they crossed the streets before them. She held tightly to Snowball as the vehicle
swayed.When the carriage turned into the driveway of the Guyer mansion and stopped under
the portico, Mandie remembered seeing it that first time and being absolutely speechless to
learn that Jonathan lived in such a huge stone building. And as it had happened the other time
she came to visit, the door opened and the butler came out to assist with the luggage, only this
time she knew the man’s name.“Good morning, Jens,” Mandie greeted the man as he assisted
Mrs. Taft out of the carriage.Without even looking at her, the proper butler replied, “Good
morning, Miss Amanda.” After Mrs. Taft was safely out, he turned to help Mrs. Woodard alight.As
Mandie waited for everyone to go inside the house, Mrs. Yodkin, the Guyers’ housekeeper,
appeared at the doorway. “Please come in,” she told Mrs. Taft and Mrs. Woodard. Looking back
she added, “All of you, please come into the house.”Mandie looked around as they stepped into
the parlor that opened off the portico. There was no sign of Jonathan or his father, or Mandie’s
mother and the others who had come to New York ahead of them. Then she realized the others
were also wondering where everyone was.“Is Jonathan at home?” Mandie asked the
housekeeper.Mrs. Yodkin stopped and looked directly at Mrs. Taft and Dr. and Mrs. Woodard,
who had been following behind her. “I regret that there is no one here at the present. Everyone
has gone to visit friends in Long Island. Since we did not know your arrival date, Mr. Guyer left
the message that if you arrive in his absence you are to make yourselves comfortable.”“Gone to
Long Island?” Mrs. Taft repeated, frowning. “Probably to see the Fredericksons.”“Yes, madam,
that is where they went,” Mrs. Yodkin replied. “Now, if you will all come with me, I will show you to
your rooms.” At that moment Monet, the French maid, came into the room. “And Monet here will
show you young people to your quarters,” Mrs. Yodkin added.Mandie thought, What a difference
in our servants and the Guyers’. The ones in the Shaw household were treated with friendliness
and love. These people seemed to be cold and detached from the world.When Mrs. Yodkin
started toward the door, Mrs. Taft just stood there, frowning. “When is everyone coming back?”
she asked.Mrs. Yodkin stopped and looked back. “Mr. Guyer said they would return tomorrow,”
she explained. “They only left yesterday.” She continued walking out into the huge hallway. The
others followed.Mrs. Woodard looked at Mrs. Taft and said, “That will at least give us time to
recuperate from that long train journey.”“Yes, but we don’t have that much time to stay here,” Mrs.
Taft replied.Monet finally spoke to the young people. “If you will come this way, I will show you
your rooms,” she said, turning the other direction in the long hallway.The girls and Joe looked
into the rooms they passed along the way. Mandie remembered seeing the huge library they
passed, the music room with two baby grand pianos in it, a formal drawing room, and another



parlor. Huge double doors set in the mahogany wainscoting were closed.They reached the
carved stairway, split in the middle and rising on either side to meet a balcony above. At the
bottom of the stairs, Monet stopped and, pointing to a door with glass windowpanes in it, said, “I
remember you do not like the lift. Do you still not like it?” She waited.“Let’s walk up,” Mandie and
Celia said at once and then grinned at each other.Joe spoke up as they continued up the stairs.
“I should just ride up and let y’all walk. What are y’all going to do when you find a place that only
has elevators and no steps?”“Oh, Joe, there won’t ever be such a place,” Mandie replied,
holding on to Snowball as he tried to get down.“I wouldn’t guarantee that,” he replied.Monet went
ahead of them, threw open the door to a room on her right, and said, “Here is the room for you.”
She looked at Mandie and then added, “Box of sand for cat is here.”“Oh, thank you,” Mandie
replied, looking into the room.“And you will be next door,” the maid told Celia, pushing open the
door to the next room. Then quickly stepping across the hall, she opened another door and said,
“And this will be your room.” She looked at Joe.“Thank you,” Joe said.Jens and another servant
came along the hallway with their luggage, and Mandie, Joe, and Celia stepped out of the way
while it was deposited in their different rooms. Monet stood there waiting until this was
accomplished. Then she said, “We will have luncheon ready in thirty minutes.” Then she turned
and walked back down the hallway, following the other servants.“Thirty minutes,” Mandie
repeated. Turning to Joe, she said, “I’ll meet you back out here in fifteen minutes.”“All right,” Joe
agreed, going into the room he had been given.The girls found their rooms had an adjoining
bathroom, and each bedroom had a huge four-poster bed. Mandie put Snowball down at last,
and he immediately found the sandbox.“Why don’t we just share one room?” Celia asked. “Then
we can talk.”“Yes, I was going to suggest that,” Mandie agreed. “We can use this one because
Snowball’s sandbox is in here. Now, let’s hurry and change clothes so we can go talk to Joe.”
She looked at the small china clock on the mantelpiece.At that moment there was a slight knock
on the door, and Zelda, the other maid, stuck her head in. “I come to unpack zee clothes,” she
said in her foreign accent.“Oh, hello, Zelda,” Mandie greeted her. “Let us just get something out
right now to change out of these traveling clothes, and then you can hang everything up.”“Yes,”
Zelda agreed, going to open the trunk the men had put in the bedroom.“They put my trunk in the
other room, and you can hang everything up in the wardrobe in there, but I am going to sleep in
here with Mandie,” Celia explained.Zelda looked at her, smiled, and said, “I know. House too big,
dark, empty.” She began unpacking Mandie’s dresses.While Zelda was doing that, Mandie went
into the other room with Celia to help her open her trunk and get something out to change
into.The girls actually made the change and were out in the hallway within fifteen minutes. Joe
was already sitting on a settee near his doorway. Various pieces of furniture and lamps were
placed all along the corridors of the Guyer mansion.“Y’all made it,” he said, standing up and
grinning.“Let’s just sit here a minute,” Mandie told him as she and Celia sat down and he sat
beside them.“It’s a long way back to the parlor, so we can’t sit too long,” he reminded them.“I
know,” Mandie replied. “I just wanted to ask, without anyone around to hear, do y’all think we
could start trying to find out what this secret is that Jonathan said he had found?”“Oh, Mandie,



how can we look for something when we don’t even know what we are looking for?” Joe asked
with a loud sigh.“Well, in the message Jonathan said he had found a secret, so it must be
something you can see,” Mandie explained.“But this house is so big we’ll never be able to see
any secret that Jonathan might have found without his help,” Celia reminded her.“Anyhow, how
can you find a secret?” Joe asked. “A secret is usually something someone knows or does that
they don’t want you to find out about.”“Joe, now you are getting complicated,” Mandie argued.
“You know Jonathan doesn’t exactly use the same English we do, since we’re from the south and
he’s here in the north. So he says things in a different way from us sometimes.”Joe suddenly
stood up and said, “Anyhow, I think we’d better get started back to the parlor.” Grinning at
Mandie, he added, “We sure don’t want to keep your grandmother waiting for her meal.”“Joe,
that’s mean,” Mandie said, pouting as the three started down the hallway.“Well, I could include
my parents in that, too. They like their meals when they are hungry, and I imagine they are all
awfully hungry by now,” Joe said.“I am hungry myself,” Celia told them.“Me too,” Mandie added,
walking faster down the long hallway. “And I have to bring something back for Snowball. I hope
nobody lets him out of our room while we’re gone.”“All of the servants know you brought him, so I
imagine they’ll be watching out for him,” Celia said.Suddenly Mandie stopped and asked,
“Where are we going? No one told us where to go.” She looked at her friends with a
frown.“Hmm,” Joe said, running his long fingers through his unruly brown hair. “I suppose we
should go back to the parlor where we came in.”“There will probably be someone in there to tell
us where we are expected to eat,” Celia added.“This house is just too big,” Mandie complained
as they walked on down the huge staircase they had come up before.“Now I believe we go down
this hallway,” Joe said, motioning to the left.The girls stood there looking at the different corridors
branching off from the bottom of the steps.“Yes, I believe you are right,” Mandie agreed.With Joe
leading the way, they eventually found the parlor again. Mrs. Taft and Mrs. Woodard were sitting
there talking as Dr. Woodard roamed the room looking at the fine objects on shelves and in
cabinets, which had evidently been collected from various countries and which looked very
expensive.“We finally got back,” Mandie said, going to sit on a settee near the two ladies. Joe
and Celia joined her. “Grandmother, I thought your house was big, but this one is absolutely too
big. You have to walk miles to get from one place to the other.”“Yes, I know,” Mrs. Taft replied. “I
see no reason to display one’s wealth in that way.”Before Mandie could reply to that, Dr.
Woodard settled down in a nearby chair and said, “But it is good exercise, especially after eating
all the rich food served in such households.”Mandie smiled at him and said, “But I like to get my
exercise outdoors where I can walk and walk. And as far as I remember, New York is not very
walkable.”Joe grinned at her and said, “Is there such a word? Walkable?”Mandie blew out her
breath and said, “Oh, you know what I mean. It’s so crowded here in New York, you can’t walk
down a street without getting bumped into and having to get out of someone’s way.” And then
grinning at him, she added, “But I do love New York. I’m just not used to it.”Mrs. Yodkin came to
the doorway just then and said, “Ladies and sirs, if you will all follow me, please. We have the
meal ready.”She led them to a small dining room at the back of the house that had French



windows overlooking an enclosed garden. As everyone sat down at the table, she explained,
“We did not open the windows because Master Jonathan’s dog is out here in the garden and he
would be likely to come into the house.”Mandie quickly leaned forward to look out one of the
windows. “Yes, there he is, sitting there watching us,” she said. “So Jonathan still has him.” The
big white dog was looking at her.“Yes, miss, and he has become one of the family,” Mrs. Yodkin
said with a smile. “Now, if you are all ready, we will serve the food,” she added to Mrs. Taft and
Mrs. Woodard.Mrs. Taft nodded, and Mrs. Woodard said, looking around the table, “I believe we
are ready and probably hungry, too, after that fare on the train.”Mrs. Yodkin stood back, watching
and supervising the other servants as they poured coffee, brought steaming food to the table in
expensive china bowls, and checked to see that everyone had napkins and the proper
silverware, all of which was already on the table when they sat down. Mandie smiled to herself
as she realized the servants were only going through a memorized ritual for serving
meals.Finally, as everyone began eating, Mandie looked down the table at her grandmother and
asked, “Do you have plans for us today, or are we just going to sit around and rest?”Mrs. Taft laid
down her fork and replied, “Mrs. Woodard and I have been discussing that, dear, and we have
decided that we will just recuperate from our journey today.” Smiling at Dr. Woodard, she added,
“And the doctor thought that was a good idea.”“A good idea except that I need to get some
exercise,” Dr. Woodard replied. Looking at the young people, he said, “Thought maybe you all
would be interested in a long walk this afternoon.”“Oh yes, sir,” Mandie quickly replied with a big
smile.“Yes, sir,” Celia nodded.“Count me in,” Joe told them.“Then we’ll just get out and go,” Dr.
Woodard replied. Turning to his wife and Mrs. Taft, he added, “Are y’all sure you don’t want to
come with us?”“No, I’ll get enough exercise just walking around this huge house,” Mrs. Woodard
replied.“And I will get my exercise tomorrow when we all go shopping,” Mrs. Taft said. Looking at
Mandie, she said, “Now, Amanda, you are not to go off out of this yard without an adult with you.
Is that understood?”“Yes, ma’am,” Mandie replied. Then she asked Dr. Woodard, “Do you think
we could take Jonathan’s dog with us for that walk? As far as I remember, Whitey loves exploring
streets and sidewalks.”“Yes, I suppose we could. But, Joe, you will have to be responsible for the
dog and see that he doesn’t get away from us,” the doctor answered.“Yes, sir, Whitey will
remember us, I think, and there won’t be any problem controlling him on the streets,” Joe
said.Looking at her grandmother, Mandie said, “I should take Snowball with me so he can get
some exercise. I can put him on his leash!” Then smiling, she added, “And Whitey will behave
with Snowball around. He’s afraid of the cat.”Everyone laughed. Even the prim servants
smiled.Turning back to her friends, Mandie said, “Maybe we could explore the garden to see if
we can find Jonathan’s secret.”Joe blew out his breath, frowned, and then smiled as he said,
“Amanda Elizabeth Shaw, how are we going to find Jonathan’s secret when we don’t even know
what it is we’re looking for?” He spoke so loudly he caught his father looking at him.“Joe, let’s
keep this a secret among us three,” Mandie whispered. “We don’t want grown-ups messing in
our business, do we? We’d never solve a mystery with them in on it.”Celia smiled at Mandie and
asked, “And what are we going to do when we get to be grown-ups? I’m already fifteen, and you



soon will be.”“Oh, that’s a long time away before we get to be grown-ups,” Mandie quickly told
her. “And tell me one thing. Why should we stop tracking down mysteries and secrets when we
do grow up? I’m sure I’ll have the same curiosity about things that I do now.”“That’s the truth,” Joe
said, grinning. “You’ll never outgrow it, Mandie.”Celia thought about that, frowned, and then said,
“I’m not sure what I will do when I am grown. It might be fun to act like the dignified young ladies
that Miss Hope and Miss Prudence are trying to make out of us at their school.”“No, that would
be too restrictive,” Mandie protested. “I want to do whatever I want to do, not what someone else
thinks I should do.”“Wait till you get to college,” Joe said, looking at both girls. “Then you will have
to settle down, at least a little.”“Oh, Joe, you go to college and I can’t see that you have changed
any,” Mandie told him. Then, lowering her voice so her grandmother wouldn’t hear her at the
other end of the table, she added, “I am still thinking about asking Grandmother to take all of us
back to Europe next summer for our graduation from the Heathwood’s School. We could at least
have one last fling.” She grinned at Celia and Joe.“Well, I suppose, if you call that a fling,” Joe
said.“I would call it very educational and a whole lot of fun,” Celia added.“When I catch the right
time and place to ask Grandmother about this, I’ll let y’all know,” Mandie promised. She hurried
to finish eating. She was anxious to walk the streets of New York right now.CHAPTER
TWOPLANSThe weather was warm for June in New York. Mandie was glad Dr. Woodard led
them over to Central Park to walk beneath the trees. Dozens of people sat in the shade there,
reading, talking, or just relaxing and watching strollers go by.Dr. Woodard, always the friendly
gentleman, nodded, tipped his hat, and smiled as they passed several ladies who smiled at
them.As soon as they were out of hearing, Joe quickly asked, “Did you know those ladies?”Dr.
Woodard grinned at him and said, “Why, no, never saw them before in my life. It doesn’t hurt
anyone to smile, does it?”Joe looked at Mandie walking by his side, with Celia in step with Dr.
Woodard. “You don’t smile at anyone in this park,” Joe warned her with a frown. “This is New York
and you never know what reaction you might get from a stranger in this town.”“I can assure you,
if someone smiles at me first I’ll smile right back,” Mandie replied with a frown. Looking at Dr.
Woodard, she added, “Just like your father does.”“But you are a pretty young lady, and it’s
dangerous for young ladies to be friendly with strangers,” Joe said. He held the end of the leash
for Whitey as the dog trotted along and smelled everything.“If you couldn’t protect me and Celia,
then Whitey can,” Mandie replied. She set Snowball down to walk at the end of his red
leash.“Oh, Mandie, this is getting to be a silly conversation. Let’s change the subject,” Joe told
her.“Like Jonathan’s secret,” Mandie said, making sure Dr. Woodard couldn’t hear her.“All right,
then, Jonathan’s secret,” Joe agreed with a shrug. “But there’s nothing we can do about that until
Jonathan comes back home.”Slowing down to let Dr. Woodard and Celia walk a little ahead,
Mandie whispered to Joe, “I have decided we ought to search his room to see if we can find
anything relating to a secret.”“Oh no, not me,” Joe quickly told her. “I am not searching anyone’s
room for any reason, much less for something that we don’t even know what it is. Besides, I think
it would be dishonest.”“We wouldn’t be doing any harm,” Mandie argued. “And he will never know
we did it.”“Harm?” Joe exclaimed. “It would not be right to go through another person’s personal



things.”Dr. Woodard and Celia both suddenly stopped and looked back. They were a few feet
ahead of Mandie and Joe.“Are y’all tired already?” Celia asked.“Tired? Oh no,” Mandie quickly
replied, walking faster. “Just dillydallying.” She smiled at her friend.They had come to the edge of
the park. Dr. Woodard looked ahead, then glanced back to say, “I see a place over there that
looks like it might have coffee. What do y’all say?”Mandie quickly said, “I say yes, sir.” She could
see a small sidewalk café across the street. She picked up Snowball as he tried to run
ahead.“Yes, sir,” Celia added.“Coffee would be nice. Maybe they have some chocolate cake,
too,” Joe said.They crossed the street and sat down at one of the little tables on the sidewalk, in
the shade of a huge awning. Mandie held Snowball in her lap.“I believe coffee is all we should
have, and that rather quickly,” Dr. Woodard told the young people. “I imagine those servants back
at the Guyers’ house will insist we have afternoon tea when we return.”“Yes, sir, and they’ll have
something sweet with it,” Mandie agreed.“Then let’s hurry and get back,” Joe said. He held the
end of the leash as Whitey sat by his chair.The waiter came and Dr. Woodard ordered. He
quickly returned with four cups of hot coffee and placed them on the table.“Dr. Woodard, when
are you going to see Dr. Plumbley?” Mandie asked as she sipped the hot coffee.“I’ll have to see
if Lindall Guyer has anything planned for us first before I contact Dr. Plumbley,” the doctor
replied.“I’d like to see him, too, but Jonathan may keep us busy whatever time we aren’t
shopping with our mothers,” Mandie said.Dr. Plumbley was from back home in Franklin, North
Carolina. He had come to New York years ago to get his medical education and had stayed to
build up a well-known practice.“I hope my mother has done a lot of the shopping already and
that we don’t have to spend too much of our time in the stores,” Celia remarked.“Maybe my
mother has already bought whatever we need,” Mandie said, picking up her cup of coffee. “That
is one thing I love about my grandmother. She doesn’t waste time shopping. She can always go
directly to whatever it is she’s looking for and that’s it.”Dr. Woodard pushed back his chair and
stood up. “If everyone is finished, I believe we should get back to the house now,” he said.The
three young people quickly rose. Joe held Whitey’s leash and Mandie carried Snowball.“I am
really surprised that your grandmother agreed to come to the Guyers’ house,” Celia remarked as
they started down the sidewalk behind Dr. Woodard.“I am, too, but it was the only solution to our
being able to go visit my Cherokee kinpeople first and then come up here,” Mandie said. “If
Grandmother hadn’t agreed to come with us to visit the Guyers, then we would have had to
come on to New York with my mother and your mother and Uncle John. I was surprised, too, that
she agreed to come.”“I’m glad you finally got that quilt mystery solved,” Joe told Mandie.“So am
I,” Mandie agreed. “My grandmother figured out why I wanted to visit my Cherokee people, and
she was anxious to know what it was all about. I explained it all to her the night we got back
home.”Dr. Woodard slowed down to look back. “Now, y’all must get a move on. Otherwise it’s
going to be suppertime before we get back to the Guyers’ house.” He smiled at the three.“Yes,
sir,” Joe replied, walking faster and holding on to the dog’s leash as Whitey suddenly decided to
rush ahead.“Oh, we have to get back for tea,” Mandie agreed. She and Celia caught up with the
doctor.They did make it back just in time for tea. Mrs. Yodkin was waiting for them in the parlor.



She spoke to Dr. Woodard. “The ladies are still retired. Shall we send word up that tea is about to
be served, sir?”Dr. Woodard hung his hat on the hall tree just outside the doorway and replied,
“Yes, please, that will save me a journey through all those hallways to tell them.” Then he
stepped back inside the parlor.“Yes, sir,” Mrs. Yodkin replied as she turned to leave the room.
“We will have tea ready in fifteen minutes, sir.” She went out into the hallway.Mandie, Celia, and
Joe found seats around the parlor and sat down to await the afternoon tea. Mandie set Snowball
down, and he jumped up onto a stool and curled up.Joe reached down to unclip Whitey’s leash
and said, “Maybe I should put Whitey back out in the yard now.” He looked at his father, who had
sat in a large upholstered chair.“Yes, I believe you ought to do that,” Dr. Woodard replied. “I think
it would be better if he was not present when the tea and goodies arrive.”Joe stood up, smiled at
the girls, and said, “I’ll be back as soon as I can find my way through all the hallways to the back
door.” He left the room with Whitey following.Dr. Woodard looked across the room at the girls and
asked, “And what do you young ladies plan on doing with the rest of your vacation after we go
home next week?”“Are we going home next week, then?” Mandie asked.“Yes, your grandmother
is not too anxious to stay here very long, and it seems she is expecting her friend Senator
Morton to come to your house in Franklin late next week. And of course I have to get back to my
patients,” Dr. Woodard explained.“Yes, sir,” Mandie replied. “Grandmother had told me she was
expecting Senator Morton and that maybe we would visit the Pattons in Charleston. I’m not sure
what my mother is planning, but I do know that my grandmother is usually the boss.”“What about
you, Miss Celia?” Dr. Woodard asked.“My mother always says it’s better not to plan too far ahead
because something else may come up that we would rather do. As far as I know, she will go on
home when we return to Franklin and allow me to stay and visit at Mandie’s house for a little
while.” Glancing at Mandie and smiling, she added, “So I suppose it’s up to Mandie as to what
we will be doing. She usually has some good plans.”“It would be nice to visit the Pattons. I love
the ocean down there,” Mandie said. “However, I may resist, because I don’t want my
grandmother always leading everyone around on a string.” She grinned at the doctor.Joe
stepped into the parlor at that moment and heard the comment. “And how long is that string?” he
asked, grinning at Mandie as he sat down nearby.Mandie laughed and said, “Not very long when
my grandmother begins pulling it.”Mandie suddenly realized she did not know what Joe’s plans
were. She frowned as she asked, “When do you have to return to college?”Joe sighed deeply
and said, “I am going back early, probably in about two weeks. You see, I’m still trying to catch up
and get ahead with my studies since I did not have the exact requirements for entrance to the
college.”“Joe!” Mandie exclaimed.Joe frowned and said, “I’m sorry.” Then he quickly added, “But
you’ll have Tommy Patton to help you solve mysteries if you go to his house in Charleston. And if
you don’t, you can always get Polly Cornwallis to help you.” He grinned mischievously at her.
Polly Cornwallis lived next door to Mandie in Franklin and was forever chasing Joe when he
came to visit.“Polly Cornwallis! Never!” Mandie declared. “Besides, she’s always afraid of
everything. And Tommy Patton is not dependable. Soon as we find a mystery, he wants to run off
to something else before we even solve it.”“But you always have Celia,” Joe said, winking at



Celia with a smile.Before Mandie could reply, Celia quickly said, “Yes, I always follow Mandie
through her mysteries and right on into her troubles sometimes.”“We haven’t been involved in
any bad trouble really,” Mandie said. “Think of all the good we’ve done by solving a lot of our
mysteries.”At that moment Mrs. Taft and Mrs. Woodard came into the parlor.“Oh dear, don’t tell
me you are all off on another mystery,” Mrs. Taft said as she sat in a nearby chair.“That’s what it
sounds like,” Mrs. Woodard added with a smile at Mandie as she sat near Mrs. Taft.“No, ma’am,
we haven’t found a real mystery. Maybe when Jonathan comes home we’ll find one,” Mandie
said. She didn’t want her grandmother to know about the secret Jonathan had wired that he had
uncovered. She had hidden the message in her purse.Monet, the parlormaid, came in with the
tea tray on a cart. Mrs. Yodkin followed closely behind, overseeing the serving.Joe stretched to
see what was on the trays. “Ah, there’s lots of goodies,” he whispered to the girls.“Including
chocolate cake,” Mandie added.As soon as everyone was served, Monet left the room.“If you
should want something else, please ring the bell. The rope is over there,” Mrs. Yodkin told the
ladies as she motioned toward a heavy plush rope hanging at the side of one of the
draperies.“Thank you,” Mrs. Taft said.Then Mrs. Yodkin went on out into the hallway, and the
adults began their own conversation among themselves.The young people ate for a few minutes
as though they were starved. Then Mandie asked her grandmother, during a lull in the adult
conversation, “Will we be going shopping in the morning, or will we wait for Mother and Celia’s
mother to come back and go with us?”“I thought we’d just run down to a couple of stores in the
morning and get whatever we need, and then when Elizabeth and Jane and John return, we
won’t have so much shopping left to do,” Mrs. Taft replied with a smile at the girls. “What do you
young ladies think?”“Oh, that’s the very thing to do,” Mandie agreed.“Yes, ma’am, I’d like to go
with y’all since we don’t know when my mother will be back,” Celia replied.“Then you girls plan
on it,” Mrs. Taft said.Looking at her son, Mrs. Woodard said, “And, Joe, you might as well come
with us in case we find something for you to wear. You’re growing so fast I’m not sure I could fit
you.”Joe shrugged his shoulders, sighed, and finally said, “Yes, ma’am.”Mandie knew Joe did
not like to go shopping.“Remember what I said about my grandmother,” Mandie whispered to her
friends. “She won’t waste time in the stores like my mother does.”Dr. Woodard spoke up. “Since
you ladies are going shopping tomorrow morning and we don’t know when the others will come
back from Long Island, I suppose I should just go on and look up Dr. Plumbley.” He grinned at his
wife. “I’m certainly not going shopping with you ladies.”“Yes,” Mrs. Woodard agreed. “That is a
good idea.”“I was hoping I could go visit Dr. Plumbley while we’re here,” Mandie said, looking at
her grandmother.“We’ll shop first and get that out of the way,” Mrs. Taft said. “Then I will see that
you get an opportunity to visit with Dr. Plumbley before we go home.” She smiled at her
granddaughter.“Thank you, Grandmother,” Mandie replied. “Please remember you said that
when my mother gets back and wants to spend all our time in the stores.” She grinned at her
grandmother.“I’m sure Elizabeth will understand,” Mrs. Taft replied.As soon as tea was finished,
Mrs. Taft and Mrs. Woodard decided to sit in the back garden for some fresh air. Dr. Woodard
joined them. The young people followed them outside but drifted away toward the far end, out of



hearing of the adults. Mandie fastened Snowball on his leash to a stake in the garden.Sitting on
a long stone bench by the fence, Mandie said, “Remember I suggested searching Jonathan’s
room for clues to his secret?”“Yes, and I refuse to do that,” Joe reminded her.“Oh no, Mandie, I
couldn’t do that,” Celia protested.Mandie blew out her breath and argued, “But we won’t disturb
anything. He won’t ever know we’ve been in his room.”“No, and I mean the answer is no, so just
count me out of that,” Joe emphatically told her.“And me, too,” Celia added in a whisper.Mandie
jumped up and paced around the bench. “All right, all right,” she said. “I’ll do it by myself.
However, y’all could help me look through some of the other rooms.”“But, Mandie, what are we
looking for?” Celia asked.“Well, something concerning his secret. I don’t know just what,
because I have no idea as to what the secret is,” Mandie said, frowning as she thought about it.
“However, we might find something mysterious somewhere or other.”“Mandie, Jonathan will be
back home tomorrow,” Joe reminded her. “It’s best if we just wait and talk to him.”“In the
meantime we don’t have anything to do,” Mandie complained.“Just for the rest of this day.
Tomorrow we go shopping,” Celia said. “And I’m sure when Jonathan gets home we won’t have a
spare moment, because he is on the go all the time.”“Remember Dr. Woodard said we would be
going home next week,” Mandie reminded her friends. “Therefore, we shouldn’t waste a minute
of our time here in New York.”“I’m not wasting any time. I’m just plain tired after that long train
trip,” Joe said, stretching out his long legs in front of him.“And tomorrow we’ll feel as though a
cyclone has hit us when we get into that shopping district, all those women snatching and
grabbing everything in the stores and pushing and shoving you out of their way. Makes me tired
just thinking about it,” Celia said, shrugging her shoulders.“Oh, Celia, that won’t happen with
Grandmother in charge,” Mandie said. “She knows how to handle all that. Besides, we won’t be
going into very many stores. She has certain ones that she prefers and never wants to go
exploring into the others.”“You two country girls need to get out of the country more often,” Joe
teased them.“Joe Woodard, I am a country girl and proud of it,” Mandie said. “As far as I am
concerned, an occasional trip to New York is plenty.”“And since we live close to Richmond, an
occasional trip to Richmond is plenty for me,” Celia added.“You girls need to think about your
future,” Joe told them. “You can’t live in the country forever. You’ll have to get out into the world
and go to college. In fact, that is not too long off. Next year when you graduate from that boarding
school in Asheville, you are both going to have to spread your wings.” He grinned at them.“Just
because you picked that college in the big city of New Orleans is no sign I’m going to pick one in
such a big city,” Mandie replied. “I’m sure there are smaller colleges and some in country towns,
too.”“Your choice will depend on what exactly you want to study,” Joe reminded her.“You know
the answer to that very well,” Mandie said, getting up to walk around the flowers. “Grandmother
keeps reminding me that I have to have an education to handle all the business that I will inherit
someday from her and my mother and Uncle John.” She stopped to look at Joe and added,
“Unless I could figure out some way to get disinherited.” She laughed loudly.“I’m glad I have no
such burden to bear,” Joe quickly told her, also laughing out loud.Celia looked at her two friends
and said, “Well, I hope to someday marry a man who will take care of all that for me, because I,



too, am the only heir right now.”“That’s the solution,” Joe teased. “Mandie, you should just get
married and let your husband handle all the business matters.”Mandie stomped her foot as she
stopped to look at him. “I certainly don’t want a husband who would be handling my life for
me.”Joe sobered up and said, “I agree. A marriage should be a partnership.” And then
whispering to Mandie, he added, “And that’s just what we’ll make ours.”Mandie felt her face
flush, and she turned to Celia and said, “Let’s go to our room and rest awhile.” She stooped to
pick up Snowball.Celia stood up and Joe joined them.“That sounds like a good idea,” he said.
“We need a little rest before dinner.”Mandie led the way back into the house. When the three
found their way upstairs to their rooms, Joe went inside his and closed the door. Mandie took
Snowball inside hers and Celia followed. The cat jumped up onto the bed.“I do believe I am a
little tired,” Celia said, plopping into a large cushioned chair. Then she stood up. “In fact, I think I’ll
go into my room and lie down for a few minutes,” she added.“All right,” Mandie agreed. “Just in
case I fall asleep, I hope you don’t and will let me know when it’s time to go down for supper.”“Of
course,” Celia agreed, going through into the next room and closing the door.Mandie quickly
looked around her room. She didn’t intend lying down. She was going snooping into Jonathan’s
room if she could find it. Who knew what she might find.CHAPTER THREEA
DISCOVERYMandie left Snowball curled up asleep on her bed and quietly opened the door and
slipped out into the hallway, making sure she closed the door behind her. Holding her breath and
hoping that Joe would not come out of his room, she quickly tiptoed down the long hallway.
Pausing at the top of the curved staircase, she asked herself, “Now, which way would Jonathan’s
room be?”When she had visited the Guyers for Thanksgiving in 1901, she didn’t remember
Jonathan ever telling her and her friends exactly where his room was. He had said the wing in
which they were staying was the guest wing. She looked ahead and saw a turn in the corridor,
which meant there must be another wing around the corner.The hallway was dark even though
there were lamps lighted along the way. The mahogany wainscoting covered the bottom half of
the walls, and a dark flowered wallpaper reached from there to the tall ceiling. Small settees,
chairs, and tables were scattered along every hallway in the mansion that she had been in.
Every time she thought about that, she smiled to herself and said, “They have so much furniture
it won’t all fit into the dozens and dozens of rooms.”She quickly walked on down to the corner in
the hallway. Looking down another corridor, she could see there was a cross hallway intersecting
this one. This place was like the streets outside in New York: corners, intersections, and no
directional signs to tell her whether she was headed toward the front or back of the house. All the
doors along the way seemed to be closed. She stopped and decided to open a door and if
possible look out a window to see where she was.“Please don’t squeak,” she whispered as she
turned a knob and slowly pushed a door open, revealing a bedroom. The draperies were drawn,
making the room dark and musty smelling.“This must be a guest room,” she muttered to herself
as she stepped inside. She walked over to a window, found the pull for the draperies, and gave it
a yank. The draperies opened, revealing a large window with the outside shutters closed, which
made it impossible to see out.“Oh, shucks!” Mandie said, slightly stomping her foot on the thick



flowered carpet. She turned to glance around the room. It looked similar to the one she had been
given, with a tall four-poster bed, wardrobe, bureau, washstand, and several chairs, all of which
must have cost a fortune.Stepping back into the hallway, Mandie tried to remember how many
turns she had made since leaving her room in order to figure out which side of the house she
was in. But then she realized she had not even looked out the window of her room. Therefore,
she did not know what was below it.“Well, I suppose I’ll just keep going,” she decided.
Continuing down the hallway, she finally came to a large open area with a skylight overhead and
steps going down in the middle of it. Walking around the circular hallway, she searched for doors
and found one huge double door halfway around from the head of the stairs. She paused to look
at it.“That looks like a door to a parlor or something, not a bedroom,” she said to herself.Stepping
over to the door, she turned the handle and gave a push. It wouldn’t open. Then, looking closely,
she found it was a sliding door and not one that could be swung open. Grasping the handle, she
gave a shove and the door slowly moved on its track. As the opening widened, she squeezed
through into the room.“Well!” she said in surprise as she gazed at the skylight in the ceiling and
the dozens and dozens of chairs and tables placed in rows about the room. Walking on into the
room, she saw a large stage at the far end, with a huge maroon-colored velvet curtain drawn
across it. Looking around she added, “Not a single window in this room.”Suddenly realizing she
had been gone from her room for quite a while, she decided she had better work her way back
before someone missed her. She stepped into the hallway, closed the sliding doors, and started
back the way she thought she had come.She had not gone very far before she realized she was
in a corridor that she had not come through. Stopping to think, she said to herself, “Oh well, I
suppose if I just keep going I’ll eventually get back to my room.”She continued down the dimly lit
hallway. Some of the doors here were slightly open. When she stepped inside a room to look
around, it was evidently being used, but no one was there at the moment. There were toiletries
on the bureau, the wardrobe door was slightly open, revealing clothes hanging inside, and the
room smelled of perfume.“Probably one of the servants’ rooms,” she whispered to herself as she
started to step back out into the hallway.Suddenly someone came rushing in, and they collided
in the doorway.“Oh, I’m sorry,” Mandie muttered, moving back to straighten her skirt and then
look at the other person.“Excuse me, miss,” the girl standing there said in surprise.It was Leila,
the young German maid who took care of the bedrooms in the mansion. She smiled as she
pushed back her white cap on the top of her reddish blond hair.“Please forgive me. This must be
your room. I was looking for Jonathan’s—” Mandie began.Leila interrupted. “Master Jonathan’s
room. Come, I show you.” She stepped back out into the corridor.Following the girl down the long
hallway, Mandie was trying to compose herself after being caught in someone’s room. Evidently
the girl did not think it strange that Mandie wished to see Jonathan’s room.Leila seemed to be
going around in circles through the hallways, and as Mandie followed her she wondered what
she would say to the girl when they finally came to Jonathan’s room. Would the maid go on her
way and leave her there to go into the room and explore? What would she say to Leila for an
explanation as to why she wanted to see his room?Suddenly Leila stopped in front of a door



halfway down one of the hallways and turned to Mandie and said, with an indication of her hand,
“Here is Master Jonathan’s room.” She smiled at Mandie and stood waiting.Mandie frowned as
she looked at the door and said, “So this is Jonathan’s room.” She was nervous and wouldn’t
look directly into Leila’s eyes.“Ja, miss, is his room,” Leila replied.Mandie glanced up and down
the long hallway and asked, “Where are we? Is this the front of the house, or where?”Leila
replied, still smiling, “Nein, miss. Back of house, it is.”Mandie did some quick calculations. “Oh,
so it is above the back garden,” she replied thoughtfully. “Can we look out and see?”Leila shook
her head, still smiling, and answered, “Nein, miss. Master Jonathan, he locks the door when he
goes away.”Mandie was surprised at that. “Locks the door?” she repeated.Leila pulled a large
key ring full of keys out of her apron pocket, held them up, and said, “But I have key.”“In that
case, could you unlock the door so we could look out the window in there?” Mandie asked.Leila
shook her head again and said, “Nein, miss. I open only to clean, and it has been cleaned
today.”“Well, I suppose I had better find my way back to my room,” Mandie said with
disappointment, wondering how she would ever remember where his room was. She turned
back the way they had come.“Miss, we go this way,” Leila quickly told her, pointing in the other
direction.“But we came from that direction,” Mandie said, pointing back.“Ja, but you not at your
room when we start,” Leila explained. She started walking as she said, “We go this way.”Mandie
followed the girl. After three different turns at cross halls, they ended up in front of Mandie’s
room. Celia was standing there looking out the open door.“Oh, Mandie, I was beginning to
believe you must have been lost,” Celia told her. “And it’s time to go back downstairs.”As Leila
went on her way, Mandie explained, “I was just walking around the hallways and got lost. Leila
showed me the way back.” She went on into her room. Celia followed and closed the door.“Mrs.
Yodkin has already been by to say it’s time for us to go back down to the parlor. Dinner will soon
be ready,” Celia explained.“All right. Soon as I wash my hands and brush my hair I’ll be ready,”
Mandie said, going toward the bathroom door. Then looking back, she noticed Snowball was no
longer on the bed. “Where is Snowball? I hope he didn’t get out.” She started looking around the
room.Celia laughed and said, “No, Mrs. Yodkin wanted to take him to the kitchen to feed him, but
she seemed to be afraid of picking him up. So I went across the hall and asked Joe to take him
down.”So Joe had gone down to the kitchen with the cat. Mandie hurriedly freshened up. She
closed their door behind Celia.“Did you go back in the other part of the house and get lost?”
Celia asked as they hurried toward the staircase.“Yes. I don’t know exactly where I was. All the
doors are closed. I looked in one room, but then all the outside shutters seem to be closed, so I
couldn’t tell where I was,” Mandie hurriedly explained as they descended the steps. She cleared
her throat and added, “I just wanted to see what else is in this house.”“Well, I’m glad that we have
memorized the way to the parlor from our room and won’t get lost when we’re in a hurry, like
now,” Celia said.At the bottom of the staircase, Mandie stopped and asked, “Did you tell Mrs.
Yodkin I was not in our room but out wandering around somewhere?”Celia laughed and said, “Of
course not, Mandie. In fact, I didn’t even mention your name to her. She just said it would soon
be time for dinner and that she would like to take Snowball to feed him. She didn’t come inside



our room. Joe came in and got Snowball, and he didn’t ask about you, either. He was in a hurry.
He said he wanted to speak to his father about something if he got a chance before
dinner.”Mandie blew out her breath and contined on down the hallway. “I’ll sure be glad when
Jonathan gets back home.”Celia looked at her as she walked fast to keep up. “Because of the
secret he said he discovered. I’m getting more curious myself, wondering what would be
important enough for him to send a wire to you.”Mandie laughed and replied, “Oh, but you forget.
Money means nothing to Jonathan. There’s always more in his father’s bank. I just hope he
hasn’t forgotten about the secret by the time he comes back home. You know how he flits to one
thing and then another. He’s always busy with something going on.”“I know,” Celia agreed.As
they turned the last corner in the hallway and came into the part where the parlor opened off it,
Joe and Dr. Woodard were coming along from the other end.“Just on time,” Joe teased as they
all stopped at the open door to the parlor.Dr. Woodard went on inside the parlor, and Mandie and
Celia caught up with Joe.“You are almost late yourself,” Mandie teased back.“Y’all come on or
we really will be late,” Celia said, leading the way into the parlor.Mrs. Taft and Mrs. Woodard were
sitting near the fireplace, and Dr. Woodard had joined them.When Mandie saw the fire, she was
amazed that the Guyers would have one going in the month of June. But then she realized the
huge mansion seemed to be cold, and she was glad she had on a long-sleeved dress.“Did y’all
have a nice rest after your walk?” Mrs. Taft asked as the three young people sat down on a
settee near her.“Yes, ma’am,” Celia said.“Grandmother, you should have gone with us,” Mandie
said. “We had coffee in a sidewalk café, just like those we saw when we went to
Europe.”“Probably the one across from the entrance to Central Park, was it?” Mrs. Taft replied,
looking at Dr. Woodard.“Yes, ma’am, that was the one,” he agreed.At that moment Mrs. Yodkin
came to the parlor doorway. Looking across the room directly at Mrs. Taft, she announced,
“Dinner is served, madam.”Mrs. Taft immediately stood up as she replied, “Thank you, Mrs.
Yodkin. We’re ready.”As they all followed Mrs. Yodkin from the parlor, Mandie thought about her
grandmother. Mrs. Taft always seemed to command respect and was always the one consulted
in such cases. Somehow people got the impression that Mandie’s grandmother was the boss.
She grinned to herself as she thought, They just don’t know how much of a boss she is.After
they were all seated at the table in the dining room and were served, Mandie decided to tell Joe
and Celia what she had done that afternoon. She made sure the adults were engaged in their
own conversation.Sitting between Joe and Celia, Mandie whispered, “I have something to tell
y’all.”Joe and Celia both immediately looked at her and then leaned forward to listen to whatever
she had to say.Glancing from one friend to the other, Mandie whispered, “I found Jonathan’s
room this afternoon.”“You did what?” Joe exclaimed, loud enough that Mandie saw her
grandmother look down the table in her direction.“Please don’t talk so loud,” Mandie told
him.“What have you been up to now?” Joe asked.“I said I found Jonathan’s room,” Mandie
repeated in a whisper.“Mandie!” Celia exclaimed in a whisper.“I hope you are not planning to
search his room,” Joe said, frowning at her as he bent closer to speak.“It’s locked,” Mandie
said.“So you couldn’t get in,” Joe said, smiling at her. “That’s good.”“Leila, the German maid, has



the key to it. She carries a key ring just full of keys,” Mandie explained.“How do you know that?”
Joe asked.“Because I asked her where the room was and she showed me and said it was
locked because she had already cleaned it today,” Mandie explained, still speaking in a
whisper.“So that’s where you went this afternoon,” Celia said.“If I can find out her schedule for
tomorrow, I’m going to be around there when she opens the room to clean,” Mandie told
them.“Remember we are going shopping in the morning,” Celia reminded her.“And Jonathan is
coming home sometime tomorrow,” Joe added. “Why don’t you forget about this crazy idea of
searching his room, Mandie?”“I want to know what the secret is he has discovered,” Mandie
said.“I don’t think you’ll find the answer to that by searching his room,” Joe told her. “And he will
be home tomorrow.”Mandie realized her grandmother was watching her and that she had not
eaten one bite of food during the secretive conversation. She picked up her fork and dug into the
mashed potatoes on her plate. She glanced at her friends’ plates and saw that they had been
consuming their food.Mrs. Taft spoke from down the table. “Amanda, Mrs. Woodard and I have
decided we will begin our shopping journey immediately after breakfast tomorrow morning,
which I understand is served at eight o’clock. So you should all be ready to leave as soon as we
have finished breakfast. We plan to be back by noontime.”“Yes, ma’am,” Mandie replied, quickly
swallowing her potatoes.“Yes, ma’am,” Celia added.“And I’ll be ready, too,” Joe told her, looking
at his mother.“And I will be leaving then to go visit Dr. Plumbley and should return in time for the
noon meal,” Dr. Woodard added.“Does anyone know yet when my mother and the others will be
back from Long Island?” Mandie asked.“Mrs. Yodkin knows the transportation schedules to and
from Long Island and thinks they should return by noon,” Mrs. Taft replied.Celia and Joe both
immediately glanced at Mandie. She sighed and said under her breath, “Oh well!”The three of
them knew Mandie would not have time to catch Leila and get into Jonathan’s room.“That will
keep you out of trouble,” Joe whispered, grinning at Mandie.“Well, at least if he’s here when we
get back we can find out about this secret he discovered,” Mandie said, frowning at her
friends.When the meal was finally over and everyone stood up to leave the room, Mandie
suddenly remembered Joe had brought Snowball downstairs to eat.“Where is Snowball?” she
asked Joe as they followed the adults, who had walked out into the hallway and were going into
the parlor for coffee.“I took him to Mrs. Cook in the kitchen,” Joe explained. “She said she would
feed him.”“But, Joe, where is he now? Someone may have let him out,” Mandie said, getting
excited.“I don’t think so,” Joe said. “You see, I fastened on his leash, and Mrs. Cook hooked the
end of it to her cabinet door in the kitchen just in case he tried to get out.”“I think I’d better go get
him,” Mandie said and then added, “if I can find the way to the kitchen. I don’t know why anyone
would want such a monstrous house.”“I know the way,” Joe said. “Go this way.” He turned down
the hallway in the opposite direction from the parlor.“I hope you know the way. Wait a minute,”
Mandie stopped him. “I suppose I should tell my grandmother where we are going if we are not
going to have coffee with them.”Joe stopped and said, “I almost forgot about that. No, let’s go
have that coffee first and then we can get Snowball.”“I suppose he can wait,” Mandie agreed.
Grinning at Joe, she added, “I don’t think the possibility of chocolate cake can wait.”“Never,” Joe



replied.“Yes, let’s have our coffee and cake first,” Celia said, smiling at them.As soon as
everyone settled down in the parlor, Mrs. Yodkin came in with Monet rolling the tea cart behind
her. Joe stretched to glance at the contents on the tray, smacked his lips, and said, “I was right.
That’s chocolate cake on there.”“You must have given Mrs. Cook a hint when you took Snowball
back to the kitchen,” Mandie teased him.“Let’s see, now. Come to think of it, I do believe she
asked me if we like chocolate cake,” Joe said, grinning at her.Mrs. Yodkin watched as Monet
served the coffee and cake. When they were finished, she turned to Mrs. Taft and asked, “Do
you wish Monet to stay and replenish your cups, madam?”“No, no, thank you, Mrs. Yodkin. We
can take care of that,” Mrs. Taft replied.“Yes, madam. We will return later for the cart,” Mrs. Yodkin
replied. Then she followed Monet out of the room.Mandie noticed again that Mrs. Yodkin had
spoken to her grandmother for instructions, and she smiled.“What is so funny?” Joe asked,
watching her.“Mrs. Yodkin treats my grandmother like she is the lady of the house,” Mandie said,
beginning to giggle and setting her coffee down as it sloshed in her cup.“I noticed that, too,”
Celia said.“I suppose your grandmother just looks like the lady of the house,” Joe teased.Mandie
thought about that. Her grandmother had her own mansion and servants and was used to being
the lady of the house.CHAPTER FOURMANDIE’S ESCAPADEAfter everyone had gone to bed
that night, Mandie tried to stay awake until Celia fell asleep. She intended exploring the hallway
to see whether Jonathan’s room might possibly be unlocked. Celia seemed to be in a talkative
mood, and Mandie pretended to be sleepy.“What do you intend buying tomorrow?” Celia asked
after they were in bed.“I don’t know,” Mandie mumbled.“If I see something I really want, I
suppose I can go ahead and buy it. I think that will be all right with my mother,” Celia
said.“Ummm,” Mandie replied.“Of course, I’ll have to go shopping with my mother, too,” Celia
said. “And I have no idea as to what she will want to buy.”“Ummm,” Mandie again mumbled.“You
sound half asleep, Mandie, so I’ll shut up. Good night,” Celia said, turning over on her side away
from Mandie.“Night,” Mandie muttered as she turned over on her side of the bed. She kept
listening for Celia to go to sleep. Celia seemed wide awake. And Mandie had to keep blinking
her eyes to keep from falling asleep herself. She waited and waited.The next thing Mandie knew,
she suddenly sat up in bed. She had been sleeping. And Celia by her side was evidently sound
asleep. She wondered what time it was. How long had she slept? Did she dare creep around the
dimly lit hallways in the huge spooky mansion in the middle of the night by herself? And would
she be able to find Jonathan’s room?Mandie pushed up in the bed to look around. The room
was dark, but faint light filtered in through the sheer curtains from the moonlit sky outside.
Snowball was sound asleep at her feet. Celia was still turned over facing the other side of the
room, so Mandie couldn’t tell whether her friend had opened her eyes with the movement or
not.Suddenly she heard the faint chimes of the tall clock down the corridor outside and learned
that it was actually five o’clock in the morning. Therefore the servants were probably up and
around already, so she must hurry if she was going to look for Jonathan’s room.Slowly sliding
down from the tall bed, Mandie stood up, grabbed her robe from a nearby chair, put it on, and
without taking time to put on her slippers, she hurried barefooted over to open the door to the



hallway. She looked up and down the corridor. There was no sign of anyone. Quickly stepping
out of the room, she quietly closed the door and then crept down the hallway, being careful not to
collide with any of the furnishings sitting about in the dark.Mumbling quietly to herself, she tried
to retrace the way she had gone to the room yesterday, or rather the hallways Leila had brought
her down, because that was the shortest distance to Jonathan’s room.Suddenly, turning the
corner into a cross hall, Mandie spotted Leila going down it ahead of her. She quickly ducked
behind a small settee sitting nearby and peeked over the back of it until she finally saw Leila turn
left at the next cross hall. She watched a few minutes and then continued on. She went in the
opposite direction from that taken by Leila.As she silently walked on, the hallway grew darker
and darker, and then she realized the lamps along the way were not burning. With the doors to
the rooms all closed, the corridor didn’t get any light. And she almost passed a room that had the
door open. She stopped and looked. This must be Jonathan’s room, she thought as she slowly,
quietly stepped inside. The shutters on the windows were closed, and the room was so dark she
could barely see the furniture. She could tell there were objects on the dresser and the desk in
the corner. Someone was using this room. She bent to look closely at whatever was there. She
found cuff links in a glass dish on the bureau.“At least I know this room is being used by a man,”
she decided to herself.Opening the wardrobe door, she saw clothing hanging inside that
confirmed that. Even in the darkness she could tell there were pants there.Suddenly the door to
the hall was quietly closed and she could hear a key turning in the lock. Her heart almost jumped
out. She could not get out. And whoever locked the door had only paused to do that and was
probably long gone down the corridor.“Oh, why didn’t I yell when they locked the door?” Mandie
moaned to herself as she paced the floor of the room. “How will I ever get out of here?”The room
seemed to be darker than ever with the hall door closed. She had to feel her way around,
touching furniture and stumbling into things. She tried the door but it wouldn’t budge. And this
room was probably so isolated that no one would ever hear her if she tried yelling. However,
Celia would miss her. But on the other hand, Celia would not have known where she had gone.
And this house was so big it would take someone a long time to locate her. She stumbled into a
footstool in the dark and sat down on it to think.Her grandmother was going to be furious with
her if she didn’t show up for breakfast. Mrs. Taft had told them all to be ready to go shopping
right after the morning meal. And since no one knew where Mandie was, they would all waste
time trying to find her.She sat there for a long time thinking about what she could do. Then she
heard a key being inserted into the lock of the hall door. She stood up and rushed to the far side
of the room, trying to hide. She bumped into furniture, and putting her hand out to keep from
falling, she felt what must be a doorknob. Quickly running her fingers over it, she realized it was
actually a door. Hastily turning the knob, she pushed and was amazed to find it opening. She
almost fell into the next room. Or whatever was beyond. Stepping inside, she quietly closed the
door just as she heard the door to the hallway being opened.Blowing out her breath for a
moment, Mandie glanced around in the darkness and was surprised to see this was a bathroom.
Feeling around the wall, she searched for another door. Finally her hand touched another



doorknob. Pushing that door open, she found herself back out in the main hallway.Her knees
trembled and she almost lost her breath as she tried to hurry down the hallway before whoever
had gone into the room came back out and saw her. She didn’t look back until she reached the
cross hall.Leaning against the corner of the wall, she finally caught her breath. Trying to stay
behind a chest standing there, she looked back. Then she almost lost her breath again as she
saw Jens, the butler, come out of the room, lock the door, and continue down the hallway away
from her.“Oh, how awful!” she exclaimed to herself. “That must be Jens’s room! If he had caught
me, I just would have died right there on the spot.” She blew out her breath, straightened her
long robe, and silently stomped her bare feet.Pushing back her long blond hair, she took a deep
breath and hurried back in the direction of her room.As she opened the door, Celia, already
dressed, greeted her. “Oh, Mandie! Where have you been? It’s time to go downstairs for
breakfast.” She frowned as she looked at Mandie.Mandie threw off her robe and raced to the
wardrobe to pull down a dress. “I just went . . . for a . . . a walk,” Mandie muttered as she began
hastily dressing. “And . . . got lost.”“I hope your grandmother is not furious with us for being late,”
Celia told her. “Remember, she told us to all be ready to go shopping right after breakfast.”“I
know, I know,” Mandie replied, buttoning her shoes and rushing over to the bureau. She picked
up her brush and brushed her hair. “I’m ready, I’m ready,” she said, looking around the room.
“Where is Snowball?”“Leila came and got him to take him downstairs to feed,” Celia replied,
hurrying over to the door and opening it. “Come on, Mandie. Let’s go.” She paused to look
back.“I’m coming,” Mandie replied, rushing behind her into the hallway. Glancing at the door
across the way, she asked, “Have you seen Joe this morning? Has he already gone
downstairs?”“Yes, he knocked on our door to say he was going ahead a while ago,” Celia said,
leading the way down the corridor to the staircase.Mandie couldn’t decide whether to tell her
friends about her escapade. She wasn’t sure what their reactions would be, due to the fact she
had intruded into the butler’s room, of all places. Joe would probably give her down the country
about it. And it kinda hurt when he scolded her. Others’ criticism just floated away, but his
mattered.“Come on, Mandie,” Celia called from the bottom of the steps. “What’s wrong with you
being so slow? Are you all right?” She watched as Mandie caught up with her.“Oh, I’m all right,
Celia,” Mandie replied, hurrying on down the corridor with her friend. “I’m just thinking about
something.”“Well, I can tell you, that something had better be breakfast, because I don’t want to
incur the wrath of your grandmother to start off the day,” Celia replied.Mandie grinned at her as
they walked on and said, “Oh, Celia, my grandmother is not that bad. All you have to do is smile
at her and make her think you are agreeing with everything she says.”“Mandie!” Celia
exclaimed.They met up with Joe coming into the main hallway from a side corridor. “Well, well,
you girls finally made it,” he teased. “I was beginning to think I’d have to go get y’all.” He walked
along with them.

The Mandi collection (Mandie Collection), New Horizons (Mandie: Her College Days Book #1)



Ebook Tops Reader, “I love mandie books and can't put them down once I've started one.. My
life has been an awesome time in book land ever since my Mom showed me the first mandie
book I ever saw. It was "Mandie and the shipboard mystery." When Lois Gladys Leopard wrote
the mandie series she took us back in time and gave us heartwarming story of god and his love,
giving us a good mystery and sent our imagination souring. My favorite so far is "Mandie and the
abandoned mine." I hope other readers enjoy these books as much as I do.”

K. Briggs, “Not as good. last 2 are not great”

mom7521, “Great book collection for pre teens!. My 12 year old daughter loves these books. I
love that they have good messages and morals, and they keep kids interested. She can't put
them down! I wish I could find more books like this that I can be comfortable with her reading.”

Beverly, “Reliable quality reading for young girls. my granddaughter loves the Mandy series. This
is another great book!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “I am happy to get the books in one volume. I am happy to get the books in
one volume. For a while I couldn't find these stories and the bookstore I went to said that they
were out of print and unavailable.”

Gail, “And worthwhile gift!. My 11-year-old granddaughter has absolutely loved this series. She's
on the last three volumes and is going to be sad  when the stories end.”

Fix All, “Gift #1. I ordered this gift for one of our granddaughters who likes to read. It was a good
bargain and it came in great shape. I know she will enjoy the book when we give it to her. Thank
You.”

N. Davidson, “Mandie collection volume 10. I loved the first story because all the time Mandie
was trying to see the tunnel and that was very exciting. I think this was my favourite story out of
all the story's I've read so far!I would recommend  this book for children age 8+.”

Emily, “Great book series for young girls.. I love this book series. I have all the Mandie
collections. My grandmother gave them to me. I didn't buy this volume for myself. I bought it for
my older sister who is a teacher at a hutterite colony. I bought volume 4, 9, and 10 for her
because she didn't have those. And her students were asking for more of the books. So my
sister asked if I was done with these books, and I told her I wasn't giving those away because
they were mine. So I bought these off of Amazon for her students. It was a Christmas gift for
them. I like these books because they are mystery books. I love to solve mysteries. But I also like



the fact that these are faith-based books. They have a little bit of scripture in there. The book
came in excellent condition, and I know my sister's students will love it. All the girls at her school
love these Mandie books. I bought this volume and 2 other volumes for my sister's students. I
like these books because they teach you old fashioned values and what life is all about. They
teach you how to be kind. They teach you lots of good morals. And I didn't want to part with my
whole set of books. Some of the books for missing from their collection, so I decided to replace
them. It was my gift to the school that my sister teaches at.”

The book by Lois Gladys Leppard has a rating of 5 out of 4.8. 123 people have provided
feedback.
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