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Welcome, Miss Snobby Pants


Why would a grown-up want to come back to elementary school?” Nancy Drew’s best friend George Fayne asked.


Nancy smiled at the sign on the school door. It read, Welcome Back, Alice Stone. Underneath was Alice’s old third-grade school picture.


“Alice isn’t just any grown-up, George,” Nancy said. “She’s a reporter for Today’s Times, and she’s writing a whole article about our school.”


Nancy was so excited she had hardly slept the night before. Alice Stone would be in Mrs. Reynolds’s class from Monday to Thursday. On Friday she would go back to Today’s Times to write her article.


“Do you think Mrs. Reynolds will give Alice homework?” Bess Marvin asked. Bess was Nancy’s other best friend. She was also George’s cousin.


“Sure,” Nancy said. “Alice is going to be one of us for almost a whole week.”


“That is going to be so cool!” George said, her dark eyes flashing.


“Excuse me,” a voice behind Nancy said. “You can thank me for that!”


Nancy rolled her eyes. She would know that voice anywhere—it belonged to snooty Brenda Carlton. Brenda’s father owned Today’s Times. Brenda even had her own newspaper, which she wrote at home on her computer. It was called the Carlton News.


“Did I tell you that it was my idea to invite Alice to our school?” Brenda asked as the girls turned around.


“A million times!” George groaned.


Brenda flipped her brown hair over one shoulder. “One day while I was visiting my father’s newspaper—”


“Here comes a million and one,” Bess whispered.


“—I met Alice!” Brenda went on. “When Alice told me she’d gone to Carl Sandburg Elementary School I said she should come back to visit. Guess what Alice said?”


“What?” Nancy asked. But she really knew the answer.


“She said she’d love to!” Brenda declared. “Alice also said she’d write a whole article about being back at her old school.”


“Then it was Alice’s idea, not yours.” Bess said.


Brenda glared at Bess. “It was so my idea, Bess Marvin!” she snapped.


Bess shook her head. “Nuh-uh.”


“Uh-huh!” Brenda exclaimed.


“It doesn’t matter whose idea it was,” Nancy said. “What’s important is that we’re going to have a real reporter in our class.”


“A real reporter?” Brenda cried. She tossed a copy of the Carlton News at Nancy. “What am I—chopped liver?”


“Whoops,” Nancy said as Brenda huffed off. “I forgot that Brenda is a reporter, too.”


“Some reporter,” George said. “What did Miss Snooty Pants write about today?”


Nancy held up the newspaper. The headline read, “Our School’s Biggest Brats.” Underneath were pictures of Jason Hutchings, David Berger, and Mike Minelli.


“You call that news?” George asked. “Everyone knows that the boys are the biggest brats in school.”


“In the world!” Bess added.


The school bell rang.


George took the newspaper from Nancy. She dropped it in the recycle can. “So much for the Carlton Pe-ews!”


The girls walked into the school. They hurried through the hallway with the other students.


“I wore my favorite blouse and jumper just for Alice,” Bess said. “In case she writes about our clothes.”


George’s dark curls bounced as she shook her head. “Alice has more important things to write about than our clothes.”


“Like what?” Bess asked.


George grinned. “Like Mrs. Carmichael’s macaroni and cheese.”


“Yum!” Nancy said.


Every Monday Mrs. Carmichael, the new lunch lady, made macaroni and cheese. It was so good that the girls never brought in their lunches on Mondays.


“There’s Mrs. Carmichael now,” Nancy said. “Let’s ask her if she made chocolate pudding for dessert.”


Mrs. Carmichael was standing right outside the lunchroom with Mr. Belsky, the music teacher. As the girls walked closer, Nancy could hear them talking.


“I hope Alice Stone likes my lunch,” Mrs. Carmichael said. “I made chocolate pudding for dessert. With whipped cream.”


“Ye-es!” George whispered.


“Were you really in the same third-grade class as Alice?” Mr. Belsky asked.


Nancy’s eyes opened wide. She didn’t know that Mrs. Carmichael had gone to Carl Sandburg Elementary School, too.


“I sure was,” Mrs. Carmichael replied. “Alice used to sit right in front of me. Her long ponytail kept getting stuck in my pencil case.”


“Ouch!” Bess said. She grabbed her own ponytail. “That has to hurt!”


“Let’s see if we can hear more about Alice,” Nancy told her friends.


Nancy hurried over to the water fountain near Mrs. Carmichael. She listened closely as she began to drink.


“What was Alice like back then, Enid?” Mr. Belsky asked.


“Alice Stone was the bossiest girl in the third grade,” Mrs. Carmichael said.


Nancy sputtered her water. Bossy?


“We even had a name for her,” Mrs. Carmichael said. “Oh, yeah—we called her Miss Snobby Pants.”


Nancy pulled herself away from the fountain. George began to drink.


“Miss Snobby Pants?” Nancy whispered. “Are you both thinking what I’m thinking?”
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