

Abracadabra Disaster


“Look in your pocket,” Orson said.


Nancy reached in and pulled out a slimy rubber tarantula. “Gross,” she said. “That thing was in the same pocket as my banana taffy.”


    “Make sure Orson didn’t leave any more yucky things in your pocket,” Jessie said.


    Nancy carefully dipped her hand into her pocket again. There were no more creepy crawlies. But then Nancy noticed something even more scary.


    “Oh, no!” Nancy gasped.


    “What is it, Nancy?” George asked.


    “The taffy is missing,” Nancy said. “And so are the passes!”
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Big Thrills … and Chills


I’ve been waiting all year for this day!” Eight-year-old Nancy Drew was standing at the entrance to Big Thrills Fun Fair.


“Wouldn’t it be cool if Big Thrills was open even in the winter?” Bess Marvin asked.


“Sure,” George Fayne said. “If you’re a polar bear.”


“Then the roller coaster would be a polar coaster,” Nancy said with a giggle.


Bess and George were cousins. They were also Nancy’s two best friends. They were all together for the most exciting Saturday of the year. It was the day that Big Thrills opened for the season.


“I still can’t believe Jessie is getting us passes to get in free for the whole week,” Nancy said.


“Seven days of total fun!” George said. She pointed two thumbs up.


Jessie Shapiro was in the same third-grade class as Nancy, Bess, and George. Her mother worked at Big Thrills. Mrs. Shapiro was able to get passes for Jessie and her friends.


“Guess what?” Jessie called as she ran over from the ticket window. “My mom is getting the passes right now.”


“Super!” Nancy cried. She brushed her reddish blond bangs from her eyes.


“Why aren’t you giving a pass to Rebecca Ramirez, Jessie?” Bess asked. “Isn’t she your best friend?”


“Rebecca was my best friend—until last Sunday,” Jessie said. “That’s when she took Amara Shane on a family picnic instead of me.”


“Did you talk to Rebecca about it?” Nancy asked Jessie.


“I don’t ever want to speak to Rebecca again,” Jessie said.


“Well,” Nancy said, “it’s too bad you two had a fight.”


“Yeah,” George said. “But I’m sure glad you picked us for the free tickets.”


Nancy stood on her toes and tried to peek over the Big Thrills gate. “I can’t wait to see Coconut,” she said.


Bess wrinkled her nose. “Who?”


“Coconut the Peekaboo Chimp,” Nancy explained. “He sneaks up behind kids, put his hands over their eyes, and says—”


“Peekaboo!” Jessie laughed.


“Eeeww!” Bess said. “He probably has hairy knuckles and banana breath.”


Just then Mrs. Shapiro walked over to the girls. She waved four pieces of paper in her hand. “Here they are,” she announced.


“Way to go, Mom!” Jessie cried as her mother handed out the passes.


“Thank you,” Nancy, Bess, and George said almost at the same time.


Nancy held her pass carefully. She loved the way it looked. It was pink with an orange border. The border matched the lining of her red jacket. On the pass were printed the words “Saturday to Saturday.”


The girls waved their passes proudly as they followed Mrs. Shapiro through the front gate of Big Thrills.


“Awesome!” Nancy gasped once they were inside. “It looks even better than last year.”


Everywhere Nancy and her friends looked there were rides. High in the sky was a Ferris wheel with colorful butterfly chairs. Another ride looked like a pirate ship rocking on a giant wave.


“Remember, girls,” Mrs. Shapiro said. “The passes cannot be replaced. So take good care of them.”


“We will, Mom,” Jessie promised.


“Good,” Mrs. Shapiro said. She checked her watch. “We’ll all meet right here at this spot in two hours. I’ll drive everyone home.” Then she hurried away to her job at the Big Thrills office.
 

“Let’s put our passes in a safe place,” Nancy suggested.


“Good idea,” Jessie said. She slipped her pass inside her red waist-pack.


“My jacket has huge pockets,” Nancy told Bess and George. “I can hold your passes with mine.”


“Okay,” Bess said as she handed her pass to Nancy.


Nancy slipped the three passes into the right-hand pocket of her jacket.


“Button the flap on your pocket,” George said.


“This isn’t a real flap,” Nancy said. “It’s just for decoration.” She patted her jacket pocket. “But the passes are safe in here.”


“Guard them with your life,” George said.


“She will,” Bess said with a laugh. “Detectives don’t lose things. They find things.”
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