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First Day, Worst Day


Winter is my favorite season!” eight-year-old Nancy Drew shouted. She clapped her mittens together. A mist of snow tickled her nose.


“Mine, too,” Bess Marvin said. “Besides summer, spring, and fall!”


George Fayne tossed a handful of snow into the air. “And we have a whole week to have fun in all this snow,” she said. “Are we lucky or what?”


Nancy knew they were. It was Monday and the first day of winter break. It was also the day after a really big snowfall.


The three friends had come to the park. It was filled with kids pulling their sleds and racing down hills.


“Let’s bring our sleds to the park tomorrow,” Nancy suggested.


“Cool!” Bess said. “But what should we do today?”


“We can make snow angels,” George suggested. She adjusted her red hat over her dark curls.


Bess shook her head. “But that means lying in the snow. And getting snow all over my new purple parka,” she complained.


Bess smoothed the pockets of her parka. She was wearing a matching hat over her blond hair.


George rolled her eyes. “What are parkas for, Bess?” she joked. “The beach?”


Nancy giggled. Sometimes she couldn’t believe that Bess and George were cousins. Bess had a closet full of pretty clothes. George’s closet was filled with jeans and soccer balls.


“Would you rather build a snowman, Bess?” Nancy asked.


“No,” Bess said. Her blue eyes sparkled. “I want to build a snow queen.”


George wrinkled her nose. “What does a snow queen look like?” she asked.


Bess pointed over Nancy’s shoulder and gasped. “Like that!” she said.


Nancy spun around.


Walking toward them was a girl wearing a white coat with a fluffy white collar. On one of her hands was a furry white muff. In the other was a wand with a sparkly snowflake on the tip. A shimmering tiara crowned her head.


“That’s no snow queen,” George said as the girl got closer. “That’s Rebecca.”


The girls knew Rebecca Ramirez from school. She was also in the third grade at Carl Sandburg Elementary School, but in a different class. Rebecca wanted to be an actress.


“I am so a snow queen!” Rebecca declared. “I’m playing one at the Twinkling Stars Drama School.”


Nancy knew about Rebecca’s drama school. It was on Main Street. The kids met twice a week after school, on Saturday, and even during winter break.


“Why are you wearing your costume in the park, Rebecca?” Nancy wanted to know. “Is the snow queen play today?”


“No,” Rebecca said. “We start rehearsals on Wednesday. But it’s never too early to practice my part.”


Nancy watched as Rebecca waved her wand and twirled around.


“What do snow queens do?” Bess asked. “Besides making people dizzy.”


Rebecca stopped twirling. “For one thing,” she said, “snow queens can turn anything into ice.”


“Great!” George joked. “Then make us snow cones. Cherry, lemon, and lime.”


“In winter?” Bess giggled. “Brrr!”


Rebecca put her hands on her hips. “It’s true,” she said. “We can turn anything into ice. And anybody!”


“As in . . . people?” Bess asked.


Rebecca nodded. “People and—”


“Woof!” a bark interrupted Rebecca.


Nancy pushed her hat up from her forehead. She saw a big dog peeking from behind a tree. His tail wagged as he leaped over the snow toward the girls.


“Where did he come from?” Bess asked.


Nancy thought the dog was beautiful. His fur was the color of butterscotch pudding. His long ears looked very soft.


“Look.” George pointed. “He’s wearing a heart-shaped tag. That means he belongs to someone.”


Nancy knew not to pet strange dogs, but she gave him a big smile. “Hi, boy!” she said. “You sure look friendly.”


The dog looked at Nancy with warm brown eyes. Then he turned and hopped over the snow toward Rebecca.


“What does he want?” Rebecca asked.


The dog jumped. His paws landed on Rebecca’s shoulders. He barked playfully at her snowflake wand.


“I think he wants to be a snow queen,” Bess said with a giggle.


“Down!” Rebecca shouted.


The dog’s ears flattened against his head. He whined and backed down.


“You scared him,” Bess scolded.


Nancy saw two brown smudges near Rebecca’s shoulders. Rebecca saw them, too.


“Oh, no!” Rebecca cried. “That dumb dog got dirty paw prints all over my snow queen costume!”
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“Yuck,” Bess said. “I’m glad he didn’t jump on my new purple parka.”


The dog seemed puzzled. He tilted his head and looked at Rebecca.


“He didn’t mean it, Rebecca,” Nancy said. “He was just being a dog.”


“A bad dog,” Rebecca added. She raised her wand over the dog’s head.


“What are you doing?” George asked.
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