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Chillin’ with Villains


Since when do parrots go to sleepovers?” eight-year-old Nancy Drew asked her friend Katie Zaleski.


“My cousin is visiting and he’s allergic to feathers,” Katie answered. “So Amara told me I could bring Lester to the party.”


Katie sat in the backseat of the Drews’ car. She held her pet parrot’s cage on her lap.


“Row, row, row your boat!” Lester screeched. “Arrrk!”


“He’s going to keep us up all night!” Nancy’s best friend Bess Marvin groaned.


“It’s a sleepover!” Nancy’s other best friend, George Fayne, said. “We’re supposed to stay up all night!”


Nancy smiled. She sat in the front seat between her friend Mari Cheng and the Drews’ housekeeper, Hannah Gruen. Bess, George, and Katie sat in the backseat.


“All aboard the sleepover express!” Hannah announced as she started the car.


Hannah had been the Drews’ housekeeper since Nancy was only three years old. Hannah cooked yummy meals for Nancy and made sure her clothes were neat and clean. But today Hannah was driving Nancy and her friends to Amara Shane’s first sleepover.


Nancy had been to sleepovers before, but this one would be special.


Amara was having her sleepover at Scarytales—a big old house where the villains from all different fairy tales—like the wolf from “Little Red Riding Hood” and Captain Hook from Peter Pan— came to life.


Amara’s aunt Ellen owned Scarytales. She lived there with her seven-year-old son, Ernest.


“I can’t believe we’re spending the night with fairy tale villains!” Bess said. She tugged at her blond ponytail. “Those parts of the stories always gave me goose bumps!”


“Amara told us it’s more fun than scary,” Nancy said. “She’s been there so many times she knows exactly what will happen.”


“Villains are the best!” George said, her dark eyes flashing. “What would Hansel and Gretel be without the witch?”


“Safe!” Bess shuddered.


Mari shook her head at Bess and George. “Are you two sure you’re cousins?”


“Last we checked!” George joked. George’s real name was Georgia. But hardly anyone called her that.


Hannah drove the car through River Heights. It was only six o’clock but the October night sky was already dark.


“What’s that around your neck, Mari?” Hannah asked.


“A camera!” Mari said proudly. “It develops pictures in just a few seconds!”


“Great!” Nancy said. “You can take pictures of all the villains!”


“If they let you,” Bess groaned.


Hannah slowed the car down. “Here it is,” she announced. “Scarytales!”


Nancy leaned over Mari to look out the side window. She saw a big old house and a yard filled with brown leaves. In front of the house was a narrow creek and a wooden bridge.


“This place is spooked,” Mari said in a hushed voice.


“It just looks spooked!” Nancy said.


“Check out the tower on the roof!” Bess gasped. “Towers mean bats!” she exclaimed.


“No bats,” Katie said, shaking her head. “Just witches, pirates, and trolls.”


Hannah parked the car on the street. She helped the girls unload their sleeping bags and backpacks. Most of them wore jeans, sneakers, and long-sleeve T-shirts. Bess wore black pants and a bright orange sweater. Crunching through the leaves, they carried their gear toward the house. Hannah held Katie’s sleeping bag so she could carry Lester’s cage.


“I guess we have to cross that bridge to get to the house,” Nancy said.


“Not so fast!” came a gruff voice.


A short man with a long white beard crawled out from under the bridge. He wore blue overalls, a yellow shirt, and a pointed red hat. Three people dressed as goats ran out after him.
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“You have to pay the toll first!” the little man said, holding out his hand.


“Or go baaaaack!” a goat said.


Nancy giggled. It was the mean troll from “The Three Billy Goats Gruff.”


“Well?” the troll said. He was so small that he looked Nancy straight in the eye. “Are you going to cough it up?”


“Sorry.” Hannah smiled. “These girls don’t get their allowances until Monday.”


Katie put Lester’s cage on the ground. She reached into her pocket. “But you can have some cinnamon gum,” she said.


“Nan,” the troll said. “Cinnamon makes me sneeze.”


“How about a baseball card?” George asked. She pulled a card from her pocket.


“Baseball?” the troll cried. He rubbed his hands. “Now you’re talking!”


“If you’re such a fan,” George said, tilting her curly head, “how come you’re not watching the play-offs tonight?”


The troll didn’t answer as he snatched the baseball card. “You can cross now,” he said.


“What a grouch!” Bess whispered.


“He was just pretending,” Hannah said as they walked over the bridge.


“Wait!” Mari said. “I want to get a picture of the troll and the goats!”


Nancy, Mari, and George ran back to the middle of the bridge. They leaned over the rail. Nancy couldn’t see the troll or the goats. But she could hear them.


“Who says I’m not watching the baseball game tonight?” a voice asked.

OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 
   
     
       
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
         
            
            
            
            
             
        
    
  
   
     
  




OEBPS/images/title.jpg
#50

The Scarytales Sleepover

CAROLYN KEENE

ILLUSTRATED BY JAN NAIMQ JONES

Aladdin Paperbacks
New York London Toronto Sydney Singapore





OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg









