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Best-dressed Detective


I can’t believe we’re going to be in a real fashion show!” eight-year-old Nancy Drew said to her friends. They had just walked into Peppermint Penny’s, their favorite store.


“I wonder if we’ll get to keep the clothes we model,” her best friend Bess Marvin said.


Nancy’s other best friend, George Fayne, shook her head. “Bess! If you had any more clothes, your closet would burst.”


Bess smiled at her cousin. “It already has!”


The girls were excited. The fashion show would be held right inside Peppermint Penny’s. The models were kids from River Heights. Two of those kids were Nancy and Bess.


“Wow!” Nancy said. “Peppermint Penny’s has never looked like this.”


The girls looked around the store. A long red carpet ran from the back of the store to the front. Rows of chairs lined both sides of the carpet. Tied to each chair was a colorful balloon.


Above the racks of clothes were signs that read, Back to School.


“I don’t get it,” George said. “We have three weeks of summer vacation left. Why do all the signs say, Back to School?”


Nancy smiled. “So we can have a back-to-school fashion show!”


“Nancy, look!” Bess said. She pointed to a clock on the wall. “It’s already one o’clock. The fashion show starts in just an hour.”


Nancy saw the owner of the store, Penny, rush by. She and her salesgirl, Tara, were counting chairs.


Penny had short dark hair and blue eyes. She was wearing black pants and a shiny red blouse. Tara had brown hair and freckles. She wore a striped T-shirt and tan pants.


“I’ll bet Penny and Tara are as excited as we are,” Nancy said.


“And probably as nervous,” Bess said. She turned to George. “Did you change your mind about being in the show?”


“Not unless I can model my jeans and soccer shirt,” George said.


Bess rolled her eyes, but Nancy giggled. As cousins, Bess and George were nothing alike.


“That’s okay, George,” Nancy said. “You’re going to help us change into our outfits during the fashion show.”


The other kids who were going to be models began to arrive. Nancy saw eight-year-old Kendra Cartwright and nine-year-old Scott Mancuso. Then Nancy saw someone she didn’t expect.


“Don’t tell me Brenda Carlton is in the fashion show,” Nancy said, groaning.


“Maybe she’s modeling snooty pants,” Bess said giggling.


“I heard that, Bess Marvin!” Brenda snapped. She walked over to the girls.


“Since when do detectives model clothes?” Brenda asked Nancy.


“Since today,” Nancy said.


Nancy was the best detective at Carl Sandburg Elementary School. But she also liked nice clothes.


“What about you, Brenda?” Nancy asked. “What are you doing here?”


Brenda’s eyes lit up. “I’m writing an article for the Carlton News,” she said.


“What else is new?” George muttered.


The Carlton News was Brenda’s own newspaper. She wrote it at home on her computer.


“Are you writing about the new clothes in the fashion show?” Bess asked.


“No,” Brenda said. She gave a sly smile. “I’m writing a gossip column.”


Nancy stared at Brenda. Gossip was another word for rumors.


“Gossip can be mean, Brenda,” Nancy said. “Especially when it’s not true.”


Brenda flipped her dark hair over her shoulder. “Who says it won’t be true?”


“You have made up stories before, Brenda,” George said.


Brenda looked angry. “I won’t have to make these up. There’ll be plenty of juicy things to write about here!”


Nancy watched as Brenda left to look at a stack of sweaters.


“What can be worse than having Brenda Carlton here today?” Bess asked.


George pointed to the door. “How about Orson Wong?”


Nancy saw eight-year-old Orson walking into the store with his brothers, the six-year-old twins, Lonny and Lenny. The twins were going to model boys’ clothes.


“We’re going to be in a fashion show!” Lonny shouted as they ran over.


“We’re handsome!” Lenny bragged.


“Not with ice cream all over your face,” George said.


The twins grinned as they crunched on their favorite chocolate Panda Bars.


Then Nancy noticed that Orson was wearing a black beret on his head.


“Is that part of your magician’s costume, Orson?” Nancy asked. She knew that Orson wanted to be a magician when he grew up.


“I’m not a magician anymore,” Orson declared. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a folded piece of paper. “Orson the Awesome is now Orson the Artist!”


He held up the paper. It was covered with one big splotch of white paint.


“What did you do?” George asked, “Spill your milk?”


“You know nothing about great art!” Orson snapped. He pointed to the painting. “This is a picture of a polar bear. A polar bear in a snowstorm.”
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