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Where’s Nibbles?


We can’t keep veggies forever, Bess!” eight-year-old Nancy Drew told her best friend. “They’ll start to stink!”


“I don’t care,” Bess Marvin said. She had tears in her blue eyes. “That’s all we have to remember our class pet!”


George Fayne was Bess’s cousin and Nancy’s other best friend. Her dark curls bounced as she shook her head.


“No it’s not,” George said. “We’ll always remember the little hole Nibbles chewed in our dictionary!”


It was Monday morning. Nancy, Bess, and George stood in the back of the classroom  with the other kids in Mrs. Reynolds’s third grade class. They all stared at the bookcase where Nibbles the hamster’s cage had once stood.


“I don’t get it!” Andrew Leoni said. “Why would Nibbles run away?”


“Duh!” Peter DeSands said. “Because you left the cage open after you cleaned it, Andrew!”


“Oh . . . yeah.” Andrew said, sighing.


Mari Chang turned to Nancy. “Why don’t you find Nibbles, Nancy?” she asked. “Detectives always find missing things!”


Nancy loved being a detective and solving mysteries. She even had a blue detective notebook where she wrote down all her suspects and clues. But Nibbles’s running away wasn’t a mystery. It was an accident.


“We looked all over for Nibbles, for days,” Nancy said. “Besides, it’s an open and shut case.”


“Yeah,” Rebecca Ramirez said. “The cage was left open when it should have been shut!”


Nancy spotted the silver hamster wheel that Nibbles used to run in. She picked it up and said, “Let’s keep this to remember Nibbles. He used to love it!”


She gave the wheel a spin. It made a creaky, squeaky noise.


“Maybe Nibbles liked that wheel,” Brenda Carlton said, snorting. “But that creaking drove me crazy!”


Nancy rolled her eyes. Brenda was very good at writing her own newspaper, the Carlton News. But she wasn’t very good at being nice!


“It won’t creak anymore,” Nancy said, “now that Nibbles is gone.”


Nancy tapped the wheel over the garbage can, and a few cedar chips fell out. Then she placed it on a shelf.


“There!” Nancy declared. “Nibbles would have wanted us to have it.”


Mrs. Reynolds finished writing the date on the blackboard with colored chalk. It was April 4. She told everyone to take their seats so they could start the day.


Nancy hurried to her desk. It was between the window and Bess’s seat. George sat in the front near the blackboard.


“Look at the daffodils on Mrs. Reynolds’s desk, Nancy,” Bess whispered.


“Pretty!” Nancy said when she saw the vase filled with yellow flowers. Daffodils meant spring—and Nancy loved spring!


“I know everyone is sad about Nibbles,” Mrs. Reynolds said. “But I have some very good news to cheer you all up.”


Good news? Everyone whispered at once: “An extra hour of recess?” “A class trip?” “A class trip to the moon?”


“This Friday will be the Carl Sandburg Elementary School Spring Festival,” Mrs. Reynolds said. “Our principal, Mrs. Oshida, wants each class to sing a song about spring, recite a poem, or dance.”


Nancy’s classmates grinned at one another.


“There will be a prize for the best performance,” Mrs. Reynolds said. “It’s a class computer program with seventy-five learning games on it.”


“Seventy-five!” George said. She let out a whistle. “That’s almost a hundred!”


Nancy raised her hand and asked, “What will we be doing, Mrs. Reynolds?”


“Our class will be dancing the Bunny Hop,” Mrs. Reynolds explained, “and it goes something like this. . . .”


The class giggled as Mrs. Reynolds began hopping forward and backward!


“And,” Mrs. Reynolds continued, with a twinkle in her eye, “the dance will be led by one student, who will wear this. . . .”


Mrs. Reynolds opened the door and called, “Come on in, Orson!”


Nancy’s eyes popped open as Orson Wong walked into the classroom. He was dressed in a fuzzy, white bunny costume!


“The lead bunny should be someone who has been helpful to the class,” Mrs. Reynolds said. “Any suggestions?”


Brenda’s hand shot up. “I wrote about the class picnic in my newspaper, the Carlton News,” she said. “That was helpful.”


“Give me a break!” Mike Minelli said. “Brenda wrote that the picnic was invaded by giant alien ants from outer space!”


Brenda stuck her chin out and said, “You all read it, didn’t you?”


“I volunteered to be the closet monitor for two weeks,” David Berger said.


“So you could go through everyone’s pockets for candy!” Riley McArthur said.


Mrs. Reynolds frowned. “That’s it!” she said with a stern voice. “If you keep arguing, no one will be the lead bunny.”


The class became very quiet. After a few seconds, Bess raised her hand.


“I elect Nancy Drew!” Bess said. “She’s the best detective in our school!”


“Me?” Nancy asked. She pictured herself wearing the white bunny suit and leading the Bunny Hop. But Nancy’s daydream was interrupted when the door swung open. Katie Zaleski hurried in. She was carrying a big red plastic milk crate.
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