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Rule of Cool!

We’re on the case,” eight-year-old Nancy Drew sang. She was holding the handle of a jump rope like a microphone. “So we’re in your face!”

George Fayne and her cousin Bess Marvin stood on either side of Nancy. They held pinecones in front of their mouths and sang along: “We’re the Spy Girlz!”

Nancy, Bess, and George were best friends. But this summer they were even more. They were a singing group. Today they were in the park, practicing for a big contest on Saturday!

The contest was part of the River Heights Summer Celebration hosted by Mayor Stone. It was just for kids.

The name of Nancy’s group was the Spy Girlz. That’s because Nancy was the best kid detective in River Heights. She even had a blue detective notebook where she wrote down all her suspects and clues when she was working on a case.

“We’re the Spy Girlz!” the friends sang again. They dropped down on their knees and shouted, “And we’re watching you!”

Riley McArthur cheered as Nancy, George, and Bess bowed. Riley was in the girls’ third-grade class at Carl Sandberg Elementary School.

“Can you take me with you to the Eric Stanley concert?” Riley asked. “Please?”

Nancy smiled. “Only the contest winners get tickets to Eric’s concert,” she said. “And we haven’t won yet.”

“Eric Stanley!” Bess swooned. She grabbed her heart and fell on the grass.

Eric was the girls’ favorite teen singer. He had brown hair and brown eyes and a new song called “Rock My Socks!”

“What if we don’t win?” Bess asked. “Look at all the kids we’re up against!”

She pointed to the others practicing in the park. Their friends Rebecca Ramirez, Molly Angelo, and Amara Shane had a group called the Girly Girls. Jason Hutchings, David Berger, and Mike Minelli called themselves Bad Newz.

“They’re pretty good,” Riley admitted. “But you guys are the coolest!”

George shook her head. “We may sound cool,” she said. “But we don’t look cool.”

“What?” Nancy asked with surprise. “But I’m wearing my cool new jeans!”

“And I’ve got pink glitter on my sandals!” Bess said. “Isn’t that cool?”

“If you’re Tinkerbell,” George said. She looked around the park. “Something is missing. We should look more like . . . them!”

George pointed at the stage. A group called Triple T was practicing. Triple T stood for the eight-year-old Tuttle triplets—Darly, Marly, and Carly. The triplets went to a special school for kid performers in the town next to River Heights.

“We’re three times the groove,” the triplets sang. “So let’s busta move!”

“Wow!” Bess said. “They’re singing and doing cartwheels at the same time!”

“Their gum didn’t fall out of their mouths either!” George said. “How do they do that?”

Nancy and her friends watched the triplets sing and dance on stage. A whole crowd of people had stopped to watch too.

“They might as well be famous already,” Nancy said.

“Thanks to their mom,” George said. “She’s here every day handing out Triple T pictures, pencils, and buttons.”

Nancy looked over at Mrs. Tuttle. She wore a tank top, hot pink pants, and high heels. Today she was handing out Triple T balloons!

“The girls will be signing the balloons after practice,” Mrs. Tuttle called out. “No pictures, please. Unless you’re from a magazine or a newspaper.”

Jason, David, and Mike walked past the girls. Mike dropped a Popsicle wrapper on the ground and kept on walking.

“Litterbugs!” Bess called after them. “No wonder you’re called Bad Newz!”

“Blah, blah, blah!” Jason sneered.

Nancy glanced down at the wrapper. There was a picture of the triplets on it, and the words KEEP COOL WITH TRIPLE T!

“Maybe George is right,” Nancy sighed. “Maybe we’re not as cool as they are.”

“Maybe we’re lukewarm,” Bess said.

“What can we do to make ourselves cooler?” George asked. “Stick on tattoos? How about hot pink streaks in our hair?”

“Forget the tattoos and the pink streaks,” Riley said. “I have something that will make you so cool, you’ll turn hot chocolate into chocolate ice cream!”

Riley waved the girls behind a tree trunk. They watched as she pulled a pair of black sunglasses from her fanny pack.

“Sunglasses?” Nancy asked.

“Not just any sunglasses, Nancy,” Riley said. “These sunglasses once belonged to . . . Eric Stanley!”

Nancy, Bess, and George stared at Riley. Then they began to shriek.

“Eric Stanley?” Nancy exclaimed. “Where did you get them? Where? Where?”

“Eric came to a mall in my old neighborhood a few months ago,” Riley explained. “To sign his new CD.”

“You saw him?” Bess gasped.

“Eric forgot his sunglasses on the table when he left,” Riley went on. “So I took them. And the rest is rock history!”

Riley handed the sunglasses to Nancy. Nancy couldn’t believe she was holding Eric Stanley’s sunglasses. They had a silver S painted on the side, and a long scratch across the right lens.

“The S is for Stanley,” Riley said. “The scratch was there when I found them.”

“Are you going to send them back to Eric?” Nancy asked.
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