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A Holiday Surprise


I love parties!” eight-year-old Nancy Drew said from the backseat of her father’s car.


“I really love parties!” her best friend George Fayne agreed. George was sitting next to Nancy.


“I love parties more than anything in the whole wide world!” George’s cousin Bess Marvin piped up. Bess was Nancy’s other best friend. She was sitting on the other side of George. “Except maybe presents. Hmm. I can’t decide!”


Nancy, George, and Bess all lived in River Heights and were in the same third-grade class at Carl Sandburg Elementary School.


The three girls were on their way to a holiday party at Nick and Patricia Gangi’s house. The Gangis were friends of Nancy’s dad, Carson Drew. Mr. Drew was also their family lawyer.


“The best thing about the holidays is that you get parties and presents,” Nancy said.


“And no school for two whole weeks,” George added.


Outside the car, snow was falling softly. Nancy pressed her face against the window and stared at the scenery. She liked seeing all the houses decked with holiday decorations and holiday lights.


Mr. Drew turned onto a road lined with snow-covered trees. Just ahead was an enormous gray mansion. Beyond it was a big white meadow that ended in a stretch of woods.


“Is that their house?” George exclaimed.


“It’s like a princess’s castle!” Bess nodded.


“Dad, you said this party had a super-secret surprise theme,” Nancy said eagerly. “What is it? Can you tell us?”


“You’ll find out soon enough,” Mr. Drew promised with a chuckle.


Nancy couldn’t wait. What could the supersecret surprise theme be? she wondered.


Mr. Drew parked the car behind a long row of cars in the driveway. As the four of them walked up to the house, the snow made crunching sounds under their boots.


On the front door there was a big wreath made of twigs, dried cranberries, origami paper birds, and tiny silver bells. Under the wreath was a handmade sign that said COME IN! in purple and green crayon.


Nancy and her friends followed Mr. Drew inside. The front hall and living room were filled with grown-ups and kids. Servers in black uniforms walked around with trays of food and drinks.


“Welcome, welcome!”


A tall man with light brown hair rushed to greet them. He was wearing a green velvet jacket with a sprig of mistletoe on the lapel.


Mr. Drew shook the man’s hand. “Girls, this is Mr. Nick Gangi,” he said.


Nancy, George, and Bess all shook hands with Mr. Gangi. “Is this whole house yours?” George asked, her brown eyes wide.


Mr. Gangi laughed. “Yes, this whole house is ours. It first belonged to my great-greatgrandfather, Thomas Gangi. In fact, he’s sort of the reason for this party.” He winked at Mr. Drew.


Nancy glanced at her father, and then at Mr. Gangi. Mr. Gangi must be talking about the super-secret surprise theme, she thought.


“I know he lived a really long time ago, but was today your great-great-grandfather’s birthday?” Nancy guessed


Mr. Gangi smiled. “No, but that’s a good guess. Why don’t all of you come with me into the living room. I was just about to make my announcement. Plus, I want you to meet the rest of the family.”


Mr. Gangi led Mr. Drew, Nancy, George, and Bess into the crowded room. Everyone was standing around, talking and eating.


In the corner of the living room, Nancy saw a giant Christmas tree. It was covered with twinkling white lights, strings of popcorn, carved wooden dolls, and many other beautiful decorations.


While Nancy gazed at the tree, a pretty woman with long, wavy, dark brown hair walked over to them. Two blond girls stood next to her, one on either side. Nancy guessed the girls were about her age. Just behind them was a red-haired teenage boy.


The two girls looked almost exactly alike. The only difference was that the first girl wore her hair in a ponytail. The second one wore her hair down, with lots of purple barrettes. They must be twins, Nancy thought.


“Hi, Patty,” Mr. Drew said. He kissed the woman on the cheek. “Girls, this is Mrs. Gangi,” he said.


“These are my daughters, Johanna and Mia,” Mrs. Gangi said. “And this is their cousin Brad Gangi,” she said, pointing to the red-haired teenager.


The girl with the ponytail pouted. “Jo, not Johanna,” she insisted.


“This is Jo,” Mrs. Gangi corrected herself with a smile. “Jo and Mia’s little brother, Sam, is around here somewhere. You can’t miss him. He’s wearing a Turtleman T-shirt.”


Bess plucked a chocolate cupcake off a server’s tray. “Turtleman? I love Turtleman. He’s awesome.”


“Turtleman is lame. Just like this party is lame,” Nancy heard Brad mumble to Mia.


“Brad! Shut up!” Mia snapped.


“But I know how to make the party way cooler,” Brad whispered to both Jo and Mia. “You want to help me?” He had a mischievous look in his eyes.


“Shhhhh,” Jo and Mia whispered together.


Nancy wondered what that was all about. But she didn’t have time to think about it; just then, Mr. Gangi clinked a spoon against a glass.


“Can I have everyone’s attention?” he called out in a loud voice. “Attention, everyone! I have an announcement to make.”


Nancy turned to George and Bess. “Yay, this is it!” she whispered.


Everyone in the room fell silent. Mr. Gangi put the spoon and glass down. Then he stuffed his hands into his jacket pockets and began to give a speech.


“A hundred years ago, my great-greatgrandfather, Thomas Gangi, lived in this house with his wife and three children,” Mr. Gangi said. “He was a craftsman who made carousel horses. He was famous all over the world for his horses.”
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