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A Sweet Spring Vacation


Yay! It’s spring vacation!” Eight-year-old Nancy Drew said happily.


Nancy’s best friend George Fayne, whose real name was Georgia, skipped along next to her. “No school for a whole week!” George said.


George’s cousin, Bess Marvin, trailed behind the two of them. Bess was Nancy’s other best friend. “But what are we going to do for a whole week?” Bess moaned. “We’ll be totally bored!”


The three girls were walking home from Carl Sandberg Elementary School. They were third-graders there. It was Friday afternoon, the beginning of their spring vacation.


The warm April breeze stirred Nancy’s strawberry-blonde hair. There were flowers everywhere: pink cherry blossoms, yellow daffodils, and bright red tulips. Nancy loved spring!


“There’s lots of stuff we could do for spring vacation,” Nancy told Bess.


Bess scrunched her nose. “Really? Like what?”


“We could play video games,” George suggested.


“I’m sick of my video games!” Bess complained.


“We could do science experiments,” Nancy said.


“That’s too much like school,” Bess pointed out.


“Don’t worry, Bess, we’ll come up with a really fun plan!” George told her.


They soon got to Nancy’s house. Bess and George had gotten permission to stay for dinner too.


Nancy and her friends found the Drews’ housekeeper, Hannah Gruen, in the kitchen. Hannah had helped Mr. Drew take care of Nancy since Nancy’s mother died five years ago. She was flipping through a cookbook.


Nancy’s dog, Chocolate Chip, was sitting at Hannah’s feet. She was a black Labrador puppy. Chip bounced to her feet and licked Nancy’s hand.


“Hi, ladies,” Hannah called out cheerfully. “I was just looking for something yummy to make for dinner.”


Nancy put her backpack on the counter. She gave Hannah a hug. “How about tacos? Your tacos are super-yummy!”


“How about chocolate cake?” Bess suggested. “Your chocolate cake is super-super-yummy!”


Hannah laughed. “Chocolate cake is usually for dessert.”


“Did someone say dessert?”


Nancy turned around. Carson Drew was standing in the doorway. He was dressed in a blue suit, white shirt, and a tie with Labrador puppies all over it. Nancy had given the tie to him last year for Father’s Day.


Nancy ran up to her father and threw her arms around his neck. “Hi, Daddy!”


“Hi, Pudding Pie,” he said. “Pudding Pie” was his special nickname for her. “Hi, Bess. Hi, George. Hi, Hannah. Are you all plotting what to make for dinner?”


“Yes, Daddy!” Nancy replied.


“And before that, we were plotting something else—what to do for spring vacation,” George piped up.


Bess nodded. “We didn’t come up with any cool ideas, though. So we have lots more plotting to do.”


Mr. Drew’s blue eyes twinkled. “Well, I may be able to help you out with that one.”


“You can, Daddy?” Nancy said excitedly.


“I sure can.”


Mr. Drew reached into his suit pocket and pulled out a colorful brochure.


Nancy and her friends gathered around him and stared at the brochure.


It said:


Welcome to Le Gourmet Cooking School


Weeklong Dessert-Making Class


For Ages 8-10


Cookies, Cakes, and Other Fun Desserts


Taught by Renowned Chef


Monsieur Jadot!


Underneath the caption was a photograph of a man. He had a big round face, curly black hair, and a bushy black mustache. He wore a tall white chef’s hat on his head.


“Cool hat!” George said.


Nancy flipped open the brochure. Inside were photos of desserts—lots of desserts. She saw a fancy-looking cake with flowers all over it. There was also a blueberry pie with whipped cream on top, plus there was a plate piled high with brownies and cupcakes.


Bess’s blue eyes grew enormous. “Now I’m really hungry.”


“I still don’t get it,” Nancy said to her father. “What does this have to do with spring vacation?”


“I called Monsieur Jadot. There are still some openings left in his dessert-making class for kids. And it starts next Monday!” Mr. Drew announced.


“Can I take it, can I take it?” Nancy begged her father.


Mr. Drew nodded. Then he turned to George and Bess.


“I talked to your parents this morning. They said you girls could take the class too, if you want,” he said.


Bess and George began jumping up and down. “Yes! Yes!” they said together.


“Will they be making those fancy French desserts, like crème broo-whatchamacallit?” Hannah said worriedly. “Won’t that be too difficult for the kids?”


Mr. Drew shook his head. “I think Monsieur Jadot saves the fancy French desserts for the adult class. In the children’s class he sticks to cookies and brownies and other basic desserts.”


Nancy couldn’t believe it. She and her friends were going to spend their spring vacation making desserts!


“Thank you, Daddy!” she said, hugging her father.


“No problem. Now what was that I heard about chocolate cake for dinner?” Mr. Drew asked, grinning.


• • •


“Bonjour, ladies and gentlemen! Welcome to my class. I am Monsieur Jadot. That’s pronounced ‘ja dough,’ like cookie dough.”


Nancy sat up taller on her kitchen stool so she could see Monsieur Jadot better. He looked just like he did in his picture.


It was the first day of dessert-making class. Nancy looked around. The classroom was a huge kitchen with lots of sinks and stoves. There was a long marble counter with a dozen stools. The air smelled like cinnamon and sugar.
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