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Big Hat, Big Mouth!


Who in the world am I?” eight-year-old Bess Marvin asked in school. “That’s the great puzzle!”


George Fayne rolled her dark eyes. “Duh!” she said. “You’re my cousin, Bess!”


Eight-year-old Nancy Drew smiled at her two best friends. “Bess is just saying her lines, George,” she said.


“That’s right!” Bess said. Her blond ponytail bounced as she nodded. “The class play is almost a week away and I’m playing Alice in Wonderland!”


“I know!” George joked. “You’ve been reminding us for the last three weeks!”


Bess placed her hands on her hips. “Well, at least I’m not playing a worm!”


“I’m a caterpillar!” George corrected. She stuck her chin up into the air. “And I get to blow a bubble pipe!”


Nancy giggled. Sometimes she couldn’t believe Bess and George were cousins. They were as different as—worms and caterpillars!


“Just think!” George said. “Today is the first day we get to practice the play on a real stage!”


Nancy was happy to be playing the smiling Cheshire Cat, even though her cheeks were sore from so much grinning!


“I hope I remember my lines,” Nancy said. “And to grin!”


“If you forget to smile,” Bess said, “just remember the time the class gerbil crawled into Brenda’s backpack.”


Nancy giggled. Brenda Carlton was the snootiest girl in their third-grade class. Some people called her Miss Snooty Pants!


“Off with her head! Off with her head!” Brenda shouted her lines as she walked up and down the auditorium’s aisle.


“Why is she the Queen of Hearts?” George asked. “She’s already a princess!”


“I know something you don’t know,” Bess said in a singsong voice. “Brenda is having a party on Saturday!”


“Why?” Nancy asked.


“To celebrate her part in the play,” Bess said. “The part of the Queen!”


“I hope we’re invited!” Nancy said. “Brenda has the bestest parties!”


“Even if she is snooty!” George said.


Bess’s blue eyes suddenly opened wide. She pointed over Nancy’s shoulder.


“Look!” she gasped.


Nancy spun around. Their classmate Orson Wong was wearing a big green top hat—with a red brim and a yellow polka-dotted hatband.


“Wow!” Nancy gasped. “That hat is tremendous!”


“What do you expect the Mad Hatter to wear?” Orson asked. “A beanie?”


Nancy and her classmates surrounded Orson. Their teacher, Mrs. Reynolds, walked over and smiled.


“So that’s the hat you told me about, Orson,” Mrs. Reynolds said. “It’s perfect for the Mad Hatter.”


“My mom bought it at Sid’s Novelty Shop,” Orson said proudly. “The same place where I buy my Squishy, Squirty Heads!”


Yuck! Nancy thought. Orson was always sneaking those little rubber toy heads into school. They were as ugly as could be. And they squirted water when he squeezed them!


“Mrs. Reynolds is right!” Brenda said. She smiled as she gazed at Orson’s hat. “That hat is totally perfect!”


“Too weird,” Bess whispered to Nancy. “That hat isn’t Brenda’s style!”


Mrs. Reynolds called for attention. “Before we rehearse our play,” she said, “I have a big surprise.”


Nancy gave a little jump. She loved surprises. What could it be?


Mrs. Reynolds climbed a small staircase up onto the stage. She pulled a cord, and the curtain swished to the side.


“Awesome!” George gasped.


Nancy brushed aside her strawberry blond bangs, and stared at the stage. It was decorated with fake trees, rocks, flowers, and a table set up for a tea party!


“It’s wonderful!” Nancy gasped.


“No, it’s not,” Bess giggled. “It’s Wonderland!”


Just then a man with wavy brown hair peeked out from behind a fake tree.


Who’s that? Nancy wondered.


“Boys and girls, this is my good friend Troy Marvello,” Mrs. Reynolds said. “He decorates the windows at Casey’s Department Store. And he’s decorating the set for Alice in Wonderland.”


Troy smiled at the kids. But when he saw Orson his eyes popped wide open.


“What’s the matter?” Orson asked. “Is my nose running?”


Troy pointed at Orson’s hat and smiled. “That’s it! That’s the hat I was looking for!” he exclaimed. “For my new spring window at Casey’s!”


“Orson!” Mrs. Reynolds smiled. “Wouldn’t it be nice to have your hat in the display window of Casey’s Department Store?”


“Sorry!” Orson said firmly. “But this was the last hat at Sid’s.”


“I’ll give you five pounds of jelly beans for that hat!” Troy blurted. “You do like jelly beans, don’t you?”


“Sure,” Orson said. He stuck his chin out. “But I like my hat more!”


“As you can see,” Mrs. Reynolds sighed, “Orson really wants his hat.”
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