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            THEHARDY BOYS


            JUDO . . . FENCING . . . ARCHERY . . .

                BIATHLON . . . SOMEONE WANTS TO WIN—AT ANY COST!


            The combat sports training facility has just opened in Bayport, and

                the Hardys are on hand to check it out. They can practice judo, fencing, archery,

                and biathlon, and meet aspiring athletes from all over.


            But good times turn to bad sportsmanship when Joe’s girlfriend,

                Iola, gets a nasty electrical shock during a fencing workout. Then someone decides

                to use Frank for target practice on the archery range. Now the Hardys are wondering

                if the events are more than accidents. How far will world-class competitors go to

                win?
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        Night Scare


        Frank glanced in the rearview mirror for the third or fourth time in the

            past few moments.


        “What’s up?” Joe asked.


        “I’m not sure,” Frank said. “The same car’s

            been right behind us for a long time.” Frank took a series of quick right turns,

            leaving and then circling back to their normal route home.


        “Still there?” Joe asked.


        “Nope. I’m just paranoid, I guess.”


        The Hardys came to their street, and Frank started slowing for their

            driveway. Up ahead, a set of headlights winked on, piercing the darkness. The lights

            came closer, then angled toward the van. White light filled the windshield.


        “What’s that car doing?” Joe asked.


        Frank slammed on the brakes. “Hold on!” he shouted.

            “It’s coming straight for us!”
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TRAINING FOR TROUBLE





1 Shocking Touch






Joe Hardy crouched low and flexed his left hand. Somehow he had jammed his wrist during the last skirmish. Shaking off the pain, he circled to his left. His opponent was quick and strong, and Joe had to be ready to defend himself.


“What now?” he asked.


“Don’t let him get an inside grip,” someone shouted.


“Keep your feet apart,” another voice added.


Before Joe could sort out the advice, his opponent was on him again, grabbing for his collar.


The two of them locked together, each clutching fistfuls of the other’s shirt. Their heads knocked together, and Joe felt a splash of sweat or blood trickle down his brow. He shifted his balance, trying to catch his opponent off guard, but the guy anticipated his every move.


It was Friday evening, and Joe, his brother, Frank, and a few hundred other citizens of Bayport had been invited to tour the new Olympic Combat-Sports Training Facility.


Here, athletes from the U.S. Olympic and Junior Olympic fencing, archery, judo, and biathlon teams would train year-round for their events. While most of the visitors were milling around the equipment or taking a tour of the building, some brave souls, like Joe, were allowed to test their skills against the best athletes in the world.


Joe took a couple of deep breaths. He’d held his own during his judo match until that last fall, when he had been caught in a painful arm lock. He had managed to rip free by turning a somersault to untwist his arm and was about to counter when Reid Sokal, head coach of the Junior Olympic teams stepped in and said not to fight too hard. He was afraid someone might get seriously hurt.


Now they were facing off for the final fall, with neither one willing to let up on the intensity.


Joe’s opponent shuffled his feet, and Joe saw his chance. He yanked back hard, then quickly stepped forward, placing his left foot behind the other guy to sweep his legs out from under him. He pushed with all his might.


Joe felt his opponent’s grip on his collar relax. For a split second he had a feeling of triumph—he was about to toss an experienced black belt to the floor with a perfectly executed inner reaping throw!


Somehow, that didn’t happen.


Joe found himself falling forward. He fought to keep his balance, but a sharp blow to his stomach made him gasp and lifted him off his feet. He reached for something to hold on to—but caught only air. The floor, then the ceiling, rotated by in what seemed like slow motion.


His brain was still trying to figure out what went wrong when he landed on his back with a rib-rattling whump!


Joe lay still. He looked up at the ceiling and watched the fans high above turn slowly. He smelled the new rubber of the judo mat beneath him. But he couldn’t hear anything. His ears seemed stopped up, plugged.


Then, all at once, voices broke through.


“Nice throw, Allen!” someone shouted.


“Beautiful countermove, man!”


A stocky guy with dark hair trimmed in a military-style crew cut appeared above Joe, his hand extended to help him up. It was Allen Frierson, the opponent who’d just nailed him with a nifty throw.


Joe grabbed Allen’s hand and hoisted himself to his feet.


“Good match,” he said, slapping Allen on the back. “But what happened?”


Frank Hardy stepped onto the mat. “You got tossed through the air like a rag doll,” he told his younger brother with a grin.


Joe rubbed his wrist. “Why don’t you go a couple of falls, smart guy? See how long you last.”


Frank smiled. “No way. Being treated like a crash-test dummy isn’t my idea of a good time.”


Frank Hardy was one year older than his brother and, at six-one, an inch taller. Though he was just as good an athlete as Joe, he liked to make use of his quickness and skill rather than brute strength.


Allen Frierson introduced himself to Frank. “That was a stomach throw I used on your brother,” he said.


“It happened too fast,” Joe said.


Allen nodded. “When you pushed forward at me, I dropped to the ground. Instead of pulling you on top of me, I jammed my foot into your stomach and flipped you back over my head.”


“Pretty effective,” Frank said.


“Good job, kid. You have fun?” Coach Sokal asked, striding onto the mat and tossing a towel to Joe.


Joe smiled and draped the towel over his blond hair like a hood. “Yeah, but I think I’ll stick to football for now.”


Sokal laughed, but his expression changed as he turned to Allen. “You need to be more aggressive if you want to make my team, Frierson,” he said. “Stop waiting around for something to happen.”


Coach Sokal appeared to be in his midthirties, and to Joe he resembled a super-tough army sergeant. His hands were oversized, and his ears were rubbery and scarred from hundreds of falls.


He wore jeans and a gray sweatshirt emblazoned with the training facility logo: an American flag with two pairs of small figures in silhouette facing off in judo and fencing while others posed with an archery bow and a target rifle.


“Stick around,” Sokal said, turning back to Joe. “You’ll get to watch Allen here get the same treatment you got.”


“What do you mean?” Joe asked.


“We’re putting on an exhibition,” Coach Sokal said. He slapped Frierson on the shoulder with his clipboard. “Allen and Jake Targan are going to demonstrate some moves for the crowd. Allen, you’re prey.”


Sokal turned and walked purposefully over to the next mat, where one girl was showing another how to do a one-arm shoulder throw.


Frank saw that Allen’s calm expression had turned into a scowl. “What’s up?” he asked Allen.


“It’s my turn to be the crash-test dummy,” Allen replied. “Jake Targan is the top junior fighter in the country, and he just happens to be in my weight class.”


“But he’s been practicing a lot longer than you have, right?” Joe said.


“That’s true,” Allen said, nodding. “He’s been a black belt since he was ten. I wrestled in high school and started judo just a couple of years ago.”


“So give yourself a break,” Frank said. “You’ll whip up on Targan soon enough.”


“Not fast enough for some people,” Allen said, glancing toward the scorer’s table where a tall, balding man in a crewneck sweater stood talking to the team trainer.


“Who’s that?” Joe asked.


“My dad,” Frierson said. “He’s an electrician, but that isn’t good enough for me, I guess.”


“He pushes you pretty hard?” Joe asked.


“Worse than Coach Sokal,” Allen replied. “His dream is to see me on the gold-medal podium at the Olympics in four years. According to him, Jake Targan is my mortal enemy.”


As the teens talked, the door to the men’s locker room was opened and a young man wearing a judo suit with a towel draped over his shoulders stepped out onto the crowded floor.


“He doesn’t look much like a judo expert,” Frank noted.


Joe agreed. Targan appeared mild and relaxed, as if he were entering a party with all his best friends. He was tall, at around six feet, but not heavily muscled. Short, curly brown hair and smooth cheeks that still held some baby fat made him appear to be about thirteen or fourteen years old.


“He’s stronger than he looks,” Allen said.


“Yeah, you can tell by the way he walks,” Frank agreed.


Targan moved through the crowd easily, his balance shifting almost imperceptibly from one bare foot to the other as he stepped around and between people and made his way to the mats.


Targan introduced himself to the Hardys and knocked fists with Frierson. “You want to be predator or prey?” he asked.


“Coach says I’m prey,” Allen replied.


“That’s tough,” Targan said, tightening his black belt around his waist.


“Predator or prey?” Frank asked.


“In an exhibition, one person demonstrates all the holds and falls,” Targan said.


“And the other person just lets himself get flipped around like a human bean bag,” Frierson added. “That’s me, as usual.”


“All right, everybody!” Coach Sokal’s voice boomed over the intercom system. The Hardys turned and saw him standing next to the judges’ table with a microphone in his hand.


“It’s eight o’clock,” he said. “Gather around the mat here for a demonstration of one of the oldest fighting arts. In Japanese, judo means ‘the gentle way,’ but you’ll see that competitive judo really isn’t gentle at all.”


The Hardys stepped off the mat to give the two combatants room. From the sidelines they watched as Sokal put the microphone down and not so gently pushed a few visitors to the side as he disappeared into the crowd.


“Check it out,” Joe said as the Hardys watched Sokal break through a line of people with a television news crew in tow. The Hardys recognized the reporter leading the crew as Rachel Baden.


“Sokal’s got the cameraman by the arm,” Frank said. “He’s practically forcing him to cover the exhibition.”


A woman in a dark-red pants suit knifed through the crowd and met Sokal face-to-face, her finger pointing at his chest.


“Whoa! I want to hear this,” Joe said. He and his brother edged their way between the mat and the crowd, getting close enough to hear what appeared to be a serious conversation.


The woman, her dark hair swinging across her shoulders, turned to Rachel Baden, the reporter. “I thought you were going to interview members of the fencing team. I set it all up,” she said quietly.


“I think we’ll have time to get over there, Ms. Montreux,” Baden replied.


“Let them get a couple of falls, Geneve,” Sokal said to the woman in the pants suit. He motioned for Allen and Jake to come over to him. “Come on! You got to admit judo’ll make better TV than fencing.”


“The woman in the red pants suit must be the director of the facility,” Frank said. “Geneve Montreux.”


“We agreed on a schedule—” Montreux began but stopped when she noticed the cameraman focusing on her. She obviously didn’t want to make a scene.


“I’ll tell the fencers they’ll have to wait to be interviewed,” she said, then stepped back into the crowd.


Once she was gone, Sokal walked back and picked up the microphone to introduce Jake and Allen to the crowd. “We have two talented young men to show you the basics of this ancient fighting art,” Sokal said. “Jake Targan is captain of the Junior Olympic team and a two-time National Junior Champion. And Allen Frierson is one of the determined young people training here to try to make the team.”


Joe saw Mr. Frierson wince as he heard his son’s modest introduction.


The Hardys watched Coach Sokal describe different judo throws before Targan executed them on Frierson.


“If you’re shorter than your opponent, the shoulder wheel can be a devastating move,” Sokal said.


Targan and Frierson faced off for a second, then Targan ducked in low, pulling Frierson over his shoulders in what looked like a fireman’s carry.


Instead of stopping with Allen safely draped over his shoulders, Targan continued lifting and pulling. Frierson’s legs flew in the air as Targan flipped him onto the mat like a butcher slamming a side of beef onto a counter.
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