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Apple Fun

Apples, apples, apples! I love apples!” Bess Marvin chanted.

“Would you stop saying that?” George Fayne grumbled. “By the time we get there, I’m not going to want to hear anything else about apples, ever!”

Eight-year-old Nancy Drew grinned at her two best friends, who were also cousins. The three of them were sitting in the backseat of Mrs. Fayne’s car as it drove down a country road.

“Uh-oh, George,” Nancy teased. “That’s bad news, since we’re going to the River Heights Kids Apple Festival!”

George’s mom smiled at the three girls in the rearview mirror. “That’s right,” she said. “And we’re almost there. Nancy, you’d better make sure Chip is on her leash before we get out of the car, okay?”

“Okay.” Nancy leaned down and patted her puppy, Chocolate Chip. She was lying on the car floor on top of Nancy’s feet.

“Did you hear that, Chip?” Bess said. “You have to stay on your leash. There will probably be lots of other dogs at the Apple Festival. Some of them might not be as friendly as you are.”

When she heard Bess say her name, Chip let out a bark. She jumped onto Nancy’s lap, then bounced over to George’s.

“Quit it.” George giggled, pushing the wriggling puppy onto Bess. “Chip, your claws tickle!”

Nancy reached over and clipped Chip’s leash to her collar. “There,” she said. “Now we’re ready to go.”

“Good,” Mrs. Fayne said. “Because we’re here!”

It was a bright, sunny Friday afternoon in autumn. Mrs. Fayne stopped the car in the parking lot of a pick-your-own fruit farm. In the summer people came from miles around to pick their own fresh berries, peaches, cherries, and other produce. In the autumn they came for the juicy apples and pears.

“Now, don’t go crazy, Bess,” Mrs. Fayne joked. “Make sure you leave enough apples for everybody else in town.”

“Fat chance!” George said with a laugh. “When Bess is around, nobody else in the family ever gets to eat an apple.”

“Or apple pie,” Mrs. Fayne added.

“Or applesauce,” Nancy joined in with a grin.

Bess giggled. “Or apple cider, or apple turnovers, or apple brown betty . . .”

Still laughing, they walked over to the ticket booth.

“I’ll buy you girls each a weekend pass,” Mrs. Fayne said as she handed some money to the ticket taker. “You still want to come back tomorrow, right?”

“Definitely!” Bess answered.

Nancy nodded. They knew they would only have a short time today before it got dark, but tomorrow they could have the whole day here.
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“We definitely need to come back tomorrow,” she said. “Otherwise we’ll never have enough time to see everything.”

“Or taste everything,” Bess added.

“Okay, then.” Mrs. Fayne handed each girl a ticket. “Hold on to these. Ready to go inside?”

“Ready!” the girls all cried.

Nancy kept a tight hold on Chip’s leash as she entered the festival grounds. There were lots of dogs everywhere inside—and lots of people, too.

The festival entrance was in a big, open area in front of an old farmhouse. To one side were rows and rows of fruit trees. Sprinklers were spraying water along several of the rows. Nancy guessed that the orchard workers had to water the trees when the weather was dry and sunny, as it had been for the past couple of weeks.

On the other side of the central area there was a grassy hillside. It led up toward steep, wooded bluffs at the back of the property. Nearby stood a large red barn and several other outbuildings. For the festival several tents and food stands were set up here and there.

“Look, there’s an information board.” George pointed to a large bulletin board covered with a map and lots of other signs and notices. The heading INFORMATION was written across the top in big red letters.

Nancy followed her friends over to the information board. She had to keep trying to pull Chip away from other dogs walking by.

“Quit it, Chip.” Nancy pointed to a big, handwritten notice on the sign. “All dogs have to stay on leash. See? It says so right there.”

Chip barked. Then she sat down on Nancy’s feet and wagged her tail.

“My dad told me that the owner of this farm has a bunch of big dogs that run around loose all the time,” Bess said. “He said the farm dogs are nice to people, but they chase away other animals. They’re supposed to guard the fruit from raccoons and groundhogs and stuff.”

“I guess that’s probably one reason other dogs aren’t allowed to be off their leashes,” Nancy said, looking down at Chip.

Just then Mrs. Fayne smiled and waved to someone in the crowd. “There’s Mrs. Karoli over there,” she told the girls. “I’m going to go over and say hello. Will you three be all right on your own for a while?”

“Sure, Mom,” George replied. “We’ll be fine.”

“Okay. Stay together at all times,” Mrs. Fayne told them. “We’ll meet right back here at four forty-five. And please keep a tight hold on Chip, okay?”

“Don’t worry, we will,” Nancy promised. “See you at four forty-five.”

After Mrs. Fayne left, the girls looked at the information board again. Now that she was closer, Nancy saw a printed schedule of events, several notices advertising different games and food booths, and even a poster about pony rides.

“I don’t know what we should do first,” George said. “Should we get a snack, or play some games first?”

“Snack first,” Bess suggested, licking her lips eagerly.

“I wouldn’t mind checking out the pony rides,” Nancy added. She and her friends loved ponies and sometimes took riding lessons at a local stable.

“Ooh! Look! It says there are hayrides, too,” Bess said. “Oh, now I really can’t decide what we should do!”

“Sounds like we have a real mystery on our hands,” Nancy joked. “Maybe I should get out my notebook.”
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