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Dares and Doable Dares


We’re going to have to do homework!” eight-year-old Joe Hardy groaned. He was walking down a shady Bayport street on the first day of school.


Frank, Joe’s nine-year-old brother, smiled. “You don’t have to worry,” Frank said as he kicked a rock down the sidewalk. “You always get good grades.”


“That was at our old school,” Joe said glumly.


The Hardy family had moved to Bayport over the summer. Frank and Joe had spent several weeks exploring their new hometown. They’d even made new friends—including Chet Morton.


Chet waved at the Hardy brothers from the corner of his street. He munched on a doughnut as he waited. Beside him stood his seven-year-old sister, Iola.


“Hey, Joe,” Chet said with his mouth full. “Hi, Frank.”


“Are you ready to meet your new teachers?” Iola asked.


Frank nodded as everyone started down the street together. “I’m sure Mrs. Burton will be nice,” he said.


Chet and Frank had already figured out that they were in the same fourth-grade class. Their teacher’s name was Mrs. Burton.


Joe was a year younger than the other boys. He was in Mrs. Adair’s third-grade class with Mike Mendez, another one of the boys’ new friends.


“Well, I’m not taking any chances,” Chet said. He pulled a shiny red apple out of his jacket pocket. “I brought Mrs. Burton a present.”


“An apple for the teacher?” Joe made a face. “Whose idea was that? Your grandmother’s?”


“Not exactly.” Chet laughed. “Here, take a bite.” He turned the apple around and waved it in Joe’s face.


Joe jumped back. A slimy-looking worm was crawling out of the apple. Joe leaned forward to look at it more closely. The worm and apple were both made of plastic.


Frank laughed. “I dare you to give that to Mrs. Burton!”


Chet slipped the apple back into his pocket. “Maybe next week. I don’t want to get into trouble on the first day.”


Frank, Joe, Chet, and Iola turned into the school yard. Bayport Elementary was a low, modern building, with trees all around and a large playground behind it. The school had classes from kindergarten through the sixth grade.
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“ ’Bye,” Iola called as she ran to join a group of her second-grade friends. A lot of kids were standing outside, waiting for school to start. A few younger kids were hugging their parents and crying. A group of older kids was playing tag. Everyone else was yelling or talking. It was noisy.


Joe nudged Frank. “What’s Tanya doing?”


The boys knew Tanya Wilkins from karate class. The dark-haired girl was standing with a friend in the middle of the playground. Both girls were staring up at the sky.


“I don’t know,” Frank said. “Why don’t you ask her?”


Joe made a face. “I don’t like girls.”


“Sounds like you’re afraid of them,” Chet said.


“Am not!” Joe said quickly.


“Joe’s scared of Tanya,” Chet said in a singsong voice.


“I am not! And I’ll prove it.” Joe stomped over to the girls. “Hey, Tanya, what are you looking at?” he said.


Tanya kept looking up. “I’m looking at the sky. The newspaper said a balloon race is passing over Bayport this morning.”


Joe looked up, too. “I don’t see any balloons.”


“They’re not supposed to be here for half an hour,” Tanya said with a sigh. “Why can’t school start a little later?”


“Why can’t school start tomorrow?” Tanya’s friend said. “Or next week? Or never?”


“Um, I don’t know,” Joe said. “See you!”


Joe ran back to Frank and Chet. He didn’t want too many kids to see him talking to a couple of girls. If they did, he figured he might never make friends at Bayport Elementary.


“They’re looking for hot-air balloons,” Joe reported to Frank and Chet. “There’s supposed to be a race starting in half an hour.”


Chet opened his lunch bag and pulled out a handful of jelly beans. He threw one into the air. He was about to catch the jelly bean in his mouth when someone bumped into him.


“Hey!” Chet spun around. “You made me drop . . . ” His voice trailed off when he realized who had bumped into him.


It was Zack Jackson, the bully of Bayport. Zack’s dark hair stuck up in sharp spikes. As usual, his arms were covered with rub-on tattoos. Zack was always looking for a chance to fight. He even fought with his own friends!


Zack wasn’t paying any attention to Chet and the Hardys. He was poking a small, dark-haired boy in the chest. The boy was shorter than Joe.


“Come on, chicken,” Zack said. “I dare you to pull the fire alarm.”


The other boy frowned and scuffed his sneaker on the ground. “Darers go first,” he mumbled.


“Who’s that kid?” Joe asked. “I’ve never seen him with Zack before.”


“Tony Prito,” Chet explained. “He lives near you guys. He’s tough but not mean like Zack.”


“Do you think he’ll pull the fire alarm?” Frank’s eyes were wide.
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