


The Lemonade Raid


“I don’t know who took your lemons,” Ned told Nancy. “And stop bothering me!”


“We didn’t do anything to you!” Nancy shouted.


Ned spun around. “Remember the dogs I was walking this morning?” he asked. “They were so wet and muddy from jumping in the lake after your puppy that the owner fired me. Now I’m losing a dollar a day because of you!”


“That’s terrible,” Bess said. “But it wasn’t our fault.”


Ned quickly walked along the street with the four little poodles. Halfway down the block, he bent down to untangle the dogs’ leashes. When he straightened up, Nancy gasped. A bunch of lemon slices had fallen right out of his shirt pocket.


“He’s got our lemons!” George cried. “Let’s get him!”
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        Lemonade and Bugs


        Let’s open it!” eight-year-old Nancy

            Drew said as the deliveryman plunked a big brown box on the porch.


        Hannah Gruen, the Drews’ housekeeper, signed for the mysterious

            package. It was addressed to “The Drew Family.”


        “Hurry up,” George Fayne said, helping Nancy remove the

            tape.


        Bess Marvin knelt beside her cousin George. She watched as Nancy pulled

            off the lid of the box.


        The three best friends looked inside and frowned. “Lemons?”

            they all said at once.


        George sat back on her heels. “I thought it was

            going to be something good.”


        “Why would someone send us all these lemons?” Nancy asked

            Hannah.


        “Well, my little sourpuss,” Hannah teased,

            “they’re from your father’s friend Frank Wilson, who lives in

            California. Here’s a note saying they come from the lemon trees in his backyard. I

            guess he didn’t know what to do with all of them.” Hannah looked down at the

            lemons. “I can make a few pies, but I don’t know what to do with the rest,

            either.”


        “We could make lemonade,” Nancy said.


        Bess licked her lips. “That sounds yummy.”


        “Yeah,” George agreed. “It’s really hot today.

            Hey, I know,” she said after a moment. “We can set up a lemonade stand in

            the park. It’ll be fun!”


        That night Nancy’s father gave Nancy permission to use the lemons

            Hannah didn’t need. The next morning Bess and George came over

            to Nancy’s house early to make the lemonade and a small sign for their stand.


        “Phew.” Bess brushed her blond bangs away from her face after

            they’d been working for a while. “I didn’t think making lemonade would

            be such hard work.”


        “We must have squeezed a zillion lemons,” George said,

            “and we only have a little bit of juice.” She looked at the pitcher.

            “I wonder what it tastes like.”


        “I’ll bet it’s really sour,” Nancy said, puckering

            her lips. “We haven’t added the water or sugar yet.”


        “I want to try it anyway.” George poured herself a small cup.

            She drank some of the juice and grinned at Bess. “I kind of like it.”


        Bess grabbed another lemon and cut it in half to squeeze. “That

            figures.”


        After the girls had finished making the lemonade, they piled everything

            they needed for the stand into Nancy’s old red wagon—a small card table and

                a pink tablecloth, the juicer and extra sugar, paper cups and a

            big green pitcher.


        “Don’t forget the lemons,” George said, carefully

            putting the box on top of everything else.


        Then Nancy’s puppy, Chocolate Chip, raced out of the garage. She was

            holding her leash in her mouth and wagging her shiny brown tail.


        “Come on, Chip.” Nancy snapped on her dog’s leash.

            “You can help us sell lemonade.”


        The girls and Chip walked along, pulling the wagon behind them. It was a

            hot summer morning, perfect for selling lemonade. But when they reached the park, they

            got a horrible surprise.


        Brenda Carlton and Alison Wegman were headed their way. And it looked as

            if they were going to set up a lemonade stand, too. Even worse, Alison was carrying a

            much bigger sign than theirs. It said Fresh Squeezed Lemonade and had bright yellow

            lemons and butterfly stickers all around the edges.


        “This stinks,” Bess grumbled as Nancy and

            George picked a spot near the water fountain and opened up the folding table.


        Then Brenda and Alison marched over.


        “Copycats!” Brenda said in a loud, nasty voice.


        “We are not!” Bess shouted.


        “Are, too!” Alison shouted back. “We were here

            first!”


        “Were not,” George said.


        Brenda gave Nancy a long, hard look. “Why don’t you go

            somewhere else?” she said.


        “We can sell lemonade here, too, if we want.” Nancy turned

            away from her and put the final touches on the stand.
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