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Kick! Turn! . . . Gone!


They call me Lightning Warrior! Hai-yaaaa!” nine-year-old Frank Hardy shouted. He gave the air three swift karate kicks.


His eight-year-old brother, Joe, tugged at the white belt on his new uniform. “Since when do warriors wear pajamas?”


“A karate uniform is called a gi,” Frank said. “Remember?”


“Well, they still look like pj’s to me.”


It was Friday afternoon at the Bayport Karate School. The Hardy brothers were about to take their first karate class. Frank and Joe had always wanted to learn karate when they lived in New York City. Their family had just moved to a town called Bayport, and their mother had finally said it was okay for them to start a class.


It was the very end of summer, and school hadn’t started yet. Frank knew Mrs. Hardy thought karate class was a good way for him and his brother to meet some of the kids in their new neighborhood. They had already met a few on their own.


Frank glanced across the studio. One of their new friends, Chet Morton, was in the class, too.


Chet liked to imitate body noises and play practical jokes. He could be gross sometimes, but he was fun. He loved to eat more than just about anything.


“Hey, Frank, Joe!” Chet called as he walked over. “Aren’t these jackets supposed to have pockets?”


“What do you need pockets for?” Frank asked.


Chet opened his fist. In his hand was a clump of chocolate-covered candy worms. “For these!” he cried.


“Can’t you go one hour without food, Chet?” Joe asked, laughing.


Chet spread his chocolate-covered hands. “How should I know? I never tried.”


Joe looked down at his bare feet and wiggled his toes.


“It’s neat that we don’t have to wear socks and shoes,” he said. “Now we’ll see who has duck feet, banana toes—”


Another pair of feet appeared in front of Joe’s.


“—And toe jam,” Frank added.


The new set of feet belonged to Zack Jackson, the bully of Bayport. Zack was nine years old. His dark hair stuck up in spikes, and his hands and arms were covered with rub-on tattoos.


“You just wait,” Zack said with a nasty grin. “I’ll be a black belt champ before any of you wimps.”


Frank and Joe knew that having a black belt in karate meant you were an expert.


“Oh, yeah?” Chet sneered. “The only black belt you’ll ever wear is to hold up your pants.”


Joe tried not to laugh, but he did.


Zack glared at Joe. “Well, HARDY Har! Har!” He karate chopped the air with his tattooed hands and stomped away.


“Who does he think he is—Jimmy Han?” Frank asked.


Jimmy Han was the boys’ favorite movie action hero. In one movie Jimmy fought off three villains on the wing of an airplane.


“Did you say, ‘Jimmy Han’?” A girl with dark hair pulled back in a ponytail elbowed her way between the boys.


Frank and Joe nodded.


“I’m Tanya Wilkins, and I just happen to be president of my very own Jimmy Han fan club,” she said proudly. “We hold meetings at my house every Saturday morning. Want to join?”


Frank, Joe, and Chet shrugged.


“I even have a Jimmy Han treasure chest,” she whispered. “That’s where I keep all my Jimmy Han stuff. You know, pins, magazine articles, movie ticket stubs—”


Just then a tall man wearing a gi and a black belt clapped his hands three times. Everyone stopped talking.


“Please sit on the floor facing me,” the man called out.


The kids in the class hurried to sit next to their friends. Chet wriggled between the Hardys.


“Hey, Chet.” Joe pointed to the other side of the studio. “Isn’t that your sister, Iola, over there?”


A girl with freckles smiled and waved at the boys.


Chet buried his head in his hands and wailed. “Did you have to remind me?”


“I am your instructor, Allen Vega,” the man continued. “But in karate class, the instructor is called Sensei.”


The class repeated the word out loud—sen-say. Suddenly a boy with blond hair rushed through the door. He was already dressed in his gi.


“I’m sorry I’m late,” the boy panted. He dropped his green knapsack and sneakers on the floor with a clunk. “But my driver couldn’t find the way. I’m Brian Ludlow.”


“Brian Ludlow’s dad owns the Bayport Marina,” Chet whispered to the Hardys.


“Wow!” Joe said.


“Brian goes to some fancy private school,” Chet added. “He’s so rich he probably blows his nose in dollar bills.”


Sensei pointed to a black belt tied around Brian’s waist. “This is a class for beginners. Why are you wearing that?”


“This belt was a present from a good friend,” Brian said. He glanced at the class. “Jimmy Han.”


“Jimmy Han?” Tanya Wilkins cried. “No way! No way! No way!”


Sensei gave the kids permission to look at the belt. They jumped up and surrounded Brian.


“How do you know Jimmy?”


“My dad sold him a boat for one of his movies,” Brian explained. “I visited the set one day, and he gave me his black belt.”


“Oh, yeah?” Zack sneered. “Prove it.”
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