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Bike Mania


Eight-year-old Nancy Drew strapped on her bike helmet. It was light blue with stickers all over it. “I’m ready to go,” she announced.


Her best friends, Bess Marvin and George Fayne, put on their bike helmets too. So did Hannah Gruen, the Drews’ housekeeper.


“I hope I still remember how to ride this thing.” Hannah patted the handlebars of her silver ten-speed bike. “I hardly take it out anymore.”


“I’ve been practicing on my bike every single day,” Bess said.


“Me, too,” George piped up.


“Me, three,” Nancy added. “The big bike race is this Saturday.”


It was spring break. At the end of the break week, Nancy and her friends planned to compete in a bike race and bike rodeo. The bike rodeo was an obstacle course that kids had to go through on their bikes. Both the race and rodeo were being held by a bike shop called Bike Mania.


The girls and Hannah were all on their way to Bike Mania now. Today was the last day to sign up for the race and rodeo.


“Wouldn’t it be so cool if one of us won the grand prize?” George said as she straddled her bike.


“What’s the grand prize? A million dollars?” Bess said eagerly.


George cracked up. “No, silly. It’s a brand-new mountain bike.”


“I wonder what color the mountain bike will be?” Nancy said. She hoped it would be blue. Blue was her favorite color.


“We’ll find out soon. Come on, girls, let’s hit the road!” Hannah said.


“Come on, Pink Rocket!” Bess exclaimed.


“Pink Rocket? Who’s Pink Rocket?” Nancy asked her, puzzled.


“That’s what she named her bike,” George explained.


Nancy giggled.


Hannah pedaled down the Drews’ driveway. The three girls got on their bikes and followed close behind.


It was a beautiful spring day. The sun was shining brightly, and there were fluffy white clouds in the air. The yards in Nancy’s neighborhood were filled with daffodils, tulips, and other pretty flowers.


Bike Mania was on a quiet street halfway between Nancy’s house and downtown River Heights. When Hannah and the girls arrived at the shop, they pedaled through the parking lot that was behind the store. They parked their bikes at the bike rack.


There wasn’t enough space at the rack for George’s bike, though. So George offered to park her bike in the grass. “It’ll be okay here,” she said to the others.


Inside the store, customers were checking out rows and rows of shiny new bikes. Nancy went right to the kids’ section. She loved her own bike, which she had gotten for her birthday. But Bike Mania had some really high-tech kids’ bikes. They looked supercool.


“Check out the frame on this one,” George said, pointing to one of the bikes. “And check out the wheels on that one!”


“I think the color of a bicycle is the most important thing,” Bess said. “I wish I could have a different color bike for every day of the week!”


Nancy giggled. Bess and George were so different that sometimes Nancy couldn’t believe they were cousins.


“Can I help you girls?”


Nancy glanced up. A man was standing behind the counter. He had curly dark-blond hair that came down to his chin and a thin mustache. He was dressed in a tight red bicycle jersey and matching shorts.


“Welcome to Bike Mania!” the man said. “I’m Jesse Hamilton. Are you girls looking for a new bike?”


“Yes! I mean, no,” George replied. “I want to win a new bike. In the race, that is.”


Mr. Hamilton smiled. “You must be here to sign up for the bike race and rodeo. Step right up, ladies.”


Nancy and her friends walked up to the counter. Mr. Hamilton handed each of them an entry form and a pen.


“I’ll need your name, age, school, home address, phone number, your mom or dad’s name, and an adult’s signature,” Mr. Hamilton explained. He winked at Hannah. “I guess that would be yours.”


Hannah laughed. “Yes.”


“And I’ll need a five-dollar entry fee from each of you girls,” Mr. Hamilton went on. “You’ll be happy to know it’s for a good cause. All the money I collect from this race will go toward the Re-Cycles program.”


Hannah reached into her purse and pulled out three five-dollar bills. She handed them to Mr. Hamilton. “What exactly is the Re-Cycles program?” she asked him.


Mr. Hamilton pointed to a poster on the wall. It had a photo of a blond girl standing next to a red bike. She was wearing bike shorts, a matching jersey, and sunglasses. She was carrying a bike helmet in her arms. Under the photo, a caption said: SPREAD THE JOY OF CYCLING BY RE-CYCLING! There was a Web site address under it.


“Re-Cycles is a program I run out of this shop,” Mr. Hamilton replied. “We fix up used bicycles so they’re as good as new. Then we donate them to kids in River Heights who can’t afford to buy bikes of their own.”


“What a great idea!” Hannah exclaimed.


Mr. Hamilton grinned. “Thanks! Since we started the program, we’ve given away almost fifty bikes. You should check out our Web site. It has a lot of information about our program.”


“Do you fix up the old bikes all by yourself?” Nancy asked him curiously.


Mr. Hamilton shook his head. “Nope. Come this way. I’ll introduce you to my special helpers.”


The girls followed him through a blue door. There was a sign on it with big, hand-painted letters that said PRIVATE!


They found themselves in a huge room filled with bikes. Some of the bikes were rusty and dented. Others had flat tires. Every single bike had something wrong with it, Nancy noted.


Then she noticed two kids in the back corner of the room. One of them was a skinny boy with big shoulders and sun-bleached blond hair. Nancy guessed he was twelve or thirteen. The other kid was a girl about Nancy’s age. She had honey-blond hair pulled back with a pink scrunchie and barrettes.
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