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Slap Shot Superman

Hey, Mom, Dad, guess what?” Frank Hardy burst in through the kitchen door. A big gust of wind swept in with him. It sent napkins swirling off the table his brother, Joe, was just setting for dinner.

“Hey, watch it!” Joe yelled. He grabbed at the napkins.

“Whoa there, tornado!” Mr. Hardy looked up from tossing the salad. “Where’s the fire?”

“Dad—you’ll never believe this,” Frank began.

Mr. Hardy held up his hand. “You don’t have to yell, Frank. We’re right here in the same room.”

“Sorry, but it’s such great news.”

“Then don’t just stand there—tell us!” Joe yelled as loudly as Frank had.

Frank grinned. “Chefs dad is going to coach a hockey team—real ice hockey. He used to play hockey when he was in college. So can I sign up? The first practice is tomorrow night.”

Mrs. Hardy looked across at her husband. “I don’t see why not,” she said.

“I think it’s a good idea,” Mr. Hardy agreed. “You boys should play some kind of winter sport. I don’t like it when you’re stuck in the house. And hockey is fun.”

“Me, too?” Joe asked. “If Frank’s going to play hockey, I want to also.”

“I don’t know, Joe.” Frank frowned. “Only fourth graders are on the team. It might be kind of rough for you.”

“Hey, I’m tough. I can take anything you can take. Right, Dad?” Joe stared Frank straight in the eye.

“But you don’t know how to skate,” Frank said.

“I do, too. Remember we went skating last winter?”

“Once,” Frank said. “And you spent most of the time sitting down.”

“I’m a quick learner,” Joe said. “And you don’t know how to skate any better than me.”

“I do so,” Frank said. “I’ve been practicing with Chet’s in-line skates. They’re almost the same as ice skates.”

“Only not as cold when you fall down,” Joe added.

“I think Joe should give it a try if he wants to,” Mrs. Hardy said.

Mr. Hardy nodded. “I agree. Skating builds strong legs and quick reflexes.”

“Just the things a detective needs, right, Dad?” Joe asked.

Mr. Hardy smiled. “Okay, we’ll call Mr. Morton to ask him if you can join the team with Frank.”

“Thanks, Dad.” Joe grinned at Frank.

“You’d better not complain if the fourth graders are too rough for you, Joe,” Frank said.

“I don’t complain when I play football with your friends, do I?”

“Nooo . . . ,” Frank had to agree, “but ice hockey is a tough sport.”

“They have strict rules for hockey for younger players,” Mr. Hardy said. “No contact allowed. I started playing when I was about your age.”

“You were a hockey player, Dad?” Frank asked.

“You bet. I played all the way through high school. I wasn’t bad either. I’ll try to make it to some of your practices. Maybe I can give you some pointers.”

“Can you teach us how to do a slap shot, Dad?” Joe asked.

“Sure I can,” Mr. Hardy said. “I used to be known as the slap shot superman—and try saying that five times quickly.”

“Slap shot superman,” the boys yelled together. Then they started laughing.

“This is going to be so cool!” Joe said.

“Yeah, real cool. Especially when you’re sitting on the ice, Joe.” Frank gave his brother a friendly punch on the arm.

• • •

Joe couldn’t wait to go to the rink for the first practice the next day. He dreamed about hockey that night. In his dream he glided over the ice with no effort.

“Joe, sit still please,” Mrs. Hardy said as she drove them to their first practice. “I can’t see in my rearview mirror because you keep jumping up and down.”

“I can’t wait to get there!” Joe said. “I bet I’m going to be a hockey whiz.”

“Some whiz. You couldn’t even stand up last time,” Frank said. Then he dodged as Joe went to punch him.

“I’m driving you tonight because I have to sign you up for skate rentals,” Mrs. Hardy said. “But from now on you can ride with Chet.”

“Yeah! We get to ride with Chet,” Frank said happily. Chet was his best friend at Bayport Elementary School.

When they got their rental skates Joe tried not to show that he was disappointed. The boots were old and beat up. When he put them on they felt wobbly and not very comfortable.

Joe began to have second thoughts. He remembered how hard it had been to balance on skates. He remembered how hard the ice had been when he’d fallen down on it!

“Come on, Joe. The other guys are already out there,” Frank called from the locker room door. “Do you want me to give you a hand?”

“It’s okay. I can do it,” Joe called back.

Joe staggered out after Frank. Frank seemed to walk easily on the thin blades. The other boys were already on the ice. Joe recognized Peter and Mark and Jose from Frank’s class. They were right in the middle of the rink, a long way from the barrier. They all looked as if they knew how to skate.

For a second Joe thought about telling Mr. Morton he didn’t want to join the team after all. But then he knew he wasn’t going to quit in front of Frank and the fourth graders.

Chet clomped over to them. He was munching on Cheezy Wheels, his latest favorite snack.

“Hi, Joe. I didn’t know you could skate,” he said.

“Sure I can,” Joe said at the same time Frank said, “He can’t.”

“It’s been a long time since I skated.” Joe glared at Frank, telling him to shut up. “I’ll remember as soon as I get out on the ice.”

“Chet, I thought I said no snacks at the rink!” Mr. Morton called from the ice. “Go throw them away right now. We don’t want crumbs on the ice. They might make someone trip.”

Chet made a face. “I haven’t finished my Cheezy Wheels. How am I going to skate with no energy?” he muttered to Frank and Joe.

Frank grinned at Joe. “When it comes to food or skating, Chet will always choose food,” he said. “Come on, Joe. Let’s get out there. Do you want a hand?”

“I can manage,” Joe said. “You don’t have to treat me like a little kid.”

“Okay, suit yourself,” Frank said. He stepped onto the ice and skated out to the other boys. Chet followed him.

Joe took a deep breath and stepped onto the ice. “Ready or not, here I come!” he yelled.

Joe tried to skate like the hockey players he’d seen on TV, but suddenly his legs were going in different directions. He couldn’t control them at all. His ankles were wobbling like crazy.

“Whoa!” he yelled. He came flying into the group of boys and grabbed onto Frank to stop himself.

“What’s this kid doing here?” a tall boy with buzzed blond hair asked.

“He’s my brother,” Frank answered.

“We don’t want little kids on the team,” the boy snapped. “And he can’t even skate.”

“My dad said he can be on the team, Darren,” Chet said, moving over close to Joe. “And my dad’s the coach.”

“We’re going to lose all our games if we have a team full of wimpy little kids,” Darren growled.

“I’m not a wimp,” Joe said at the same time as Frank said, “He’s not a wimp.”

“If you don’t like it, go play on another team, Darren,” Chet said.

“I’ve been skating at this rink since I was three,” Darren said. “I’m staying, but that kid better not get in my way.”

He skated away really fast and sent up a shower of ice when he stopped. Joe wished he could do that.

“Don’t mind him,” Chet said. “He thinks he’s so hot. You’ll be fine, Joe.”

“I will be when I can make my feet obey me,” Joe said.

“You’ll get the hang of it,” Chet said. “Come on, Frank. Take his arm. We’ll skate him around a bit.”

Joe linked arms with Chet and Frank. They started to skate with Joe in the middle. Slowly Joe got the feel of pushing forward with one skate, then the other.

“See? You’re doing better already,” Chet said. “Now try it on your own.”

He gave Joe a push. Joe felt himself gliding over the ice. “Hey, I’m doing it!” he yelled.

Just then someone came shooting past him like a mini tornado. Joe only had a second to realize that the skater was Chet’s little sister, Iola. The next second he had lost his balance.

“Whoa!” Joe yelled. His feet went flying and bam—he sat down hard on the cold ice.

He looked up when he heard giggles. Two girls were standing on the other side of the barrier, watching him. They were dressed in matching red skating outfits and white tights. They had matching ponytails, only one was blond and one was brunette.

With a sinking feeling, Joe recognized one of the girls. Over her red outfit, the brown-haired girl was wearing a white fake fur jacket with a hood. She had white skating boots slung over her shoulder. She was Melissa Jonas from his third-grade class. At school she was always a pain and a snob. Now Melissa leaned over and whispered to the girl beside her.

Joe tried to get to his feet, but his feet kept slipping away from him.

The girls were still laughing. The blond girl was laughing really loud.

“Boy, what a loser,” she said. Her voice echoed across the ice. “That guy looks like his legs are made of spaghetti!”

Joe closed his eyes. He wished he could sink through the ice and disappear. How was he ever going to face Melissa at school again? How was he going to show her that he wasn’t a loser with spaghetti legs?
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Danger: Flying Puck

The next day at school Joe tried to stay away from Melissa Jonas. He just hoped that she wouldn’t say anything about his skating disaster. But he knew she’d probably blab to the whole class.

Sure enough, Melissa was looking around for him when she came into the classroom.

“Hi, Joe,” she said sweetly. “Does it hurt to sit down this morning?” Then she giggled.

“Why should it hurt to sit down?” Joe’s friend Mike Mendez asked.

“Because I fell down on the ice at hockey practice yesterday,” Joe said quickly, before Melissa could say anything.

“You’re doing ice hockey now?” one of the other boys asked. “I thought you had to be in fourth grade to do that.”

“They’re letting me play on my big brother’s team,” Joe said.

“Letting you play?” Melissa spluttered into her hand. “You can’t even stand up on skates.”

“I’m just learning,” Joe said. “I bet you couldn’t stand up the first time you tried.”

“It was so long ago, I can’t remember,” Melissa said. She tossed back her long, dark hair. “I started skating when I was four. I’ve already been in hundreds of competitions.”

“Wow, Melissa, are you going to the Olympics someday?” Tina Gonzales asked.

“It’s my dream,” Melissa said. “But it’s going to be really, really hard. There are so many good skaters.”

“Are you the best at your rink?” Tina asked.

“One of the best,” Melissa said.

“I’d love to see you skate,” Tina said.

Melissa made a face. “We’ve got a big meet coming up this weekend, and guess what? Now we’ve got to share the ice during some of our practice time with a bunch of dweebs on a hockey team. It’s not fair. How can we practice our routines when they’re taking up half the ice?”

“Our hockey team might be going to the Olympics some day,” Joe said.

Melissa gave a high, phony giggle again. “Oh yeah, right. Fat chance,” she said.

Joe decided that he was going to learn to skate really, really well, just so that he could show Melissa she was wrong.

• • •

That afternoon Joe put his skates on quickly and was out on the ice, practicing before any of the girls arrived. His legs already felt stronger.

“Hey, you’re getting the hang of it, Joe,” Frank said.

Iola skated past. “Yeah, Joe. Let’s see you do this!” She stretched one leg out behind her.

“How come your sister can do stuff like that?” Frank asked Chet as he came out onto the ice.

“She joined the skating club this year. She’s getting pretty good, isn’t she?”

Iola skated back to them. “Not as good as Jamie and Melissa,” she said. “They are so awesome. I wish I could skate like them.”

Joe looked across the ice. The girls from the skating club had just arrived.

“Which one is Jamie?” Joe asked.

“See the two girls in the matching red outfits? They always dress alike. The one with the blond hair is Jamie.” Iola pointed to the girl who had made fun of Joe. “She’s the best. She’s going to the Olympics someday.”

“What about Melissa?” Joe asked.

“She’s really good, too—almost as good as Jamie. As good as I’m going to be someday.”

Iola skated away to join the girls at the other end of the rink. She made skating look so easy. Joe gritted his teeth. If Iola could do it, so could he.

He watched as Jamie and Melissa skated out onto the ice. Jamie glared in his direction. Her voice carried clearly across the ice. “Oh no. Don’t tell me those hockey creeps are here again. How are we supposed to practice when we have only half the rink?”

“How are we supposed to play hockey when half the rink is full of dumb girls?” Darren yelled back.

“Yeah!” Peter and Mark agreed.

“You don’t have a big meet coming up this weekend,” Jamie said. “And you’re just beginners. It’s not fair.”

“If you don’t like it, go somewhere else, Jamie Farley,” Darren yelled again. “Good riddance.”

“Just ignore him, Jamie.” Melissa slipped her arm through Jamie’s and pulled her away.

Coach Morton blew the whistle, and the boys started practicing drills. They had to skate across the rink, stop, turn, and skate back as fast as they could.

Darren did it perfectly. So did Chet and Peter. Frank was almost as good. At last it was Joe’s turn. He skated out onto the ice. His legs felt stronger. He was going really fast. Cold air was rushing in his face. He felt great. He’d show those girls!

I’m doing it! he wanted to yell.

He tried to turn his skates sideways to come to a stop, but somehow his feet wouldn’t turn. He just kept on going, out into the middle of the ice.

Suddenly something red flashed in front of him. It was Jamie. Joe felt his stomach turn over as they were about to collide, but Jamie pulled up just in time.

“You idiot!” she yelled. “You just messed up my routine. You’re supposed to stay on your half of the ice.”

“Sorry,” Joe muttered. “I couldn’t stop.”

“Now I’ll have to start over,” Jamie snapped. “You guys are the biggest pain.”

She skated off before Joe could say anything else. He skated back to the rest of the hockey team. His cheeks were burning.

“Don’t mind her,” Chet said kindly. “She’s a spoiled brat.”

Coach Morton called them over. “Now we’re going to start passing drills,” he said. “Get your sticks.”

“Can I go to the bathroom first?” Chet asked.

“Hurry up then,” his father said.

Chet skated off the ice. Joe made it to the barrier and grabbed his stick. He lined up opposite Frank. They had to skate forward, passing the puck to each other as they went. Darren and Peter did it really well. Mark and Jose went next, but they still hadn’t learned to skate and pass at the same time. They had to keep stopping to steady the puck.

Then it was Joe and Frank’s turn. Joe tried extra hard. “The famous Joe Hardy slap shot!” he said to himself. He whacked the puck as hard as he could.

But the puck went sailing past Frank, right across the rink. It flew toward Jamie, just as she was landing from a jump. Joe closed his eyes. “Oh no,” he muttered.

“Ow!” Jamie screamed.

The other skaters clustered around her.

“Are you okay? What happened?” Melissa asked.

“Something hit me on the leg,” Jamie said.

“It was a hockey puck. Look, here it is.” One of the girls bent to pick it up.

“Are you hurt, Jamie?” Melissa asked. “Do you think you’ll be okay to skate on Saturday?”

“I don’t know, It hurts a lot,” Jamie said. She rubbed her leg where the puck had hit her. “I hope it’s okay.”

“We’ll put some ice on it, just in case,” her coach said. “Come on, let’s take care of it right away.”

“Those dumb guys are dangerous. I want them out of here,” Jamie yelled, glaring at the hockey players.

“You wouldn’t have gotten hit if you’d stayed on your half of the ice!” Darren yelled back. “You were on our half.”

“So? I have to practice my routine, don’t I?” Jamie demanded. “I’m going to get my dad to talk to the rink manager. It’s not fair that we have to share.”

Joe was feeling very bad. He watched Jamie go and sit down. He knew she was a brat, but he hadn’t meant to hit her. He hoped his unlucky shot hadn’t really hurt her leg and that she’d be able to skate on Saturday.

He kept looking over in her direction. He saw her sitting down with an ice pack on her leg. As soon as practice was finished he skated over to her.

“I’m really sorry I hit you with the puck,” he said. “I hope your leg’s all right.”

“I guess,” she said, looking away.

“I hope you’re okay to skate at your big meet on Saturday,” Joe said. “You’re an awesome skater.”

“Thanks,” Jamie muttered. She looked up and gave Joe a little smile.

Joe felt better as he rode home with the Mortons. Maybe Jamie wasn’t so bad after all. She was probably nervous about the meet on Saturday.

He realized that he was starving.

“Skating sure gives me an appetite,” he said to Frank.

“Me, too,” Frank said. “I hope Mom has dinner ready when we get home.”

They came in to find their mother taking a dish of macaroni and cheese from the oven. It smelled wonderful.

“I can eat all that by myself,” Joe said, grinning at Frank. “I don’t know what Frank’s going to eat.”

“I thought that was all for me!” Frank answered.

They fought to get to the table first.

They had taken only a few bites when the phone rang. Frank answered it, then handed it to Joe. “It’s your girlfriend,” he teased.

“What?” Joe demanded. He took the cordless phone into the next room. “Hello?” he asked cautiously.

“Okay, you creep. Give it back!” a girl’s voice shouted.

“Who is this?” Joe asked.

“It’s Jamie from the skating rink, and I want my good-luck charm back right now!”
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Clues Brothers—Seal Hunters!

Joe stood staring into the phone. “What are you talking about?” he asked Jamie.

“You know very well what I’m talking about. My good-luck charm. You took it!”

“Your good-luck charm? I didn’t even know you had a good-luck charm.”

“Sammy, my fluffy white seal,” Jamie said. “He goes everywhere with me. He was in my bag on my seat when I started practice. You came to talk to me, and then he was gone. You took him to get even, didn’t you? Just because I made fun of you and got mad at you.”

“I didn’t touch any fluffy white seals,” Joe said angrily.

“It had to be you. Who else could it have been?”

“Well, it wasn’t me,” Joe said. “I wouldn’t do a mean thing like that, even if you were a brat and laughed at me.”

“Then where can Sammy be?” Jamie sounded as if she was crying now.

“Did you check under the seats?”

“I looked everywhere,” Jamie said. “I looked under the seats, between the seats, in the locker room, and Sammy wasn’t anywhere.”

“Well, I didn’t take your seal,” Joe said.

“What am I going to do?” Jamie’s voice sounded shaky. “I can’t skate without him.”

Suddenly Joe saw a way of showing Jamie that he wasn’t totally clueless. “Don’t worry. The Clues Brothers will solve this for you,” he said.

“What are you talking about? What Clues Brothers?”

“My brother and I are great at solving mysteries,” Joe said proudly. “Our dad’s a real detective, you know. He’s shown us how he solves cases. If you give me the facts, we’ll find your good-luck charm for you.”

“Would you really? That would be great. I really need your help. Sammy goes everywhere with me. I know I’d mess up if I didn’t have him.”

Joe thought this was pretty stupid, but he didn’t say so.

“Okay, give me a description of, uh, Sammy,” Joe said.

“He’s really cute. He has soft, real-looking white fur and big, dark eyes. He’s adorable—”

“Yeah, you already mentioned that.” Joe made a face. “How big is it—I mean, he?”

“He’s about as big as—as my teddy bear. Maybe about a foot long?”

“So, too big for someone to put in a pocket?” Joe asked.

“Unless it was a really big pocket,” Jamie said.

“And you searched everywhere?”

“Everywhere,” Jamie said. “And my friends helped me look, too. We even looked in everyone’s bags, just in case Sammy got in one of them by mistake. And we searched the lockers in the locker room.”

“Can you think of anyone who might have taken Sammy to spite you—besides me?” Joe asked.

“It had to be one of you hockey players,” Jamie said. “Who else could it be? You guys have been really rude to us. I just know it was someone on your team.”

“I don’t see how,” Joe said. “We were all down at the other end of the rink.”

“Then who?” Jamie’s voice wobbled again as if she was about to start crying.

“Don’t worry,” Joe said. “I’ll talk to my brother about it. We’ll figure out who took your seal and get it back to you.”

“If only you really can, you’ll save my life,” Jamie said. “I’m counting on you, Joe.”

“Sure. No problem.” Joe’s face felt hot as he clicked off the phone.

“What was that about?” Frank asked. He had come to look for Joe.

“It was Jamie from the ice rink. She thought I’d taken her good-luck charm.”

“Her good-luck charm?”

“Yeah—some fluffy stuffed toy that she takes everywhere with her.” He grinned at Frank. “She’s lost it, and she thinks I took it.”

“Why would you do that?”

“To get even because she made fun of me,” Joe said. “I told her I wouldn’t do a mean thing like that. She’s really upset about it, Frank.”

“So?” Frank said.

“I sort of told her that we’d find it for her,” Joe said.

“You what?” Frank yelled.

“Don’t blow your top,” Joe said. “I told her we were famous detectives and we’d find her toy for her.”

“Are you crazy?” Frank said. “What did you do that for?”

“She called me a loser. I thought I’d show her I could do things, too. She can skate. I can solve mysteries.”

“Thanks for counting me in on this!” Frank complained. “How do you think we’re going to find her dumb toy? If someone wanted to steal it, they could easily have slipped out of the rink with it. We’ll never find it.”

“It shouldn’t be that hard,” Joe said. “There was nobody at the rink except the employees, the girls from the skating club, and our hockey team.”

“Correct,” Frank said. “So where was this good-luck charm?”

“In Jamie’s bag, on a seat beside the ice.”

“And the only people around were the other girls and her coach,” Frank said.

“But the other girls are her friends,” Joe said. “Remember how they all came to help her when I hit her with the puck? They wouldn’t do a mean thing like take her special toy. And she said they all searched their bags and the locker room.”

“Well, there was nobody else,” Frank said. “We stayed down at our end of the rink, and then we went straight to the guys’ locker room . . .” He paused and frowned, as if he was trying to remember something.

“What is it?” Joe asked.

Frank shook his head. “Nah. That can’t be right,” he said.

“What?” Joe demanded.

“I saw Chet go down there in the middle of practice,” Frank said. “Remember he asked to go to the bathroom? Well, the guys’ locker room is at our end of the rink. I looked up and saw him behind the seats at the other end. He was hurrying as if he didn’t want to be seen. So what was he doing down there?”
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Checking on Chet

Joe stared at Frank. “I can’t believe that Chet would take Jamie’s good-luck charm. Maybe he went to the other end of the rink to talk to his sister.”

“Iola was out on the ice. I saw her,” Frank said. “I can’t believe that Chet would do something like that either, but he did stick up for you when Jamie laughed at you.”

Joe nodded. “So maybe he was just trying to get even and teach her a lesson.”

“The only way we’ll find out is to go to his house and ask him,” Frank said. He and Joe went back to the table, where Mr. and Mrs. Hardy were eating.

“Mom, Dad, may we go to Chefs house for a moment?” Frank asked.

“But you haven’t finished your dinner,” Mrs. Hardy said, “and it’s almost dark.”

“It’s really important, Mom,” Joe begged. “It will only take a moment. We have to ask Chet something, to help us solve a mystery.”

“You and your mysteries.” Mrs. Hardy shook her head, smiling at her husband. “I know where they get it from.”

“Go on then,” Mr. Hardy said. “But come straight back. We don’t allow you out after dark, remember.”

• • •

Iola opened the door when Frank and Joe knocked.

“We’re eating dinner,” she said.

“We just need to talk to Chet for a moment,” Frank said.

“Come on in, then.” Iola started to walk back into the kitchen.

“We need to talk to Chet out here,” Joe said. “It’s kind of private.”

Iola grinned. “You think you’ll get Chet to leave food to talk to you? Fat chance.”

Frank and Joe followed Iola into the kitchen.

“Frank and Joe need to talk to you, Chet,” Iola announced.

Chet looked up from a plate piled high with fried chicken, corn, and mashed potatoes. “Later, okay, guys? Can’t you see I’m busy?”

“Hi, Mr. and Mrs. Morton,” Frank said. “Sorry to interrupt your dinner, but we just need to ask Chet an important question.”

“We need you to help us solve a mystery, Chet,” Joe added.

“Mysteries are great, but dinner is greater,” Chet said. “This is the most important part of my day! Can’t you talk to me while I eat?”

“It’s kind of private,” Joe said. “It will only take a second.”

Chet sighed and got up. “Okay. But it better be good.”

“Oh, it’s good all right,” Frank said. He looked at Joe. Chet didn’t seem too worried.

They went out into the front hall.

“Jamie’s good-luck charm is missing,” Joe said.

“Is that it? Is that what you dragged me away from fried chicken to tell me?” Chet made a face and looked back at the kitchen. “I know about it already. Iola told me. She said Jamie made a big fuss and made all the girls search their bags. Girls are so dumb—crying over a stupid stuffed toy! Anyway, serves her right for being so mean to you.”

“She thought I took it,” Joe said. “I know she’s a pain, but I feel bad for her.”

“But what’s it got to do with us? What are you going to do—buy her a new toy?” Chet demanded.

“Joe told her we’d find out who took it,” Frank said. “We thought you might be able to help us.”

“Usually I love helping you with your mysteries,” Chet said. “But this one’s impossible. Anyone at the rink could have taken the toy and sneaked out with it. What are you going to do—search the whole of Bayport?”

“We thought you might know something about it, Chet,” Frank said.

“Me? What would I know about it?”

“I saw you down at that end of the rink. You were hurrying behind the seats. What were you doing down there?” Frank asked.

Chet glanced into the kitchen, where the rest of his family was still eating. “Nothing,” he said quickly. “I was just coming back from the bathroom. And I didn’t go all the way to the other end of the rink.”

Frank opened his mouth to say “I saw you” again, but then he shut it. Why was Chet acting so nervous?

“And anyway,” Chet went on, “why would I have taken her dumb good-luck charm?”

“We thought you might have wanted to pay her back for being mean to Joe,” Frank said. Joe nodded.

Chet shook his head. “That’s stupid. I wouldn’t waste my time. And you know that I couldn’t have taken the mascot. You rode home in my car. Did you see me carrying a fluffy toy?”

“You might have stuffed it into your jacket,” Joe said.

“You guys were right beside me when I put on my jacket. Besides, that jacket is too tight for me. I’d never have zipped it up with me and a toy in it.”

Frank looked at Joe.

“You’re right,” Joe said. “We would have noticed if you’d left the rink with a fluffy white seal under your arm.”

“All the guys would have noticed.” Chet grinned. “They would have given me a hard time.”

“That’s true,” Frank agreed. “Thanks anyway, Chet. Now you can get back to your dinner.”

“Hey, you know what, though?” Chet stopped suddenly. “I know who did go down to that end of the rink. I passed Darren heading that way when I was coming back from— from the bathroom. What was he doing down there?”

“Darren?” Frank and Joe said at the same time.

“He was really mad at those figure skaters,” Frank said slowly. “He thought it wasn’t fair that we had to share the ice with them. Maybe taking the stuffed toy was his way of getting back at them.”

“And he said he’d been coming to the rink for years,” Joe added. “He would probably know how important Jamie’s good-luck charm was to her.”

“And he’s probably mean enough to do it,” Chet finished for them.

“Do you think your dad has Darren’s phone number?” Frank asked.

“Sure. He has a team roster with all the phone numbers on it,” Chet said. “I’ll go ask him.”

“Frank can call,” Joe said. “Darren thinks I don’t belong on the team.”

“But he stood up for you when Jamie made a fuss,” Frank pointed out.

“Yeah, that was weird,” Joe said.

Chet came back with the team roster and handed Frank the phone. Frank dialed, then held the receiver so that Chet and Joe could listen.

“Hi, Hardy. What do you want?” Darren asked. He even sounded rude on the phone.

Frank told him about Jamie’s missing good-luck charm.

Darren started laughing. “A stuffed toy? You think I’d really want my own fluffy, cuddly seal?”

“No,” Frank said. “But we thought you might have taken it to let the girls know you didn’t want them sharing your ice.”

“They already know that,” Darren said. “I’ve told them enough times. How would taking a toy help?”

“Because Jamie thinks she won’t skate well in the meet without it.”

“That’s baloney,” Darren said.

“We’re just trying to talk to everyone who went anywhere near Jamie,” Frank said. “You went down to that end of the rink. You might have seen something.”

“I went to use the pay phone at the snack bar,” Darren said. “I suddenly remembered that I was getting a ride home with Peter. I’d forgotten to tell my mom not to come to get me. So I had to go call her. Coach Morton said I could.”

“And you didn’t see anyone go near Jamie’s bag?”

“I didn’t even look,” Darren said. “Why would I care if anyone was near her bag? I just wanted to get back to practice.”

“Okay, thanks, Darren,” Frank said. “See you tomorrow.”

He shook his head as he clicked off the phone. “Did you hear what he said? He has a good reason for being at that end of the rink. He was calling his mom from the pay phone. He said your dad gave him permission, Chet.”

“That’s easy enough to check out,” Chet said. “And I saw him leaving after hockey practice. He had his skates over his shoulder and no bag. He had nowhere to put a toy.”

“Could he have stuffed it into a skate?” Frank asked.

Joe shook his head. “It was too big. Jamie said it was about the size of a teddy bear. That wouldn’t fit in a skate.”

“He could have hidden it somewhere before he left,” Frank suggested.

Suddenly Joe’s face lit up. “Wait. I know where someone could have put the toy and nobody would ever notice it!”
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The Cheezy Wheel Clue

Mr. Morton came out into the hall. “What’s going on, boys?” he asked.

“Dad, at practice today did Darren ask you if he could go and call his mom?” Chet asked.

“Yes, he did. Why, what is this about?”

“One of the girls on the figure-skating team had her stuffed toy seal stolen,” Frank said. “It’s her good-luck charm. She thinks one of the boys on the hockey team took it. We were just trying to check who went down to that end of the rink during practice.”

Mr. Morton frowned. “I hope one of my team wouldn’t do a mean thing like that.”

“We’re trying to find out who really took the toy,” Joe said. “And I just had a great idea where someone could hide a white fluffy toy— in that big pile of ice that the Zamboni machine swept up. You would never notice a white toy in the middle of all that white ice!”

“Great idea, Joe,” Frank said. “Maybe the toy is still there.”

“Let’s go and look right now,” Joe said. “Do you want to come with us, Chet?”

“Thanks, but I’d rather finish my meal,” Chet said.

“I think we should all go, Chet,” Mr. Morton said. “I want our hockey team to be welcome at the rink, not accused of stealing. I’ll drive, but call your folks first, Frank. They might not want you out this late.”

Frank dialed home.

“I don’t know about this, boys,” Mr. Hardy said. “It’s a school night. What about homework?”

“We’ll do it, I promise,” Frank said. “But it’s very important we get back to the rink before they get rid of the ice in the corner. We think Jamie’s toy could be hidden in it.”

“Okay. I don’t suppose I should stop two detectives in the middle of a case,” Mr. Hardy said.

“Thanks, Dad. We won’t be long, I promise,” Frank said. “And Mr. Morton will drop us off on the way home.”

“I really don’t want to come,” Chet said. “You guys are the detectives. You solve the crime, okay?”

“Get your jacket, Chet,” Mr. Morton said.

Iola walked out of the kitchen. “I’m coming, too,” she said firmly. She took her own jacket out of the hall closet. “I’ve got sharp eyes, and I can go in the girls’ locker room.”

“Good thinking, Iola,” Mr. Morton said. He led the boys out the front door to the car. Chet was very quiet all the way to the rink.

When they got to the rink it was closed. The evening session of public skating didn’t start until seven-thirty. Mr. Morton rang a bell next to the door. A worker at the rink let them in.

“The first place to check is the Lost and Found,” Mr. Morton said. But the toy wasn’t there.

“Has anyone cleaned up since our kids were here?” Mr. Morton asked the worker.

“The Zamboni has been out on the ice, but the seats and the locker rooms aren’t cleaned until the morning,” the man told them.

“Great,” Joe said. “So if someone hid the good-luck charm, it’s still there. Let’s get started.”

He ran straight to the pile of ice. The pile was bigger now, because the Zamboni had been around the rink again. The boys dug into the ice until their hands were turning blue.

“Nothing here but ice,” Frank said. “And I feel as if my hands are about to drop off.”

“Mine, too,” Joe said. “My idea was good, but it wasn’t right. But there are other places where someone could have stuffed a stuffed toy.” He laughed. “A stuffed toy, get it?”

“This is a waste of time. Let’s go home,” Chet grumbled.

Frank looked at him. Chet wasn’t usually grouchy. He clearly didn’t want to be there. Could he know something about the missing toy after all?

“Okay, guys, let’s search the locker room,” Mr. Morton said.

“And I can search the girls’ locker room again,” Iola said. “Although Jamie made us search every inch this afternoon.”

The Hardys, Chet, and Mr. Morton went through the guys’ locker room. There were a couple of odd socks on the floor and one old sneaker in the corner, but not much else. When they came out, Iola was waiting for them.

“Nothing,” Frank said. “How about you, Iola?”

Iola shook her head. “Nothing,” she said. “But then some of the lockers had locks on them, so I couldn’t see what was inside.”

“There are still plenty of places to check out,” Mr. Morton said. “Trash bins, under seats . . . It would be easy to hide a toy here.”

“And we can look for clues, too,” Joe said to Frank. “Maybe the thief left some kind of clue behind.”

“This is stupid,” Chet muttered, “and my dinner is now cold.”

For the next half hour they went around the whole rink, looking under seats and in trash bins.

“Where was Jamie sitting?” Mr. Morton asked.

“Right about . . . here.” Joe showed him. “Yes, look,” he said excitedly. “This must have been her seat. There’s something that looks like white fur caught on the rough edge of the seat. That could be some of Sammy’s fur.”

“Wait, there’s a barrette on the floor here.” Frank pounced on it. “Red, with two hearts on it.” He held it out to Joe.

Joe backed away. “Don’t give it to me. I don’t want the cooties,” he said.

“It’s a clue,” Frank said.

Iola laughed. “No, it’s not. Jamie always wears those barrettes—they match her outfit. She must have dropped it herself.”

Frank put the barrette in his pocket. He went on looking behind the seats. Suddenly he nudged Joe.

“Look, over here,” he whispered. He bent and picked up something from the floor right behind Jamie’s seat.

Joe examined it. “It’s a chip,” he said.

“A Cheezy Wheel. Don’t you remember that Chet was eating them before practice?”

Joe looked around. Chet was standing at the other end of the rink, waiting impatiently.

“Don’t you think that Chet is acting weird tonight?” Frank whispered.

“Yeah,” Joe agreed. “He didn’t want us to come back to the rink.”

“And he wasn’t telling us the whole truth,” Frank said. “He said he didn’t go down to this end of the rink, but I saw him. And now we’ve got the chip to prove it. If he didn’t take the toy, what was he doing down here?”
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Dancing Sickness

I can’t believe that Chet would take a stuffed toy,” Frank said. “It’s just not like him.”

“Then why didn’t he want us to come back to the rink tonight?” Joe asked. “And what about the Cheezy Wheel on the floor. Nobody loves Cheezy Wheels as much as Chet.”

“We’ll have to talk to him when his dad’s not around,” Frank said. “He’s our friend. I don’t want to get him in trouble.”

“Okay, let’s go on searching.” Joe sighed. “Maybe we’ll find more clues.”

They looked in every trash bin. They went outside and looked around. But they didn’t find anything.

“Maybe the toy got tossed into the Dumpster,” Iola said. “I’ll climb in and check for you.”

“Iola, get back here,” Mr. Morton called. “That Dumpster is too tall for a child to even lift the lid. And anyway, I watched all of my players get into their cars. Nobody went around the back of the building.”

“See, I told you this was a waste of time,” Chet said. He looked happier now. “Let’s get out of here. Fried chicken is calling me!”

“I’ll have to call Jamie when I get home,” Joe said. “I hate to tell her that we haven’t found Sammy yet.”

“We’ll just have to question everybody at practice tomorrow,” Frank said. “Maybe someone saw something that will turn out to be important.”

“I’m going to talk to Melissa in the morning,” Joe said. “She’s Jamie’s best friend. She might have noticed somebody hanging around Jamie’s bag.”

But when Joe got to school in the morning, Melissa wasn’t there.

“Where’s Melissa?” he asked.

“Melissa is sick today, Joe,” his teacher, Mrs. Adair, told him. Then she spoke to the class. “I have a favor to ask. Melissa’s mother called to say that she was staying home today. But she’d like someone to bring her homework to her. Would someone volunteer to do that?”

Joe raised his hand. “I will, Mrs. Adair,” he said. “I live only four houses away from her.”

“Thank you, Joe,” Mrs. Adair said.

Joe grinned. Now he had an excuse to question Melissa.

• • •

After school he met Frank, Chet, and Iola. They walked home together.

“Hey, slow down,” Frank complained. “You guys are in such a hurry.”

“I have a bag of Cheezy Wheels waiting for me,” Chet said. “All afternoon with no snack is torture for me.”

Joe looked at Frank and dug him in the side.

“Did you ask him yet?” he whispered.

“Ask me what?” Chet asked.

“Chet, there’s something we need to know,” Frank said. “You said you went to the bathroom at the ice rink. But the guys’ bathroom isn’t anywhere near Jamie’s seat. I saw you down there, and we found a Cheezy Wheel right behind Jamie’s seat. What were you doing down there if you didn’t take Jamie’s toy?”

Chet looked around, then beckoned Frank closer. “If you really must know,” he whispered, “I was going to the snack bar.”

“The snack bar?” Joe blurted out.

Chet put his finger to his lips. “Shhh. Don’t let Iola hear, or she’ll blab to my dad. He told me no snacks during practice. But I was starving. I asked to go to the bathroom, then I sprinted down to the snack bar, finished the Cheezy Wheels I had and got another bag.”

“That’s it?” Frank started to laugh.

“Of course. You believe me, don’t you? If I had to choose between a stuffed toy and Cheezy Wheels, which do you think I’d go for?”

“The Cheezy Wheels of course,” Frank and Joe said together.

“I don’t think you’ll ever find that toy,” Chet said. “It’s long gone.”

“Don’t say that,” Joe said. “I told Jamie we were great detectives. Someone must have seen something. I’m going to talk to her friend Melissa when I drop off her homework.”

“How come you got stuck with it?” Frank asked.

“I volunteered to take it, because we live so close,” Joe said.

Frank looked surprised. “You said she was a snobby pain.”

“I know, but I get to ask her questions about what she saw at the rink. She might give us a clue.”

“Face it, guys,” Chet said. “You’re never going to solve this mystery. Someone walked off with Jamie’s toy seal, and now it’s gone. You can’t search every house in Bayport.”

“I’m still going to keep trying,” Joe said. “The Clues Brothers never quit a case.”

“I think I’d better come to Melissa’s with you,” Frank said. “Two detectives are better than one.”

The Hardys left Chet and Iola at their front gate and walked on to Melissa’s house. Loud music was thumping from inside the house. As Frank and Joe came nearer they saw someone dancing behind partly closed drapes. It was Melissa!

“She sure doesn’t look sick to me,” Frank said.

The moment they rang the doorbell the music stopped.

They waited and waited. Joe was just about to ring again when a weak voice said, “Who is it?”

“It’s Joe Hardy and my brother, Frank. We’ve got your homework,” Joe called.

The front door opened. Melissa was standing there, wearing a fluffy pink robe. She looked very pale and sick.

“Oh, Joe, Frank,” she said in a croaky voice. “I’m sorry I took so long. My mom just popped out to the store to get me some throat lozenges. It took me a while to get out of bed—I’m feeling so weak and dizzy.”

Frank and Joe sneaked a glance at each other. Then they stepped inside.

“I’m sorry to hear you’re feeling so bad, Melissa,” Joe said. “I guess that puts you out of the skating competition.”

“I’m going to try to skate on Saturday anyway,” Melissa said. “I’ve trained so hard for it. I thought I might get better if I stayed home today and rested.” She held out her hand. “Thanks for bringing me my homework.”

“No problem,” Joe said. “I hope Jamie can skate on Saturday.”

“Jamie?” Melissa asked. “Why shouldn’t Jamie skate? She’s not sick, too, is she?”

“No, but she’s very upset about her good-luck charm. We searched and searched, but we couldn’t find it. Jamie says she can’t skate without it.”

“I know. I helped her look,” Melissa said. “Poor Jamie. She really believes that stuffed seal brings her luck. I don’t know who could have taken it.”

“We wondered if you might have seen something,” Frank said.

“Like what?” Melissa asked.

“I don’t know—anything unusual. Someone hanging around her bag, someone who shouldn’t have been in your part of the rink?”

“I did see that guy Chet go past once,” Melissa said. “But I was working too hard at my skating to notice anything else.”

“And you helped Jamie look in the locker room, too?” Joe asked.

Melissa nodded. “We went through everyone’s bag. We looked in everyone’s locker. I can’t think what could have happened to Sammy. Poor Jamie.”

“She’ll probably skate just fine without him,” Frank said. “She’s a really good skater. I’ve watched her.”

“But she really believes that Sammy helps her skate well. She’s had him since she was five years old,” Melissa said. She hugged the homework papers to her. “I have to go back to bed. My mom will be mad if she finds out I got up. Thanks again, Joe. I might see you at school tomorrow if I feel okay.”

The Hardys didn’t say anything until they were out on the sidewalk.

“So, what do you think?” Frank asked Joe as they headed for their own house. “She looked sick when she came to the door, didn’t she—but we saw her dancing.”

“I guess she wasn’t feeling too great this morning,” Joe said. “She decided to stay home to rest up for the big competition. Maybe her favorite song came on the radio and she just had to dance to it.”

“Remind yourself never to take another case with girls in it,” Frank said. “Guy mysteries are easy to solve. Girls are impossible!”

“We can’t give up, Frank,” Joe said. “We just have to think who wanted Jamie to lose. When we go to the rink we’ll keep our eyes open. Maybe someone will be watching Jamie to see how she’s skating today.”

Frank nodded. “It’s our only chance, I guess,” he said.

• • •

Joe was thinking about what he could tell Jamie when he saw her at the rink. He didn’t want to admit that the Clues Brothers hadn’t a clue this time. He saw Jamie’s face light up when she came speeding across the ice to him.

“Have you found Sammy yet?” she asked.

Joe shook his head. “Not yet, but we’re working on it.”

Jamie’s face fell. “Okay. Thanks for trying,” she said.

She skated away. She tried a jump and fell down.

The other girls watched her. “Poor Jamie,” one of them said. “I feel so bad for her.”

“I think this meet is jinxed,” another girl said. “First Jamie’s good-luck charm disappears, and then Melissa gets sick. Our two best skaters!”

“Is Melissa as good as Jamie?” Joe asked.

The girls nodded. “Almost,” one of them said. “She’s really good. Too bad she’s sick. Now we’ll never win the meet.”

Joe heard Mr. Morton calling his hockey players. He made his way back across the rink.

“Okay, today we’re going to try our first real scrimmage,” Mr. Morton said. “We’ve got a practice game planned two weeks from now. I want you to start working together as a team. Hockey is all teamwork. Okay, let’s have Darren, Frank, Freddy, Mark, and Joe on one team and the rest of you on the other.”

Joe was excited to be playing in a real scrimmage. He skated across the ice on the left wing, ready for Darren to shoot him the puck.

Out of the corner of his eye he saw Jamie. She tried another jump and fell again. There was something about her. Joe stared hard, trying to think what it was. Suddenly he knew—Jamie was wearing two barrettes with hearts on them. Either she had more than one pair or the barrette they had found on the floor belonged to someone else.
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All Seal-ed Up

Joe, that pass was meant for you. Pay attention,” Mr. Morton yelled.

“How did you miss, Joe?” Frank asked. “That was an easy one.”

“Sorry. I’ve got something else on my mind,” Joe said. “I have an idea who took Sammy.”

“You do? Who?”

“Get back on defense, you two,” Coach Morton yelled.

“I’ll tell you later,” Joe said. He skated down the rink.

When the scrimmage was over, Jamie had gone.

“So what’s your idea, Joe?” Frank asked.

Joe looked around. Chet and Iola were standing nearby.

“When we get home,” he said, almost whispering. “I have to prove that I’m right before Iola blabs to everybody.”

Frank sat impatiently in the car all the way home. As soon as Coach Morton let them out of the car, Joe grabbed Frank’s arm.

“We have to go to Melissa’s house,” he said, dragging him down the block.

“Melissa? What for?”

“I think she can tell us something important,” Joe said.

“Like what?”

“Like whether she lost a barrette and whether she’s faking being sick.”

“Why would she fake being sick?” Frank asked.

Joe grinned. “That’s what we’re going to find out.”

They knocked on Melissa’s front door. Melissa’s mother opened it.

“I’m sorry. Melissa’s sick,” her mother said. “I’m afraid she can’t have visitors.”

“But this is very important, Mrs. Jonas,” Frank said. “It will only take a moment.”

“All right. But only a moment. She needs to rest up for the big meet.”

Mrs. Jonas showed the Hardys into the family room. “Don’t stay long and make her tired,” she said. “I’m just fixing her dinner.”

Melissa was sitting on the sofa with a blanket around her. She looked scared when she saw Frank and Joe. “What do you guys want?” she asked.

“I think we found your barrette, Melissa,” Joe said. “The one with red hearts on it.”

“You came over here to give me a barrette?” Melissa said.

“And I think we know who took Jamie’s stuffed seal,” Joe went on.

“You do? Who was it?”

Frank nodded. Now he understood what Joe was getting at. “Someone who dropped her barrette under Jamie’s seat,” Frank said.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Melissa said.

“We know why you stayed home today,” Joe said. “You didn’t want to go to practice and have to face Jamie.”

“You’re nuts,” Melissa said.

“You were scared that you couldn’t act normally in front of her,” Joe said. “Then she’d realize that you took her good-luck charm.”

“Me?” Melissa laughed. “Why would I take Sammy? Jamie’s my best friend.”

“So that you could win for once,” Frank said. “The other girls said that you were a very good skater—almost as good as Jamie. But you always came in second. She was always first. That must have bugged you. You knew she wouldn’t skate well without her good-luck charm, so you took it.”

“But Jamie really is your friend. You didn’t want to face her today, so you pretended to be sick,” Joe added.

“That’s baloney,” Melissa said. “Ask my mom. I was really sick.”

“Oh, right—so sick that you were dancing this afternoon. We saw you,” Frank said.

“This is so crazy,” Melissa said. “There was no way I could have taken Sammy. The skating team was together all the time when we searched everyone’s bag and locker. How could I have taken Jamie’s seal?”

“You probably got the idea when you put your coat next to Sammy,” Joe went on. “Your white fur jacket matched Sammy’s white fur. We found a tiny piece of white fur caught on the seat beside Jamie’s.”

“No wonder Sammy didn’t show up in anyone’s bag or locker,” Frank said. “You had him hidden in your white fur coat, didn’t you?”

“You can’t prove anything,” Melissa said angrily.

“No, you’re right. We can’t prove it,” Joe said. “But is it really going to feel good if you win because Jamie doesn’t skate her best?”

Melissa’s lip trembled. A tear rolled down her cheek. “No, I guess not,” she said. “It feels horrible. I wish I’d never taken the dumb thing.”
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The Slipping, Sliding, Slap Shot Star

Joe and Frank looked at Melissa as she sat hugging her knees.

“I really did feel terrible this morning,” Melissa said. “That’s why I stayed home from school. I felt sick to my stomach at what I’d done. How could I have done such a mean thing to my friend?”

Joe shrugged. “You didn’t stop to think, I guess.”

“You’re right. I put my jacket down beside Jamie’s bag. Her seal was poking out of the bag. It was made of the same fake fur as my jacket. Suddenly I got the idea. I took it and put it in my jacket hood.”

“Oh, right. The jacket had a hood,” Joe said.

Melissa nodded. “Sammy was totally invisible. I wore my jacket while we searched. Then I just walked out with the seal in my hood.”

She reached under her blanket and hugged her knees closer. “As soon as I got Sammy home I felt bad. I knew I should call Jamie and tell her. But part of me really wanted to win, just once.”

“To win by cheating?” Frank asked.

“You don’t know what it’s like, always being second-best,” Melissa said. “Everyone calls Jamie the star and tells her she’s going to the Olympics some day. I’m almost as good, but nobody says that to me. I’m just Jamie’s friend.” Melissa sighed. “I guess I should call her now and tell her what a bad friend I’ve been.”

“I hope she understands,” Frank said.

“So do I.” Melissa got up from the couch. “I don’t want to lose Jamie as a friend. I’m going to take Sammy back to her when I go to practice tonight.”

• • •

“I’m glad I’m not a skating genius,” Joe said to Frank as they walked home. “I wouldn’t want to go through all that pressure.”

Frank grinned. “I don’t think you have anything to worry about.”

“Unless I’m a hockey star someday.”

“A hockey star?”

“I might be, someday, if I practice hard,” Joe said.

“Right now your biggest worry is not sitting down too hard.” Frank chuckled.

“Hey, you just wait,” Joe said. “I have a feeling I’m going to be another slap shot superman, just like Dad.”

“I’ll believe it when I see it.” Frank gave Joe a friendly push.

• • •

Two weeks later the hockey team had its first game. They had decided to call themselves the Bayport Barracudas. They were playing a team called the Grizzlies. The players looked like Grizzlies, too—big and mean.

Joe sat on the bench while the starters were on the ice. Darren scored a lucky goal. Chet was a great goalie and blocked a lot of shots. But the other Grizzlies were good skaters. They zoomed up and down the ice. Frank tried to block and got knocked over.

“Come out and rest for a while,” Mr. Morton called to him. “Joe, go in for your brother.”

Joe took a deep breath and skated out onto the ice. The Grizzlies took another shot. Chet blocked it and cleared it out to Joe.

Suddenly the puck was in front of Joe. He started skating with the puck toward the Grizzlies’ goal. He saw one Grizzly coming at him, but he dodged him. Joe kept on going. The goal was in front of him. “Slap shot superman,” he whispered to himself. He swiped at the puck with all his might. It sailed into the back of the net.

Joe couldn’t believe it. He heard cheering as he skated back to his teammates.

“Way to go, Joe!” he heard his dad’s deep voice boom out.

“Yeah, Joe! Way to go!” a high voice screamed. Jamie and Melissa were jumping up and down on the sideline. They were best friends again.

Jamie had said she could understand how hard it was for Melissa to be second-best. Well, she didn’t have to worry about that anymore. Melissa had won the meet. Jamie had come in second. Sometimes Joe wondered whether Jamie had let Melissa win. He would never understand girls in a million years!

Darren skated over to him. “Hey, Peewee, you’re not so bad after all,” he said. He slapped Joe on the back. Joe’s feet slipped and he sat down hard. He slid across the rink and bumped into Frank. Frank bumped into Chet. Chet bumped into Peter. They all fell down.

Frank got up and held out his hand to Joe. “Hey, whose side are you on?” he asked.

“I just scored us a goal!” Joe said as he got to his feet. “I didn’t know Darren was going to knock me halfway across the rink. Did you see my slap shot, Frank? It was awesome, wasn’t it?”

“It sure was.” Frank laughed. “So was that slide. My brother, the king of the slip, slide, and slap shot!”
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