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For my Tennessee critique group—Rick Starkey, Ann Starkey, Rinda Beach, and Donna L. Martin—thanks for all your support!

And to Huria, Ruby, Penny, and Abbie, thanks for being mermaid fans.
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A Special Visitor

WHAT’S SPLASHING?” Kiki Coral asked her merfriends. It was five minutes before school started, and they were floating in the large front hallway of Trident Academy. All around them merkids talked and laughed. One group practiced walking on their hands. An angel shark glided near the carved ceiling, part of the new school security program.
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Echo’s dark eyes sparkled as she leaned in and whispered to Kiki and Shelly Siren, “My mom is in charge of some special visitors to our city.” Echo’s mother was Dr. Eleanor Reef, who ran the Conservatory for the Preservation of Sea Horses and Swordfish. Merpeople from all over the ocean came to visit it.

Kiki pushed her long black hair away from her face. “Who are they?”

Echo tugged her merfriends across the marble floor to a quiet corner.

“Have you ever heard of the Calypso family?” Echo asked.

Kiki couldn’t believe her ears. “You mean the most famous scientists in the ocean are in Trident City?”

Shelly gasped. “Shelltacular! Aren’t they narwhals? I’ve never seen one in real life.”

Kiki nodded. She’d always been fascinated by pictures of narwhals and their long horns, but since they lived in cold waters, she’d never met any. Of course, Dr. Roscoe and Dr. Ethel Calypso weren’t ordinary narwhals: They had written practically every book in the science section of their library! Kiki had already read at least half of them. She even owned one herself.

“Most narwhals are shy and rarely seen by merfolk,” Echo told them. “But my mother went to the Arctic University. Ethel Calypso was her roommate!”

“Do you think your mother will let us meet her old roommate?” Shelly asked.

“I can ask, but I know they are very busy,” Echo said.

Kiki’s heart pounded. Echo’s mother was very nice. Surely she’d introduce them to her old friend. Wouldn’t it be fun to meet a famous scientist?
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Unicorns

MRS. KARP PEERED OVER her half-glasses at her third-grade class. “This will be a fun week. Tomorrow we’ll start learning about codes, and a whale will visit our class in a couple days.”

“We already saw a whole bunch of humpback whales on our ocean trip,” Rocky Ridge called out.

“How in the ocean will a whale fit in our classroom?” Wanda Slug shrieked. “We’ll be squished to pieces!”

“I am talking about a young narwhal,” Mrs. Karp told her merstudents. “Narwhals are about as tall as me when they are young. The narwhal’s parents are very busy working at the conservatory and we won’t be able to meet them.”

“Is that the Calypso family?” Echo asked.

Mrs. Karp nodded as Shelly raised her hand. “But Mrs. Karp, I thought narwhals were porpoises.”

Mrs. Karp smiled. “Actually, we’re both right. Porpoises are a kind of whale.”

“Don’t narwhals have those adorable horns?” Pearl Swamp asked.

“Well, it looks like a horn or tusk, but it’s really a very long tooth,” Mrs. Karp explained.

“A tooth!” Pearl squealed. “That’s kind of icky.”

Mrs. Karp shook her head. “Nature is not icky. Everything has a purpose, even if we don’t understand it. Does anyone know the narwhal’s nickname?”

“Pinocchio the Pointy Porpoise!” Rocky yelled out.

Mrs. Karp gave Rocky a stern look. “Narwhals are sometimes called the unicorns of the sea. A unicorn is a magical horselike creature with a single horn. They are often talked about in human legends.”

“So does that mean that narwhals are magical?” Echo asked.

“Of course not,” Mrs. Karp said, “but many years ago they were hunted by humans for their horns. People thought they might have special powers.”

Several merkids gasped. Rocky raised his hand. “What is the prettiest side of a narwhal?”
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“Rocky,” Mrs. Karp warned.

“The outside!” Rocky laughed, and a few merkids giggled. Mrs. Karp smiled.

Pearl raised her hand. “Mrs. Karp, can I be the visitor’s buddy?”

“What a lovely idea,” Mrs. Karp said. “Narwhals are often shy, so a buddy would be helpful.”

“Why Pearl?” Rocky asked. “She always gets picked to do stuff.” Several other merstudents nodded in agreement.

Pearl frowned and twisted her pearl necklace in her right hand. “It was my idea!”

Mrs. Karp tapped her white tail to her chin. “I know how we can combine our lessons and select who will be our visitor’s buddy. We will have a code contest!”


OEBPS/images/map.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781481487160.jpg
The Narwhal Problem






OEBPS/images/ch01.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0002-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
*D eﬁ) ie "
Dl

ALADDIN





OEBPS/images/f000x-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0009-01.jpg









