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Splat!

“Five arms stretch out wide

No brains; no blood; velvety

Starfish cling to life.”

“I really like that,” Kiki Coral told her teacher.

“It’s a haiku,” Mrs. Karp explained. “Five claps for the first line, then seven, then five for the last line.”

“Boring,” Pearl Swamp whispered under her breath. Mrs. Karp peered through her tiny glasses at Pearl, who slid down in her seat.

“Do you think the Rays’ music is boring?” Mrs. Karp asked Pearl.
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Pearl sat up straight and tossed her long blond hair behind her shoulder. “Of course not!” The Rays were the most famous boy band in the ocean. They had sung at Pearl’s last birthday party.

“Did you know that many of the Rays’ songs are poems?” Mrs. Karp said. “Of course, they are different from a haiku.”

“Really?” asked Shelly Siren. Shelly was the only student at Trident Academy who had actually performed with the Rays at Pearl’s party. When their backup singer had gotten sick, Shelly had filled in for her.

Mrs. Karp nodded and surprised her entire third-grade class by singing one of the Rays’ songs.

“Shark, the sharpnose sevengill, lived near to me.

We swam together every day

And became the best of friends.

Then someone told Shark he should eat me.

And now I miss him terribly

But our friendship had to end.

Shark, the sharpnose sevengill, lived near to me.

I’ll always treasure our friendship

And hope someday he’ll see

That sharks and merfolks can be friends.

One day it will be.

But until that day, I guess I’ll say

Shark, I miss you still.”

Pearl rolled her eyes, but most of the class tapped their tails in time to Mrs. Karp’s voice. When she finished, everyone clapped except Pearl.

“That was totally amazing!” Echo Reef said.

Mrs. Karp grinned and took a little bow. “What do you think about poems now?” she asked Pearl.

Pearl shrugged. “I guess some poems are pretty wavy.”

“I think poems should be silly,” Rocky Ridge said before singing to the class in a funny voice:

“Food fights can be fun.

Especially at lunchtime.

Splat! Right in the face!”

Rocky acted out the splat and fell onto the floor.

Mrs. Karp hid her smile behind her hand, but Kiki couldn’t help laughing just a little. “That was very creative,” Mrs. Karp told Rocky, “but I hope you don’t plan to have a real food fight.”

Rocky shook his head, but Kiki noticed the grin on his face. Kiki knew Rocky would love to throw anything, especially food.

“You’ve given me a wonderful idea,” Mrs. Karp told Rocky. “Everyone will write their own poem for our next class assignment. It can be a haiku or a song or whatever type you’d like. We’ll talk about other kinds of poems in class tomorrow.”

Pearl frowned at Rocky. “Thanks a lot!” she snapped. “More homework!”
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Shake Your Tail

AT LUNCHTIME KIKI SLID into a round table in a corner of Trident Academy’s cafeteria. Shelly and their merfriend Echo joined her.

“Wasn’t it fun when Mrs. Karp sang in class?” Kiki asked.

Shelly smiled. “I didn’t know she had such a nice voice.”

“I love that Rays song,” Echo said. “Have you heard their newest one?”

Kiki shook her head, pushed her long black hair out of her face, and took a bite of her crab casserole.

“Sing it for her, Shelly,” Echo said, giving Shelly a little nudge with her shoulder.

Shelly sang,

“Shake your tail

Shake, shake, shake your tail

Let’s bubble down and make like a whale

Shake, shake, shake your tail.”

Shelly was probably the best singer in the whole school—maybe in the entire merkingdom. She was so good that everyone in the cafeteria stopped to listen to her. When Shelly finished, Kiki clapped and the rest of the school joined in. Everyone but Pearl.

Shelly’s face turned red. She quickly scooped up a big bite of her longhorn cowfish and ate it without looking up. Her long hair partly covered her crimson cheeks.

Pearl floated over to their table and pointed her nose up in the water. “Did you know that the Rays are performing a concert in Poseidon tomorrow?”

“Really?” Echo asked. Poseidon was the town right next to Trident City, where they lived.



[image: Image]



Pearl nodded. “Yes, and my father is taking me to see them. I bet I’m the only one in the whole school who will go. The tickets are very expensive.”

Shelly, Echo, and Kiki looked at one another without saying a word. Pearl’s parents were rich, and they lived in one of Trident City’s biggest shells. Everyone knew Pearl always got what she wanted. Many Trident City merfolk thought Pearl’s parents spoiled her.

Kiki felt like telling Pearl that it wasn’t nice to brag, but Pearl wasn’t finished. “I’m going to write the Rays a poem song. I’ll give it to them, and I bet they’ll sing it just for me.”

“That’s a great idea,” Echo said.

Kiki looked at Echo in surprise. Kiki knew Echo didn’t like Pearl’s bragging either.

“I’m going to write a poem song too,” Echo continued. “Maybe the Rays will like mine and make it famous throughout the merworld.”
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