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To Jasmine and Julie Eyal,


most observant readers ever




Acknowledgment


To Becky Dadey, most likely to steal the show.
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The Sound of  Waves


BRAVO!”


The crowd cheered and clapped as Pearl Swamp took a bow. Her diamond-studded costume billowed around her gold tail on the sparkling stage. Members of the audience whistled and tossed her beautiful bouquets of sea lavender.


Pearl waved as merfolk from all over the ocean cried out, “We love you, Pearl,” and “You are the best actress in the whole merworld!”


She couldn’t believe her good luck. A famous director had picked her out of all the merstudents at Trident Academy to star as Fishlein Maria in his play The Sound of Waves. As the curtain closed, a crowd of fans and reporters rushed to Pearl’s side.


“Miss Swamp, may I have my picture sketched with you?” asked a small mergirl.


Pearl nodded and lifted her pointy nose in the water as the merartist Piddock Picasso sketched her on a piece of kelp for her fan.
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“May I have an interview?” asked Trident City Tide reporter Lulu Lampern.


“Of course,” Pearl said, waving away the hundreds of merpeople still waiting to have their picture drawn with her. Others floated nearby, holding sea pens and seaweed, hoping Pearl would sign autographs.


“How does it feel to be famous?” Lulu asked.


Pearl smiled. “It is fabulous and everything I dreamed it would be.”


Lulu scribbled some notes on seaweed before looking up. “What is your favorite part of being a star?”


“There is nothing more fin-tastic than knowing an audience is cheering for me,” Pearl said. “It is an amazing feeling!” She paused before adding, “Of course, the jewels and flowers are nice too.”


“You were simply mervelous in the play tonight,” Lulu said. “And we look forward to seeing you in many more. I’ll let you get back to your fans now. Thanks.”


Pearl nodded and turned toward a huge crowd. They were all chanting, “Pearl! Pearl!”


One screaming fan even broke through the crowd and tried to hug Pearl. Then the fan began shaking Pearl’s shoulders.


“What are you doing?” Pearl cried. “Stop that right now!”


“Pearl! Pearl! Wake up, my little pupfish!”


Pearl’s eyes popped open. She wasn’t surrounded by screaming fans. Instead she was in her bed, surrounded by a curtain of daisy coral, and the person shaking her shoulders was her mother!


“Pearl, you must have been having a dream. It’s time for school.”


Pearl hugged her mother. “I dreamed I was a famous meractress,” she explained. “A real star of the sea!”


“You are always a sea star to me!” Mrs. Swamp said, kissing the top of Pearl’s head. “Now, come to breakfast. The mercook made water-flea waffles this morning.”


Pearl jumped up and ran a Venus comb through her hair. Her dream had felt so real: the screaming fans, the flowers, and the beautiful costumes on the glittering stage. Pearl’s greatest wish was to become a star someday—and that day couldn’t come soon enough!
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Angelfish Molie


PEARL YAWNED AS SHE POURED sandweed syrup on her water-flea waffles. She took a big bite and looked at her father. Mr. Swamp was reading the newsweed while sipping his favorite copepod coffee. Usually Pearl didn’t read the Trident City Tide because she found most of its news stories quite dull. But this time she squealed when she saw the back of her father’s kelp.


“Oh my Neptune!” Pearl shouted. “Angelfish Molie is coming to Trident City!”


Mr. Swamp was so startled by Pearl’s shout that he spilled coffee all over his gold-and-black-striped tail. “What are you yelling about so early in the morning?” he asked, using his kelp napkin to wipe up the mess.


“You’re always telling me I should keep up with the local news, so I read the back of the Trident City Tide.” Pearl pointed to an article that said that Angelfish Molie, the most famous meractress in all the ocean, would be starring in Gone with the Tide at the Grand Banks Theater. And the play was opening Tuesday night—tomorrow evening!


“Please, Daddy,” Pearl begged. “Can you take me to see her?” Dreaming about being famous was fun, but actually seeing a star perform in person would be totally wavy.


Mr. Swamp nodded. “I’ll see if I can get tickets.”
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Pearl threw herself at her father and gave him a big hug, overturning her water-flea waffles in the process.


“I can’t wait to tell Wanda!” Pearl shrieked. “This is the most exciting thing that has ever happened in the history of Trident City!”


Pearl dressed for school in record time and soared through the water to Trident Academy. She found her best friend, Wanda Slug, waiting for her in the school’s huge front entrance hall.


“Pearl!” Wanda called. “I have wonderful news!”


“Is it about Angelfish Molie?” Pearl asked.


Wanda shook her head. “No, this is much better.”


Pearl couldn’t imagine anything being more wonderful than getting to see the most famous meractress in the ocean.


“What’s better than Angelfish Molie?” Pearl demanded.
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