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To Blakely Fow.

May your life be filled with much joy.
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Late-Breaking News!

    OH MY NEPTUNE!” PEARL Swamp shrieked as she swam into the huge front hallway of Trident Academy. “Did you see the newspaper this morning?”

Wanda Slug, Pearl’s good friend, shook her head. “No, I didn’t,” she said. “I had to finish my homework before school.” The two mergirls floated out of the way of some fourth-grade merboys who zoomed past them.
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Trident Academy was a prestigious school in Trident City. Third-grade through tenth-grade merkids came from all over the ocean to study in the enormous clamshell. The front hall alone was big enough for a humpback whale to take a nap in.

Pearl’s blond hair and long strand of pearls swirled in the water as merstudents rushed around her to get to their classrooms. “My dad made me read the front page,” she told Wanda. “You’ll never believe it! There have been shark sightings in Trident City!”

“What?” Wanda gasped. “Are you kidding? That’s terrible.” Sharks were the number one danger to the merpeople community.

Pearl’s green eyes widened. “I’m serious. I couldn’t even swim here by myself. My father hired a Shark Patrol Guard to escort me to and from school.”

Wanda shuddered. “I’m glad I live in the Trident Academy dorm. I wouldn’t want to be swimming home with a shark on my tail.” Both girls looked at their own mertails and wiggled them gently. Neither girl noticed that the front hall was almost empty of merstudents.

Pearl slapped her gold tail on the shell floor and folded her arms across her chest. “This is ridiculous. What’s wrong with this place? Can’t they keep scary sharks from chasing people? Something should be done.”

“Yeah, but what can we do?” Wanda said. “We’re just third graders.”

Pearl twisted her necklace in her fingers. “I hate being scared and I hate having a Shark Guard. My dad might not even let me go to Tail Flippers practice if things get worse!”

“No!” Wanda gasped. Tail Flippers was the school’s dance and gymnastics team.

Pearl sighed. “I don’t know what I’m going to do, but I’m going to do something. I refuse to let sharks ruin my life.”

“Uh-oh,” Wanda said, finally noticing the empty hall. “We’d better get to class or Mrs. Karp will ruin our lives!”
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Shark Patrol

PEARL AND WANDA MADE IT to class just as the conch shell sounded. Pearl swam up to her teacher’s desk. “Mrs. Karp, did you hear the terrible news?” she asked. “A shark has been spotted in Trident City! Can’t something be done?”

Echo Reef, one of the third graders, raised her hand. “Is it true?” she said in a trembling voice.

“My grandfather saw it in the paper,” Shelly Siren said. She nervously flicked her blue tail.

“Are we in danger here at Trident Academy?” Kiki Coral asked. She was the smallest mergirl in the third grade.

The twenty merstudents looked to their teacher for an answer. Mrs. Karp ran a hand through her green hair. “I am sure the Shark Patrol is doing everything in their power to protect us. We can’t panic,” she said.

“But what if it’s not enough?” Pearl cried. The thought of sharks swimming near the school made her feel sick.

“Remember the first rule of shark safety and you should be fine,” Mrs. Karp said, pointing to the Shark Safety Rules chart that hung from a seaweed curtain. “Shelly, please read rule number one.”
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Shelly cleared her throat and said in a shaky voice, “NEVER SWIM ALONE.” Pearl sniffed. Why did Mrs. Karp always call on Shelly? Was it just because her grandfather was a famous human expert? Pearl knew she could read just as well as Shelly.

Rocky Ridge, one of the merboys in class, piped up, “Don’t cry, Pearl. A shark wouldn’t want to bite you. You’re more sour than sweet.”

“You’re the only sour one around here,” Pearl said, sticking her tongue out at him. “I bet you’re just as scared as I am!”

“Class, please pass your homework in,” Mrs. Karp instructed, trying to change the subject.

Their schoolwork was done on small pieces of seaweed and written with orange sea pens and octopus ink. All around the classroom the merkids handed seaweed to the merstudent in front of them. Everyone except Rocky, who tapped his thumbs on his rock desk and whistled a shark song. Several mergirls whispered nervously about the shark.

“Mrs. Karp? Should we be worried?” Kiki asked.

Mrs. Karp looked at the frightened faces of the mergirls and merboys. She didn’t lie to her merstudents. “Of course, when you live in the ocean, as we do, you must always be on the lookout for dangerous creatures who want to eat you. It’s part of the ocean life cycle.”
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