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Holiday?

SHELLY!” MRS. KARP SAID. “What are you doing here?”

Shelly Siren looked around her third-grade classroom in surprise. It was first thing in the morning at her school, Trident Academy, and the other merstudents were just settling into their desks.

“It’s Wednesday,” Shelly told her teacher. “It isn’t a holiday, is it?”

A merboy named Rocky Ridge swam out of his rock desk toward the classroom doorway. “Holiday? All right! I’m going home!”

Mrs. Karp slapped her white tail on her marble desk. “Not so fast, young merman. It’s not a holiday.”

Rocky groaned, but Shelly was relieved. She had been afraid she had come to school on the wrong day. Things had been a little mixed up at her shell lately.

“I heard your grandfather has penguin pox, Shelly, and I know it’s highly contagious,” Mrs. Karp said with a worried look on her face, “so I wasn’t sure if you’d be at school today.”

“Penguin pox? Eek!” Several kids in the classroom pushed their desks away from Shelly’s.

Pearl Swamp put a hand over her nose and squealed, “Mrs. Karp, get her out of here right now before we all die!”

Mrs. Karp frowned. “Pearl, you can’t die from penguin pox.”
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“Maybe not,” Rocky said. “But you do get itchy black-and-white bumps all over your body.”

“Don’t worry.” Echo Reef put her arm around Shelly. “She isn’t sick.” Echo was Shelly’s best friend.

Shelly nodded, causing her red hair to swirl in the water around her. “My grandfather became ill after he visited a museum in far-off waters. He’s locked away with a nurse to take care of him so I don’t catch it. I haven’t even seen him in days.” Shelly’s parents had died when she was very young, so she lived with her grandfather.

“I’m glad you’re healthy, Shelly. And I hope your grandfather is well soon too,” Mrs. Karp said, turning her attention back to the class. “All right, then. Let’s all take our seats and get to work. Today we are starting a new unit on penguins!”

Kiki Coral, the smallest mergirl in the class, leaned over and patted Shelly’s hand. “I’m sorry about your grandfather. I hope he gets better soon.”

Shelly nodded and tried to listen to the science lesson, but she found it hard to concentrate on her favorite subject. Everyone in the merclass, except for Kiki and Echo, kept their desks scooted far away. They even tucked their tails in tightly beneath them so that they wouldn’t accidentally touch Shelly. Pearl held her nose whenever she looked at Shelly. No one wanted to catch the penguin pox!

Shelly felt awful. Why was everyone acting like she had a horrible disease? She was almost glad when Rocky yelled, “Mrs. Karp, look! I need to go home. I have the dreaded penguin pox!”

Everyone in the class gasped, but Shelly knew the spots on Rocky’s arms were fake. She’d watched him draw them on with a sea quill and octopus ink.
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Mrs. Karp rushed over to Rocky, took one look at the pretend spots, and pointed to the hallway. “Mr. Ridge, please step outside for a little conference.”

“Ooh,” several merboys in the room howled as Rocky slowly followed Mrs. Karp out of the classroom.

“Look at what you’ve done,” Pearl snapped at Shelly. “You’ve gotten poor Rocky into trouble with your icky disease!”

Poor Rocky? Since when did Pearl care about anyone but herself? Shelly sighed. She had a feeling that this wasn’t the end of her penguin pox problems.
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Oh No!

    WHAT IS SHE DOING HERE?” Grandfather Siren’s nurse boomed.

It was after school. Echo and Shelly were enjoying a snack in the kitchen of Shelly’s apartment, which was right above Trident City’s People Museum.

Shelly wondered if all nurses were as loud as Grandfather’s. “Hi, Nurse Bloomquest. This is my best friend, Echo Reef. We’re just having some hagfish jelly and lichen crackers,” Shelly explained. “Would you like some?”

“HUMPH. NO THANKS,” Nurse Bloomquest bellowed. “JUST MAKE SURE YOU STAY AWAY FROM YOUR GRANDFATHER’S BEDROOM. IT IS IN QUARANTINE. THAT MEANS NOBODY IN AND NOBODY OUT!”

“Is Grandfather getting any better?” Shelly asked. She knew her grandfather was old for a merman, and she was worried about him.

“HE SHOULD BE AS PERKY AS A SUNFISH SOON ENOUGH,” Nurse Bloomquest roared as she left the kitchen.

“That’s good news,” Echo said as she swallowed the last of her crackers.

Shelly nodded. “I’ve been trying to keep things clean while he’s sick, but I haven’t been doing a very good job, as you can probably tell. Nurse Bloomquest makes sure I eat something every day, but she doesn’t do any cleaning.”
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