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PROLOGUE

For time beyond memory there was the
ocean and it was empty. Then the first fish, a shark
named Tyro, was borne from it. Tyro circled the Big
Blue’s vastness and found he was alone. So he swam
once more through the seven seas and with each stroke
of his mighty tail created everything that lives in and
under the waters. He chose several sharks to hunt with
him and called these the First Shiver, positioning them
in a Line from first to fifth, with himself as leader.
First was mighty Finnbarr whose descendants
became the great white sharks; second was powerful
Longfluke whose children became the bull sharks; third
was the cunning Machiakelpi whose sons and daughters
became the mako; Ramtail the Battler was fourth and
his young became the tiger sharks; and fifth, but never
considered last in the Line by Tyro, was Leynar the Magnificent, whose descendants would be the threshers.
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First Shiver governed with one goal in mind: to protect
its members, which numbered all of sharkkind, and to
ensure their survival from one generation to the next.
For many years, every shark and dweller living in the
Big Blue prospered under shiver law.
But after a long life Tyro grew weary. He summoned
his Five in the Line and told them that one day a great
evil would threaten all of sharkkind and every dweller in
the seven seas. When this day came, only a united First
Shiver would be strong enough to defeat the evil. After
this warning, Tyro gave himself to the Sparkle Blue,
where his spirit swims the eternal current to this day.
But after their leader was gone, those in the Line bickered and fought about who would be best to lead against
the coming danger. In the end, the five sharks of First
Shiver could not—and would not—agree, and so swam
off by themselves to create their own shivers . . .
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CHAPTER 1

SUNLIGHT DAPPLED THE WARM WATER AS GRAY
flexed his powerful fins, gliding to a stop in a thick
kelp bed. He used to hide in this patch of green-greenie
unseen when he was smaller, but now his tail poked out.
Gray made sure it waved back and forth with the warm
tide so it wouldn’t give him away. He would have been
spotted going to the shiver’s main hunting grounds, so
he had snuck away in the opposite direction toward the
lagoon. Gray was a growing fish, but the council, and his
mom, Sandy, wouldn’t let him hunt unsupervised. That
was just unfair. He was twelve years old! He was practically adult for any sharkkind. Almost, anyway.
Even though his name was Gray, he was more bluish
on his upper half and white on the bottom, with what he
thought was a really cool stripe down each of his enormous flanks. “Everyone’s jealous,” he muttered. Apparently Gray was big for a reef shark. And ever since he
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grew larger than Atlas, the old bull shark who was Coral
Shiver’s leader, every fin watched him with a mixture
of curiosity and fear. Like I’m a freak or something, he
thought.
Gray pushed that from his mind and concentrated
on the task at hand. He’d get into trouble for sure if the
council, or his mom, found out he was this far away from
the homewaters. And so near the lagoon, Gray thought.
But this is where the tasty, tasty lobsters hang out. He
gnashed his rows of razor-sharp teeth, imagining the
satisfying crunch of a nice, plump shellhead. The lobster that Gray was hunting wandered into the next kelp
bed over, which was even thicker than where Gray was
hiding now, but no problem. Many sharkkind didn’t like
swimming through greenie because they were afraid
they would get tangled. But not Gray. He swam where
he wanted, when he wanted. And today that happened
to be in a kelp bed. Now where was that lobster? Being
such a great hunter, Gray was positive the dumb shellhead didn’t have a clue that certain doom was coming
for it.
But suddenly his prey jetted forward, abandoning
all stealth and gaining speed. The lobster somehow
sensed his presence and made a break for the lagoon
where Gray couldn’t swim safely anymore, not since his
growth spurt. This was a little annoying. Gray used the
currents to mask his stalking to perfection! Or not . . .
How did this little krillface know he was watching? The
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lobster whizzed toward the mouth of the lagoon, where
the landsharks had built some sort of floating home.
Gray’s mom would be really angry if she found out he
was this close to the lagoon. But he wasn’t about to be
seen by anyone except the lobster. “And ol’ Lobby will
keep my secret once he’s safely in my belly,” Gray said
out loud as he gained speed.
“Watcha doing, Gray?” asked Barkley the dogfish,
disrupting Gray’s concentration and even startling him
a bit. Just a bit, though.
“Can’t you see I’m busy?” Barkley could be very
annoying. But still, he was Gray’s friend and one of the
few fish that made him laugh. He was also one of the
few reef mates that would still spend time with Gray
after his enormous growth spurt the previous year. Most
of his old friends got very jumpy when he was around.
Gray wondered why that was for a moment, but then set
about leaving Barkley in his wake.
“Trying to catch that lobster, huh? Listen to your
older and wiser friend—this isn’t a good idea.” Barkley
was born a month before Gray and brought that fact up
whenever he could.
“I’m not taking a survey about what you think!” Gray
groused.
“Hey, I just don’t want to see you with your head
stuck in a bucket again.” The dogfish grinned, now
swimming upside down and eye to eye with Gray. The
memory still stung.
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When Gray was a pup, he explored an ancient wreck
of a landshark boat, a galleon, and got his head stuck
in a bucket which was something humans used to carry
stuff around in. It had been wedged on so tight Prime
Minister Shocks needed to ask three of the octos from
the octopus clan to pull the thing off. Gray was called
“bucket head” that entire summer. He pretended not to
hear Barkley’s teasing and increased his speed, but his
friend was annoyingly fast for a dogfish and kept pace.
“Seriously, Gray, Miss Lamprey hunts around here
before class. If she sees you, she’ll tell your mom for
sure,” Barkley warned.
Everyone who grew up near the reef was taught by
Miss Lamprey. They learned not only about the world
in which they lived, but also about the dry world above
the water where the two-legged landsharks ruled. Gray
thought learning about the human world—that’s what
they called themselves—was a big waste of time. But it
did make things easier if you knew the words for things
that didn’t come from the Big Blue. Especially if you got
your head stuck in a bucket.
“Miss Lamprey can keep her pointy snout out of my
business. And I thought we agreed to never bring up the
incident again!”
“Oh, riiight. Totally forgot. Sorry. Let’s head back
to the reef,” Barkley said as he tried to turn Gray by
pressing against him. Ha! Fat chance. That used to
work, but now Gray was four times the size of the
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dogfish who nonetheless strained against his bulk.
“Seriously, stop being such a flipper! We’re going to
be late for class!”
“I am not a flipper!” Gray told the dogfish. “I’m a total
fin!” Being a fin was very cool. Being a flipper wasn’t.
“Well, you’re not acting very finny!” Barkley said.
Gray butted his friend to the side and sped forward.
“Hey! Come back!” shouted the dogfish.
“Eat wake, buddy!” The lobster had passed into the
mouth of the lagoon. Talking with Barkley cost Gray
valuable time. But it still wouldn’t be enough time for his
prey to make it home. Gray would show the shellhead
who was the big fish in this patch of water.
He bore down on the lobster. Gray could feel the
warm water whisking through his gills and closed his
mouth so it wouldn’t slow him down. He could smell the
lobster as he closed the distance between them. So delicious! He ground his teeth in anticipation. Closer. The
lobster disappeared momentarily into the fronds of kelp
near the opening of the lagoon. There wasn’t enough to
hide in, though. Gray sped through the sparse greenie,
opening his mouth for his strike when—whammo!
But it wasn’t a good whammo. Not good at all. Gray
had hit a hidden shelf in the lagoon bed. He could feel
his dorsal fin in the exposed air above the waterline!
The lobster turned and clacked its claws at Gray while
shimmying and flipping its tail back and forth. Was the
shellhead doing some sort of victory swim?! Impossible!
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Crustaceans were just dumb snacks. It sure seemed to
be enjoying itself, though.
Barkley cruised to a stop, hovering near Gray. “Wow,
that looked painful. And dumb! Was it more painful
than dumb, you think? Or the other way ’round?”
Gray struggled, thrashing his tail to free himself.
But he was stuck. “If you’re finished, I could use some
help!”
“Fine, fine.” Barkley quickly swam to the shallower
side of the lagoon and pushed. This accomplished nothing. He swam a tight circle and tried butting Gray off the
shelf. “You know, you might want to lay off the fatty tuna
and go on a seaweed diet for a while. I’ve heard it’s very
cleansing.”
“Shut your cod hole and push!” Gray yelled. They
were far too close to the landshark colony. And humans
had things called boats to move on top of the Big Blue.
One time Gray came upon a human in a rubber covering floating by the bottom of the reef. He was chasing
a group of mackerel and didn’t notice the human until
they were snout to snout. It carried a spine shooter, and
sometimes those were dangerous, even to a shark as big
as Gray. But the landshark dropped it and blew bubbles
instead, waving its arms wildly, looking very fierce
indeed! It scared Gray so much he swam away as fast
as he could! Close call. But this was more dangerous.
Fish of all sizes—even whales!—were caught and killed
by humans from boats.
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Gray thrashed even harder. With one final ram from
Barkley at full speed, he felt the ledge crumble, then disappear. He was free! Gray rejoiced as his dorsal fin submerged and he angled for deeper water.
“That was a close one, buddy!” Barkley chuckled nervously. After a moment, Gray did too. Pretty soon they
were both cackling like crazy fish. “Can you imagine what
your mom would do if she found out?” Barkley trailed off.
Gray was laughing so hard he didn’t notice his mother
floating off to the side, her eyes blazing. Uh-oh.
“I think I’m going to find out,” Gray said to his friend.
But Barkley wasn’t there, of course. The dogfish had
wisely vanished. How does he do that? Gray wondered
silently as his mother frowned, her tail swishing in short,
angry strokes.
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“YOU’RE GROUNDED FOR A WEEK!” HIS MOTHER
said in a clipped voice, the barbels below her nostrils
vibrating with emotion. They did that when she got
mad. And she was angrier than Gray had seen her
in a long while. Even madder than the time when he
had talked Barkley into cutting school and got stung
by a jellyfish. But seven days and nights of not swimming more than a body length away from the reef
bed? Ridiculous! Was he some newborn pup that
needed to hide in the greenie? No! Was he a bottomfeeding muck sucker that rooted in the sand for its
meals? Disgusting! And again, no! Being grounded
was no way for a big fin like him to spend even one
day, much less a week!
But Gray’s mouth was quicker than his brain so
none of these perfectly good arguments made it into the
conversation. Instead he blurted, “Awww, Mommm!”
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“You broke your word to me,” she said in a quiet voice.
“I’m sorry,” he whispered.
Gray felt awful. Everyone in Coral Shiver respected
his mother, proven by the fact that she had been chosen
to be third in the Line. Gray was proud of that. Knowing how dangerous the Big Blue was, any shark in the
Line could be your next leader. Usually shivers ranked
five after their leader. It was an honor even though
their shiver was small and didn’t even have succession
to the fifth, like a real battle shiver, only to the third.
Atlas was leader, of course. Then there was Quickeyes the thresher as his first and Onyx the blacktip as
second. Onyx had these awesome markings down his
flanks, almost like they were put there on purpose.
But how? When Gray asked about the markings he
got yelled at by both Onyx and his mom so he never
asked again.
In a shiver, any shark could challenge for position,
even for leader. But if you didn’t have experience in the
Line, you wouldn’t be accepted as a contender by the
full-member shiver sharks.
Since he was still technically a pup, Gray wasn’t
even a full member of Coral Shiver yet. “You have to
earn the Line’s respect before you can join as a shiver
shark,” his mother had told him when he was younger.
Well, he hadn’t earned any today.
“I know it’s wrong to go toward the lagoon, but when
I saw the lobster, I got so hungry!” Gray told her.
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His mother sighed. “You’re a growing shark, Gray.
No one says you shouldn’t eat.” She looked him over
from head to tail. He was now almost twice her length.
“You just have to be smart about it. You have to do what’s
best for everyone, not just yourself. Even if that means
you go hungry for a little while.”
“I’m sorry,” said Gray once again.
They entered the ancient lava vent, which was the
entrance to the hidden reef and their homewaters. Landsharks lived in a floating base by the other reef, nearer
to their shore. Ours is much nicer, thought Gray as he
followed his mom’s swishing tail down the secret path
through the giant kelp bed. There was green-greenie,
blue-greenie, and even yellow and brown-greenie. The
greenie was long enough that it looked like just another
giant seaweed bed from above. And if you didn’t know
where the path began while swimming in, you’d most
likely get lost or hung up. Even landsharks stayed away
because their boats got snared by the greenie that floated
all the way up to the chop-chop. Crabs used their sharp
claws to clip and trim the secret lane of the tangly plant.
Supposedly. Gray had never actually seen them do it
and didn’t really believe shellheads were smart enough
to follow instructions like that.
“Gray, the Coral Shiver homewaters are a special
place,” Sandy told him.
“I know that, Mom. I do live here.”
Sandy let out an exasperated sigh. “That’s not what
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I mean. What we have here is different than many parts
of the Big Blue.”
Gray got excited. She was talking about the Big Blue
in the way that meant open ocean! Would she let him
go to the Tuna Run this year? He wasn’t allowed last
time because he was too young. They had to let him go
this season! He couldn’t help himself, and asked, “Can I
go with you into the Big Blue for the Tuna Run? To see
how it’s different?”
“Absolutely not!” she said so sharply that Gray
darted into the thick kelp. When he poked his head
out, his mom sighed. She motioned for him to come
out from the weedy bed. “I’m sorry I yelled. The open
waters of the Big Blue are amazing and wonderful in
places. But they can also be dangerous. Sharkkind and
dwellers that make their home there aren’t as nice as
the ones here.”
“Okay, Mom,” Gray answered. “I’m not planning any
trips away from the reef. I promise.”
“You won’t because you’re grounded. And Barkley—
come out here!”
Gray turned and saw Barkley hiding in the greenie.
His eyes popped open as Sandy stared right at him. He
nudged himself forward, smiling nervously. “Oh, here’s
the path! Silly me, I got lost. Hello, Miss Sandy.”
Her eyes narrowed on the dogfish. “Hello to you,
Barkley. Now, both of you get to class.” And with a whisk
of her tail she was gone.
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“Grounded a whole week. Bummer,” remarked the
dogfish matter-of-factly. “By the way . . . told you so.”
“By the way,” Gray answered, “quit being a flipper.”
Barkley led them around the main area of the reef.
Most days at least one or two of the groups representing
the different types of reef dwellers would meet about
something or other. Anemones, starfish, sea cucumbers,
jellies, tropicals, even shellheads, would speak with
each other. Gray didn’t know why. It wasn’t as if they
were smart like sharkkind. Most dwellers, or non-sharks,
never spoke to sharkkind in general except when something important happened.
Even so, Prime Minister Shocks set the schedule
so there wouldn’t be what he called “unpleasantness”
between groups that might make a meal out of each
other. A group of urchins was talking with a cluster of
brightly colored tangs. Gray knew these different groups
each had their own hierarchy, even the shellheads supposedly, but didn’t believe they could have anything
interesting or important to say. They were colorful,
though. He’d give them that.
Gray loved the riot of colors in the reef. Between
the dwellers, algae, greenie, corals, mollusks, and
plants, it was like an undersea rainbow. He saw a rainbow in the sky once, and it was a pale imitation of the
undersea world. And at night the reef glowed even
more spectacularly in places where the lumos gave off
their pretty lights.
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“Oh, I see a spot! Follow me!” said Barkley as he
swam forward to claim an area near the front of the
class and close to Miss Lamprey.
“What a sucker fish,” muttered Gray. The dogfish
heard and glared.
Miss Lamprey held class in different areas around
the reef depending on what was being taught that day.
Gray settled in, getting a few irritated looks from groups
of angel and parrot fish whose view he accidentally
blocked. One particularly annoying parrot fish went
right through his mouth and yelled “Move it, wide load!”
He almost told the parrot fish he wasn’t fat, just big
cartilaged, but he knew Miss Lamprey would make him
repeat everything to the entire class if she heard. The fish
swam around his eyes to be annoying before finding a
new place a tail length away. Gray swallowed the urge to
put the fish in its place by eating it. He was hungry again.
Lately, Gray was always hungry. But he definitely didn’t
want to get into more trouble by eating a reef dweller.
His mother raised him to never harm anything that
lived on or around this particular reef, just as every reef
dweller did. There were exceptions, of course. The bottom feeders had their own disgusting ways of eating
anything and everything, but sharkkind kept to a higher
standard.
“It’s not what we do here, Gray,” she told him from
his earliest days. “If a fish has color, find another. Silver
or brown, gulp it down.” That’s what he learned when
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he was a pup. Or, even more of a pup than he was now.
There was a difference between dumb fish that grouped
together and mindlessly swam around (those you could
eat) and the smarter ones who could hold a conversation (those you weren’t supposed to eat). That’s not to
say any shark, being big or tough enough, couldn’t eat
whatever he or she wanted. But the decisions you made
spoke to what type of citizen of the Big Blue you were.
His mother said that sharkkind who chose to hunt intelligent ocean dwellers were more than bad sharks; they
were evil. Gray thought it was worth the wait to find a
cluster of dumb fish anyhow. There were always more
of them!
Besides, breaking the rules carried consequences.
One of Barkley’s cousins, Hegger, ate a scarlet grouper
when he and Barkley were little. Despite the name, a
colored grouper was not a mindless, grouping fish. And
this particular scarlet grouper lived on the reef. Anyway,
Hegger was accidentally stung by an urchin the next day
and almost died. Hegger swore it was a payback and he
was probably right. Urchins were low down, poisonous
sneaks who did that sort of thing.
The lesson in Miss Lamprey’s class today was about
current and drift in the open waters of the Big Blue.
Gray barely listened. When was he ever going to experience that? Never. Gray allowed himself to float upward
a bit to stretch his flippers.
“Umm, Gray?” whispered Barkley. Gray looked over
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at the dogfish who smugly reminded him, “You’re grounded,
remember?” Technically he wasn’t a body length from the
reef bottom.
Gray grimaced and lowered himself. “Thanks, buddy.
Who would have thought you could be so helpful with
your snout so far up Miss Lamp—”
“Gray!” yelled Miss Lamprey, cutting him off. “Would
you please stop bothering Barkley and pay attention?”
“Sorry, Miss Lamprey.” Gray settled almost on the
seabed. He sighed and couldn’t wait for moonrise. This
day was a total bust.
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