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For my parents, who’ve always 
followed their consciences.


PART 1


THE GREEN CHAIR

The green chair

on the deck

stood empty.

No one touched it.

No one sat in it.

They pretended it wasn’t there.

Just like the stuff

in Gramps’s bedroom.

One evening in July,

a bird

landed

in the chair.

“Could it be an osprey?” Liam asked.

Gramps loved watching the ospreys

fly along Blackwater Creek.

“It’s only a gull,” Mom said.

One of a million scavengers

begging for scraps

at the Jersey Shore.

Bummer.


EARLY MORNING

at Sandy Cove Beach,

Pink bubblegum sky.

Joggers (including Mom)

on the boardwalk.

Matt the lifeguard, half-asleep.

Umbrellas opened

on the white sand.

And a flat, green, boring ocean.


WAITING

Liam floated

on his boogie board.

Waiting for

something—

anything—

to happen.

What a loser of a summer.

No waves.

No friends.

No blue crabs in his crab pot.

No Gramps.

A Jet Ski shot past Liam.

His board flipped

like a pancake.

“Way to go, Liam!”

Matt the lifeguard

put up his thumb.


ROSIE

“Hey, folks! Got any paintings for me?”

A woman in a huge blue dress

was setting up the Art Tent

on the boardwalk.

Gramps’s old friend, Rosie.

Coco, the parrot,

sat on her shoulder.

He was eating a grape.

Mom shook her head. “Sorry, Rosie, not today.”

Liam had noticed Mom

wasn’t painting much this summer.

Rosie peered at him.

“Seen anything odd, young Liam?”


TIMES LIKE THIS

Rosie leaned on her cane.

“What about the crabs?”

How did Rosie know about the crabs?

Liam’s crab pot

had been empty for weeks.

“Something odd is going on.”

Rosie shook her head.

“Times like this,

I wish your gramps were here.”

And now she was reading Liam’s mind!

Lifting his wings, Coco squawked.

“Keep your eyes peeled!”


GRAMPS

At least Rosie

talked about Gramps.

Mom never wanted to.

She never even said his name.

Liam didn’t, either.

It hurt too much.

But if you never say

a person’s name,

you may forget about them.


SURPRISE

Liam braked his bike

at Gramps’s seashell driveway.

He reached

into the mailbox

like he did every day.

Something—

warm,

slimy,

alive

(and definitely not mail)—

jumped out

like a birthday surprise.

Only Liam’s

12th birthday

was a month ago.

“Whaaat!”


SLIDE, SLITHER, SLIP

The animal climbed up

Liam’s right arm.

It crawled across his shoulders.

Slid to the ground.

Slithered across the driveway.

Slipped across the road.

Liam watched in shock

as it

DISAPPEARED

into the storm gutter.

Was this the

“something odd”

Rosie was talking about?


NOT A GARTER SNAKE

“Probably a harmless garter snake.”

Mom was grilling turkey burgers

on the back deck.

“What about this?” Liam asked.

He showed Mom the only mail today.

A postcard from Liam’s Aunt Cissy.

The top of the Eiffel Tower was chewed off!

“Wish you were her—”

was all they could read.

Liam had never heard of

a garter snake that ate postcards.

“Strange,” Mom said.


THE SALT MARSH

Liam looked out

at the scene he knew by heart.

The grassy yard sloping down

to Gramps’s dock.

Gramps’s dock dropping off

into Blackwater Creek.

Blackwater Creek zigzagging

through the salt marshes.

The salt marshes stretching

to the Atlantic Ocean.

Every summer, Liam and Mom

stayed at Gramps’s cottage on the creek.

Mom worked on her paintings.

Liam fished with Gramps and boogie boarded.

He watched a pair of swans glide up the creek.

Dragonflies swooped in the air.

The marsh looked the same as always,

but it felt different to Liam.

And it wasn’t just that Gramps was gone.


KAYAK

Before Liam could think any more,

splashing paddles

broke the silence.

A red kayak raced down Blackwater Creek.

It was heading

straight

for

Gramps’s

dock.


CRASH!

The girl paddling the kayak

fell into the water.

“I can’t swim! Save me!”

From the deck, Mom yelled,

“Then stand up,

for goodness’ sake!

It’s only two feet deep!”

Standing still,

the girl stared at the water.

The creek was dark as tea

from the iron in the sand.

“Have you seen any?”

She was tall like Liam.

Her black hair tied in two braids.

Liam knew exactly

what she meant.

“Yep,” he called back.

“In the mailbox.”


TRASH CANS

“They’re eels, but huge!”

The girl spread her arms.

They were everywhere!

“My dad saw one at the Wawa.

Eating Swiss cheese.

Our neighbor found one in her trash can.”

Liam gulped. Putting out the trash was his job.

“They don’t look normal!”

What’s a normal eel?

Don’t all eels look weird?

That’s when Liam saw

the thick bandage

on her right ear.

Now, that wasn’t normal!


CIELA LIKE THE SKY

Liam ran to the dock

to help her out of the water.

“I lost my paddle.”

High tide was pushing upstream.

The girl’s paddle was probably

gone for good.

“What’s your name?” Liam asked.

“Ciela,” she said, pointing up.

She said it like SEE-ella.

Then explained:

“Same as the sky. In Spanish.”

Mom called down.

“Why don’t you join us

for lunch, Ciela?”


ZOMBIE

“A zombie bit it,”

Ciela mumbled, munching her burger.

She must have seen Liam

staring at her ear.

“You’re joking, right?”

Did she really believe in the walking dead?

Besides, if a zombie bit her ear,

wouldn’t she be . . .?

Liam changed the subject.

“Do you have a boogie board?”

“I can’t swim, remember?”

She offered her two-person kayak.

“We can look for giant eels.”

Liam grabbed a life jacket,

two paddles,

and two fishing hats

from the garage.

“Let’s go.”


RULES OF THE CREEK

Life jackets

and a one-hour

time limit

for being out

on Blackwater Creek.

On foot along the shore,

or on the water.

Mom’s rules of the creek.

And Liam had to carry

his cell phone.

Turned on.

He hadn’t broken

her rules, yet.


EGRET, TURTLE, BASS

The kayak moved fast down the creek.

In the back seat, Ciela was an ace paddler.

Much stronger than Liam.

But, every few minutes, she slowed down.

“What’s that?”

And Liam told her:

A snowy egret standing like a statue.

A diamondback terrapin bobbing in the creek.

A striped bass racing downstream.

Gramps was the one who knew the marsh.

Liam just listened.

“What’s that?”

A bird with a long beak pecked at a shell.

“I don’t know its name.”

Sometimes, Liam wished he’d listened harder.


BUGS

The marsh was also full of bugs.

“Get away!” yelled Ciela,

swatting the air.

Lots of bugs.

Mosquitoes, gnats,

horseflies,

and greenheads.

You never forget a greenhead bite.

“Part of the ecosystem,”

Gramps always said.

“And food for the dragonflies.”

But something else was

1,000 times worse

than a greenhead,

according to Gramps.

A huge blue dome rose in the distance.

The Blackwater Creek Power Plant.

The oldest nuclear power plant in the country.

“See any eels?” Liam shouted to Ciela.

“Nope, not yet.”


CRAB POT

The next morning,

Liam lay on the dock

and tugged

on the wet rope.

The crab pot,

a metal cage with

a trapdoor,

rose to the surface.

Empty, again.

(Except for a snail, marsh grass,

and a rusty bottle cap.)

Liam had only caught

one blue crab all summer.

“I wonder why,” Ciela said.


GONE

Ever since Liam was little,

Gramps let him have

his own crab pot.

Liam dropped fish

heads in the pot

every night.

He pulled up the pot

and took out the crabs

every morning.

Blue crabs and boiled corn

was a favorite meal for

him and Gramps.

Now Gramps was

gone. So were

the crabs.


LOBSTER TANK

Liam saw his second giant eel

at the Stop and Go Market.

Swimming in the lobster tank

with all the lobsters!

A little boy yelped.

Shopping carts crashed.

Apples and eggs went flying.

The giant eel slid from the tank.

Slithered onto the floor

and slipped out the back door.

“What the heck was that?”

“Did you see its teeth?!”

“Where did it go?”

YIKES.


NO DONUTS

Ciela was waiting outside with the bikes.

“Where are the donuts?”

Liam had lost his voice.

“Are you okay?’

He shook his head.

“Eel?”

“Yeah . . .”

“In the market?”

“Yeah . . .”

“Yikes.”

“Mr. Burr. We gotta go see him.”

“Who’s Mr. Burr—and what about the donuts?”

“You’ll see—and we’ll stop at the Wawa.”


THREE OLD FRIENDS

Always the three of them.

Gramps, Rosie, and Mr. Burr.

Fishing on Blackwater Creek.

Bird-watching in the marsh.

Walking on the boardwalk.

(Their walks were mostly

sitting on a bench

and talking.)

The three old friends

did something else, too.


INVESTIGATING

Gramps called it

INVESTIGATING.

Why don’t more people in Sandy Cove

recycle bottles and cans?

Who’s using the rat poison

killing the songbirds?

Why did the village

chop down the white oak tree?

The three old folks didn’t

always get answers.

But they never stopped

asking questions.


BEACH ROAD

Liam and Ciela pedaled easily

up Beach Road.

The wind was on their backs.

Sandy Cove lay at sea level.

Without big hills, biking was easy.

But summer storms could hit hard.

Flooding was worse every year.

Last year’s hurricane

turned Beach Road into a river.

“How far are we going?” yelled Ciela.

Liam leaned his bike around a curve.

“We’re almost there.”


SCARECROW

They rode past Ivan’s Peach Orchard

and Bernie’s Bait Shack.

“There it is!” shouted Liam.

A white house stood back from the road.

Paint peeling.

Squirrels on the roof.

Sweet corn in the yard.

A scarecrow waved at

Ciela and Liam.

“Strange!” whispered Ciela.

She rode up

the driveway

anyway.


MR. BURR

An old man sat on the porch in a rocking chair.

He had a long, white beard

and a cat on his lap.

“It’s me—Liam!”

Mr. Burr hadn’t seen his own hands

in over 50 years.

But he looked straight

at Liam and Ciela.

“I was wondering

when you two would show up.”


BUZZING BEE

Mr. Burr stroked the cat’s orange fur.

He listened

to Liam tell about

the giant eel in the mailbox—

and Ciela tell about

giant eels everywhere else.

Then he looked up at the sky.

You could hear . . .

The cat purring.

A bee buzzing.

Ciela’s sneaker tapping.

In the quiet, Liam might have heard time passing.


QUIET

Liam was used to quiet.

Gramps fell quiet whenever Liam

shared a problem.

First his grandfather would listen to him.

Then Gramps would think about what

Liam said.

At last, in his grumbly voice,

Gramps would give his honest opinion.


GRAMPS’S JOURNAL

Mr. Burr cleared his throat.

“Have you read your Gramps’s journal?”

What journal?

Gramps never sat still.

He didn’t have time for a journal!

The cat jumped off Mr. Burr’s lap.

She hissed in Ciela’s face.

“I’m out of here!” Ciela shouted. “Your cat is scary!”

The bandage was still on her ear.

Was she sort of acting like a zombie?

“You’d best read it!” Mr. Burr called after them.

“Then you might want to . . . investigate.”


FOG

A thick fog moved in overnight.

Gramps’s dock, Blackwater Creek,

and the salt marsh

disappeared.

Was this how the world

looked to Mr. Burr?

Yet, somehow,

Mr. Burr saw things

more clearly

than most people.


BIG DEAL

“Journals are private,” Liam said.

Ciela rolled her eyes.

“You’re just scared

to go into your grandfather’s room.”

“No, I’m not.”

Actually, he was.

Poking into Gramps’s stuff

would be like scratching

a mosquito bite—

Scratching makes the itch worse.

“What’s the big deal?”


LOW TIDE IN THE SALT MARSH

“What are you painting?”

Liam asked, later.

Mom wasn’t actually painting.

She was staring at the canvas.

“Low tide in the salt marsh,” she said, at last.

Liam hated low tide.

Low tide was mud, rotten egg smells,

and no boogie boarding.

Mom usually painted lighthouses,

sunsets, and seagulls.

The tourists loved her art

of the Jersey Shore.

“Cool,” he said, to cheer her up.

“I don’t know . . .” Her voice trailed away.

“How about a lemon slushy?”

Liam made awesome lemon slushies.

Mom finally smiled.

“I’d love one.”


CREEPY

Liam couldn’t stop

thinking about

the giant eels.

So huge . . . and creepy.

What if one slid

inside

the cottage?

What if an eel slipped

into

Liam’s bed?


MOM

wrinkled her brow at the word “eel.”

“I don’t like eels.

I don’t like anything about them.”

Mom liked butterflies and birds.

She liked things that fly,

make nests,

look colorful,

or sing songs.

Or else, maybe eels reminded her

of Gramps, and the time

he brought one home.


HIDE IN THE SAND

Last summer,

before he got too sick,

Gramps caught an eel

in Blackwater Creek.

“They hide in the sand during the day.

Don’t know why this one took my bait.”

He dropped the eel in his fishing pail

so Liam and Mom

could have a look.


FISH

Gramps said

the American eel

was a fish.

It didn’t look

like any fish

Liam had ever seen.

It had a long body,

pointed head,

and small black eyes.

The eel looked more

like a snake.

Or maybe a fish-snake.

Or maybe a marsh monster!


SLIME

The eel arched

and flipped around

in the pail.

Liam reached out

to touch it.

“It grosses me out!”

The eel’s greenish skin

was covered

in gooey slime.

“Mucus,” Gramps said.

Liam had to scrub

hard to get the mucus

off his hand.

“Something’s not right

with that eel,” Gramps said.

He threw it

back in the creek.

The eel rippled

like a snake

through the water.

And then it was gone.


OUTER SPACE

Sunset in the salt marsh

happened in slow motion.

First the sun dropped

in the west.

White clouds turned to purple.

The steamy air cooled off.

A brown pelican dove for a fish.

A turtle swam to shore.

The last sounds were chirping crickets.

And then the fireflies

came out—

blinking stars

dancing over the night marsh.

Outer space on Earth.


GLOWING STAR

Was Gramps up there, somewhere—

like a blinking firefly

or a glowing star—

watching what was going on

down below?

Maybe Gramps wouldn’t mind

Liam reading his journal.

Maybe he would actually

want Liam to read it.


TRY HARDER!

The door stuck like someone used superglue.

“Try harder!” Ciela hissed.

Liam twisted the knob again.

The damp air had bent the door.

“Let’s forget about it,” Liam said.

“Move away.”

Ciela pushed her shoulder against the door.

All at once, Liam was staring

into his grandfather’s bedroom.


HIDING PLACE

The air smelled stale.

Layers of dust

had settled over everything—

the starfish quilt on the bed,

the compass on the dresser,

the fishing boots by the closet,

the binoculars on the window.

“Here it is!”

Ciela had opened

the top drawer of the dresser.

She held up a small black notebook.

“How did you know where it was?”

“Same place I hide mine.”


GRAMPS’S JOURNAL, JULY 1

Caught an eel in Blackwater Creek.

Don’t know why the eel was active.

Thought eels slept by day.

Looked strange, too.

Liam wanted to touch it.

Oh boy, was he surprised!

Note to Self:

The eels in the creek could be in trouble.

Must find out why.


TROUBLE

“She’s home!”

Mom’s car tires crunched

on the seashell driveway.

Liam shoved the journal in the dresser

and they ran outside to the deck.

Gramps thought the eels

were in trouble—

But what kind of trouble?

“Your gramps was a cool writer,” Ciela said.


TOMATOES

Mom invited Rosie for supper—gazpacho soup!

Rosie brought fresh tomatoes from her garden.

Liam wanted to talk about Gramps,

but Mom was having none of it.

Instead, they talked about Mom’s new painting.

Low Tide in the Salt Marsh.

The canvas was mostly brown mud.

Kind of like Mom’s mood all summer.

Rosie tapped her cane.

“Not sure the tourists will like that one.”

Coco pecked Liam’s ear.

“Handsome boy!” she squawked.


JERSEY SHORE RADIO: MORNING REPORT

“Another great beach day

down the shore.

It’s 93 degrees and sunny.

No rain in the forecast.

But listen to this:

People are reporting

strange wildlife

in Sandy Cove.

Some say they’re eels.

Some say they’re marsh monsters!

Sandy Cove Mayor Franco

says it’s all a bunch of rumors.

‘No one has proved

anything,’ she told us.

‘Sandy Cove is safe

and open for business!’”


SOMETHING WAS WRONG

While Mom went jogging

on Beach Road,

Liam grabbed

the journal again.

He noticed the dates

were the last month

of Gramps’s life.

JULY 13

The more I think

about it,

something

was wrong

with that eel.

Its head

was too large.

Its body

was swollen.

Note to Self:

What could cause these problems?


HIGH SWELLS

The first good surf in July.

High swells and white caps.

Sandy Cove Beach rocked with boogie boards.

Liam caught a perfect swell—

smooth and fast—

the best wave all summer.

Just then, shouts exploded

behind the lifeguard stand.

“Catch it!” a lady screamed.

Liam landed just in time.

He saw a greenish

slitail slither into the ocean.

“What the heck was that?”

Matt the lifeguard ran off with the crowd.

“This beach is officially closed!”


THE LOOKOUT

Four days of rain.

No boogie boarding.

Liam was stuck inside.

Gramps had built

the wooden cottage

with his own hands.

Instead of an attic,

he wanted a lookout

on the third floor.

The small square

room had windows

on all sides.

Liam’s favorite

place to sit and think

on rainy days.

Rain spattered the windows.

Liam turned on his laptop

and googled “eel.”


SARGASSO SEA

This is what he read:

“The American eel

starts its life in the Sargasso Sea.

The sea lies off the East Coast

in the North Atlantic.

The cold, calm sea

is surrounded by warm,

fast currents.

Golden seaweed

covers the sea like blankets.

American eels swim

hundreds of miles

to feed on the seaweed.

They lay their eggs,

and then they die.

Millions of eggs hatch—

And then the tiny young eels

float many miles to shore.”


LIAM LEARNED . . .

Adult eels are predators

that hunt at night.

They chase fish,

frogs, clams, insects,

and crabs.

With their sharp teeth,

they attack fast.

When day comes,

eels hide in sand and mud,

and under rocks.

So why were the eels in

Sandy Cove crawling

around during the day?

Those sharp teeth

sound nasty!


COMING OVER

Liam’s cell phone buzzed.

“Can I come over?” Ciela asked.

“This time you ask first?”

Googling made his head hurt.

“Umm, not really.

I’m at the dock.”


JAPANESE FAN

“Why do you even care

about the eels?”

Ciela had told him

she and her dad never live

in one place for very long.

Now, Ciela stood on the dock.

She threw

a pebble

in the creek.

A circle of waves spread out

like a Japanese fan.

“Because,” she said.

“Maybe, this time, we’ll stay.”

She threw another pebble.

“But only if it’s safe around here.

My dad’s worried.”


SAFETY

Liam shivered under the hot sun.

If Sandy Cove wasn’t safe

for blue crabs and eels,

was it safe for anyone?


MY HEART

Not feeling so good today.

The doc says it’s my heart.

Rosie says it’s the marsh.

Like my heart, it’s getting weaker.

How much longer will the marsh—

and my heart--survive?

Liam closed the journal.

That was enough for today.


PART 2


NOT A LIE

“Did someone go in Gramps’s room?”

Mom called upstairs to the lookout.

“Liam?”

He held his breath.

“Did you hear me?”

Pretending

not to hear

Mom’s question

wasn’t exactly

lying.

“I want that door to stay shut.”


TREASURE CHEST

The crab pot banged

against Gramps’s dock.

An empty treasure chest.


MAYBE

Ciela: My dad said that eels eat blue crabs.

Liam: Or maybe the blue crabs are dying and the

eels are turning into monsters because the world’s

all messed up.

Ciela: Hmm.

Liam: By the way, are you ever going to ride a

boogie board?

Ciela: I have to learn to swim first.

Liam: So why don’t you?

Ciela: Maybe I am learning.

Liam: I’ll believe it when I see it.

Ciela: By the way, my dad wants to meet you.

Liam: Nice subject change. But okay.


SHADY ACRES TRAILER PARK

“Turn here!” Ciela shouted.

The sign said, “Shady Acres Trailer Park.”

Liam’s bike skidded on stones.

No wonder the trailer park was called “shady.”

Sky-high sugar maples,

masses of blackberry bushes,

out-of-control black-eyed Susans.

Almost every trailer had a vegetable garden.

Six-foot-tall sunflowers

stood guard in front of

a small, green trailer

shaped like a lime.

“Welcome to my castle,” Ciela said.


TRAILER

The trailer felt

a lot bigger inside.

Neat kitchen.

Small metal table.

Comfortable couch.

Over the couch

hung a photograph

of a man holding

a large, pink shell.

“That’s my dad,”

said Ciela.

Then she pointed to the door.

“And so is that.”

A man in a black wet suit

held a net with a fish.

“I almost got it,” he said.


SOMETHING WRONG

Ciela’s father, Luis, had

been diving for eels

all morning.

Finally, he spotted

a big one crawling

on a rock.

Before he could

swing his net,

the eel slid away.

Luis shook his head

“Something was

wrong with that eel.”


ABUELO

Luis fried the fish for lunch.

While they ate,

he told them

about diving

for a shipwreck

off South Carolina

and chasing

great white sharks

off Cape Cod.

Then he looked at Liam.

“Sorry about your abuelo.

We need him now.”

Who told Luis about Gramps?

“The lady with the parrot.”

Rosie, again.


ACCIDENT

On Friday, a truck almost

smashed an eel

next to the tourists on the boardwalk.

The truck hit a pole.

The eel slipped down a drain.

And the tourists freaked out!

Luckily, no one was hurt.

Mayor Franco called for a village meeting.

A secret village meeting.

“No reporters,

no cameras,

no cell phone videos,” the mayor said.

Rosie rolled her eyes

“Don’t let the tourists find out!”

Things were getting serious.


STANDING ROOM ONLY

Voices shook the meeting room at Village Hall.

The postman had been bitten. Twice.

Goldfish in the pond were missing.

A teenager found an eel in her fish tank.

Mayor Franco rapped her gavel.

“We’ve had a lot of reports about the eels.

Nobody’s caught one yet,

as far as I know.

Am I right?”

From the back, a voice piped up.

“I’ve got one right here!”

Mom sighed. “For heaven’s sake!”


BERNIE THE BAIT GUY

sold worms, crickets, and minnows

at the Bait Shack on Beach Road.

Gramps was a regular customer.

Bernie stood up, lifting a glass tank.

“He’s eating me out of house and home.”

Everyone turned to look.

“That’s no eel,” shouted the postman.

“That’s a water snake!”

The crowd erupted like a Yellowstone geyser.

“Fake news! We need facts!”

Liam knew that voice.

Gramps’s old friend, Mr. Burr.


1-800-555-EELS

Mayor Franco announced

a village hotline

for reporting eels.

She asked people

to take videos

and photographs.

“We need proof!

And everybody, please,

keep this quiet.

We don’t want

to scare the tourists!”
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Took the skiff out

this morning with Liam.

Didn’t catch anything,

except mosquito bites.

The water must be

80 degrees.

Too warm for July.

Could be driving the fish away.

Making other wildlife

act crazy.

Note to Self:

Who ever thought a power plant

in a salt marsh was a good idea?!


ENORMOUS!

“Look out!” Liam croaked like a marsh frog.

A giant eel was gliding

next to the kayak

in Blackwater Creek.

It was enormous!

Six feet long, at least.

Muscles bulged under its skin.

If that eel flipped its tail, they were sunk!


DUD

“Take a picture, fast!” Ciela shouted.

Mayor Franco said they needed photos.

Mr. Burr said they needed facts.

A photo could provide important facts.

Liam grabbed his cell phone. Click!

A blur.

A ripple.

The eel was gone.

A 21st-century cell phone camera

was no match

for an American eel.


FISHING SKIFF

When they got to the dock,

Liam saw Mom in the garage.

She was staring at

Gramps’s old fishing skiff.

Liam was so shocked,

his paddle splashed Ciela’s face.

“Can you guys help me?” Mom called.

“The skiff belongs in the water.”

So, Mom hadn’t

forgotten about Gramps!

They helped roll

the skiff down to the creek.

“Maybe you can take

it out someday, Liam.”

Liam could never ride

the skiff without Gramps.


FISHING WITH GRAMPS

Gramps was an architect,

not a fisherman.

But fishing was what he loved.

After he retired, he went

fishing out in the marsh

almost every day.

He only caught fish

for the family to eat.

Always threw back the small ones.

In his skiff, Gramps didn’t look

angry or frustrated.

He didn’t rant or rave.

He looked peaceful—

and he made Liam

feel peaceful, too.


LUIS

On Saturday, Luis knocked

on the cottage door.

“I was in the creek

last night at sunset.

Saw a giant eel catch a blue crab.

Chewed it up, shell and all.

Never seen that before.

Usually they only eat soft shells.

Ciela said you’d want to know.

Facts, and all that.

Don’t worry.

Never heard of an eel

attacking a human.

Not yet anyway.

Could give you a heart

attack, though!

That eel didn’t

look right.”

Mom didn’t look

right, either.

She looked

as greenish

as an eel.
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Not feeling too well. Stayed in bed all day.

Got Liam to teach me to use his laptop.

Love that Google thing.

The world at my fingertips!

Did you know?

Eels can live more than 40 years.

They live in fresh water and salt water.

They travel on land

by breathing through their skin.

Note to Self:

But can eels survive our foolishness?


FROM GLASS TO SILVER

Liam kept googling, too.

“After eggs hatch in the Sargasso Sea,

the larvae floats on ocean currents

to the coast.

The larvae turn into tiny glass eels.

When the glass eels reach shore,

they swim upstream.

Their skin darkens

and they’re called elvers.

Young American eels

live in marshes, ponds,

and rivers for many years.

At last, the long,

muscular silver eels

swim back to the Sargasso

Sea to lay their eggs.”


YOUNG EELS

If only people could change

like eels.

Maybe Mom could talk

about Gramps.

Maybe Ciela could learn

to swim.

Maybe Liam could

figure out how to let Gramps go.

Then Liam had a terrible thought:

The giant eels around Sandy Cove

were not silver yet.

They were young eels.

They had time to grow even bigger.


POST OFFICE

Ever since the eel

got in their mailbox,

Mom picked up the mail

at the post office.

On Wednesday, she ran

into Mr. Burr mailing a letter.

“Mr. Burr said something

about chicken livers,”

Mom told Liam

when she got home.

“What does that mean?”

Also, Aunt Cissy had sent

a postcard from Rome.

Luckily, no one had

chewed up the Colosseum.


BIG SWELLS

“Liam, is that you?”

Rosie’s voice boomed on Gramps’s landline.

“Big swells this morning!’

“Really?”

Liam knocked over his orange juice

when he jumped up from the kitchen table.

Then he remembered—

Mom wanted him to paint the side fence.

An all-day job.

No big swells for Liam.


SWEAT

The red kayak banged into the dock.

Ciela, again?

She was so annoying!

“You look funny!” she yelled.

Sure, funny.

Liam was sweating buckets

and his brown hair was speckled

with white paint.

“Need any help?”

Liam didn’t want to see Ciela.

He also didn’t want

to talk about giant eels.

All he wanted

was to catch

some good waves

before the tide went out.

“Hey,” he called back.

“You know zombies

aren’t real, right?”

Ciela’s hand flew up

to her bandage.

“And I don’t need your help!” he said.


LOSER

Done, at last.

Liam grabbed his board

and jumped on his bike.

Beach Road was one

long,

hot,

honking,

traffic

jam.

By the time Liam got to the beach,

the wind had died

and the swells were gone.

“Slowpokes are losers!”

shouted Matt the lifeguard.


LET DOWN

Liam wasn’t mad at Ciela.

He was mad at himself

for not trying harder

to figure out what was happening

in the salt marsh.

He was letting Gramps down.


AT RISK

That night, Liam googled

“eel” again.

He found an article

in Green Earth News.

“Eels are a strong species.

They have survived

for millions of years.

But climate change is real.

The future of eels

and all marine animals

is at risk.”


CHICKEN LIVERS

“What do you want?”

Ciela stood in the doorway

of the lime-green trailer.

She was not smiling.

Guess she hadn’t forgotten

the other day.

“We need chicken livers,”

Liam said.

“Eww! Chicken livers!”

She hopped on her bike.


FAKE

Liam stared at Ciela.

Her bandage was off.

Her ear was red and swollen.

“Why did you say a zombie bit you?” Liam asked.

“Because it did,” she said.

“Zombies are fake. They’re stupid.”

“Yeah, and so are you.”

To tell the truth,

her ear did look like a zombie bit it.

“Why do we need chicken livers?”

“Mr. Burr said they’re bait for eels.”


BAIT SHACK

Tanks of minnows and boxes of crickets

filled the roadside shack.

Bernie was counting worms in a crate.

“I miss your grandfather,” he said.

“Yeah,” said Liam. “Me, too.”

“Do you sell chicken livers?” asked Ciela.

“Zombies like them,” Liam joked.

Ciela turned red. “They’re for the eels.”

Bernie opened his mouth. He shut it.

He said to Ciela, “Did a zombie bite your ear?”

Liam couldn’t believe his ears.

Bernie sold them a box of stinky chicken livers.

“Hope you catch one!”

Did he mean an eel, or a zombie?


FISHING FOR EELS

Hooking a chicken liver

onto a fishing line wasn’t easy.

Three had slid through Ciela’s fingers

and landed on the dock.

Plop! Another one fell on her shorts.

“Disgusting!” she shouted.

“Slimy and slippery like eels,” said Liam.

“Maybe that’s why eels love ’em.”


NO BITES

It was no use.

Two hours of fishing from the dock—

and not a single bite.

“I don’t think eels

want to get caught,” Liam said.

“Or else, they’ve

gotten so weird,

they don’t

like chicken

livers

anymore,” said Ciela.

Goosebumps rose on Liam’s arms.


PART 3


RED LIST

Liam’s Google searches

kept turning up new facts:

“In 2014, the International Union

for the Conservation of Nature

put the American eel

on the red list of endangered species.”

When Liam told Ciela,

she shook her head.

“Everybody here

is scared of the eels.

They want to get rid

of them.

Maybe we really

need to protect them.

If something’s gone

wrong with them,

it’s probably our fault.”

Gramps would say

that Ciela

was probably right.


THE LAST HURRICANE

Lying in bed, Liam remembered something.

Something about the last big hurricane.

Two weeks before Gramps passed.

Beach dunes washed away.

Rosie’s Art Tent blew over.

A tree fell on Gramps’s deck and fence.

The Blackwater Creek Power Plant

flooded badly.

With no electricity,

everybody’s lights were out for days.


BALONEY

Liam snuck into Gramps’s room,

and grabbed the journal again.

He turned to the page dated July 30.

The day the hurricane

moved out into the Atlantic Ocean.

Gramps had pasted a clip from the Shore News:

“The hurricane floods

caused a small amount of fuel

to leak from the power plant.

There is no need for public concern.

“A small leak. Fixed quickly,” the plant manager

said.

“No real problem,” Mayor Franco said.

“No cause for panic,” the governor said.

In Gramps’s own handwriting were three words:

Baloney. Baloney. Baloney.


CROOKS

Gramps was getting weak by then.

He stayed in bed most of the day.

Mom moved the TV into his room,

so he could watch the news.

Gramps had forgotten some of his words.

But not all of them.

He had not forgotten “baloney”

and other favorite phrases.

And, when the news lady

talked about the power plant,

Liam heard Gramps say, clear as day,

“Those dirty crooks!”


TORNADO

Missing crabs.

Giant eels.

Climate change.

Hurricanes.

Leaks from a nuclear power plant.

Crooks and baloney.

Liam’s brain felt like a tornado had hit it.

What he needed was advice.

From somebody who knew about science.

Somebody who knew that facts mattered.


HORSESHOE CRABS

Last spring, Liam’s science teacher,

Mr. Tyger, took the class on a field trip

to see the horseshoe crabs.

Liam would never forget what he saw.

Hundreds of horseshoe crabs

climbing out of the ocean.

Burying themselves in the sand.

And then laying their eggs.

“And, get this,” Mr. Tyger had told the class.

“Horseshoe crabs have been laying Eggs

on this very same beach

since long before the dinosaurs

roamed New Jersey.”

How awesome!


EMAIL

If Mr. Tyger knew about horseshoe crabs,

he might know about eels.

“I’m going to write my science teacher a letter,”

Liam told Ciela.

They were in the lookout.

Ciela loved it there.

She said it was like being part of the sky.

“Email is a lot faster.”


DEAR MR. TYGER,

We need your advice.

Could a leak at the Blackwater

Creek Power Plant

change the wildlife in the salt marsh?

We’re talking about blue crabs and eels.

Your student,

Liam Baker

About 10 minutes later, Mr. Tyger wrote back.


DEAR LIAM,

I am glad you asked that question.

You’re right.

A leak from the plant could harm wildlife.

But you need more facts.

What have you seen so far?

Your teacher,

Mr. Tyger.

“Can I answer him?” Ciela asked.

Dear Mr. Tyger,

The eels are giant.

They look weird, too.

They are at the beach and in the market.

My dad is worried they might give someone

a heart attack.

What should we do?

Liam’s friend,

Ciela

P.S. As for the blue crabs, there aren’t any!

Two minutes later, the email mailbox clicked.


DEAR LIAM AND CIELA,

How are they keeping this out of the news?

I hope the power plant has been careful.

Leaks and overflows are dangerous!

Climate change is also affecting wildlife.

Be careful. You must investigate.

I am leaving on my vacation, so I can’t be of

much help.

I believe in you two.

Your teacher,

Mr. Tyger


DRAGONFLY

“Your teacher is right,” Ciela said later.

They were cleaning out the kayak by

the dock.

“I just don’t know what we should do,”

Liam answered.

Just then, a dragonfly swooped Like

an acrobat

past Ciela’s shoulder.

It reminded Liam of boogie boarding.

Boogie boarding always helped

him to think more clearly.

“Let’s go to the beach,” Liam said.

“Only if we can get Italian ice,” Ciela said.

Liam never said no to Italian ice.


BREAKING WAVE

The wave lifted him up

and threw him down.

He tumbled in the salt water

like a sneaker in a washing machine.

This was NOT helping him

think more clearly!

Good thing Ciela was

up the boardwalk with Rosie.

A few minutes later,

Liam was drying off on the beach.

Ciela came running.

“Rosie says Mr. Burr has Something

important to tell us!”

She handed him

a cherry-red Italian ice.

His favorite flavor.

“I wonder what.”


COME SEE ME

The next morning, Gramp’s landline

was ringing again.

Liam ran downstairs from the lookout.

“Come see me.

You and Ciela.”

Mr. Burr hung up.

Rosie was right, again.


PROTEST!

Mr. Burr rocked on the porch

with his orange cat.

“I just remembered something,” he told them.

“Back in the 1970s,

the power plant got your gramps

all fired up.

He was sure the plant

was dumping wastewater

in the marsh.

He called for a protest.

‘We need to make a ruckus,’

your gramps said.”

Mr. Burr nodded slowly.

“I can still hear his voice.”

Liam could, too.


CLIMBING THE FENCE

“We made a ruckus, for sure,” Mr. Burr went on.

“Rosie, Gramps, and I climbed the fence.

We dumped pails of red paint on the walls.

‘Red for blood,’ your grandfather said.

‘The salt marsh’s blood.’

Of course, the plant manager called the police.”

“You were arrested?!” Ciela squealed.


FACTS, AGAIN

Mr. Burr stopped talking.

Had he fallen asleep?

But he was smiling

behind his white beard.

“We felt like the Boston Tea Party!”

He and Rosie and Gramps

were only in jail for a few hours.

Nothing changed after that, either.

“We couldn’t prove anything.

No one ever could.”

Facts, again.


“Everything Is Connected”

Gramps wrote in his journal on August 2.

Liam felt like

the opposite was true.

Everything was broken.

The eels

were crawling

out of the creek.

The blue crabs

were missing.

Mom hardly ever smiled.

Even Ciela was acting strange.

She couldn’t go kayaking tomorrow.

And she wouldn’t tell Liam why.


MAP

Liam dropped off

one of Mom’s sunset paintings

from last year

at Rosie’s Art Tent.

“Young Liam, you’re just

the person I wanted to see!”

Coco was eating watermelon,

the exact same color

as Rosie’s balloon dress.

Rosie handed Liam

a rolled-up paper.

“Your gramps gave me his map

the last time we went fishing.

I think you’ll find it useful.”

Rosie winked at him—

and Coco squawked, “Pretty bird!”


DANGERS

The next day, Liam woke up super early.

He needed more facts

in order to get new facts.

Opening his laptop,

he googled “Dangers to eels.”

“Biggest dangers to eels:

Pollution

Disease

River dams

Power plants

Fishing”

Then he read this: “When waters warm up,

young eels and other fish may grow faster.

Their behavior may change, as well.”

The biggest clue yet!


RED X

Blackwater Creek was like a maze.

With so many twists and turns,

it was easy to get lost!

Good thing they had Gramps’s map.

Gramps had marked the power plant

with a red X.

The map showed the plant

at the northeast edge

of the salt marsh.

But one corner of

the map was missing.

The corner next

to the red X.

Gramps must have torn it off.

Why?


TURN HERE

They paddled for 30 minutes

until they could see the blue dome

of the power plant clearly.

It looked both near and far away.

“Turn here,” Liam told Ciela.

He pointed to a small inlet on the left.

Liam’s paddle swept forward.

Ciela’s swept backward

on the opposite side.

The kayak turned neatly.

Their paddles sliced the water

at exactly the same time.

It was like they’d been

kayaking together

forever.


STUCK IN THE MUD

They followed the creek

way past Mom’s one-hour deadline.

An osprey

dive-bombed them.

Mosquitoes

attacked them.

The marsh air

felt like an oven.

The kayak even got stuck in the mud.

Liam and Ciela had to jump out.

They dragged the kayak

back in the waterstream.

“We need to come back

at high tide,” Liam finally said.

They didn’t get anywhere

near the blue dome.


SORRY

Mom was waiting on the dock.

She was steaming mad.

“Where were you?”

Her arms were crossed.

“Sorry,” Liam said.

“It won’t happen again,” added Ciela.

“No, it won’t.”

And Mom turned away.


“HELLO, FROM TOKYO!”

Aunt Cissy’s latest postcard

showed a dish of food.

“The tastiest meal all summer!”

Aunt Cissy wrote. “It’s called unadon.”

Liam googled “unadon.”

Grilled eel rice bowl.

A popular dish in Japan.

Aunt Cissy signed off.

“Miss you guys!”

Liam wasn’t hungry

for the rest of the day.


CURFEW

One of Mom’s friends

surprised an eel

in her toilet.

A giant eel

was spotted

at a youth soccer game.



It slid,

slithered,

and slipped away

into a stream.

Mayor Franco declared

a village emergency.

A curfew was set

for 7 p.m.

What had Gramps said to Liam?

Something’s wrong

with that eel.


BLUE CRABS

Mom’s copy of the Shore News

lay on the kitchen table.

“Vanishing Blue Crabs,” said the headline.

A scientist from Rutgers University

said that “warming oceans

and higher temperatures

are a growing

threat to blue crabs

on the Jersey Shore.”

Hungry eels aren’t helping,

thought Liam.

What a mess!


TINY SNAILS

Mom’s low tide painting was finished.

She propped it up on Gramps’s green chair.

Liam was surprised.

The canvas wasn’t just brown mud.

He could see . . .

Tiny snails.

A turtle’s eggs.

The claw prints of a shorebird.

And in the bottom left corner—

a blue pipe.


BLUE PIPE

“Where is that pipe?” Liam asked Mom.

She shook her head.

“I don’t know.

Gramps mentioned it

a long time ago.

He said the pipe

could mean the end

of the salt marsh.”

Mom looked at her paint-covered hands.

“You know, I miss your gramps a lot.”

It was the first time

Mom had said Gramps’s name

in a very long time.


BLACK SKULL

After Mom was asleep,

Liam snuck into Gramps’s room.

He opened the journal

to a page with no writing.

Just a scrap of colored paper.

The missing corner of the map.

Liam looked closely.

Gramps had drawn something.

A black skull.


THE SAME THING

It wasn’t the power plant

Liam and Ciela had to get to.

It was the black skull

and the blue pipe.

Liam was pretty sure

the two were

the same thing.


PART 4


SANDBAGS

Mayor Franco had stopped talking about eels.

Now she was talking about wind, rain,

and flooding.

A tropical storm was aiming at the Jersey Shore.

She hoped it wouldn’t be as bad as last year’s

hurricane.

“Let’s be prepared! Everyone needs to pitch in.

Remember, we’re in this together.”

Village trucks dropped sandbags

up and down Ocean Avenue.

Rosie packed up her Art Tent

and took Coco home.

Mom taped the windows

and bought extra gallons of water.

And Liam made sure Gramps’s fishing

skiff was tied safely to the dock.

“Sandy Cove will ride the storm!”

Mayor Franco said.


Jersey Shore Radio: Storm Watch

“Tropical Storm Tufani

is traveling up the East Coast.

It has wind speeds of 40 miles per hour

and is moving at 13 miles per hour.

With warm ocean waters,

it could get stronger

over the next few days.

Stay tuned for more weather alerts—

and be prepared!

This storm is no joke, folks.”


NOW OR NEVER

Up in the lookout,

Liam raised Gramps’s binoculars.

The marsh grasses

waved in the breeze.

A seagull caught a fish

in the dark creek.

And the blue dome of the power plant

looked like a UFO

from another galaxy.

It had been over 50 years

since Gramps said the plant

was harming the marsh.

No one believed him.

It was time for Liam

to prove Gramps was right.

Storm, or no storm.


ONE HOUR

The sun was still shining

when Ciela picked up Liam

in her kayak.

He had Gramps’s map

and compass in a

waterproof bag.

“We’ll be back quickly,”

he promised Mom.

Mom crossed her arms.

“One hour, max.

I’ll be waiting on the dock.”


CHARCOAL CLOUDS

Just 20 minutes later, the sun was gone.

Clouds raced across the sky

like chunks of flying charcoal.

Angry gusts of wind churned the creek

like eggbeaters.

Ciela’s hat sailed away.

“Let’s turn around, Liam!”

Liam looked at the compass

and the map with the corner he’d glued on.

“Not yet!” he shouted back.


SAME DUCK

Gramps never got lost.

He knew the creek’s ways

like his own body.

Too bad Liam

hadn’t paid

more attention.

The compass

and the map

weren’t enough.

Not with all

the twists and turns.

Not with the sun

disappearing.

Not with the storm

getting closer.

“Didn’t we just see

the same duck

on the same rock?”

Ciela wasn’t wrong.


FOUND

Ciela lifted her paddle

from the water.

“We’re in trouble, aren’t we?”

Liam didn’t answer.

He was staring

at something poking

between the grasses

on the muddy shore.

You could easily miss it.

At high tide, it would be hidden.

But the tide was turning.

No more secrets.

The pipe looked exactly

like the one in Mom’s painting.


FISH CHOWDER

Toward the end,

Mom’s fish chowder

was the only food Gramps would eat.

One morning,

Gramps pushed

the spoon away.

“You gotta watch

out for them.”

“Watch out

for who, Gramps?”

“The fools who think

they know what they’re doing!”


HOT WATER

Water spurted out of the pipe

like a garden hose turned to jet spray.

Liam lay down his paddle.

He needed to know

if the water was cold or hot.

But he couldn’t reach

his hand out far enough,

without slipping off

his life jacket.

That was his first mistake.


HOT ENOUGH

Liam leaned farther.

His fingers touched the spurting water.

Steaming hot!

Hot enough to burn his hand.

Hot enough to make eels weird.

Hot enough to kill blue crabs.

Hot enough to harm the whole salt marsh.

Then Ciela shouted.

“There are more of them!

I see two more pipes!”


SECOND MISTAKE

The kayak bobbed up

and down in the whitecaps.

Rain pounded harder.

Was the spurting water really that hot,

or had he imagined it?

Liam needed to be sure.

“What are you doing?

You’re leaning too far!”

His second mistake.

His paddle slid into the creek.

Then he did, too.

The kayak had flipped over.

“Hold on!” Ciela screamed.

“Don’t let go!”


LIKE AN EEL

Another gust, and the whitecaps

swallowed the kayak.

Leaving Ciela and Liam

struggling

to stay afloat.

To keep their heads above water.

To breathe.

(But not before Ciela snapped a picture

with her dad’s waterproof, deep-sea camera.)


GRAB MY HAND

Liam: Are you okay?

Ciela: The kayak’s gone!

Liam: I’m aware.

Ciela: I can’t believe you

took off your life jacket.

Liam: I’m an idiot!

Ciela: Grab my hand!

Liam: I can swim.

Ciela: I said, grab my hand!

Liam: Okay. Please don’t let go.


GRAMPS’S JOURNAL AUGUST 12

The night before, Liam had read

Gramps’s final page in his journal.

Note to Self:

Take the temperature in the creek.

Look for wastewater in the East Inlet.

DANGER.

Three days later, he passed away.


NOT OKAY

Liam was trying to do what

Gramps had wanted to do himself.

Find the answers.

Make a difference.

Maybe everything was connected.

That didn’t make everything okay.


GRUMBLY VOICE

In the thick of the storm,

Liam heard Gramps’s grumbly voice,

“Safety first.

Don’t be a fool!”

If only Liam had listened harder.


FISHING SKIFF

Putt-putt-putt.

The sound was familiar.

Gramps’s old fishing skiff.

Two figures in yellow raincoats

shouted over the howling storm.

“Liam! Ciela!”

Mr. Burr and Rosie.

The only person missing was Gramps.

Before the skiff could reach them,

Ciela screamed even louder.

“The zombie! It’s going to eat you!”

And her hand slipped away.


GREENHEAD FLY

A greenhead fly

—not a zombie—

took a painful bite out of Liam’s neck.

“OOWWWWW!”

His head slipped

under the water.


ZOMBIES AREN’T REAL

The creek water churned with iron, salt —

and who knew what else?

Liam held his breath

until the greenhead fell off.

He held his breath

until he got dizzy and faint.

He held his breath

until his thoughts went wild . . .

Zombies aren’t real,

but other bad things are—

Gramps dying.

The power plant hurting the marsh.

Giant eels, everywhere.

And greenheads, of course.


EVERYTHING WENT BLACK

Reaching again for Ciela’s hand,

he felt nothing.

Gasping for air,

he gulped water.

The tide was moving fast,

dragging him to the ocean.

Another mouthful of water.

Gag!

Cough!

Everything went black.


NOT ALONE

“Liam!”

Three pairs of arms

lifted him out of the creek

and into the skiff.

With all the scary things

going on in the world,

Liam was glad he wasn’t alone.


Jersey Shore Radio: Special Report

“Until it passes all safety tests,

Blackwater Creek Power Plant is shut down.

Overflows, leaks, and wastewater releases

are threatening the salt marshes.

The marsh is already fighting climate change.

Our precious treasure doesn’t need more trouble.

Come on, Jersey Shore!

Let’s get it together.

Save our marshes.

Save our wildlife.

Save our Earth.”


DON’T LET THE FOOLS

Mom stood in the middle

of Gramps’s bedroom.

“I can’t believe everything

looks the same.”

Liam pulled the journal

from the dresser drawer.

“Gramps helped us

figure everything out,” he said.

Mom smiled. “It’s almost like

he’s still here with us.”

He opened the journal.

A slip of paper fell out.

Together, they read aloud.

Don’t let the fools win!


SUNSET FEAST

As the sun set over the salt marsh,

an osprey flew along Blackwater Creek.

The last of the summer’s greenheads

searched for someone else to bite.

And a noisy feast

got started on the back deck.


BLUEBERRY PIE

The picnic table was spread with:

Rosie’s famous spicy chili,

Mr. Burr’s fresh-picked sweet corn,

Mom’s homemade blueberry pie,

Liam’s ice-cold lemonade slushies,

and Ciela and Luis’s sunflowers in a tall vase.

In between bites, everybody talked at once.


IF...

“. . . Gramps hadn’t mentioned the

blue pipe to Mom . . .”

“And if Liam hadn’t seen the pipe

in the painting

and found it in the marsh . . .”

“And if Ciela hadn’t taken a picture of it . . .”

“And if Liam and Ciela hadn’t marched into

Village Hall

and told Mayor Franco . . .”

“And if the governor hadn’t ordered the

power plant

shut down until repairs and safety checks

were made . . .”

“I don’t know where we’d all be now!”

Rosie finished.

“Gramps would be so proud of us!”


PRETTY CAT

Everyone was so busy

eating and talking.

No one noticed

Gramps’s green chair

wasn’t empty anymore.

Mr. Burr’s cat made

little snoring noises.

“Pretty cat!” Coco squawked.


BREEZY DAY

at Sandy Cove Beach.

Seagulls swooped for picnic scraps.

Whitecaps bubbled like ice cream sodas.

And Matt the lifeguard blew his whistle at Liam.

“Got surf, buddy!”

Liam ran straight into the choppy ocean.

He threw himself onto his board,

paddled with his arms,

and kicked his feet.

Then he turned to wait for a wave.


LIME-GREEN BOOGIE BOARD

Someone was waving

a lime-green boogie

board at him from the beach.

Ciela jumped in the water

and kicked hard.

She really had been taking swim lessons!

Behind Liam, a wave was building.

He paddled hard.

Caught it!

Smooth and clean.

Just as his feet touched sand,

something slimy,

slippery,

and slithery

slid over his right leg.

Ciela screamed.

“That is NOT seaweed!”


NOTE TO LIAM

After they cleaned out

Gramps’s bedroom

and the charity truck

came to pick up

the bed and the dresser

to give to a family

who needed them,

Mom found one last

scrap of paper

floating in the dust balls—

Note to Liam:

The fishing skiff is yours.

Be safe out there!


Want to Keep Reading?

Here’s a sneak peek at another book

from West 44 Books:

Daylan and the River of Secrets

by Edd Tello
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ISBN#: 9781978597488


SOMEDAY

I dip my toes into the

green-blue water.

Then my whole body

sinks.

I’m no longer

Scaredy Daylan.

I flutter kick.

My arms move in circles

in the cold river.

I float.

The warm rays of the sun

shine on my face.

I dive.

“Daylan Torres, it’s five.

Time to go!”

I open my eyes.

I am still sitting on the stones.I open my eyes.

Mamá hugs me from behind.

Her long straight hair falls on my

sweaty forehead.

Someday, I tell myself.

Someday, I will dive into the river again.


NEWBORNS

I put my life jacket and

goggles in the trunk.

Mom towel-dries her hair.

By the way she stares at me,

I know she’s worried.

I know both she and Papá

would like me to swim again.

It’s been three years.

In San José Lagos,

water is sacred.

We swim from the time we are born.

Parents put their babies

in the clean waters of

the Nacimiento River.

Nacimiento means “birth.”

People here also

call the river El Naci.

I get into the car—

the same gray car

that Papá used to drive

before he left home.


CULEBRA

Dad left home

when I was nine.

For several months,

my parents’ screams

were like a culebra

—a water snake.

They wound around my neck.

The fights happened more and more.

I felt as if a culebra

was dragging me

to the depths of El Naci.

One sunny afternoon,

Dad took me out

in this same car.

He said, sobbing,

“Sometimes relationships

don’t work out.

You’ll understand

when you grow up.”

It’s been three years,

and I still don’t get it.
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CHECK OUT MORE BOOKS AT:

www.west44books.com
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Ann Malaspina often writes about the environment and social issues. LIAM AND THE GIANT EELS was inspired by visits to her brother’s house on a saltwater marsh at the Jersey Shore, and the many young people fighting climate change around the globe.
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GIANT EELS HAVE INVADED THE JERSEY SHORE TOWN WHERE 12-YEAR-0LD
LIAM IS SPENDING THE SUMMER AT GRAMPS’S COTTAGE. THE EELS CHEW
UPPOSTCARDS IN MAILBOXES, GET INTO FOOD AT THE MARKET, AND CAUSE
TRAFFIC ACCIDENTS. NO ONE KNOWS WHY THE EELS ARE S0 ENORMOUS,
OR HOW TO STOP THEM FROM CRAWLING EVERYWHERE. SOME ANSWERS
COULD LIE N THE JOURNALS GRAMPS LEFT BEHIND BEFORE HE DIED LAST
FALL. DOES IT HAVE TO DO WITH THE LOCAL POWER PLANT? WILL THE
STUBBORN TOWN LEADERS LISTEN T0 A COUPLE OF KIDS? LIAM AND HIS
NEW FRIEND CIELA SET OUT T0 CRACK THE MYSTERY OF THE GIANT EELS,
BUT ONE WRONG STEP COULD GET THEM INTO A WORLD OF TROUBLE.
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