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Chapter 1
Shark Showdown

It was late August when Striker Jones and his
best friend, Bill Flannagan, were at the beach for one
last day of summer fun. With a new school year
starting the next day, they decided to commemorate
the end of summer the best way they knew how.

“Let’s dig a hole,” said Striker.
“You're on,” said Bill.

They set to work hollowing out a crater in the
white sand as the sun beat down on their heads.

“I’m not stopping until we hit water,” said Bill,
raking a pile of sand with his hands.

“Unless it’s for ice cream,” said Striker.
“Or girls,” added Bill.
Striker laughed. “Deal.”
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The two boys worked in a comfortable silence,
occasionally whistling or telling the odd joke or two.
They’d been best friends for years, and digging a hole
had become one of their yearly traditions. They each
had their own separate part to play. Striker was of
medium height, so he would loosen the sand.
Meanwhile, Bill, who was very tall, would shovel the
sand out of the hole.

They had made it down about two feet, when
Striker looked up and noticed another friend at the
beach—Zack Marcus. Zack was the same age as Striker
and Bill and was scheduled to be in their class during
the next year.

Usually, Striker thought Zack was a pretty
normal guy, but right then, he was doing something
rather peculiar in the water. Zack was standing where
the beach pier jutted out into the water. The water was
a little rough there, yet he wasn’t paying any attention
to the waves crashing around his shoulders. “Not the
safest spot to be daydreaming,” thought Striker, when
he noticed that Zack was staring intently at something
he held in his hand.

“Look,” said Striker to Bill, where he was lying
down on the sand to reach deeper into the hole. “Zack
is here, and I think he found something.”

Bill raised himself up on one elbow. “What’s he
got?”
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“Dunno,” said Striker. “But he’s coming back
to shore, Let’s ask him.”

Out in the water, Zack was working his way
onto shore, fighting the waves that kept breaking and
threatening to knock him over. A few minutes later,
Zack reached the beach near Striker and Bill. He
flopped onto his back, breathing heavily from the trek.

“Hey, Zack,” called Bill. “Whatcha got there?”

Zack rolled over so that he could see Striker
and Bill. “Oh, hey, guys.” He sat up and brushed the
sand off his stomach. “Look what I just found in the
water!” He held out his open palm, in which lay a
brown, pointy rock.

Striker squinted in the sun to see the object
better.

“Wow,” he said. “Looks like an arrowhead!”

“Yep,” said Zack with a grin, “Isn’t it
awesomer”

“Cool!” said Bill. “Can I see it?”

“Sure,” said Zack, handing over the rock. “I bet
it’s really old. It was probably even made by Indians.”

“But how did it end up in the ocean?” asked
Bill.
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“Well,” said Zack, “my dad told me once that
lots of the rivers around here run into the ocean. So,

maybe this was just washed in from somewhere
inland.”

“Makes sense,” said Striker.

“You know,” said Bill, turning the stone over in
his hands, “I’ve always really wanted one of these.
Would you be willing to make a trade?”

“A trade?” asked Zack, raising an eyebrow.
“For what?”

“Well...” Bill paused, thinking. “How about
that Swift Rogers baseball card you’ve been asking me
about for so long?”

Zack sat straight up. “Really?” He seemed
surprised that Bill was making such a valuable offer.

“Totally,” said Bill. “I love Indian stuff.”
“You've got a deal, mister!”

“Cool. I'll bring you the card tomorrow at
school.”

The two boys shook on it, and Striker and Bill
went back to digging their hole.

One hour later, the hole was so big that they
could both stand up in it and just barely see over the
side.
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“I’'ve gotta say,” said Bill, inside the hole,
“we’ve dug some awesome holes, but I think this one
might be the biggest.”

“I know,” said Striker, standing next to him.
“We finally hit water!” And it was true—there was a
little puddle of water at their feet from the ground.
“Let’s see if we can get it even deeper.”

“Ok,” said Bill, “but first, I'm going to dunk in
the ocean. It is so hot out here!” He climbed out of the
hole and brushed the sand off of himself. “Be right
back.”

Striker squatted down in the hole and began
using his hands to loosen the sand.

Just as he was thinking he might need a bucket
to finish the job, he heard someone talking nearby. It
sounded like Zack.

“Uh oh,” Zack was muttering quietly. “Not
over there.” Suddenly, Zack raised his voice to a yell.
“Bill, um, Bill!l Don’t go over there!”

“Why not?” Striker faintly heard Bill’s voice
come drifting back from across the water.

“Because... um, because,” Zack yelled,
“because there’s... a shark!”

Striker sat up in surprise,

“What?” Bill called back.
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