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CHAPTER 1

JULY 12, 1916
ELM AILLS, NEW JERSET
IN THE MATAVAN CREEK

A fecling of terror came over ten-year-old Chet
Roscow, a chill deep down in his bones. He
had been swimming in the Matawan Creek by
himself. But he had the idea that someone — ar
something — was watching him.

And then he saw it—a large gray fin, shcing
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through the water like a knife. What was thar?
Could it really be . . .

A shark?

That was impossible! Elm Hills was miles
and miles from the ocean. How could a shark
find its way into this little creek ?

There was no way. . ., .

But now Chet could see it, coming toward
him.

The gigantic shark, bigger than Chet himself.
The black eyes staring up through the water.

Killer eyes,

Chet dove oward the shore, pounding
through the water, kicking with all his might.
His feet touched the bottom. He was running
o, lnoking over his shoulder. The shark was
right behind him, its huge jaws wide open, its
white dagger teeth gleaming in its bloodred
mouth.



CHAPTER 2

NIKE DAYS EARLIER...
JULY 3, 1916
00 A-M.
THE ELE AILLS PINER

The Monday morning breakfast rush at the Elm
Hills Diner was finally over.

Chet's feet ached. He was covered in syrup,
doughmut crumbs, and bacon grease. His curly

red hair was damp with sweat. Bur he was
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There's something in the water....

Chet Rm:m:-l'u finally feeling at home in Elm H'!Ik,._
Mew ]El"ﬂ!n I D3 l-l 1 WHLE Hlmk' L .-'-.

town is talking about § .
in the creck, he's nm.-gi

comes [ace-to-face with a bloadthi
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