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Chapter 1 
 

  

Roger straightened the sea shells and sand dollars on the bookshelf in the living 

room of his new cave, whistling while he worked. 

 “Everything’s in its place just the way I like it,” he said. “My own cave, all 

mine, mine, mine,” he sang, making up a tune.  

 He opened a wooden box and pulled out something long and red. It was a 

mask. He put it on, hunched down and then zoomed around his living room. 

 “Super Shark patrols the Andros Reef, keeping it safe –” 

 He suddenly stopped and turned to listen. 

 Just then, his friend, Sly, came flying through door of his cave, panting 

and trying to catch his breath. Sly was a Nurse Shark, and to show everyone he 

took the name seriously, he wore a stethoscope around his neck all the time.  

The rush of water stirred up the sand in Roger’s cave. Roger frowned at 

the new mess as he pulled his mask off and tucked it in the box again.  

 “Roger!” Sly said, catching his breath. “I’m so glad you’re still here.” 

 “You brought all this sand in with you,” Roger said, and started cleaning. “I 

just finished eating lunch and don’t want to be late going back to the reef.” Roger 

went to a closet to get a broom. “I have a lot of training to do.”  

 “Listen to me! There’s a lost snorkeler,” Sly said. “He’s separated from one 

of the dive boats. You have to help him.” 



 Roger turned around quickly, dropping the broom. 

 “Where?” Roger asked. 

 “Just south of Stuart’s Cove,” Sly said. 

 “Let’s go,” Roger said.  

 They sped out of the cave. Just outside the door, Roger stopped. 

 “Wait,” he said. “I need my mask.” Roger raced back toward his cave. 

 “No, you don’t,” Sly called after him. “There’s no time!”  

 Roger zipped back into his cave, tied the mask on, and raced back. He 

was swimming so fast, he flew right past Sly.   

“This is a job for Super Shark!” Roger said as he zipped by. 

 Sly swam behind Roger, trying to keep up.    

Roger swam so fast that he flattened the tall seagrass as he skimmed 

along the sand. The sun was shining through the shallow blue water, lighting up 

the sandy bottom.  

 Sensing something, Roger slowed down and listened, turning his head left 

and right. 

 “Feel those vibrations?” Roger said. “My sonar is telling me it’s the kicking 

motion of a person treading water. And it’s coming from that way!”  

 Roger sped off.  

 From below, they looked up to the surface and saw the snorkeler – two 

legs kicking and the two snorkeling fins on his feet waving in the water as he 

kicked to stay afloat. The snorkeler was a young man, struggling to keep his 

head above the waves. His snorkel and mask were pulled up on the top of his 



head. Waves splashed in his face as he looked around desperately for the boat, 

calling out as he spit water out, “Help!” 

 “There he is,” Roger said. “Sly, swim low. We can’t let him see us, or he’ll 

panic.” 

Roger came to the surface behind him to take a look. The snorkeler 

looked left and right, searching for the boat. Roger could see his eyes, and the 

young man looked scared. Roger slipped under the water again without making a 

splash just in time so the snorkeler didn’t see him. 

 Roger dove down and he and Sly swam under and around him. 

 “I don’t see any injuries,” Sly said. “That’s good. If he was bleeding – well, 

let’s not talk about it. Not every shark is a Reef Protector like you.” 

 “I’m not Reef Protector yet. He’s getting tired,” Roger said. “And he’s 

scared. Where is the dive boat? I didn’t think any were heading out today.” 

 “Why not?” Sly asked. 

 “Bad weather is coming in.”  

Roger and Sly popped their heads out of the water to look around.  

“The weather looks fine,” Sly said, looking up at the blue sky above him.  

Roger pointed south. “Look at that.” A storm was brewing. “And there’s the 

boat.”  

The boat was going away from them. 

 “They’re going the wrong way!” Sly cried out. 

 “You keep an eye on the snorkeler,” Roger said. “I’ll get the captain to turn 

that boat around.”  



 Roger leapt in to action. He zoomed up behind the boat and came up to 

the surface again. He could hear the people on the boat calling for the lost 

snorkeler. 

 “Bobby!” They called. “Bobby! Where are you?”  

 A girl with long brown hair leaned over the edge of the boat and scanned 

the horizon. “Bobby! Can you hear me?” 

 The captain held the steering wheel in one hand and the radio in the other. 

He talked urgently into the radio: “Send help!” 

 The other passengers and crew searched the water from both sides of the 

boat. 

 “A storm’s coming!” A crew member said as he stood at the front of the 

boat, wind blowing his hair across his face as he held a drone with a camera 

attached to it. “We can’t send out the drone to search for him. It will crash 

because of the strong winds.” 

 Roger swam under the boat and zoomed up in front of it, shooting up out 

of the water right in front of the bow and made a big splash when he landed. 

 The crew member at the bow was shocked. “Shark!” 

 “He’s right in front of us!” 

 The captain swerved hard to the left to avoid Roger. As the boat turned 

sharply, everyone held on. SCUBA tanks and snorkeling gear slid across the 

floor like torpedoes. People jumped up on the benches to avoid them.  

 Roger surged through the water again right in front of the boat, making 

sure the captain kept turning back towards Bobby. 



 Suddenly, the girl called out from the left side of the boat, “There he is! I 

see Bobby!” 

 Bobby waved his hands. Water splashed in his mouth as he said weakly, 

“Here! I’m here!” 

 The crew member pointed toward the location of Bobby. “That way!” 

 The captain turned the boat around and sped over to him. The crew 

member dropped the ladder over the side and climbed down to the diver 

platform. 

 Roger swam back to join Sly.  

Sly was watching the snorkeler but not the boat. The boat came up behind 

Sly. 

 “Sly!” Roger called. “You’re too close! They’re going to see you.” 

 Just then, the girl saw Sly. “Shark!” she cried. 

 “Get a gaff,” the captain said to the crew. “Hit that shark!” 

 Roger saw the crew member lift a long steel rod with a hook on the end 

and swing it at Sly. 

 Roger raced over in between Sly and the boat.  

 The gaff hit Roger on his back.  

 Roger and Sly dove down deep into the water.  

 “That shark had red on its face!” A passenger said. “It must be blood! Get 

Bobby in the boat fast!” 

 The passengers screamed to Bobby: “Swim! Swim!” 



 Bobby began to swim faster toward the boat. His arms splashed and his 

feet kicked. He was almost to the dive platform at the back of the boat, just a foot 

or two away.  

The crew member reached out his hand to Bobby. The waves rocked the 

boat up and down. His hand missed. Bobby went under. The rain started pouring 

down. 

 “Help him!” the girl cried. The crew member grabbed Bobby’s hand and 

pulled him up to the safety of the platform. When he was safely inside the boat, 

his girlfriend hugged him and patted his legs and arms as if checking to make 

sure all of him was there. 

 “You’re okay!” She said in relief.  

 The passengers clapped and smiled, relieved. Everyone congratulated the 

crew, “Good job!”  

 “Thank you, thank you for coming back for me,” Bobby said as he laid on 

the floor of the boat, panting for breath and coughing water. 

 “We’re heading for the marina,” the captain said. “Everyone hold on. This 

storm got bad fast.” 

 The boat zoomed across the waves, the bow rising up over the crest of 

each wave and dropping down again and again as the captain drove the boat 

through the storm.  

 “They got him,” Sly said as he and Roger watched the boat drive away. 

“Whew! That was close. I thought they were going to hit me with that gaff.” 



 “He got me,” Roger said, taking off his mask. “Can you see anything? Did 

it leave a mark?” 

  Sly checked him. He moved his stethoscope around Roger’s back and 

listened. 

 “Take a deep breath for me,” Sly said. 

 “Stop that,” Roger said and did a flip and a roll.  

As Roger spun around, his tail almost hit Sly’s stethoscope, which began 

to fly off. Sly grabbed it just in time and straightened around his neck again.  

“You and that stethoscope,” Roger joked. 

“You and that mask,” Sly quipped back. 

“Do I have a cut or not?” Roger demanded.  

 “Not a scratch,” Sly said. “Not this time.” 

 Roger and Sly popped up to the surface again to look around. The boat 

bounced on the waves, heading away from them.  

Aboard the boat, a passenger took one last slurp from a straw in a soda 

cup, and then rattled it to check that it was empty. Hearing only the ice cubes, he 

tossed the cup overboard. 

 Roger’s eyes lit up with indignation. “No littering!” He raced after the boat 

on a mission, like a guard dog spotting someone who jumped over the fence into 

his yard. 

 The passenger sat back. “That wasn’t a big shark. I’ve seen bigger.” 

 Just then, Roger scooped up the cup from the ocean and tossed it right 

back on the boat into the man’s lap. 



 The man jumped up as if his pants just caught fire. “Hurry! That big shark 

is back!” He hid behind the captain. 

 The captain looked at the man and said, “The shark is big now, isn’t it? Ha 

ha. Pick up that cup and put it in this trash bag. Then go sit down.” 

 Roger cruised back to join Sly. 

 “Did you see that guy’s face when I tossed that cup back up there? He’ll 

think twice before he throws any trash in the Andros Reef again.” 

 “Yeah!” Sly agreed. “That was great. Let’s go to Stuart’s for some free fish. 

Everyone will be there. I can’t wait to tell them about it.” 

 “No.” Roger stopped swimming. He quickly took his mask off and tucked it 

under his fin. “Don’t tell anyone.” 

 “Why not?” Sly asked. 

 Roger and Sly were suddenly engulfed in a school of shiny bar jacks 

heading straight for them. The little silvery fish swam in a tight-knit group like a 

giant ball that glinted and reflected flashes of sunlight off their silver scales. 

 Some fish bumped into them, bounced off and kept on swimming. One 

poked Sly in the eye and yelled at Sly: “Hey! I’m swimming here!  Oh, no – you’re 

a shark.” Then he darted off. 

 Two other silver fish were talking as they swam by: “We heard Super 

Shark was just here and he saved a guy.” 

 “I normally don’t like sharks, but I sure am glad we have a super hero 

protecting our reef. Although I’ve never seen him myself. I wonder who he is.” He 

turned to Sly. 



“Did you see him?” 

 “Uh, what Super Shark? No, not me,” Sly said. “Did you, Roger, um, see 

him?” Sly looked around for Roger but he was nowhere to be found. Then Sly 

saw him far ahead, swimming away.  

 “Gotta go.” 

 “Hey, where you going?” Sly said, catching up with him and breathing 

heavy. “I can’t swim as fast as you. All your speed training is paying off. You’ll 

pass the speed test with flying colors.” 

 “What if I don’t pass the test? Maybe I won’t be a good Reef Protector,” 

Roger said. “My grandfather was the best, but he was huge and tough. I’m too 

little.” 

 “Oh, not this again,” Sly said. “You’ll be great. I’ve told you before. All the 

training and studying you’ve been doing. Look, you just saved that guy today.” 

 “But I should have been out patrolling and spotted it myself,” Roger said. 

“Not home, eating lunch.” 

 “Speaking of lunch,” Sly said as he spotted a crowd ahead. “Ooh, looks 

like lunch is about to be served. You coming?” 

 “No,” Roger said. “I already ate, remember? Instead of patrolling.” 

 “Hey, you’re supposed to eat,” Sly told him. “You’re a growing shark. With 

all the training you’ve been doing, you need to rebuild muscle so you’ll be bulked 

up and ready for your new job.”  

Sly glanced over Roger’s shoulder to keep an eye on the crowd gathering 

ahead. Dozens of Caribbean Reef Sharks swarmed around as two divers 



descended from a dive boat and set up a feed box full of fish. A group of tourists 

in wet suits joined them, holding underwater cameras and waiting for the feeding 

time to begin. 

 “Roger, today you did a great thing,” Sly said. “Even your brother would be 

proud, and we all know how hard he is to please.” 

 Two small girl sharks swam by and smiled. “Hi, Roger.” 

 Roger sheepishly smiled. 

 The girls talked as they passed him: “Roger is just the nicest shark in the 

whole reef – and cute too.” 

 After they passed by and headed for the group, Roger continued talking to 

Sly. “I only have a month to get ready. And then will everyone make fun of me 

when they learn I’ve been secretly training wearing a mask?” 

 “No, of course not,” Sly said, not really paying attention as he watched the 

divers and the feed box. 

 Then the moment the sharks had been waiting for – the diver opened the 

box and lifted out a giant fish head. He held it out for the sharks to take.  

 “Hold this!” Sly exclaimed as he whipped off his stethoscope and handed it 

to Roger. “I’m going in!” 

 Sly swam as fast as he could and joined the melee of sharks grabbing bits 

of fish as the divers took out piece after piece. Sly nudged his nose under the 

arm of the diver and bit a fish head. With it hanging out his mouth, he backed up 

to get away and eat it, but he bumped into another shark.  



 “Sorry,” Sly tried to say through the corner of his mouth without letting go 

of the fish head. The other shark had crazy eyes, full of hunger, and he bit down 

hard on the other end of the fish head hanging out of S ly’s mouth.  

 “No!” Sly tried to yell while keeping his jaw clamped down.  

 They fought over the piece of fish, tugging until the fish came apart. The 

other shark swam away with the piece, and Sly gulped the rest down in one bite. 

 He swam back to join Roger and complained: “Did you see that guy? He 

grabbed my food.” He wiped his face. 

 “That’s why I don’t like to eat there,” Roger said. “Very messy and no 

cooperation.” 

 Sly swam around in lazy circles, enjoying himself. “Ah, what a great day. 

You saved a person’s life. I got free food.” He paused as he spied some bright 

pink conch shells in the sand. “These will make nice party favors.” He scooped 

them up and admired them. He stopped in front of a door with a sign: “WC.” 

 “WC,” Sly said. “I have to pee.” 

 “Don’t start singing,” Roger said. 

 Sly launched into a song: 

 

 “I gotta pee. I gotta pee. 

 Somebody show me the WC.  

 Sing it up high and say Goodbye. 

 Sing it down low, cuz I gotta’ go. 

 I gotta pee. I gotta pee. Now I see the WC – .” 



 “I can’t stand that song you made up,” Roger said as he waited for Sly to 

come out of the bathroom.  

“Aahh! That’s better.” Sly said from inside the bathroom. 

 When Sly came out, he collected more seashells. “Hey, my dad used to 

call the bathroom the ‘WC’ which stands for ‘water closet’, which he heard when 

he travelled to England. I told you that story, right?” 

 “A hundred times,” Roger said. 

 “Well, I think it’s funny that some places still use it. I’m going to put up a 

sign in my cave, right over my bathroom door, that says ‘WC’ as soon as I finish 

planning for the Halloween party. Wait! -  I know!” He stopped. “I have an idea – 

a great idea: You reveal your identity as Super Shark at the Halloween party! In 

the costume contest! It’ll be great!” 

 “No. It’s not a great idea, and I’m not doing it.” Roger kept swimming. 

 “Why not? It’s a good idea,” Sly said. 

 “No, it’s not.” 

 “Yes, it is.” 

 “Uh-oh,” Roger said and stopped. 

 “What is it?” Sly looked around. “Is someone in danger?” 

 “Yes,” Roger said. “Us.” 

 “From what?” 

“My brother.” 

 


