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At first, I didn’t like New Jersey. Oh, there’s

nothing wrong with the state at all, and now I love

it here. But my family moved here from Tennessee,

and I had to leave all my friends behind. That was

really, really hard.

My name is Shayleen Mills, and I live in

Medford, New Jersey. We moved here last

summer, when my dad took a job here. I didn’t

want to leave Tennessee, but soon, I made a bunch

of new friends.

And now I like New Jersey. It’s a lot

different from Tennessee. I can’t say I like one
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state better than the other. It’s hard to compare the

two, because there are so many cool things about

both states.

I can say, however, there is one thing I don’t

like about Tennessee: toys and toy stores. Earlier

this summer, my friends Eric Carter and Mark

Bruder had a really freaky thing happen to us, and

it had to do with toys that came to life. It was

really scary . . . but that’s another story altogether.

And, if you want to know the truth, there’s

something I don’t like about New Jersey:

The ocean.

Now, I know what you’re probably thinking.

You’re thinking I can’t swim, or I don’t like salt

water. You’re thinking maybe I don’t like the hot

sun or the sandy beaches. Wrong. I love it all.

It’s what’s in the ocean that I don’t like, and

I’m not talking about sharks or barracuda or killer

whales. I’m talking about something totally

different . . . something no one even knew existed,

until this summer.

Jellyfish.

Now, jellyfish alone can be bad enough. The

sting of a jellyfish can be very painful. Sometimes,
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it can be fatal.

But, I’m not talking about plain old jellyfish.

I’m talking about radioactive creatures—nuclear

jellyfish—that are far, far more dangerous than

normal jellyfish. And if I thought my ordeal with

terrifying toys was bad, it couldn’t compare with

the horrors my family and friends went through in

a small vacation town on the east coast of New

Jersey.
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We moved from Murfreesboro, Tennessee, to

Medford, New Jersey, in the middle of summer. It

took us a few days to get settled in to our new

home, because we had a lot of things to unpack. In

fact, for a few days, the only things I had in my

bedroom were my bed, a chair, and a few boxes of

clothing.

But we finally got everything unpacked and

put away, and I arranged everything in my room

just like it had been at our old home in Tennessee.

I have a little brother named Lee, and I helped him
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arrange his room. Actually, I was the only one who

did the arranging. He just played around, mostly.

Lee is only two years old, but he manages to get

into all sorts of trouble. He’s really curious, and

he’s always poking around where he shouldn’t be.

We have to keep an eye on him all the time, so he

doesn’t do something to hurt himself. Sure, he

doesn’t mean to get into trouble . . . but he’s only

two and he doesn’t know any better.

I, however, am a lot older, and I should

know better. Usually, I can spot trouble coming a

mile away. In fact, I knew there was something

strange about that toy store in Tennessee. And I

knew the toys meant trouble.

But how was I to know about the trouble

that was coming when we went on a weekend

vacation to the New Jersey coast? How was I

supposed to know the four days we spent in

Wildwood, a popular tourist destination in

southeastern New Jersey, would be a disaster?

We had only been in our new home in

Medford for about a month when Dad suggested

we take a short vacation. He’d been working long

days at his new job. He said he had to, because



6

there were a lot of new things to learn. But he said

he needed a break and decided we should take a

short vacation. Not just a vacation, but a trip to the

Atlantic Ocean!

That would be awesome! I hadn’t been

anywhere else in New Jersey except Medford. In

fact, I’ve never even seen the ocean! I couldn’t wait

to wade and swim and splash in the waves and feel

the hot sand between my toes. I couldn’t wait to

hear the roar of the surf and seagulls crying out

overhead.

Mom, Lee, and I went shopping the day

before we left. We bought some new towels and a

big beach umbrella, and I got a new bathing suit.

Mom also bought Lee a plastic pail and a few

plastic shovels, so he could play in the sand.

And the next morning when we drove to

Wildwood, I couldn’t believe it! It had the coolest

amusement park I’d ever seen in my life! Dad had

told me all about it, but I never imagined it would

be so big. We drove by a place called the

Boardwalk, where I saw a huge, twisting roller

coaster; a gigantic Ferris wheel; and lots more

rides. There were gobs and gobs of people all over
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the place! The sun was shining, the surf was

pounding, and there were lots of people

swimming.

“This is incredible!” I said, nearly shouting

from the back seat of the car.

“I thought you’d like it,” Dad said. “And the

weather is supposed to be hot and sunny the whole

time we’re here. After we check into our hotel,

we’ll relax on the beach for a while before we go

sightseeing. I think we’re all going to have a great

time.”

Now, my dad is almost always right about

everything. He’s one of the smartest dads in the

world, in my opinion.

But this time, he was wrong. Sure, we all

started out having a great time, but it wasn’t long

before things went very wrong . . . only moments

after I’d waded into the ocean.
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We found our hotel, which faced the beach. It was

so cool! We were on the second floor, and there

was a sliding glass door and a deck right off our

room. There was a small table and a few chairs on

the deck, in case we wanted to eat outside or just

relax. Mom slid open the glass panel door, and the

room was suddenly awash with warm ocean air.

Below, on the beach, there were people

everywhere! Colorful beach towels and umbrellas

dotted the white sand. People walked along the

shore and swam in the water. Several people were
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trying to surf, but it didn’t look like the waves were

big enough.

“Rides! Rides!” Lee squealed as he looked at

the amusement park in the distance. He was

excited, too, but he wasn’t big enough to go on

most of the rides. Still, I knew he would have a lot

of fun.

“Let’s get unpacked so we can go the beach!”

I said, turning and walking back into the hotel

room. Mom and Lee followed.

“I’ll bet we’ll see some beautiful sunrises,”

Dad said as we unpacked our clothes and put them

in the dresser.

“You will,” Mom smirked. “We’re on

vacation. I’m planning on sleeping late.”

We changed into our swimsuits, and it

wasn’t very long before we were ready to go. Mom

packed a beach bag with towels, some bottled

water, snacks, and Lee’s plastic pail and shovels.

She handed me a bottle of sun screen.

“Shayleen, can you put some sun screen on

your brother?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said.

“And make sure you get enough for



10

yourself.”

“Gotcha,” I replied. “Lee . . . come here.”

Lee was standing by the open sliding glass

door, watching the sky and the waves and the

people. When I called him, he walked over to me.

“I’ve got to put this sun screen on you,

okay?” I said. “Don’t make a fuss like last time.”

Before we’d moved, Mom and Lee and I

went to the beach. Mom asked me to put sun

screen on Lee, but he was so freaked out that he

ran away! I didn’t know what his problem was. It

was just sun screen. I had to chase him all over the

beach, catch him, and take him back to the picnic

area. He even started crying!

Lee shook his head as I opened the bottle.

“No, no, no,” he said.

And that’s when Mom stepped in. “Lee,” she

said sternly, “if you don’t let your sister put sun

screen on you, you’re staying in the hotel room.”

Lee looked at Mom, and I could tell he got

the message. He didn’t fuss a bit as I rubbed sun

screen all over him.

“There,” I said. “All done.”

After I covered my exposed skin with sun
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screen, I handed the bottle back to Mom. Dad had

gone to get a bucket of ice, and he returned.

“You guys all set?” he asked.

“Yeah!” I said. “Let’s go to the beach!”

“Beach! Beach! Beach!” Lee exclaimed. He

bounced up and down like a kangaroo.

We took the stairs down and came out on

the beach. Again, I was hit by warm, salty air. The

sand was hot beneath my feet, but I didn’t mind.

And we get to spend four whole days here! I

thought. What fun!

We found a place on the beach, and Mom

and Dad spread out a blanket. Dad opened up the

umbrella. It was huge! He positioned it so we

could sit in its shade, out of the burning rays of the

sun.

But I wasn’t sitting around! I wanted to be in

the water!

“Let’s go swimming!” I said.

“I’ll take you and Lee down to the shore,”

Dad said.

“I’m going to stay right here and read,” Mom

said, and she reached into her bag and pulled out

a book. “You guys have fun.”
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Dad, Lee, and I held hands as we walked

toward the ocean, skirting around dozens of

people sitting or lying on blankets. Some kids were

playing catch with a football, and I saw a few kites

in the air. Seagulls whirled above, gracefully

gliding on currents of air.

When we reached the water, I let go of Dad’s

hand.

“Remember what I told you,” he said. “Don’t

go in farther than your waist. The ocean is very

different than the lakes and pools you’ve been in.

The currents here can be really strong. We don’t

want you pulled out to sea and eaten by a killer

whale.”

“Dad,” I said, rolling my eyes. Killer whales,

I thought. Right.

He laughed and sat down in the sand. Lee

was carrying his pail and a blue plastic shovel, and

he knelt down and started to dig. Just what he was

digging for, I didn’t know. But it looked like he

was having fun.

I waded into the water. The surf came in

and splashed up to my knees. The water was cool

and refreshing. Then, it reversed and receded
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back. I was standing in ankle-deep water.

I continued walking out into the water.

There were people all around, talking, laughing,

splashing, and playing. Everyone was having just

as much fun as I was!

But there was also something else around.

Something I’d only seen on television and

movies.

A shark.

It was coming right at me, but by the time I

saw the dorsal fin emerge from the water, it was

only a few feet away . . . and there was no way I

could escape.
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I shrieked, and everyone around me stopped what

they were doing. I could see the dark form of the

shark, and before I could even move, he—

hit my leg and bounced off?!?!

I heard a boy laughing nearby, and I turned.

Dad was standing at the shoreline a few dozen

yards away. He’d heard my panicky shriek and was

looking at me, worried.

I looked down. The shark swam to the right

of me, but, by now, I’d realized it wasn’t a real

shark. It was a toy. A remote-controlled machine.
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More toys, I thought, recalling my recent

experience in Tennessee.

I waved to Dad to let him know I was okay.

Then, I looked down at the shark in the water.

Now that it was close, I could easily see it wasn’t

real. There was a large propeller behind his tail,

and the fin moved from left to right. I figured that

was how the shark turned.

But he had to be controlled by someone,

and, at that very moment, a boy about my age

sloshed up to me. He had thick, black hair, and he

was very tan.

“Gotcha good, huh?” he said with a wide

grin.

“That wasn’t very nice,” I said. “I was really

scared. Only for a minute, though.”

“I bought him at the electronics store at the

mall,” the boy said. “Up close, he doesn’t look real.

But people see his fin coming at them, and they

freak out. I scared a little old lady this morning.

She flipped her lid!”

“That’s not very nice,” I repeated. Secretly,

though, I thought a remote-controlled shark would

be fun to have. It might be fun to scare people, as
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long as no one got hurt.

“Hey, I’m just having fun,” the boy said. “I’m

sorry if you got freaked out.”

He reached down and pulled the remote-

controlled shark from the water. It was big—nearly

three feet long—but the boy carried it easily, so I

figured it must not be very heavy.

“What’s your name?” the boy asked.

“Shayleen Mills,” I replied. “What’s yours?”

“Tony,” he replied, and he dropped the

shark into the water. “Actually, it’s Antonio. But

everyone calls me Tony. Where are you from?”

“Medford,” I replied. “Actually, I’m from

Tennessee. We moved to Medford last month, and

we came here for a short vacation.”

“How do you like it so far?” Tony asked. He

was fiddling with the remote control box in his

hand, and the shark was swimming circles around

us.

“Oh, everything was going great,” I replied,

“until I was attacked by a shark.”

He looked up at me and smiled. I was only

kidding, and he knew it.

“Well, if you’re here on vacation, you have
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to visit my family’s water park. We own it.”

“You . . . you own a water park?” I said in

disbelief.

“Not me, silly,” Tony said. “My Dad. My Dad

and his brother, actually. It’s right over there.” He

pointed toward the amusement park in the

distance. “It’s pretty cool. You should check it out

while you’re here. I can get you in free, if you

want.”

“Really?!?!” I exclaimed. “That would be

awesome! I’ve never been to a water park before.”

“There aren’t any water parks in

Tennessee?” Tony asked.

“Oh, Tennessee has water parks,” I replied.

“But I’ve never been to one.”

“Come on,” Tony said. “I’ll take you there.”

“I’ve got to check with my dad, first,” I said.

I pointed. “He’s right over there.”

We waded through the surf to the shore,

where Dad was helping Lee build a sand castle. I

introduced Dad to Tony.

“Tony’s Dad owns a water park,” I said. “It’s

right over there. Can I go see it?”

Dad looked at his watch. “Yes, but be back
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at our hotel room by five. We’re going to go out for

dinner.”

Cool!

Tony tucked his remote controlled shark

under his arm, and we started walking along the

shoreline, weaving in and around dozens of

people. The sand at my feet was peppered with all

sorts of shells, some seaweed, and a few stones.

“Watch it!” Tony suddenly exclaimed as he

made a quick sidestep and looked down. His voice

was so filled with alarm that I stopped walking and

stared down at an object in the sand.

“Eeeww,” I said. “What’s that?”

In the sand by our feet was a blue-green

blob. It looked like it could be a partially-inflated

plastic bag, but it had long, thin, wisping

tentacles—about a dozen of them—splayed all

around like hair.

“That’s a jellyfish,” he said. “Each one of

those tentacles has a stinger. If you get stung, you

can get really sick . . . or worse.”

I’d heard of jellyfish before, but I’d certainly

never seen any.

“They live in the water,” Tony explained,
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“but they wash up on shore all the time. If you see

one in the water, stay away from it.”

“You don’t have to tell me twice,” I said.

“That thing is ugly.”

“I think they’re cool-looking,” Tony said.

That figures. Most boys I know think gross

things are cool.

“If I see any, I’ll stay away,” I said.

“Don’t worry too much about them,” Tony

said. “They can’t chase you or anything. Jellyfish

don’t actually swim.”

Of course, normal jellyfish wouldn’t chase

you. Normal jellyfish would just drift in the water,

waiting for fish or other things to swim by, so they

could eat them.

But the jellyfish we would soon encounter

weren’t normal—they were nasty. They were

nasty, and they were nuclear.

That’s right—nuclear.

And they were about to turn our vacation

into a trip of madness.






