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   Chapter 1


October, 2001 
Astrid watches the monitor. She points a finger. “There's another one.”
The professor nods. 
“He's gone again,” says Astrid.
“He probably dived,” says Nick. “The tags don't transmit well underwater.”
Astrid rolls her eyes at his mansplaining.
Emma rushes over. “Sharks, Professor. Great whites.”
They all dash to the railing. Astrid sees them – the telltale triangular fins, pointed at the top, straight at the back. Great whites. Three of them, circling the boat. She grips the railing, her breathing rapid. She looks towards land where sea lions are sliding into and climbing out of the water, hunting and foraging, about to become the hunted.
The boat jerks. Astrid's heart misses a beat.
“One of them bumped us,” says Nick. His eyes are wide. He looks as scared as Astrid feels.
“They see the boat as competition,” says the professor. “Nick, up anchor. Astrid, start the engine and back away slowly.”
Inside the cabin, her fingers tremble so hard she can barely turn the key. When the engine starts, she adjusts the throttle. The boat jerks with another shark-bump. In her mind she sees Caitlin again, a chunk of her midsection gone, bleeding out in the sand.
“Astrid.”
Her name registers. She looks around.
“I said now would be a good time,” says the professor.
She grabs the shift and hits the throttle a little too hard. Instead of easing backwards, the boat lurches ahead, picking up speed. Sharks start bumping from both sides.
The professor grabs her by the arm. “I'm taking over.”
Astrid goes back out to the rail. Her heart pounds. She looks to the sky. Clouds appear from out of nowhere. White at first, then they merge, swirl, and darken.
Emma and Nick scramble to cover the equipment and duck into the cabin.
Astrid can hear Emma's voice. “Why are the sharks still here? Shouldn't they have sensed the pressure change and dived?”
“It came up too fast,” says the professor. “Maybe it took them by surprise, too.” Astrid turns to see him tapping at something. “This thing must be broken. It's not registering a barometric change.”
It’s not broken, thinks Astrid. It didn’t register a barometric change because there wasn’t one. This isn’t a normal storm.
Astrid turns back to face the ocean. Lightning flashes across the clouds. Thunder rumbles. It's now nearly as dark as night. Rain lashes her face. A shark fin surfaces nearby. She stares at it. Seconds later, a lightning bolt hits it dead on.
The lights on the boat go out. The engine dies. They're adrift in a storm and the waves are getting higher.
“Communication's gone, too,” says Nick.
Emma ducks her head out of the cabin. “Get in here.”
Astrid ignores her and walks around to the stern. Her whole body trembles. She sits by the motor and wills herself to stop trembling. The sharks are in the water. They can’t get her on the boat. When the panic lessens to dread, she places her hands on the motor. She caused this. She has to fix it. Power flows through the motor. When it starts to rumble, she heads into the cabin.
“The engine started again,” says Nick. “How did you do that?”
“I have no idea,” says the professor. He points the bow towards land. The boat tosses about in the waves.
“Let me do it,” says Astrid. “I have some experience.” She takes the wheel, points the bow at a forty-five-degree angle to the waves, and cuts the speed. Thunder rolls and lightning flashes on either side. As Astrid's hands take over familiar tasks, she feels the tension inside her subside. The lightning peters out and the thunder fades, leaving only the rain.
In sight of the pier, the last of the tension leaves Astrid’s body. The rain stops. The clouds lighten. As she pulls into the slip, the clouds roll away and the sun reappears.
The professor puts a hand on Astrid's shoulder. “That was some impressive driving. You got us home.”
Astrid shakes her head. “I panicked out there. A few years ago a friend was killed by a great white while surfing. I couldn't get it out of my mind.”
“You more than made up for it,” says the professor. “You're a real asset.”
Astrid eases the boat into the slip. The professor means what he says, but he's wrong. She's the reason they were in danger in the first place. She's a hazard. She shouldn't be out on the water.






  
  Chapter 2


Astrid puts down her suitcase, adjusts her backpack, and knocks. A light goes on in the hallway and her mother opens the door. 
“Baby, what are you doing here? Don't you have school?”
“Not anymore,” says Astrid. “Can I come in?”
Mom moves out of the way. “What do you mean ‘not anymore’?”
Dad appears from out of the living room. “I thought I heard your voice. I didn't expect to see you until Thanksgiving.”
Astrid hauls her suitcase up the stairs to her old bedroom and switches on the light. “You'll be seeing a lot of me from now on. I quit school.”
Dad's face darkens. “You did what?”
“Why would you do that?” says Mom. “It's your last year, you're almost done.”
“I don't want to talk about it,” says Astrid. She closes her door and flops onto the bed, and looks up at the stars on her ceiling. Dad stuck them there when she was ten. She gets up and turns off the light, then lies back down to watch their faint glow.
Pounding on the door. “No, you don't get to drop something like that and then not talk about it,” says Mom. “This is my house. If you're going to stay here, you're going to talk to me.”
Astrid pulls a pillow over her face and screams into it. Then she sits up, pillow on her lap. “Fine. Come in.”
Mom opens the door and turns on the light. She sits down next to Astrid. “Tell me what's going on.”
Astrid hugs the pillow and starts to cry.
“Hey, it can't be that bad,” says Mom. “Maybe it can be fixed. You can go back.”
Astrid shakes her head. “I can't go back. It happened again.”
“What happened?”
Astrid tells her about the sharks and the storm. “It wasn't a real storm. It was me. I know you think I'm crazy. Everybody does. But I know it was me. I'm a danger to everyone.” She looks at her mom. “Don't worry. I'll only stay here until I can find somewhere else. Then I'll leave so I don't put you and Dad in danger.”
“I don't think you're crazy. I never did.” Mom puts her hands on her knees. “Your father and I have something to tell you. We were planning to wait until you finished school because we wanted to make sure you would finish. But since you're done anyway, now might be the time.” She pats Astrid's shoulder. “Let's go to the kitchen.”
Astrid follows her down to the kitchen and sits at the table. The centrepiece of the entire house, where the family discusses their day, makes decisions, and argues. 
When Dad comes in, he takes a carton of ice cream out of the freezer and waves it in front of Astrid.
“I'm not four years old anymore. Ice cream won't make things better.”
“Not even pineapple?”
“Well, maybe just a little.”
Dad gets out bowls and spoons. He hands Astrid a bowl piled high. She takes a spoonful and closes her eyes. Practically impossible to find in Oregon, or almost anywhere else that isn't Hawaii. Pineapple ice cream will always taste like home.
Her mother takes a deep breath. “We've been keeping something from you. For a good reason, but still. We hope you won't be too mad at us.”
Dad takes hold of Astrid's hand. “I've loved you from the moment you were born. You're my daughter. But,” he takes a deep breath, “I'm not your biological father.”
Astrid licks the spoon. “I know.”
“You do? How?” says Mom.
Astrid holds out an arm. “Look at my skin colour compared to both of yours.” She picks up a long strand of her curls, loose by African American standards and multi-hued, with strands varying from dark brown to almost blonde. “It's obvious bio dad is white.”
“How long have you known?” asks Dad.
“Since I learned about genetics in high school biology class. And before you ask, yes, I was furious for a long time. I figured if you were going to lie to me, I was going to lie to you, too. But as pissed off as I was at both of you, I was even more pissed at bio dad for buggering off in the first place.”
“Don't be angry with him,” says Mom. “There's a lot you don't know.”
Astrid drops her spoon. “Don't tell me – you lied to him, too. He doesn't know I exist.”
“He knows,” says Mom, “but he didn't 'bugger off.' He went away to protect you. It wouldn't have been safe for you to grow up with the world knowing who your father is.”
“What is he in the C.I.A. or something?”
Dad squeezes Mom's hand.
“He's not with any government agency,” says Mom. “He's a god. Thor, the Norse god of thunder and storms.”
Astrid pauses with the spoon halfway to her mouth. Then she laughs. “Okay, that was a good one. You got me.”
“It's not a prank,” says Dad.
“You just finished telling me all about a storm you caused and a dead motor you started by channelling electricity,” says Mom. “You've been doing things like that your whole life. How do you think that's possible?”
“Not because my father is a–” Astrid pushes her bowl away. “Whenever I talked about it as a kid, everyone thought I was imagining it. Or crazy. When I got older I thought I was crazy. All along you knew. You knew and you let me think I was nuts.”
“I couldn't tell you,” says Mom. “You were too young to know.”
“It's bad enough being lied to about my father, but to let me think I was losing my mind? To let everyone else think it, too?” Astrid gets up and walks to the front door.
“Where are you going?” asks Mom. 
“Out.” She grabs the keys from the hook and slams the door behind her.






  
  Chapter 3


Astrid straps on a helmet and starts Dad's motorcycle. As she peels out of the driveway, the door opens. The figure of her mother appears. 
She speeds along the main road, enjoying the cool air. Soon she finds herself at her favourite north shore beach. At least, it used to be her favourite. The beach. Where it happened. She parks the bike and walks along the sand. After sunset, there are only a handful of people lingering. 
Up ahead is the shop. It's all boarded up now, derelict. Even the For Sale sign is dingy, hanging from a single nail, swaying with every breeze. Caitlin’s attack scared surfers away for a season. The owners of the shop up and left. Not because of the lost business, the surfers were back in droves the following year, but because they were scared, too. Shark attacks are rare, fatalities even rarer. It was the first they'd ever seen with their own eyes.
Astrid stands in front of the shop. She tests the door. It swings open. The waxing moon dimly illuminates the interior. Broken glass litters the floor. Sand drifts occupy every corner. Astrid pushes herself up to sit on a counter. Looking out the window, she can see the palm tree where she and Caitlin had their first kiss. They jumped apart immediately, terrified someone might have seen them, but they were well hidden and no one did. The spot on the sand where, later that winter, Caitlin died. Astrid hasn't
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