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PREP TESTS for State Boards

The following has been developed for teachers utilizing MEG; A Novel of Deep Terror as part of their classroom curriculum.

Alten novels have a natural progression in reading levels  MEG is suitable for grades 8-12. 
The TRENCH (part 2 of Meg series) is the next step up and works well as extra credit after the unit to keep students’ interests burning.  For more advanced readers and grades 11-12, I suggest using DOMAIN or GOLIATH. 

The purpose of these PREP TESTS:
1. Help students improve reading comprehension using passages of a novel they are familiar with    and interested in. 

2. Help students develop their writing skills.

3. Serve as a useful tool in prepping students to take State Assessment Tests, familiarizing them     with format.  

Suggestions for Use:
FIVE (edited) chapters from MEG have been included, organized in the order they appear in the story. This allows teachers to sporadically test students while they are reading the novel. These chapters include:

The PROFESSOR.....page 6

SAIPAN....................page 133

ATTACK..................page 160

NORTHSHORE........page 179

HELL........................page 310

Answer Keys:
Because students also have access to this website, ANSWER KEYS will be provided ONLY to  registered Adopt-An-Author teachers.  To receive your answer key, e-mail Steve Alten at Meg82159@aol.com
My goal is to continue to assist teachers while encouraging students to read. I invite and encourage your feedback and suggestions. I also encourage you to spread the word about the program and novels among your fellow teachers.  

–Steve Alten, Ed. D.    
MEG; A Novel of Deep Terror

PREP TEST FOR STATE BOARDS

The PROFESSOR

November 8, 1997  7:42 PM

The Scripps Institute, Anderson Auditorium

La Jolla, California

    "Imagine a Great White shark, fifty to sixty feet in length, weighing close to 40,000 pounds.  Can you visualize that?"      

    Professor Jonas Taylor looked at his audience of just over six hundred and paused for effect.  "I find it hard to imagine myself sometimes, but this monster did exist.  Its head alone was probably as large as a Dodge Ram pickup.  Its jaws could have engulfed and swallowed four grown men whole.  And I haven't even mentioned the teeth: razor-sharp, seven to nine inches long, with the serrated edges of a stainless steel steak knife."

    The forty-two year old paleontologist knew he had his audience's attention.  It had been several years since he had returned to the Institute. Lecturing in front of a nearly sold-out crowd was not something he had anticipated. Jonas knew his theories were controversial, that there were as many critics in the audience as there were supporters. He loosened his collar a little, tried to relax.

    "Next slide, please?  Ah, here we have an artist's  rendition of a six foot diver as compared with a sixteen foot Great White and our sixty foot Carcharodon Megalodon.  I think this gives you a fairly good idea why scientists refer to the species as the King of all predators."

    Jonas reached for the glass of water, took a sip.  "Fossilized Megalodon teeth from around the world prove that the species dominated the oceans as far back as 70 million years.  What's really interesting is that we know that the Megalodon survived the cataclysmic events that wiped out the dinosaurs and most prehistoric species of fish.  In fact, we have fossilized Megalodon teeth that indicate these predators disappeared only 100,000 years ago. From a geological standpoint, that’s a tick of the clock."

    A twenty-six year old male grad student raised his hand.  "Professor Taylor, if these Megalodons were alive 100,000 years ago, why did they become extinct at all?"

    Jonas smiled.  "That, my friend, is one of the great mysteries in the paleo-world.  Some scientists believe that the staple of the Megalodon’s diet had once been large, slow moving fish and that they could not adapt to the smaller, swifter species that exist today.  Another theory is that falling ocean temperatures contributed to the species’ demise."

    An elderly man raised his hand from his seat in the first row.  Jonas recognized him, a former colleague at Scripps. A former critic.

    “Professor Taylor, I think we'd like to hear your theory of the disappearance of Carcharodon Megalodon."  

     Murmurs of approval. Jonas loosened his collar a little more.  He rarely wore suits, and this eighteen year old wool one had seen better days.  "Those of you who know me or follow my work know how my opinions differ from those of most paleontologists. Many in my field spend a great deal of time theorizing why a particular species doesn’t exist. I prefer to theorize why a seemingly extinct species might exist."

    The elderly professor stood.  "Sir, are you saying you think Carcharodon Megalodon may still be roaming the oceans?"

    Jonas waited for quiet.  "No, Professor, I'm simply pointing out that, as scientists, we tend to take a rather negative approach when investigating certain extinct species.  For instance, it wasn't long ago that scientists unanimously believed that the Coelacanth, a species of lobe-finned fish that thrived 300 million years ago had been extinct for the last 70 million years. And then, in 1938, a fisherman hauled a living Coelacanth out of the deep ocean waters off South Africa.  Now, scientists routinely observe these 'living-fossils' in their natural habitat."

    The elderly professor stood up again amid murmurs from the crowd.  "Professor Taylor, we're all familiar with the discovery of the Coelacanth, but there's a big difference between a five foot bottom-feeder and a sixty-foot predator!"

    Jonas checked his watch, realizing he was running behind schedule.  "Yes, professor, I agree, but my point was simply that I prefer to investigate the possibilities of a species survival, rather than find reasons why it became extinct." 

    "And again, sir, I ask for your opinion regarding Megalodon."  More murmurs.

    Jonas wiped his brow; Maggie was going to kill him.  "Very well.  First, I disagree entirely with the theory regarding Megalodon being unable to catch quicker prey.  We have learned that the conical or tailfin of the Great White, the modern-day cousin of the Megalodon, is the most efficient design for propelling a body through water.  We know the Megs existed 100,000 years ago. Then, as in now, the predator would have had an abundant supply of slower-moving whales to feed upon.”

    "I do, however, agree that the diminishing ocean temperatures affected these creatures.  Two million years ago, our planet experienced its last ice age. As you can see from this diagram, the deeper, tropical currents that had provided a refuge for many marine species was suddenly cut off. As a result, many species of prehistoric fish, including Carcharodon Megalodon perished, unable to adapt to the extreme drops in oceanic temperatures."

    The professor called out from his seat.  "So then, Professor Taylor, you do believe that the Megalodon became extinct as a result of climatic changes."  The elderly man smiled, satisfied with himself.

    "Not exactly.  Remember, I said I prefer to theorize on how a species might still exist.  About fifteen years ago, I was part of a scientific team that first studied deep-sea trenches.  Deep-sea trenches form the ‘hadal’ zone, an area of the Pacific Ocean about which scientists know virtually nothing.  We discovered that these trenches occur at the edges of two oceanic plates, where one plate melts back into the earth by a process called subduction.  Inside these trenches, hydrothermal vents spew mineral-rich waters at temperatures that sometimes exceed 700 degrees Fahrenheit.  So, in some of the deepest points of the Pacific Ocean, a tropical current of water can run along the very bottom. To our surprise, we discovered that the hydrothermal vents supported new life forms, never before imagined."

    A middle-aged woman stood and asked excitedly, "Did you discover a Megalodon?" 

    Jonas smiled and waited for the crowd’s laughter to subside.  "No, ma'am.  But let me show you something that was discovered back in 1873 which might be of interest."  Jonas pulled a glass case, roughly twice the size of a shoe box from behind the podium.  "This is the fossilized tooth of Carcharodon Megalodon.  Scuba divers and beachcombers have turned up fossilized teeth like this by the thousands.  Some are nearly 50 million years old. This particular specimen is special because it’s actually not very old.  It was recovered by the world’s first true oceanic exploration vessel, the British HMS CHALLENGER.  Can you see these manganese nodules?"  Jonas pointed to the black encrustations on the tooth.  "Recent analysis of these manganese layers indicated the tooth’s owner had been alive during the late Pleistocene or early Holocene periods.  In other words, this tooth is a mere 10,000 years old, and it was dredged from the deepest point on the Earth, the Mariana Trench's Challenger Deep."

    The crowd erupted.

    "Professor!  Professor Taylor!"  All eyes turned to an Asian-American woman standing in the back of the auditorium.  Jonas looked at her, caught off guard by her beauty.  Somehow she seemed familiar.

    "Yes, go ahead please," said Jonas, motioning his hands for the audience to be quiet.

    "Professor, are you saying that the Megalodon may still exist?"  Silence.  It was the question the audience wanted answered.  

    "Theoretically, if members of the Megalodon species entered the waters of the Mariana Trench two million years ago, waters that maintain a deep tropical layer as a result of hydrothermal vents, then one could logically say that a branch of the species might have survived. The existence of this 10,000 year old fossil certainly justifies the possibilities."

    "Professor!"  A middle-aged man with a young son sitting next to him raised his hand.  "If these monsters still exist today, why haven't we seen them?"

    "A good question." Jonas paused.  A beautiful blonde woman, tan, thirty years old, her figure flawless, was walking down the center aisle.  Her classic topaz evening gown managed to expose her long legs.  Her escort trailed behind, thirtyish, wearing a ponytail and tuxedo.  The pair took the two empty seats  reserved in the front row.

    Jonas composed himself, waiting for his wife and best-friend to be seated.  "Sorry.  Your question was why we haven't actually seen a Megalodon, assuming members of the species still exist.  First, if a Megalodon did inhabit the deepest waters in the Mariana Trench, it couldn’t leave that tropical bottom layer.  The Challenger Deep is seven miles down.  The water temperature above the warm layer is near freezing.  The Meg could never survive the transition through the cold in order to surface."

    “It’s equally difficult for Megalodon, or any shark for that matter, to leave behind evidence as to their existence, especially in the abyss. Unlike mammals, sharks do not float to the surface when they die as their bodies are inherently heavier than seawater. Their skeletons are composed entirely of cartilage. So unlike dinosaurs and many species of bony fishes, there are no Megalodon bones to leave behind, only their gruesome fossilized teeth.”  

    Jonas caught Maggie's eye and it seemed to burn into his skull.  "One other thing about the Mariana Trench.  Man has only ventured down to the bottom twice, both expeditions occurring in 1960 and both times in bathyscaphes. That means we simply went straight down and back up again. The reality is, we've never come close to exploring the trench.  In fact, we know more about many distant galaxies than we do about a 1,550 mile isolated section of the Pacific Ocean, seven miles down."

    Jonas looked at Maggie and shrugged.  She stood, pointing to  her watch.

    "You'll have to excuse me, ladies and gentlemen.  This lecture has lasted a bit longer than expected--"

     “Excuse me Doctor Taylor, one important question.” It was the Asian woman again. She seemed perturbed. “Before you began studying these Megalodons, your career was focused entirely on piloting deep-sea submersibles. I’d like to know why, at the peak of your career, you suddenly quit?”

    Jonas was taken back by the directness of the question. “I have my reasons.” He searched the audience for another raised hand.

     “Wait a minute, I need to know,” she was standing now, walking into the center aisle. “did you lose your nerve, professor? There had to be a reason professor. You haven’t been in a submersible for what? Seven years?”

      “What’s your name, Miss?” 

      “Tanaka. Terry Tanaka. I believe you know my father, Masao, CEO of the Tanaka Oceanographic Institute.”

      “Yes, of course. In fact, you and I met several years ago on a lecture circuit.”

      “That’s right.”

      “Well, Terry Tanaka, I can’t get into details right now, let’s just say I felt I was ready to retire from piloting deep-sea submersibles so I could spend more time researching prehistoric species like the Megalodon.”  Jonas collected his notes. “Now, if there are no other questions...”      


      "--Dr. Taylor!"  A balding man with tiny wire-rim glasses stood in the third row.  He had bushy, elfin eyebrows and a tight grin on his face.  "Please sir, one last question if I may. As you mentioned, the two manned expeditions to the Mariana Trench occurred in 1960.  But Professor, isn't it true that there have been more recent descents into the Challenger Deep?"

    Jonas stared at the man.  "I'm sorry?"

    "You made several dives there yourself."

    Jonas was silent.  The audience began to murmur.

    The man raised his bushy eyebrows, moving his glasses.  "Back in 1989, Professor.  While you were doing work for the Navy?"

    "I'm...not sure I understand."  Jonas glanced at his wife.

    "You are Professor Jonas Taylor, aren't you?"  The man smiled smugly as the audience broke into light laughter.

    "Look, I'm sorry, I really must be leaving now. I have another engagement.  Thank you all for attending."

    As he reached the door, Jonas caught a glimpse of Terry Tanaka, looking at him from behind the moving crowd. Her eyes seemed to burn into his as she mouthed the words, “We need to talk.” Jonas held up his watch and shrugged. He had enough verbal assaults for one night.

    As if in response, his wife yelled through the exit door.  "Jonas, let’s go!"

*           *          *

1. Jonas’s point to his statement that “I                 prefer to theorize why a seemingly extinct          species might exist,” is meant as:

A.   an excuse to justify his outrageous                                               theories about Megalodon. 

B.  his preference for investigating the                      possibilities of a species survival.  

C.   a retort to the older critic.

D.   evidence regarding the mystery behind               Megalodon’s disappearance. 

2. The following statements are true in                    reference to the “hadal” zone:

A. It is a deep-sea area where trenches form.

B. The CHALLENGER DEEP is part of the          Hadal zone.

C. Hydrothermal vents are present in the                Hadal Zone.

D. All of the above.

3. Jonas theorizes Megalodon could                         still exist, even though we’ve never seen             them, for all BUT the following: 

A. If the sharks do inhabit the trench, they             would be trapped below the cold layers.

B. Daylight cannot reach into the trench,                making it difficult to see. 

C. Unlike dinosaurs, sharks leave little                    evidence behind.

D. There’s always been an abundant supply            of whales for Megalodon to feed upon.

4.  Jonas becomes jittery when:

A. He sees his wife, Maggie.

B. Terry Tanaka questions his “nerve.”

C. The bushy eye-browed man questions                  whether he’s been to the Mariana Trench.

D. He has to sign books.

5. Who insist upon speaking to Jonas as he             hustles to leave?

A. Maggie

B. The pony-tailed man in the tuxedo.

C. The bushy eye-browed man.

D. Terry Tanaka

6.  Jonas Taylor theories about the existence of Megalodon cause debate. In your opinion, why are his theories so controversial, and why does he seem so convinced he is right? Use information from the passage and your own ideas. Write in the space below.

As you write, be sure to:

$ 
Describe theories why Megalodon is extinct       

$ 
Include your own ideas                                        Write neatly and clearly

$ 
Describe Jonas’s retort                                        Use only the space provided

___________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

MEG; A Novel of Deep Terror

PREP TEST FOR STATE BOARDS
SAIPAN

    SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1The two-passenger helicopter bounced twice upon the dirt runway before its weight settled down onto its supports.  Retired Navy Captain James "Mac" Mackreides glanced over at his passenger, who looked a bit shaken after the forty-five minute flight.

    “You okay, Jonas?"

    “Fine."  Jonas took a deep breath as the chopper’s rotary blades gradually slowed to a stop. They had landed on the perimeter of a make-shift airfield. A faded wooden sign next to the tank read, WELCOME TO SAIPAN.

    "Yeah, well, you look like hell."

    "Your flying hasn't improved any since you were discharged."

    "Hey, pal, I'm the only game in town, especially at three in the morning.  What's so damn important anyway that you needed to fly out to this God-forsaken island tonight?"

    "You mentioned your fisherman friend knows the location of a recent whale kill. I need to examine that carcass.”

     “At this time of night?”

     “It’s important. Where's your friend?"

     "See that path? Follow it down to the beach and you'll see a half-dozen fishing boats.  Philippe’s will be the last boat down the beach.  If you need me, I'll be at the local watering hole getting drunk. If I’m with a woman, wait ten minutes. If she’s ugly, wait five.”

     “If you’re drunk, what difference does it make?”

     “This is true. As for my friend Philippe, just remember, you pay half now, half when you get back, or he might just leave you to swim back to shore."

    "Thanks for the advice,” said Jonas. He watched his friend limp towards the rusty green building. Hefting his knapsack over his shoulder, he headed for the beach. ​      

    The last boat anchored in the shallows hardly looked sea-worthy. The eighteen-footer lay low in the water, its grey planks showing specks of red paint that had worn away over the years.  On board, a large black man in a sweaty tee-shirt and jeans was hauling in a crab trap.

    "Excuse me?"  Jonas said as he approached.  The man continued working.  "Hey, excuse me...you Philippe?"

    "Who wants to know?"

    "My name's Taylor, a professor of marine biology. A friend of Mac's."

    "Mac owes me money.  You got my money?"

    "No. I mean, I've got enough for you to take me out to the sight of the whale kill, but I don't know anything about..."

    "...dead humpback floating about two miles out.  Cost you fifty American."

    "Fine, half now, half when we get back."  Jonas held up the bills for Philip's approval.

    "Okay, les-go."

    Jonas held out the money, then pulled back.  "Just one thing, no motor on the way out."

    "You want me to row us out two mile?  Nah, keep you money..."

    "Okay, double.  Half now, half when we get back."  

    The islander looked Jonas up and down for the first time. "Okay, one hundred.  First you tell me why you no want no motor?"

    "Let’s just say I don't want to disturb the fish."

                   *           *          *

    Jonas knew he needed some kind of evidence to proof his theory that the female had surfaced. The large fishing hauls off the Saipan coast was a possible indicator that something was disturbing the local shark population. The whale and dolphin beachings could also indicate the massive predator’s presence. But neither events were the proof Jonas needed. If the humpback that Philippe had located had been killed by the female, the oversized bite radius, or better yet, a white Meg tooth, would be all the evidence Jonas required. Paddling out to the sight was simply a necessary precaution.    

    Even with Jonas manning an oar, it still took nearly an hour to reach the spot. Shirtless and sweaty, the two men let the boat drift against the black, oozing carcass.  

    “There she is, Doc. Looks like de sharks been eatin at her all day. Not much left.”

    The dorsal surface of the dead whale floated along the calm sea, its stench overpowering. Jonas used his paddle to manipulate the carcass, bobbing it up and down along the surface. It was much too heavy to flip over.

    “What’ch you tryin to do?” asked Philippe.

    “I need to see what killed this whale. Can we flip it over.”

     “Twenty-five dollar.”

     “Twenty-five? You planning on getting in the water for that much?”

     “Nah. Too many sharks. Look der.” 

     Jonas spotted the fin. “Is that a tiger shark?"

     “Yeah, dat's a tiger. Mean sucker, too.  Don't worry, if it gets too frisky I kill 'em wit me six-shooter!"  Philippe pulled the pistol from his waistband.

    "Philippe, please...no noise."  Jonas shined his flashlight over the clear sur​face of the black water.  Waves lapped against the ship's hull.  Jonas suddenly realized they were an easy target.

    The small beam of light caught a large body moving rapidly beneath the surface, a flash of white disappearing quickly into the dark water.  

   "Jesus, what de hell was dat?!"

    Jonas looked at Philippe, the big man had fear in his eyes.  "What's wrong, what is it?"

    "Some'ting below us, Doc. I can feel it vibrating under de water. Some'ting very big..."

    The wooden boat began moving, slowly at first, revolving in a counter-clockwise direction.  They were spinning in a whirlpool, caught within a current originating far below the surface.  The two men hung onto the side for support as the craft began pick​ing up speed.

    Philippe had his gun out, pointing into the water. “De devil his’self down der!” 

    The horizon swirled about them.  Jonas looked down, the hair on the back of his neck standing on end. 

     Something large and white was racing for the surface!

    The mass exploded out of the water, causing Philippe to scream. 

    It was an Orca, its ravaged carcass bleeding badly. 

    The tiger shark​ circled close by.

    Philippe caught his breath as Jonas shone his flashlight across the dead creature's stomach. That's when he and Philippe saw it–a huge bite mark, several feet deep, nearly ten feet across.

    “Mother of God! What de hell did dat?!”  Before Jonas could answer, Philippe slammed the outboard motor into the water and started the engine.

    “No--wait!” Jonas shouted.

    The engine roared to life, Philippe steering the boat in a sharp turn back toward shore.

   The Saipan native turned to Jonas, his eyes wide. “Der’s a monster down dere, some'ting real big!  No fish I ever seen could'a kill an Orca like dat!  You chasin de devil, mon. 

     “Keep yo' money--we goin' in now!”

7. Why is Jonas in Saipan?

A. He wanted to get together with his old pal,         Mac.

B.  He’s after evidence that the Megalodon has surfaced.

C. He’s searching for a fossilized MEG tooth.

D. None of the above.

8. Why does Jonas insist on Philippe rowing           them out?

A. He is concerned about the noise alerting the Meg.

B. He doesn’t want to disturb the sleeping              locals. 

C. He doesn’t want to disturb the whale                  carcass.

D. All of the above.

9.  According to Philippe, what killed the             Orca?

A. Something big...a monster.

B. The Megalodon.

C. The tiger shark.

D. None of the above.

10.  Jonas Taylor risks his life to prove the female Megalodon surfaced from the abyssal waters of the Mariana Trench. If you were Jonas, would you venture out into the waters off Saipan in a small boat in the middle of the night? How else might you go about proving the Megalodon has risen? Use information from the passage and your own ideas. Write in the space below.

As you write, be sure to:

$ 
Summarize the dangers Jonas is facing.                   Write neatly and clearly. 

$ 
Include your own ideas on how to find the Meg.     Use only the space provided.                                      
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ATTACK
    The full moon reflected off the windshield of the helicopter, illuminating the interior of the small compartment. 

     For nearly four hours, Mac had flown his chopper along a thirty-mile patch of ocean, hovering two-hundred feet above the black Pacific.  They had searched and located nearly two dozen pods of whales without seeing a trace of the Megalodon, and the initial excitement Jonas had felt was quickly turning to boredom as he realized just how difficult their task was going to be.

    "This is crazy, Jonas!"  Mac shouted over the noise of the rotors.

   Jonas adjusted his head-set. "How are we set for fuel?"

    "Another fifteen minutes and we'll have to turn back."

    "Mac, look ahead, about eleven o'clock.  There's another pod of Humpbacks.  Let's follow them awhile, then we'll turn back."

    "You're the boss."  Mac changed course to intercept the pod.

     Jonas focused on the Pacific with his ITT Night Mariner Gen III binoculars. The bi-focal night glasses penetrated the dark, improving light amplification by using a coating of gallium-arsenide on the photo cathode of the intensifier. The black sea now appeared a pale shade of gray, revealing the quickly-moving behemoths as they rose up and down along the surface of the Pacific. 

      Mounted below the helicopter was a small gyrostabilizer platform which held a thermal imager pod in place. Mac had “borrowed” the Agema Thermovision 1000 infrared thermal imager from the Coast Guard. Inside the cabin was its monitor, attached to a video-

recorder. The thermal imager was designed 

to detect objects in the water by the electromagnetic radiation the object emitted. The internal temperature of a warm body would appear on the monitor as a hot spot against the image of the cold sea. The warm-blooded whales were easily detected; the Megalodon’s internal temperature would be slightly cooler.

    Jonas was worried. It was vital that the Megalodon be located quickly. With each hour that passed, the circumference of the female’s predicted course would extend an additional twenty miles. Soon, there would simply be too much ocean to cover, even with their sophisticated tracking equipment.

    Jonas felt himself becoming mesmerized by the moonlight dancing across the ocean, barely noticing the white mass as it streaked across his peripheral vision.  The moon had illuminated something below the surface.  For a moment it seemed to glow.

    "See something, Doc?"

    "Not sure.  Where's that pod?"

    "Just ahead, three hundred yards."

    Jonas located the spouts, then focused with the night glasses.  "I can make out two bulls, a cow and her calf...no, make that two cows, five whales total. Can you get us on top of them?"

     The helicopter hovered above the pod, keeping pace as the whales changed directions, turning north.

    "What's goin' on, Doc?"

    Jonas concentrated on the black water.       "There!"

    To the south a glow appeared, streaking beneath the surface like a giant white torpedo.

   Mac saw her on the monitor. "I can’t believe it, you actually found her. What's she doing?"

    Jonas looked at Mac.  "I think she’s stalking the calf."

                        *            *         *

    One hundred feet below the black Pacific, a deadly game of cat and mouse was taking place. The humpbacks’ sonar had detected the hunter’s presence miles back, the mammals altering their course to avoid a confrontation. As the albino predator closed to intercept, the two cows moved to surround the calf, the larger bulls taking positions at the front and rear of the pod.

    The Meg slowed, circling to the right of her quarry.  The warm-blooded creatures were larger than the female, their close formation preventing a direct attack.  The humpbacks remained close to the surface, continuously breaching, nervously observing their unwanted guest.  The Megalodon circled once more, sizing up her prey, marking the position of the calf.

    As the albino  predator crossed in front of the leader, the forty-ton bull broke from the group and made a run at the Meg.  Although the humpback whale possessed baleen instead of teeth, it was still quite dangerous, able to ram the female with its head. The male humpback’s charge was sudden, but the Meg was too quick, accelerating away from the pod, then returning in a wide arc.

                  *          *         *

    "What do you see?"

    Jonas was peering through the night glasses.  "Looks like the lead bull is chasing the Meg away from the pod."

    "Wait a minute, did you say the whale's chasing the Meg?"  Mac chuckled.  "I thought this Megalodon of yours was supposed to be fearsome?"

    Jonas loaded the tracking dart, snapping it into the custom-designed barrel of his rifle.  "Don't be fooled, Mac.  Don't be fooled."

                  *           *         *

    The pod once again altered its course, heading southeast to lose the hunter. This time, the Meg’s wide, circular path intersected that of the two cows.  The lead bull moved to intercept, only this time the Meg retreated to the rear, leading the bull far away from the safety of the pack.

    As the male humpback turned to rejoin the pod, the predator circled quickly, intercepting the isolated bull from its flank.  With a frightening burst of speed and power, the Megalodon launched her 40,000 pound girth at the retreating humpback, her upper jaw hyper-extending away from her mouth, her nine-foot maul slamming onto the retreating humpback's huge fluke. In seconds, razor-sharp upper rows of teeth sliced through the muscular tail of the whale before the mammal knew what happened.

    So large and powerful was the bite that it amputated the fluke from the apex of the whale's tail, sending the bull writhing in violent contortions. 

    An agonizing, high-pitched moan reverberated from the dying cetacean into the night as its assassin swallowed the remains of its fluke.

                        *         *        *

    A chill ran down Mac’s spine. "What the hell was that?"

    "Can't be sure,” said Jonas, the night glasses pressed against his eyes, “but I think the Meg just tore off the humpback's fluke."

    "What?"

    "Forget the pod, Mac.  Stay with the bull."

                         *         *        *

    Warm blood gushed from the whale’s gaping wound as the crippled humpback feebly attempted to propel itself forward with its massive lateral flippers. 

     The Megalodon’s second attack came from the front and was even more devastating than the first. Seizing the baleen fringed edges of the dying creature's mouth, the shark ripped and tore apart an entire section of the humpback's throat, peeling the long strip of grooved hide and blubber away from the body like the husk from an ear of corn.

    Helplessly drifting in the ocean swells, the tortured mammal wailed its death song to the rest of the pod, which propelled themselves as one body, distancing themselves from the scene of the carnage.

     Focused on her kill, the Megalodon continued feasting on the soft flesh of her prey, swallowing thousands of pounds of warm blood and blubber.

    And then the feeding monster registered the rapid vibrations from above.

                         *          *          *

    "What's happening, Jonas?"

    "It's hard to tell, there's so much blood. What’s your thermal imager picking up?”

    "No good, Doc. The blood’s spreading out over the surface and it’s so warm that it’s camouflaging any objects the imager could pick up. I'll have to bring us closer."

    "Not too close, Mac.  There's no predicting what the Meg might do."

    "Relax.  You want to get a good shot, don't you?"  Mac descended to thirty feet.  "Can you see any better now?"

    Jonas looked through the night glasses.  Yes, now he could make out the Megalodon’s white hide, her glow minimized by the warm blood pooling along the surface.

    Then, as Jonas watched, she simply disappeared.

    "Damn."

    "What?"

    "She went deep.  I wonder if the vibrations of the copter scared her off?  Or maybe she feels threatened by our presence around her kill?"

    Jonas searched the sea below.  He could see the dark shadow of the dead humpback floating in its entrails. Where was the Meg?  

    "Mac, I've got a bad feeling about this.  Take us higher."

    "Higher?"

    "Damn it, Mac, higher--now!"

    The Megalodon rose straight out of the sea like a submarine-launched ballistic missile, flying at the hovering helicopter faster than Mac could increase his altitude.  

     Losing his balance, Jonas slid out of his seat, his right foot dangling free and out the open cockpit as the G-force of the copter’s climb pushed him towards the door. Only the seatbelt kept his body from falling into the night where the garage-sized head was rising straight up at him, the alabaster monster’s fangs a mere five feet away. 

     As if in slow motion, Jonas watched the upper jaw jut forward of the mouth, revealing blood-red gums and white teeth, so close he could have kicked them with his dangling right leg. But he couldn't move, paralyzed with fear, his body hanging out of the open copter door. Somehow he held on, whipping his leg back into the cockpit as the jaws slammed together in the spot his limb had been. 

    The copter reached sixty feet just as the Meg’s broad snout connected from below, sending the airship sideways and out of control. 

    "Come on, God damn it!"  Mac grunted, as he clutched his control stick with both hands and the cabin spun beneath them.

    The copter was slicing towards the sea at a thirty-degree angle when the mighty rotors finally caught air. 

     Mac pulled the chopper out of its nose-dive seconds short of plunging into the Pacific.  The pilot groaned with relief as his airship soared above the waves, making its getaway.


    "Gawd-damn, Jonas, I think I just crapped my pants!"

    Jonas fought to catch his breath. His limbs were quivering, his voice abandoning him. After a good minute, he forced the words out of his parched throat. "She's...she's a lot bigger than I thought

* * *
11. Mac’s infrared thermal imager could help          

      locate the Megalodon by:

A. detecting objects in the water by their                

     electromagnetic radiation.

B. provide infrared night images.

C. All of the above.

D. None of the above.

12. The 40-ton bull whale attempted to:

A. Bite the Meg using its baleen.

B. Lead the Meg away from the pod. 

C. Ram the Meg with its head.

D. Slap the Meg with its powerful fluke.

13. The Meg leaped from the sea because:

A.  She thought the helicopter wanted to eat her kill.

B. She wanted to eat Jonas.

C. She wanted to kill the rest of the whale             pod. 

D. The helicopter’s light annoyed her.

MEG; A Novel of Deep Terror

PREP TEST FOR STATE BOARDS

NORTHSHORE

    Thirty-foot swells rolled into Oahu’s Sunset Beach, carrying large chunks of whale blubber and debris that littered the sand.  The tourists didn't seem to mind.  They'd been gathering all day to watch local surfers brave the most dangerous waves on Earth, where wiping out could mean crashing into the sharp coral reef below.

    Eighteen-year-old Zach Richards had been cutting waves on Oahu's Northshore since he was twelve.  His younger brother, Jim, had only recently begun training on the mammoth waves that rolled in each winter from Alaska and Siberia.  This afternoon swells had been rising steadily with the incoming tide. Now, as evening approached, the waves were reaching heights of twenty feet or more, and the bloody chunks of whale carcass had become more than just a nuisance–shark fins had been spotted sporadically all day.  Still, the surfers had an audience, mostly girls, and to Zach and Jim, that alone was worth the risk.

    Jim was still pulling on his black wet suit when Zach and two of his surfer buddies, Scott and Ryan, caught their first set of waves.  Glancing back at Marie McQuire, Jim gave a quick wave. When the pretty brunette waved back, he almost tripped on his board in his hurry to get in the surf and join the group.

    Jim paddled out as Michael Barnes, a twenty-two-year-old sporting tattoos on every muscle, caught an eighteen footer.  Spotting the paddling surfer, he cut across the wave to intercept.  

  Jim looked up at the last moment to see Barnes's surfboard on a collision course with 

his head. Quickly, he rolled off his own board 

and braced his head between both hands, tucking his chin.  The concussion of the incoming wave plowed into his stomach, the black water tossing and dragging him thirty feet into shore. Coughing up salt water, Jim rose to the surface in time to see Barnes paddling back out, laughing.

    "Bastard!"  Jim yelled, but the surfer was too far away to hear.  Yanking on his leash, he squirmed back on his board and paddled out to his brother.  Zach was waiting just beyond the break point, straddling his own board.

    "You okay, Jimmy?"

    “What's that guy's problem?"

    "Barnes was born an asshole and he'll die an asshole," said Scott.

    "Yeah, well I hope it's soon."

    "Try to stay out of his way," Scott warned,   "he's not worth it."

    "C'mon Jim,” said his brother. “Let's ride some waves.  Remember, just go, don't hesitate.  Put your head down and paddle as hard as you can.  You'll feel the wave take you, just aim for the bottom, make a turn and ride it out.  When you kick out, your legs'll probably be shaking.  If you go down, tuck tight, stay away from the bottom, the coral will..."

    "...slice me up, I know, Mom."

    "Hey, girls," Scott teased, "enough yapping, let's go."

    Jim fell on his stomach, paddled hard and raced towards the break.  All three surfers caught the swell, a massive twenty-two footer that broke to the right.  Jim bounced onto his feet gracefully, but took the descent at too great an angle and, unable to hold his balance,  plunged head-first into the water.

    The force of the breaking wave tossed him around and around as if he was in a giant washing machine.

    "Hah, look at that faggot!  My grandmother surfs better than that!"  Barnes was on the beach, squeezing himself between Marie and her girlfriend, Carol-Ann.

    "Why don't you show us how it's done," said Carol-Ann, hoping Barnes would leave. 

    Barnes stared at the girl, then looked at Marie. "I will,” he said. “But not for you, Carol-Ann. This ride's for Marie!"  Barnes grabbed his board and ran into the ocean like an excited twelve year old.

    Moments later, all five surfers were straddling their boards, waiting on the next set.  They were a good half-mile out, in water over forty-feet deep.

                        *        *        *

    In just seventy-two hours, the female had attacked eight different pods of whales, killing and feeding off of four of the mammals while mortally wounding three more. Haunting calls from the humpback and gray whales reverberated through miles of ocean.  Almost as one, the pods began altering their migratory course, skirting west, away from the coastal waters of Hawaii.  By morning of the third day, not a whale could be seen off the islands.

    The Megalodon sensed the departure of its prey, but did not give chase.  In the waters surrounding the island chain it had detected a new stimuli, and was curious. 

    Gliding effortlessly through the thermocline, the boundary between sun-warmed waters and the ocean depths, it moved its head in a continuous, lateral motions as it swam.  Beneath the thick conical snout, water passed through the creature’s grapefruit-size nostrils and into its nasal capsule. The independently directional orifices were capable of sampling water on both sides of the head, enabling the Meg to determine the direction of a particular scent.  

    By late afternoon, the predator had followed the new scent to Waialu Bay, in the northern coastal waters of Oahu.

                   *           *         *

    "Where the hell are the waves?" Barnes yelled. The five surfers had been sitting on their boards for nearly ten minutes.  The sun was going down, the air had turned chilly, and Barnes was losing his audience as the beach-goers began heading in.

    "Hey, I just felt a swell pass under me," said Scott.

     “Me too," said Zach.

     In unison, the five surfers went prone and began paddling frantically toward shore.       Maneuvering his board behind Jim's, Barnes grabbed the younger surfer’s leash and yanked back hard, propelling himself forward,  halting Jim’s momentum.  

    The four surfers caught the thirty-foot swell just as it broke, leaving Jim behind.

    "God-dammit, I hate that guy!"  He sat erect and sculled backwards to prepare for his next approach.  

     Sixty yards ahead, a seven foot white dorsal fin surfaced momentarily in the fading swell, then dived beneath the wave.

    "Oh, geez!"  Jim whispered, yanking his dangling legs back onto the surf board.

     Seconds later, the monster’s glowing upper torso exploded out of the surf without warning.  Zach, Ryan and Scott, near the bottom of the wave, remained unaware of what was happening behind them.

    Barnes had just made his turn when a massive white wall emerged in front of him out of nowhere.  The nose of his surfboard plowed hard into the Megalodon's five-foot-long gill slits as Barnes’ face and chest simultaneously smashed into the towering object. The sudden impact sent Barnes flipping backwards into the breaking wave, the raw power of which drove the semi-conscious surfer toward the coral reef below.

    Weak and disoriented, Barnes managed to right himself in the ocean’s fury and get his head above water. His board was still attached to his ankle by its leash and he held onto it with both hands.  His nose was broken and bleeding from both nostrils. His chest burned painfully. Barnes cursed under his breath and looked for the reckless sailboat he thought he had just hit.  "I'll kill that jerk," he mumbled.

    He tried to hoist his bruised body onto the board, but fell back into the water in agony.  At least two ribs were broken, but the worst pain came from his chest.  Looking down, he was shocked to see that most of his tan skin had been sheared off, the bloody pink subcutaneous tissue exposed in the failing light.

    "What the hell?" Looking back, he saw another swell approaching rapidly, rising as it blotted out the darkening magenta horizon.  Gingerly, he inched himself onto the board, supporting his weight with his elbows and knees, preparing to ride the wave in.

    Seconds before the twenty foot swell reached the surfer, the Megalodon rose from the dark sea beneath him, its opening jaws engulfing Barnes and his surfboard and lifting both a dozen feet into the air.  As the wave crashed into its exposed girth, the monster slammed its mouth close on surfer and board like a steel bear-trap, crushing its prey behind forty-thousand pounds per square inch. 

    The brute shook its head back and forth, shredding the remains of the carcass still dangling from its jaws, sending chunks of pink flesh and fiberglass cascading outward in a thousand directions.  Then it was gone.

    Screams rose along the beach. Most of the remaining bathers had witnessed the attack, and now dozens more were standing at the water’s edge, trying to see into the advancing darkness. 

     Having ended their ride, Ryan, Scott and Zach paddled through the surf towards the screaming crowd.

    "What's up with them, man?" asked Scott, confused.

    "They must want more,” Ryan laughed.

    "No, stupid, they want us to come in.  Hey, where's Jim?"

                     *          *         *

    Still hungry, the female circled the pool of blood, gnashing her teeth as her senses searched the area for more prey.  

    Beneath her thick skin, along her lateral line, was a canal of sensory cells called neuromasts that extended the entire length of her body.  Mucous contained in the lower half of the canals transmitted vibrations from the seawater to these sensory cells, giving the predator an echolocation “visual” of its surroundings.

                      *          *          * 

    Jim Richards shivered from cold and absolute fear.  He had witnessed the massacre and now could only watch as the monster circled less than thirty yards in front of him.  He felt vomit rising in his throat and swallowed hard to keep it down. The point-break lay a good ten yards ahead, but Jim didn’t dare paddle for it. He knew from watching the Discovery Channel that the slightest vibrations would attract the shark.  He looked around in all directions, still no rescue boats or copters in sight. 

    Quietly, Jim slipped the leash from his ankle.  

    Somehow, the enormous Great White seemed to detect the inaudible disturbance, its towering white dorsal fin gliding forward to investigate!  

    Jim froze, willing his muscles and nerves to be still. Looking down, he saw his board  quivering in the water.

    The Megalodon rose to the surface, its dorsal fin parting the water before it. The sheer mass of the Meg moving through the sea created a current, the movement of which pulled the surfboard and its passenger back and sideways at least ten feet.  The upper half of the caudal fin rose high out of the water higher even than Jim's head, he tail flicking inches from the teenager’s face.

    Jim felt something lifting him. His heart fluttered, anticipating the bloody mouth and rows of fangs.  But the shark was still swimming away from Jim’s position; the pressure had been caused by a swell. The next set was coming in! 

    The first wave rose under Jim's board, pushing it forward another six feet.  Point-break was still a good fifteen feet ahead, the monster thirty feet behind.  

     Now or never... Jim rolled quietly onto his stomach, pulling water slowly, tentatively. Ten feet to go, still no swell. He looked back, feeling his heart pounding in his chest.     

     The Megalodon turned, detecting the new vibrations. Its white snout broke the surface, moving within fifteen feet of Jim’s board.

     Go! 
     Jim slammed his face against the board, simultaneously gripping the outer edges with his ankles as he plunged his arms into the water, double-stroking furiously.

     The monster’s gums touched the insoles of his bare feet just as the wave caught the surfboard. Jim and his board exploded forward out of the Megalodon’s open mouth and plunged into darkness.

       Jim popped up at the last moment on  exhausted legs, crouching low as he  plummeted to the bottom of the mammoth  thirty foot swell in total darkness. 

    Having survived the incredible drop, Jim turned into the furious curl, his adrenaline pumping. Concerned about losing his balance, he allowed his right hand to reach back and brush against the moving wall of water, creating a backlash of froth.

    The Megalodon was mere feet from taking its prey from below when it detected the new vibrations originating from the boy's hand, the stimulus convincing the predator to alter its angle of attack. 

    Rising from beneath the wave, the creature burst through the curl just as the surfer cut back against the current.  

    Jim shot a quick glance over his right shoulder, seeing a head that was wider than a school bus. As the monster’s body plunged head first and down into the wave, the surfer cut again hard to his right, accelerating in the dark, shooting past the last place he’d seen the white shark.

    Jim knew he only had moments before the creature would relocate him.  As the wave sputtered out, he launched his body forward in a racing dive and swam for his life, a good hundred yards separating him from the shallows.

    The sea floor was rising quickly, the water now only twenty feet deep, but the Megalodon ignored the danger.  Tracking the reverberations of its fleeing prey, it accelerated through the sea, its powerful jaws opening...crushing its meal like a carton of eggs in a giant trash-compactor.  

    Jim Richards screamed as, twenty yards behind him, his surfboard was engulfed. 

    He screamed again as lifeguards grabbed him. He had spanned the final fifty yards with his head down and eyes squeezed tight.  The beach was lit by tikki torches, a crowd of over a hundred having gathered on shore.  They were chanting, "Jim, Jim, Jim..."

    Zach was hugging him now, slapping him on the back and telling him what a great job he had done. He was exhausted, shaking with fear, the burst of adrenaline nearly forcing him to puke. He caught himself as Marie appeared, a huge smile stretched across her beautiful face.

    "Are you okay," she asked.  "You scared the heck out of me."

    “I did?” He cleared his throat and took a breath. "Yeah, no problem."  Then, seeing his opening, he gave Marie a crooked smile and said, "So, you doing anything tonight?"

* * *

14. The Megalodon is lured away from         the deeper waters by:

A. The scent of man.

B. The fleeing whale populations.

C. The breaking waves.

D. None of the above.

15. Barnes surfaced, believing:

A. He was about to die.

B. He had struck another surfer.

C. He had cut his chest on the coral reef. 

D. He had collided with a sailboat.

16. Jim abandoned his silence and            began paddling to:

A. Impress Maria.

B. Escape Barnes.

C. Catch the next wave.

D. Escape the Meg’s current.

17. Jim most likely managed to ride out                                                                                                                                                        

      the 30 foot wave because:

A. He was more focused on the Meg.

B. He was hopped up on adrenaline.

C. He wanted to impress Maria.

D.  All of the above. 
18.  In NORTHSHORE, the author seems to go to lengths to establish the contrast between the negative Barnes character and the chapter’s hero, Jim. In your opinion, how does this affect the emotions of the  reader? Use information from the passage and your own ideas. Write in the space below.

As you write, be sure to:

$ 
Describe who you rooted for in the passage.       Write neatly and clearly. 

$ 
Indicate whether you liked the technique.            Use only the space provided.                                      
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MEG; A Novel of Deep Terror

PREP TEST FOR STATE BOARDS

HELL
    Jonas Taylor opened his eyes, shocked to find himself alive, breathing in darkness. He was still in his mini-sub, and the mini-sub was intact...inside the belly of the Megalodon!               Air? How much do I have left?
    Although the AG-I's batteries were dead, the sub's small back-up generator could power the life-support systems for almost an hour.            Jonas switched on the exterior light, confirming his worst fear.

     The Abyss Glider was lodged in the upper regions of the Megalodon's stomach.  Warm seawater steamed the Lexan glass, as brownish objects swirled within the tight, pinkish walls.        Jonas glanced at the external temperature gauge: Eighty-nine degrees.

    "Amazing," he said aloud, more to keep his mind focused, away from the terrible thoughts that created panic. 

    Thick chunks of whale blubber slapped across the glass cone.  Jonas felt queasy, but couldn't keep himself from looking.  He could discern the remains of a porpoise, a rubber boot, and several pieces of wood. Molten globs of partially digested whale blubber sizzled along the unseen periphery.  And then he saw something different.

    It was a human leg, snapped off at the knee. Another glob appeared, an upper torso, badly mangled. The figure had a head, its face still recognizable...

    Danielson!

    Jonas gurgled, his scream cut off by the rising vomit. The walls closed in upon him, and he convulsed in fear. 

    The sub shifted hard to one side, rolling with the gaping stomach, sloshing the remains of Taylor’s former commanding officer out of sight as the host hurled itself in and out of the ocean.

    Jonas shook uncontrollably, his nerves trembling amid carnal horror the likes of which could not be imagined. He had not really known claustrophobia, not known fear until now.  

    Then he remembered Terry. She, among all things could give him hope.  "She's still alive," he grunted out loud. "And so am I.  Concentrate, dammit! Think. Where are you?"

    He forced his mind to recall the clean, clinical diagrams of the Great White Shark’s internal anatomy he knew so well. The submersible had cleared the esophagus. Jonas knew he must be in the upper regions of the stomach.  What could he do? Was it possible to kill the Megalodon from within?
    Jonas realized these rational thoughts had slowed his breathing. "You're okay,” he said, “you're okay.” His pulse pounded in his ears, getting louder. He found he could barely hear himself speak.

    "Wait, that's not my pulse," he suddenly realized. The diagram re-appeared in his head, the esophagus, the stomach...

    “It’s her heart!” The two-chambered heart lay behind the gills, forward of the enormous liver and directly below the stomach!

    A calm resolve began to settle over Jonas.  He had a plan--a ray of hope.  He would see Terry again. He rolled onto his side and located a small compartment below his seat cushion. The storage area held an emergency mask, regulator, and small oxygen tank.  He removed all three, attached the mask, and made sure the oxygen flowed.  Satisfied, he searched for the sub’s underwater knife.

    It was gone.  

    Now what? How could he possibly hope to cut through the thick muscular tissue of the Meg's internal organs?  Feeling around the storage area, his fingers felt the familiar leather pouch. 

    Yes, it might work!
   Pulling it to him, he removed the fossilized tooth from its protective satchel, tucking it in the belt of his wetsuit.  He took a flashlight, then secured the small cylinder of oxygen across his chest with the velcro-straps.  He was ready.

    Jonas unscrewed the escape hatch in the sub's tail. The rubber housing lost its suction with a hiss as he pushed the circular door open. A thick liquid, hot to the touch, oozed into the sub.  Breathing through the regulator, Jonas pushed his head out of the open hatch, shining the flashlight into the acidic darkness.

    The Megalodon's stomach revealed a confined, twisting chamber of muscle, constantly moving, churning debris in a caustic atmosphere of humidity, burning excretions, and seawater. The digestive organ protested his presence, releasing high-pitched gurgling noises alternating with a series low, resonating growls. Beneath it all, the constant thumpa-thumpa of the Megalodon's heart vibrated through Jonas's being.

    With no discernible top nor bottom, the stomach simply appeared to be a pocket of continuously collapsing and expanding muscle.      Jonas carefully swung his right leg out of the AG-I, feeling the submersible shift positions as he did so.  His right foot touched the stomach lining, giving him the sensation of stepping on a surface of molten putty. A thick liquid oozed from pores in the stomach muscle, squishing between his toes and scalding his foot. 

    As Jonas pulled his other leg through the hatch, the stomach lining bulged beneath him, sending the entire compartment rolling 270-degrees. Both his feet slipped out from under him, tossing him blindly onto his back. 

    He could feel the heat of the mucous lining attacking his wetsuit. Gagging, he rolled over on all fours and crawled on his hands and knees on the uneven, thickly muscled surface.

    His hands began to burn. The change of temperature fogged his mask. Holding his breath, he rose to his knees and removed the mask, spitting inside. Rubbing the glass clear, he gagged at the acidic smell, which burned his eyes.

    Jonas sucked hard on the regulator, quickly returning the mask to his face.  Yes, that was better. “Stay calm, breath slowly,” he coached himself. Now, which way was the shark’s underside?  He felt a change in pressure and grabbed the tail wing of the AG-I just as he was tossed backwards again, the mini-sub nearly sliding on top of him. As he dodged it, something moved. He shone his light on an object, no, two objects, shiny...the AG's broken wings!  They slid further into the stomach, guided by the muscular walls of the digestive tract.

    Jonas calculated as the Megalodon leveled out once more.  He placed his ear to the swollen mass below him, hearing the thumpa, thumpa, thumpa grow louder. Bracing himself against the heavy submersible, he grasped the serrated, seven-inch tooth like a prehistoric knife, and plunged the sharp tip into the stomach lining below.

    The tooth bounced off the thick, muscular wall, popping out of his hand.  Frantic, he felt along the lining, relocating the tooth.  A sense of dread shattered his calm. 

     I'm going to die in here.

    “Stop! Think about Terry!” 

    On all fours, he held the tooth with both hands, pressing down with his weight, this time using the serrated edges as a saw.  The thick fibrous tissue began splitting, but it was slow work, like cutting through raw meat with a butter knife. Still, it was working. Jonas traced a four-foot-long incision into the thick tissue, then kept rubbing the edges of the blade against the resilient muscle.

    Within minutes, Jonas was exhausted.  Whale blubber and other debris were  compressing in the stomach, pushing hard against his back. He refused to look, afraid to see what, or who, it might be.

   The tooth finally sliced through the six-inch-thick lining, and Jonas pushed his head through the newly-created slit. 

    Having exited the stomach, he found himself in a totally different environment.

    The cardiac chamber was a tight, fleshy crawl space no more than two feet around.  Jonas squeezed his body prone into the crawl space, wedging his back against a layer of striated muscle.  It gave.  He inched forward, one hand holding the flashlight, the other gripping the tooth, heading in the direction of the bass drum that pounded louder in his brain.

   The chamber began widening, the heartbeat getting stronger, vibrating the fleshy walls around Jonas.  And then he saw it in the beam of light, a five-foot rounded mass of muscle, suspended like a giant hornet’s nest by thick cords of blood vessels.

    Jonas gripped the band of pulsating vessels, registering the hot liquid coursing through the aorta as the monstrous heart pounded against his chest, growing louder now, beating faster.

    Enveloped in the insanity of darkness, Jonas hacked blindly at the aorta. Warm blood spurted in a thousand directions, Jonas barely able to maintain a grip. 

   Based upon the angle of the moving chamber, Jonas suddenly realized the Meg was rising, probably to attack. 

    Terry... 
    With renewed energy and sense of purpose, Jonas wrapped the crook of his left arm around the bundle of cords and braced his bare feet against the soft tissues of the chamber walls above him. Inverted, pulling the beating muscle downward with all his might, he cut into the chord f vessels with one powerful downward slash!

                     *          *         *

    Twelve feet from the surface, its upper jaw hideously hyperextended, the attacking Megalodon suddenly froze. 

    Seconds from death, a bewildered Terry Tanaka looked down, her pulse pounding.  

   The only movement came from the shark’s powerful caudal fin, which twitched involuntarily. Somehow, she had been spared.

                     *          *         * 

    In total darkness, Jonas lay on his back, covered in a rising river of hot blood. Pressed against his heaving chest like an enormous tree trunk, was the detached heart of the 40,000 pound Megalodon.

                *             *         *

19. What line BEST describes Jonas’s                first cognitive thought upon          regaining consciousness?

A. That he was in the Meg’s belly.

B. That the sub was still intact.

C. That he only had about an hour to live.

D. That somehow, he was still alive.

20. What did Jonas use to cut through the        thick stomach muscle?

A. His trusty hunting knife.

B. His fossilized Meg tooth.

C. The sub’s knife.

D. A torch.

21. What was the strongest driving                    thought that kept Jonas alive and        moving through the Meg’s internal        organs?

A. That he didn’t want to die.

B. That he wanted to see Terry again.

C.  Fear.

D.  Claustrophobia.

22. Jonas killed the Megalodon by:

A. Cutting open its stomach.

B. Slicing open its aorta.

C. Cutting out its heart.

D. Causing massive indigestion.

23.  In HELL, the author has his hero swallowed alive. In the space below, describe the CLUE the author used to foreshadow this event, and the logical action steps Jonas took in killing his foe in order to survive. 

       What is the most frightening thing that ever happened to you? What logical action steps were you able to take, if any, to remove yourself/cope with the situation? Use information from the passage and your own ideas. Write in the space below.

As you write, be sure to:

$ 
Describe the author’s clue.                        Write neatly and clearly. 

$ 
Detail Jonas’s action plan.                         Use only the space provided. 

$ 
Describe your experience.                                                                 
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UPON COMPLETING THE NOVEL:

24. Jonas’s story continues in the MEG sequel, THE TRENCH, by Steve Alten (Pinnacle Books). Based upon how MEG ended, how might the sequel begin in relation to:

* Jonas and Terry’s relationship. 

* The Megalodon pup.  
______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________

25. Have you e-mailed the author?

______________________________________________________________________________

26. Have you surfed the www.MEGsite.com website?

______________________________________________________________________________

27. Was the novel enjoyable?

______________________________________________________________________________

28. Would you read more books by this author?

_____________________________________________________________________________

29. Do you think you will read books like MEG on your own? 

______________________________________________________________________________
In this chapter, we meet Professor Jonas Taylor, a former navy deep-sea submersible pilot. 


In this chapter, Jonas Taylor and his friend, Mac, search the waters 


off Saipan for evidence the female Megalodon has surfaced.  


In this chapter, Jonas and Mac come face to face with the female Megalodon. 


In this chapter, the Megalodon attacks a group of surfers. 


In this chapter, Jonas finds himself in the belly of the Megalodon. 





