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Chapter One

“Look, Mal. Over there.”

The two boys started to swim back to the sand.”
They were the only swimmers that day, so they
knew' the young girl had her eye on them. Both
boys moved very fast in the water, like two large
fish. They reached the sand and ran across to
her.

“Hi. I'm Barry and this is Mal. We haven’t
seen you round here before.”

The girl’s face turned a little red. Her eyes
were brown, and her black hair shone in the sun.

“I’m new here. My family has just arrived.
We’re from Greece.”

“Greece. That’s a long way from Australia.
You speak English well. What’s your name?”
asked Barry.

“Despina.”

“What do you think of Melbourne?”’

“Melbourne’s OK. I like the hot weather, but
I’m a bit afraid of the sea. In Greece our village
was high up in the mountains. I never saw the
sea there, and I can’t swim very well yet.”

“Mal and I can teach you. We grew up around
here. We swam before we could walk! There’s
nothing to be afraid of.”
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“Thanks. I'd like that. But I could never swim
out there like you do. The water’s much too deep
for me.” |

Barry laughed. “That’s not deep. We often go
miles out in a boat and swim around for hours.”

“But isn’t that dangerous? My father said
there are things in the sea that can kill you.,”

Barry laughed again.

“He means sharks. They’re the only
dangerous fish. And we’re not afraid of them,
are we Mal?”

“No, not a bit. We’re fishermen. We didn’t
like school, so we left when we were sixteen. My
father has a big fishing boat and he gave us jobs.
Barry’s father works for my dad, too. And I
bought a boat last year. It’s old, but it works
well. Barry and I go out in it most weekends. So
we know -all about sharks.”

“Sharks.” Despina’s face turned white. “Are
there sharks around here?”’

“Sometimes,”. said Barry. “Sometimes they
come 1n and attack the swimmers. It’s happened
in less thian one metre of water.”

Mal said, “The life-savers keep their eye on
the sea all day in summer. They have a machine
that makes a loud noise. If they see a shark, they
turn it on, and the swimmers come out.”

“But we’re not children,” said Barry. ‘“We
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~don’t want life-savers. Come on, Mal. Let’s show
her.”

Suddenly the two boys ran into the sea. They
went under the water, and for a minute Despina
couldn’t see them. She saw their long strong
bodies move through the water. Ten minutes
later they were back with her again, wet and
happy.

“You see? Nothing happened. No sharks can
get us. We always see them first,” said Barry.
He sat down on the sand and closed his eyes.

“That’s right,”” Mal said. “One tried to attack
Barry years ago, but we stopped it.”

“Attack you! Where? What happened?”’

“Here,” Barry answered. “Mal and some
other boys were in the boat. I was in the water
fifty metres away. Mal started screaming, ‘Look
out, look out’. For a second I didn’t understand.
Then I saw it. It was a hundred metres away.”

“I swam really fast. I was a lot younger then
but I still couldn’t get away. I saw the shark
under the water. It passed me, then it turned
back and passed me again. The second time, my
right leg suddenly felt cold, but I didn’t stop.
‘I’'ll get away from you, old shark,” I thought.

“l saw the other boys reach the sand. Mal
wasn’t there. Then I saw him. He was in the
water.

““T'he shark came back again. I screamed a
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Mal to get away, but he didn’t stop. He didn’t
come to me — he swam to the shark.

“The shark was after me, so it didn’t know
Mal was there. Its head came out of the water,
and its mouth opened wide. For a second I
thought it was the end. Then Mal hit it in the
eye with his fishing knife.”

“What happened then?” asked Despina.

“I got to the sand and I saw blood all over
my leg. It didn’t hurt much but it was badly cut.
Look. You can still see it.”

He turned over and showed her the back of
his leg. There was a bright red line about thirty
centimetres long.

Despina felt sick. “A shark did that! It tried
to kill you!”

“I don’t think it did,” said Mal, with a laugh.
“One bite was enough. Barry doesn't taste very
good.”

“Look,” Barry said, “Mal and I are going out
fishing tomorrow. Come with us. Maybe we’ll
get a shark or two.” .

“Why do you want to get sharks? Why put
yourselves in danger?”’

“It’s not dangerous. Not if you know what
you’re doing,” answered Barry. “And we do.
The men on our boat still think we’re children.
But if we can get a shark, they won’t think of us
that way. One day we’ll get a really big one. But
tomorrow we’re not after sharks. Come. You’'ll

6



enjoy it.”’

“I don’t think my father would let me.”

“Well, don’t tell h1m We’ll meet you here at
9.00.”

The two boys ran away along the sand and
into the sea.

~ Chapter Two

Barry and Mal were more than good friends.
They were like brothers. But this wasn’t because
Mal saved Barry from the shark They were
friends long before that. _

But Barry knew . they could never be real
brothers. So he thought of something better.
They could be blood-brothers. Barry had a small
knife. He cut his own hand and then gave the
knife to Mal. Mal did the same. When there was
lots of blood, they held hands, and their blood
ran together. Now they were closer than real
brothers. |

Barry told Mal what blood-brothers meant.
- They would always be friends. Each would help
the other in every way. And, if things got
dangerous, each would die for the other.

So, when the shark was after Barry, Mal didn’t
think twice. Barry would do the same for him.
They were blood brothers now. It would be that
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way for ever.

Mal’s boat was called ‘Sharkey’. It was eight
metres long and mostly wooden. The sides were
bright blue, and the wheel-house was red. It was
old, but it was big enough and strong enough.

Mal and Barry hoped to go into business one
day. Lots of rich Americans came to ‘Australia
“to fish. And with big fish like sharks there was
a lot of money in the sport. Mal had the
‘Sharkey’ and Barry was a good fisherman. They
worked very well together. But people didn’t
want to go fishing for sharks with two boys. Well,
they were still young. With one big shark they
“ would be famous. Then they’d get a lot of
business.

At 9 o’clock, Barry carried the fishing lines on
to the boat. Mal went to the wheel-house and
started the motor.

“I don’t think she’s coming,” he called out to
Barry.
“No, maybe not. If she told her father, she
won’t be here.”

The boat started to move away. Then Barry
- saw Despina. He held out his hand.

“Here, jump in. We didn’t think you’d come.
OK, Mal, let’s go.”

‘Mal turned the boat out to sea and called to
" Barry. -






“Where will we go?”

“Over near Mornington. About eight kilo-
metres away. lhere were lots of fish there
yesterday morning.”’

[t was a beautiful day. There was no wind,
and the water was still. Barry gave Despina some
small dead fish. He taught her how to tie them
on the fishing-lines. After forty minutes, Mal
turned off the motor.

“OK,” he said to Barry. “We’ll try here for a
while.”

“Try for what?”’ Despina asked.

“Small fish, big fish, any fish.” Barry smiled
and put the lines into the water.

Half an hour went by. Nothing happened.
Another half hour passed but they didn’t want
to move. The sun was warm, and it was quiet.
Suddenly Barry spoke.

“The fish knew we were coming. Let’s go out
a. bit. Maybe another kilometre.”

The next place was better. Barry caught five fish
in ten minutes. Mal caught three, and Despina
got a small one. She felt a bit sick when Barry
cut it open with his knife. But she wanted to
learn everything. After lunch they fished some
more. Then it was time to go back.

“That’s enough, Mal. I’ll bring the’ lines in
and ... Wait! I've got a big one.” Barry held
the line with both hands. The fish was heavy
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and it was difficult to get it into the boat. When
they did, Despina couldn’t believe her eyes. This
fish was ten times larger than any of the others,
and it had a big black fin on its back. It moved
around the floor of the boat and tried to escape.

“What’s that?””’ asked Despina.

“A small shark. I said we’d get you one.”
Barry brought his foot down on the shark’s head
to stop it moving about. Then he cut it open
with his knife. The smell was very bad. Pieces of
fish and small stones fell out. Despina looked ill.

“Mal, Despina, look at this. It’s from a dead
man’s hand.” Barry held up a man’s finger.

“How did that get there?”’ Despina spoke in
a quiet voice, and her face was white.

“Don’t be afraid,”” Mal said. “It’s not difficult
to understand. These small sharks sometimes
move around on the bottom of the sea. So they
pick up all kinds of things, not only food.”

“Yes,”” said Barry, “Remember what
‘happened in Sydney, Mal?”

Poor Despina.. She was so afraid and she didn’t
want to hear any more. But Barry went on with
his story.

““There was a thief, and he took a lot of money
that belonged to a rich man. So the rich man
killed him. The police thought the thief was
dead, but they couldn’t do anything about it
because they couldn’t find the man’s body.
Weeks later a fisherman got a large shark. When
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he cut it open, he found a man’s hand inside.
There was a ring on one of the fingers. The
fisherman called the police. They saw the ring
and they knew it was the thief’s hand. In the
end the rich man told the police the story. Then
he showed the police the place where he cut up
the thief’s body and put it into the sea.” _

“I don’t believe you,” -Despina said. ‘“No-one
would do a thing like that.” |

“It’s true,” said Barry. ““And there are worse
stories than that. You read about them every
day in the newspapers.”

“Well, I don’t want to know about them.” She
started to walk away

“Look, Despina,” Barry answered. “If you live

by the sea, you must understand the sea. Man
eats fish, and some fish eat man. That’s life. I
don’t want to hurt you, but it’s better to know
about these things.”

Despina was not very happy now.

I want to go home. Please take me home.’

‘Barry put his arm around her.

“Come on, it’s all right. We’ll take you home.”
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Chapter Three

Next weekend Despina was afraid to go out in
the boat. But she met the boys when they came
back. They were very nice to her. Of the two,
she liked Barry more, ard he seemed to like her
a lot.

“Come out with us next Saturday, Despina.
This good weather won’t stay for long. Mal’s
boat is strong. Nothing can happen to us.”

She wanted to spend more time with Barry,
so she said yes.

Back in Greece, ifgespina’s village, there was
a boy called Stavros. He and Despina were the
same age. The villagers thought they would get
married one day. When she left Greece, Despina
thought the same. She wasn’t sure now. Stavros
wanted to come to Australia in 12 months. But
Greece and Stavros seemed a long way away
now.

There was nothing wrong with Stavros. He
was a kind person, and Despina liked him. But
she didn’t love him. She didn’t love Barry either.
Barry was different, that’s all. She enjoyed being
with him. He showed her a lot of new things.
And she felt happier than ever before. Despina
forgot about Stavros when she was with Barry.
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