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				Bindi looked up. Sleek and majestic, Big Mouth cruised above them, blocking out the sun. 

				Bindi wanted to shout in amazement but she was 10 metres underwater. Instead, she turned to her friend Kelly and gave her the thumbs up. 

				Kelly nodded and smiled, her eyes wide. 

				When the great whale shark had passed over and the sun was again visible through the crystal clear water, the girls followed at a respectful distance.

				Finally, Big Mouth dived down and disappeared out of sight. 

				Bindi motioned to Kelly, and they swam across to the reef overhang. Here it looked just like an octopus’s garden, a wonderland of different corals alive with myriad fish in a rainbow of colours. It was spectacular, and the perfect setting to see the world’s largest fish. 

				Kelly had the idea to come to see the whale sharks here at South Ari Atoll in the Maldives, a tropical island paradise of beautiful coral reefs and atolls in the oceans south of Sri Lanka. Kelly, who lived in Oregon in the USA, was totally mad about these enormous but harmless fish, which mainly fed on plankton and fish eggs. 

				The girls were helping Meena, a marine biologist who was studying the whale sharks that swam through these waters. There was much to learn. While people knew that some whale sharks travelled thousands of kilometres around the world’s oceans, no-one really knew how or where they bred.

				It was Meena who dubbed this particular fish Big Mouth, because his mouth was so wide. Now she swam across to the girls and motioned for them to follow her. Together they skirted the reef and then dived down.

				As Meena paddled on ahead, Bindi pointed out a stunning blue parrot fish to her friend. Nearby, a little clown fish was darting in and out of a colony of sea anemones. Through their diving masks the girls smiled and laughed.

				With a kick of her flippers, Bindi dived down even deeper. Below her a long ledge of pink coral jutted out from the reef side. She swam above it, admiring a pair of striped yellow butterfly fish.

				Then she spotted something lying on the coral below her. It was long and grey-brown. She swam a little closer. Bindi recognised it immediately due to the shape of the fish’s head. It was a baby hammerhead shark.

				But something was wrong. Bindi knew that sharks have to keep moving. They don’t lie down and take a nap. 

				She swam even closer to examine the fish. It was still and lifeless. Dead. But worse, it was missing all its fins. Bindi could see where the fins had been cut off, with a sharp knife, by the look of it.

				Bindi looked around for Meena and Kelly. They were not far off. She swam over and led them to the baby shark. 

				Meena shook her head. She pointed towards the surface. The girls nodded, and together they swam up slowly, heading back in the direction of the boat.

				‘That shark has been finned!’ Bindi shouted angrily when they surfaced. 

				Kelly tugged the air hose from her mouth. ‘Who would do that?’ she said. ‘I thought shark finning was illegal in the Maldives!’

				Meena pulled up her mask and shook the water from her face. ‘Shark finning is illegal here. But it still goes on. At least they didn’t get Big Mouth. I’d hate to see him killed off for a bowl of shark fin soup.’ 

				‘So would I,’ Bindi said. ‘But hammerhead sharks are endangered. And it was just a baby! That’s so wrong!’

				‘Come on, Bindi,’ shouted Kelly. ‘Let’s get back to the boat and see if we can catch those shark finners.’

				‘And if we do catch them,’ Bindi called out to her friend as she swam off, ‘I’ll turn them into soup!’
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				Back onboard the boat, Bindi, Kelly and Meena pulled off their diving gear and stowed it below deck. 

				When the girls had raised the anchor, Meena started the motor and slowly they chugged off in the direction of Male Atoll, where they were staying for the night at Meena’s place. 

				It was early afternoon, but they had a long trip ahead of them, around the atoll and across the open sea.

				Standing on the bow with Kelly, Bindi felt the sun warm on her skin. She looked down. The coral appeared as dark shapes below the aqua water. Here and there, it had grown so high it broke through the surface, little coral islands that seemed to float on the sea.

				‘It’s so beautiful!’

				‘Sure is,’ Kelly said. ‘But we’ve got to suss out who finned that baby hammerhead. I’m still fuming about it!’

				‘Me too,’ Bindi replied. ‘But it could have been anyone! How do we find them?’

				Kelly tapped her head. ‘We’ll need to use our noggins.’

				Just then Bindi spotted a boat off to starboard. It was heading east, and would eventually cross their path. 

				She pointed. ‘There’s our first suspect.’ 

				The boat was moving quickly, and soon they could see it was a ‘dhoni’, like Meena’s boat. A dhoni was a boat with a high, curved prow and traditionally made of coconut wood. It was unique to the Maldives, and many fishermen still used them here.

				As the boat drew near, the girls heard a shout. They turned to see Meena waving madly.

				‘Ah, they must be friends, not foe,’ Kelly said. 

				Two people on the boat were waving back.

				The girls ran across to Meena, who was sitting by the motor.

				‘Do you know them, Meena?’ Bindi asked.

				‘Yes, they’re fellow scientists. They’re studying the coral. I see them out here all the time.’ Meena smiled. ‘Their boat’s a bit faster than mine.’ 

				‘A bit?’ Kelly burst out laughing. ‘Compared to us they’re flying!’

				The boat overtook them and soon was just a dot on the sea. Kelly and Bindi returned to the bow to keep watch.

				Another boat appeared some way behind them. Whatever kind of boat this one was, it was super fast. In a matter of minutes it had caught up with them.

				The girls could see that the boat was a large modern fishing boat. It had red writing on its side.

				‘What’s that big reel on the back?’ Bindi asked Kelly.

				‘I think that’s a long line,’ Kelly replied. ‘That’s the new way they fish for tuna around here. Meena told me all about it.’ 

				The fishing boat overtook them and sped on. Now they were travelling in its frothy wake, which looked like a road cut across the surface of the water. 

				‘How does the long line work?’ Judging by the frown on Kelly’s face, Bindi almost wished she hadn’t asked.

				Kelly slumped against the side of the boat. ‘Well, they let out a long fishing line, sometimes longer than 100 kilometres, with thousands of shorter lines hanging off it, each with a hook,’ she said. ‘They pull it through the water then later reel it all in. Sure, they catch plenty of tuna. But they also catch lots of other things – sharks, turtles, even dolphins. Most of them die – they’re just called “bycatch”.’

				‘How unfair!’

				Kelly grimaced. ‘It’s totally unfair.’

				Bindi narrowed her eyes, ‘I guess it’s also an easy way to get your hands on shark fins.’

				Kelly nodded. ‘Meena said shark fin is like rhino horn around here. It’s really valuable. That’s why that little hammerhead lost his fin. To thicken up some shark fin soup.’

				Bindi felt her anger rise like an ocean wave. She looked down into the blue waters and thought about all the wonderful creatures that lived there. 

				The fishing boat’s wake was still visible on the surface. Bindi spotted something lying directly in their path. It was another lifeless shark. This one was a reef shark. But like the little hammerhead, it was finless.

				Bindi pointed it out to her friend. ‘There’s no time to waste, Kelly. We’ve got to find out who’s doing this.’

				Kelly saluted. ‘Aye aye, Cap’n.’ 
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				It was late afternoon when Meena steered the boat to its mooring in Male Atoll harbour. Bindi and Kelly helped her cast the anchor and tie up. 

				When everything had been washed down and put away, they unloaded their belongings and jumped onto the wharf.

				‘How do we get to police headquarters, Meena?’ Bindi hadn’t been joking when she declared there was no time to waste. She wanted to report the shark finning immediately.

				‘It’s not far,’ Meena said. ‘I’ll show you.’ 

				As they made their way along the wharf, they passed all kinds of vessels, from old wooden dhonis and tin runabouts to gleaming white cruisers and large mechanised fishing boats. 

				Suddenly Kelly grabbed Bindi by the arm. ‘There it is!’ she hissed, giving a surreptitious nod in the direction of a boat just up ahead.

				‘That’s it, all right,’ Bindi whispered back.

				‘Shhhh,’ was all Meena said as they walked past.

				Bindi stole a glance at the boat. It was moored behind another fishing boat. Two men were cleaning the upper deck. Now she could read the red writing on the side. Feyrun, it said. 

				Bindi pointed the name out to Meena. ‘What does it mean?’ 

				Meena snorted. ‘It means “weaver”, but it can also mean “pirate”.’

				They were now well past the boat and out of earshot. 

				‘Probably just the right name for it,’ Kelly said. ‘If they’re doing the shark finning, they’re nothing but pirates.’

				‘Sea robbers,’ Bindi piped up. 

				‘Exactly,’ Kelly agreed.

				Meena looked at both girls and smiled. ‘Now, no name calling just yet,’ she said. ‘We don’t know for sure whether they’re the culprits.’

				‘Maybe not, but all things point to it,’ Bindi said. ‘And that’s what I’ll be telling the police.’

				Kelly gave her a slap on the back. ‘You go, girl!’

				[image: Leaf.png]

				The police station was a tall, imposing building not far from the port. As they crossed the lobby their footsteps on the dark tiles echoed.

				Two policemen were sitting at the front desk. As Bindi and her friends approached, one looked up from his computer and said something in Dhivehi, the local language.

				Meena answered.

				‘So how can I help you?’ the policeman said in English to Bindi and Kelly. 

				‘We want to report a case of shark finning,’ Bindi said, trying to sound as confident as possible.

				‘Interesting. So you saw someone doing this to a shark, did you?’ The policeman showed no expression.

				‘No, we didn’t see anyone do it, but we saw the sharks. Two of them. Without their fins.’

				‘And one of them was floating not far from a big fishing boat called Feyrun that’s now sitting down there in the harbour,’ Kelly added in a loud voice.

				‘Hmm, well, you may know that shark finning is now illegal in the Maldives,’ the policeman said, ‘but unless we can catch someone in the act, it’s very hard to prove.’ He looked hard at Bindi. ‘So you didn’t actually see anyone fin a shark?’

				‘No-o-o,’ Bindi said, trying to buy time while she thought of something to say that would convince the policeman.

				‘Well, in that case, I’m afraid there’s nothing the authorities can do.’ The policeman smiled at Meena and said something the girls couldn’t understand. Then he stood, collected his papers and nodded before walking across to a side door and disappearing through it.

				Bindi and Kelly looked at each other. 

				‘This is so not cool, Bindi Irwin,’ Kelly said. 

				‘So not cool,’ Bindi agreed.
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				‘Come on, girls. I better take you home.’ Meena looked tired. It had been a long day.

				Bindi and Kelly didn’t budge. 

				‘Quickly, you two. It’s getting late. Time to go.’

				Bindi noticed the other policeman sitting at the desk. For the first time he spoke.

				‘I’m sorry we couldn’t be of more help,’ he said, ‘but we really do need proof.’

				Bindi spotted something on the policeman’s arm. It was staring at her. ‘Um, you have a gecko on your arm,’ she said, pointing to a small striped lizard that was clinging to his shirt sleeve. It had bright pale eyes and a slinky tail. 

				The policeman smiled. ‘That’s Lucky. He’s my partner, as they say in the movies.’

				‘Oh, he’s so cute!’ Kelly reached out to pat the gecko, but it scuttled up the policeman’s arm and out of sight. ‘Why’s he called Lucky?’

				‘In my culture, geckos bring luck. So he’s Lucky.’ The policeman smiled again. ‘You can borrow him, if you like. He’s very tame and friendly. Maybe he’ll bring you luck.’ 

				The policeman reached around behind him. Then he held out his hand. The little gecko was sitting in his palm, staring at them and flicking out his tongue.

				‘Really?’ 

				‘Of course.’ The policeman nodded encouragingly. ‘Here, take him.’ 

				Bindi reached out her hand. The policeman gently placed the gecko in her palm.

				‘You can bring him back tomorrow. He needs a holiday from the police station!’

				Bindi and Kelly looked at each other and then at the lizard, which was nestled in Bindi’s hand, staring up at them. 

				‘What do I do with him? What does he eat?’

				‘You can carry him in your pocket. Let him roam around at home, and he’ll catch his own dinner.’ 

				‘Thanks so much!’ Bindi said. ‘We’ll bring him back tomorrow.’ She looked at Kelly and Meena, and added: ‘Along with some proof that those people on the Feyrun are finning sharks.’ There was a steely tone in her voice.

				The policeman raised an eyebrow. ‘Well, don’t do anything silly. If you need me, I’m here until late tonight, then back again tomorrow afternoon. Just ask for Ali. Dhanee. Goodbye.’

				‘Thanks, Ali,’ Bindi said.

				She looked down at her new friend. Lucky flicked out his tongue and licked one of his eyes. Then he licked the other.

				‘My brother, Robert, would love you!’ Bindi gave the gecko a little kiss on the head. ‘Come on, Lucky. We’ve got work to do.’
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				‘No. It could be dangerous. Your parents would never talk to me again!’ said Meena. 

				They were standing on the steps of the police station. Bindi and Kelly were keen to go back to the wharf to check out the suspicious boat. Meena was not. 

				‘We’re going straight back to my place where you can have a shower and a snack and watch some TV before dinner,’ stated Meena firmly. ‘And that’s final.’ 

				Meena’s phone buzzed. She answered and talked to the caller in Dhivehi, sounding concerned. Finally she hung up. 

				She put her hands on her hips. ‘Okay, there’s been a slight change of plan. I have to go into the office for a short meeting. You two will have to walk back to my place. I’ll see you there soon.’ 

				She handed Bindi her door key. ‘So you know how to get there?’

				The girls nodded. Meena lived in a little apartment a few streets away.

				Meena narrowed her eyes. ‘Once you get there, don’t leave, okay? Just shut the door, make yourself at home, and I’ll be back soon.’

				‘Okay,’ Bindi said. She gently took Lucky out of her pocket. ‘At least you’ll get some dinner, tiny buddy.’

				Lucky flicked out his tongue.

				Meena hailed a cab and climbed in. ‘Remember what I said? Once you get to my place, stay there!’ She smiled. ‘See you soon.’ She closed the car door and the cab drove off.

				Bindi and Kelly looked at each other. 

				‘Once we get to Meena’s place, we’ll stay there, won’t we, Bindi?’

				‘We will, Kelly. I promise. But until then, let’s go catch those shark finners!’
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				‘What can you see?’

				Bindi and Kelly were pressed up against the back of an old tin shed only metres from the Feyrun. 

				Bindi peeped around the corner. The afternoon light was beginning to fade, but she could see the vessel quite clearly. ‘There’s a fisherman in a captain’s cap inside the cabin,’ she reported in a whisper. ‘The door’s shut. No-one is on deck. But there might be someone down below.’

				‘Well I reckon we should get onboard and see what we can find. If Cap’n Sharkbait comes out, we’ll just pretend we’re naughty kids. And if he tries anything funny, we’ll scream blue murder!’ Kelly had a way of getting straight to the point.

				Having checked no-one was watching, the two girls walked quickly to the boat side. A set of steps led up to a short gangway with handrails that crossed onto the deck. So long as they weren’t spotted, they’d have no trouble getting onboard.

				They checked on the fisherman in the cabin. He had his back to them, and was looking down at something. 

				As fast as geckos they ran up the steps and jumped onto the deck. Keeping out of the man’s sightlines, they sized up their surroundings.

				‘I bet we find a shark fin or two lying around,’ Kelly whispered. 

				Bindi wasn’t so sure. Everything looked shipshape. 

				She spotted the long line on a big mechanised reel at the back of the boat. ‘That’s what’s causing all the trouble.’

				Kelly nodded. ‘Yep. Not as bad as drift net fishing, but close.’

				Bindi looked around. ‘Where are all the fish they caught, do you think?

				‘Maybe below deck? Let’s check it out.’ 

				With one eye on the fisherman in the cabin, the girls bent low and ran across to the open hatch near the rear of the deck. They peered down into the hull. 

				It was dark, but they could see that it was empty. No fish and, by the look of it, not much of anything else either. The boat’s crew must have already unloaded the catch.

				Bindi glanced back to check on the man. He’d turned around and was heading for the cabin door. He hadn’t seen them, but he would any second.

				She grabbed Kelly’s arm. ‘Quick. Down the hatch!’

				The girls scrambled down the ladder into the darkness. When they reached the bottom, they held hands and shuffled forward, their arms stretched out. They quickly found the side of the boat, and followed it around. 

				Looking back, they could just make out the man, standing by the hatch above. He hadn’t begun to descend the ladder, but he looked like he was about to. 

				Bindi’s foot struck something. She reached out her hands. It was a stack of heavy plastic crates. Pulling Kelly with her, she felt her way around the crates. They crouched down behind them.

				It was dark, dank and smelly in the boat’s hull. Bindi’s heart was pounding. She felt in her pocket for Lucky. He was still there. She gently lifted him out and patted his head. ‘We really need some of your luck now, Lucky,’ she whispered so quietly even Kelly didn’t hear. 

				At that second the place was bathed in light. The man must have flicked a switch above deck.

				It gave them a start – especially Lucky. He leapt out of Bindi’s hand, scuttled through the side of the bottom crate and vanished. 
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				The fisherman was still standing on deck by the open hatch. They could see his feet.

				‘Maybe he’s waiting for someone,’ Kelly whispered. ‘We should have a quick look around while the light’s on.’

				‘Okay, but first I have to find Lucky!’ 

				Bindi peered through the gaps in the bottom crate. She spotted the little gecko. He was motionless, hiding by the crate’s other side.

				Lucky! Bindi tried to poke her fingers through the holes, but she couldn’t reach him. ‘I’ll have to move all the crates off the top, and get to him that way,’ she whispered to Kelly.

				‘Well you better wait until Cap’n Sharkbait leaves, otherwise he’ll hear us.’

				Just then Lucky darted out from the crate and across the floor. He scurried up the side of a brown sack in the opposite corner, only stopping when he was right on top. 

				Bindi glanced up at the hatch. The fisherman’s feet were still visible. He hadn’t moved, but Bindi had no idea where he was looking or what he could see from up there.

				She decided to chance it. She had to get Lucky back, and they had to try to get some proof about the shark finning fast, so they could get back to Meena’s before she arrived home.

				Bindi dashed silently across to Lucky, keeping low. When she’d reached the sack, she crouched down beside it, out of sight of the hatch. 

				In fact, there were two sacks. Bindi hadn’t noticed them before. They were made of hessian, and tied up with yellow string . . . and they smelled fishy!

				Bindi put out her hand and invited Lucky to climb on. He did. 

				‘Good boy, Lucky.’ She kissed him lightly and popped him back in her pocket.

				‘What’s in the sacks?’ Kelly hissed from behind the crates.

				‘Don’t know yet.’ 

				Bindi pulled at the yellow string ties on one of the sacks, but they’d been knotted tight. She tugged again. They didn’t untie. She’d have to pick the knots loose. It could take ages.

				She started on the first knot. Whoever had tied up the sacks had done a good job. It seemed to take hours to pick the knot loose. Still there was another knot to go.

				A voice shouted something loud in Dhevehi. Bindi ducked down behind the sack. 

				She heard a second voice. Now there were two men talking.

				Bindi checked the hatch. She couldn’t see the man’s feet. 

				She sat up on her haunches and started work on the second knot. This one also seemed to take forever. She could hear the men talking above. Any minute now, she was sure they’d climb down the ladder and discover them.

				Finally the knot was loose. She tugged on the strings and pulled the top of the sack open.

				It was a grisly sight. There must have been a hundred shark fins, and that was in just one sack. The smell was very strong.

				Bindi held her nose with one hand, took a small fin from the top and held it up for Kelly to see. 

				‘You found ’em!’ Kelly said. ‘Good work, Bindi.’

				Bindi gave her friend a quick smile. ‘I didn’t find them. Lucky did!’

				At that moment Bindi heard a sound she’d been dreading: footsteps on the ladder. Someone was on their way down.

				‘Sharkbait’s coming! Get back over here!’ Kelly was whispering so loudly Bindi was sure the fisherman would hear.

				Bindi tried to dash back to Kelly, but she slipped. The fin fell from her hand and slid across the floor out of reach.

				Bindi only had time to skitter across and huddle behind the crate before the fisherman stepped down off the ladder.
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				The crates hid them well, but the girls remained as silent and still as statues, barely breathing. Kelly found Bindi’s hand and gave it a squeeze. Bindi squeezed back.

				Through the holes in the crates they watched as a large man dressed in a smart grey business suit followed the fisherman down the ladder. 

				When the large man was safely down, the fisherman led him to the two hessian bags in the corner. Noticing one of the bags was open, the fisherman said something loud in Dhivehi and seemed to grumble to himself. Spotting the fin that Bindi had dropped, he walked over and picked it up, grumbling some more.

				Bindi grimaced. That was the evidence she needed, and now Cap’n Sharkbait had it.

				He handed the fin to the man in the suit, who examined it briefly before nodding and returning it to the sack.

				Bindi’s heart sank. There was little chance of getting a fin to take back to the police now.

				As Sharkbait concentrated on tying up the sack, the large man in the suit reached into his inside jacket pocket.

				Bindi held her breath, her face frozen in fear. What if he pulled out a gun? She squeezed Kelly’s hand. The girls glanced sideways at each other, their eyes wide.

				The man withdrew his hand. Bindi could see he was holding a large wad of money. She let out a little sigh of relief.

				Sharkbait straightened up and looked at the money in the other man’s hand.

				Standing with his feet apart, the man in the suit began to count it. He flicked through the notes, licking his finger every now and then to separate them.

				When the large man was done he handed the wad to Sharkbait, who proceeded to count it himself. Satisfied, the fisherman then stuffed the money into his back pocket.

				The two men chatted for a moment and then shook hands. The large man in the suit smiled, revealing a gold tooth. He turned and began to climb the ladder. Bindi noticed the flash of gold rings on his hands and a heavy gold watch on his wrist. Gold Tooth must have a lot of money, she decided.

				Still undiscovered in their hiding place, the girls watched as Sharkbait hoisted one of the sacks onto his shoulder and climbed the ladder. 

				‘I’ve got to get a shark fin before he comes back,’ Bindi whispered as soon as he was out of sight. Without waiting for Kelly to answer she ran across to the sack of fins still sitting in the corner. 

				She looked at the knot. Phew! This time it had been tied in a bow. 

				Unfortunately, Sharkbait had made a double bow. Bindi only had time to untie it before she heard the familiar sound of footsteps on the ladder. 

				She scrabbled to pull the sack open but again was forced to dash back to Kelly.

				Not noticing that the sack was now untied, Sharkbait hoisted it onto his shoulder and climbed back up the ladder.

				When he’d disappeared through the hatch, Kelly mimed slapping her friend on the back. ‘Good try, Bindi! You nearly did it!’ 

				‘Nearly, but not quite.’ Bindi sighed. 

				‘Well, we can’t give up now. We have to get our hands on some evidence to show that policeman so we can stop these guys from killing all those innocent sharks.’

				Bindi took a deep breath. Kelly was right. They couldn’t give up now. They had to catch these sea robbers. 

				She reached into her pocket to pat Lucky. With his help, she was sure they could do it.

				‘Okay, Kelly. Time for Plan B,’ she said in a low voice.

				‘Good idea, Bindi. Just one question.’

				‘Yes?’

				‘What’s Plan B?’
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				The cabin door banged shut. The girls waited for a moment, then Bindi ran to the ladder. She climbed as quickly and quietly as she could. When she reached the top, she peered over the hatch, keeping out of sight.

				It was getting dark. Lights from the city beyond the wharf threw dancing reflections onto the black water. Meena would surely be back by now and wondering where they were. But the girls couldn’t give up now.

				The boat’s deck was deserted. A single light shone, just above the cabin door, but much of the deck and the gangway was in shadow. Bindi looked about her – it was dark but she was certain the sacks were not on the deck.

				She checked the cabin. She could just make out the two men through the porthole. They were talking. One of them raised a small glass to his lips. The liquid in the glass looked like milky tea.

				Bindi climbed down a few rungs and called softly to Kelly. ‘All clear.’ 

				Kelly appeared at the foot of the ladder and scrambled up. 

				Bindi checked the cabin again. The two men were still talking. Neither was looking in the direction of the deck or the hatch, but that could change at any second.

				‘Quick!’ Bindi whispered down to Kelly. ‘Go raise the alarm! I’ll stay here and see if I can waylay them until you get back!’

				Kelly nodded up at Bindi. 

				Checking on the men in the cabin one last time, Bindi scrambled up through the hatch and onto the deck, keeping low and out of sight. 

				Kelly followed. 

				Bindi gave Kelly’s hand a squeeze. Then Kelly was off, ducking along the deck towards the gangway. 

				In seconds she was back on the wharf and hiding behind a big black shiny car now parked under a lamp-post not far from the moored boat. It must belong to Gold Tooth, Bindi surmised.

				Kelly’s head popped up. She gave Bindi a quick wave then ran across to the shed they’d hidden behind earlier. In a blink she disappeared into darkness.
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				Bindi looked around her. She needed a hiding place while she figured out what to do next. 

				A set of steps near the long line reel led up onto a roof over part of the deck. With her eye on the cabin occupants, she darted across and sat behind them, in the shadows and out of sight. 

				As Bindi got her breath back she thought through what to do next. The men would finish their tea soon. She guessed they’d then unload the sacks of shark fins and put them into the car parked on the wharf.

				Somehow she had to slow them down long enough until Kelly returned with the police. 

				Bindi reached into her pocket and gently lifted out Lucky. He looked up at her before doing his clever trick, giving each of his eyes a quick lick. 

				‘We’ve got to stop them, Lucky,’ she whispered to her little friend. ‘But how?’

				She looked around again. Right beside her lay an enormous spare reel of fishing line the size of a car wheel. She could see where the end of the line had been taped to the side of the reel.

				Popping Lucky back in her pocket, she reached over and picked at the tape on the reel’s side with her fingernail. The edge came up easily. 

				Bindi peeled off the tape, pulled on the end of the line, and began to unwind it from the reel. She knew she didn’t have much time.

				‘Okay, tiny buddy,’ she whispered to Lucky as she worked. ‘Let’s play cat’s cradle.’
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				When Bindi had unwound several metres of fishing line, she grabbed the end and sneaked across the deck to the gangway. 

				Working in the dark, she wound the line around the bottom of the railing. Then she began to weave the fishing line back and forth across the gangway, creating a tangled maze. 

				Every now and then she glanced towards the cabin. She saw Gold Tooth throw back his head and down the last of his tea. Any second now he’d be ready to go, she thought. She’d have to move extra fast.

				Bindi reached the far end of the gangway and kept going. She wound the line back and forth across the stairs, climbing down the steps backwards into the darkness as she worked. 

				At the bottom she glanced up. The light was on in the cabin, but it was empty. The two men seemed to have vanished. 

				Bindi’s heart leapt. Where were they? She scoured the deck. Although most of it was in shadow, she was sure it was empty. Her gaze moved to the front of the boat, but it was also bathed in shadow. She couldn’t make out anything. She’d just have to continue.

				She tied the fishing line to the bottom of the stairs and quickly viewed her work. With a bit of luck, she thought, they wouldn’t see it, and would trip. She glanced back at the cabin. The men had reappeared. It seemed they had just been bending down. Now they were moving towards the cabin door, Sharkbait in front.

				Bindi ran to the parked car. Hiding out of sight, she lifted Lucky from her pocket and placed him on the boot lid. If they did get as far as the car, maybe Lucky could slow them down.

				Lucky didn’t move. He seemed to understand what his role was. He was the last line of defence. If they somehow got to the car with the sacks of shark fins, Lucky might find a way to delay them for a few more seconds.

				Leaving the gecko on the car boot, Bindi dashed across to the old shed, and hid in the shadows out of sight.

				Almost immediately the cabin door opened. 

				Bindi held her breath. Phew! That was so close! 

				Sharkbait stepped out of the way to let Gold Tooth through the door. The fisherman then came through, heaving a sack of shark fins onto his shoulder as he did so. 

				Again the men shook hands before picking their way across the deck in the direction of the gangway.

				Bindi watched. She was frozen, almost unable to breath. Would it work? At least she’d given it her best shot. She’d tried to stop these people from killing sharks in this horrible way.

				Gold Tooth reached the gangway. Gripping the rail he stepped onto it. Nothing happened. 

				His load still on his shoulder, Sharkbait stood behind, waiting for Gold Tooth to clear the gangway.

				Bindi crossed her fingers. Then she crossed her toes. She made a wish. Bring us some luck, Lucky, please! We have to catch these guys!

				She looked over at Lucky. He was perched on the car boot directly above the lock. Despite the darkness, Bindi was sure she saw his little tongue flick out. She closed her eyes . . .
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				An almighty thump was followed by a loud splash. Bindi’s eyes flew open. Gold Tooth had disappeared. 

				She heard a shout. With the sack still on his shoulder, Sharkbait rushed forward to help the other man, who could now be heard splashing furiously in the water below.

				Sharkbait let out a yelp as he, too, tripped on Bindi’s cat’s cradle. He tumbled off the gangway and into the water, causing a huge splash.

				 The sack of shark fins hit the gangway. It spilled open – it must have been the sack that Bindi had untied. Shark fins scattered in every direction in a gruesome display.

				The two men hollered and thrashed in the water. Bindi would have to help them, just in case they couldn’t swim. 

				She dashed across to Lucky. He was still sitting on the car boot, motionless. She put out her hand and he climbed on. ‘Thanks for your support, tiny buddy,’ she said. 

				With Lucky safely stashed in her pocket Bindi ran to the edge of the wharf and peered down into the darkness. Two bedraggled faces looked up at her. The men were struggling to keep afloat.

				‘Who are you?’ Gold Tooth shouted at her in English. He shook his head and waved angrily. ‘Never mind! Quickly! Throw me a rope or something so I can get out of here. And then scram!’

				Sharkbait shouted too, also in English. ‘There’s a lifesaving ring just down there, past that car.’ He pointed. ‘Hurry.’

				Bindi ran off. Sure enough, there was the ring, tied to a pole. A length of rope was coiled there too. 

				She quickly untied the ring and grabbed the rope.

				Bindi hoped desperately that Kelly would soon return with the policeman, but she couldn’t waste any time – she had to save the men from drowning.

				‘Here!’ She threw the ring into the water. Gold Tooth scrabbled over to the ring, pushing Sharkbait out of the way. 

				‘Now throw me the rope!’ Gold Tooth shouted.

				Bindi glanced at Sharkbait. He was managing to tread water, but hadn’t tried to swim to safety. Perhaps he can’t swim either, she thought. 

				She quickly hitched the rope to a pylon. ‘Catch!’ she yelled, throwing the fisherman the other end.

				Gold Tooth reached out to grab the rope before Sharkbait could get to it. The two men struggled, both trying to grasp the rope and pull it out of reach of the other.

				Bindi shook her head and rolled her eyes. Sometimes adults were so ridiculous!

				She was about to shout at the men when a sound she’d been longing to hear cut through the night. A siren. 

				Bindi turned. Pulling up behind the big black car was a police car, its lights flashing. 

				The back door flew open. Kelly almost fell out in her rush to get to Bindi. After her came Meena, looking very worried.

				Last out was Ali, the policeman they’d met at the station. He stared down at the two men flailing about in the water. ‘Looks like you’re trying to make shark finner soup, Bindi,’ he said.
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			  The sea was an aquamarine jewel, shimmering in the morning sun. Bindi and Kelly kept watch from their usual position on the bow of Meena’s boat.

				The soft breeze tickled Bindi’s cheeks. She breathed deeply, taking in the clean salty air.

			  ‘So what’s going to happen to Gold Tooth and Sharkbait?’ Bindi wondered aloud as she closed her eyes and raised her face to the warm sun.

			  ‘They’ll have to go to court, I guess. But thanks to you, Bindi, it’s an open and shut case.’ Kelly gave her friend a pat on the back.

			  ‘And thanks to you, too, Kelly.’ Bindi gazed at the horizon. It was a perfect day to be on the high seas. ‘And Lucky. He found the shark fins. He brought us luck when we needed it.’

			  ‘And Ali. We couldn’t have done it without him.’ Kelly turned to look at Bindi. ‘But what about that other policeman we met at the station? Why would he try to protect shark finners?’

			  Bindi shook her head. ‘I don’t know. But he did. And now he’s in trouble too.’ 

			  Kelly suddenly straightened up and gripped her friend’s arm. ‘I’ve got to ask Meena something! I was going to ask her last night, when she found me back at the police station. But there was so much going on, I forgot.’

			  ‘Meena!’ Kelly dashed across the deck to the boat’s skipper, who was snacking on a mango.

			  Bindi followed.

			  ‘What was that phone call about yesterday, when you had to go back to the office? I’ve been meaning to ask.’

			  Meena smiled. ‘Ah, now that would be telling.’

			  Kelly laughed. ‘So tell!’ 

			  ‘Well, it was from a colleague who’s helping to catch shark finners and the policemen who protect them. He rang me with some information about the fishing boat.’ Meena put her arms around the two girls. ‘But you two were way ahead of us!’

			  ‘Yay!’ Bindi and Kelly high-fived.

			  Meena popped the last piece of mango into her mouth. ‘Okay, girls. Time to drop anchor. Big Mouth is waiting.’ 

			  [image: Leaf.png]

				Below the surface it was another world, more spectacular than the most amazing movie or anything Bindi could ever imagine. Coral, plants, fish, shellfish – sea life in all its diversity and beauty. 

				Bindi, Kelly and Meena swam along the reef ledge. Bindi would never tire of this incredible sight, she was sure.

			  Then she spotted a baby hammer-head shark. This one was swimming below her, searching for tiny prey, its hilariously shaped head wagging to and fro. It was a happy sight. 

			  But where was Big Mouth? There was no sign of any whale sharks. Perhaps they’d moved on to the next reef, in their long journey around the planet. Bindi swam ahead, around an outcrop and into open water.

			  Then she felt it. A dark shadow above her, blocking out the sun. She turned. 

			  Big Mouth! He was swimming slowly, as if he was going for a morning stroll. His wide mouth was open as he sucked in water and the plankton he fed on.

			  Kelly and Meena appeared beside her. Bindi pointed.

			  With broad smiles on their faces, Bindi, Kelly and Meena set off with a kick, following the whale shark from a distance. 

			  Despite appearances, however, Big Mouth was moving fast. They would never keep up. With a swish of his tail, the whale shark darted off into the deep and was soon out of sight.

			  Bindi waved. Till next time, Big Mouth. And there will be a next time. Pinky promise.

		  

		

	

  





ANIMAL FACT FILE

THE WHALE SHARK

[image: image]


[image: image]The whale shark is the largest fish in the sea, reaching lengths of 12 metres or more, which is about as long as a bus. They can weigh up to around 19 tonnes.

[image: image]Whale sharks are harmless filter feeders. Their favourite meal is plankton. A whale shark opens its huge mouth wide and sucks in plankton, fish eggs and tiny fish. It then shuts its mouth, forcing water out of its gills. Whatever is left is its dinner.

[image: image]Whale sharks prefer warm water, and can be found in tropical seas. They travel far. Every spring they migrate to Ningaloo Reef off Western Australia to enjoy the abundant supply of plankton.

[image: image]Whale sharks are vulnerable. Little is known about how they breed.
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