
As the canoe drew away from shore, the boy saw the coral reef that, 
above all others, had always interested him. It was of white coral—a long 
slim shape that rose slightly above the surface of the water. It looked 
very much like a shark. There was a ridge on the back that the boy could 
pretend was a dorsal fin, while up near one end were two dark holes that 
looked like eyes!

Times without number the boy had practiced spearing this 
make-believe shark, aiming always for the eyes, the most vulnerable
spot. So true and straight had his aim become that the spear would pass 
right into the eyeholes without even touching the sides of the coral. Mako 
had named the coral reef Tupa. f

This morning, as he paddled past it, he shook his fist and called, 
“Ho, Mister Tupa! Just wait till I get my bananas. When I come back, 
I’ll make short work of you!”

Afa followed his master’s words with a sharp bark. He knew Mako 
was excited about something.

The bow of the canoe touched the sand of the little island where the 
bananas grew. Afa leaped ashore and ran barking into the jungle, now 
on this trail, now on that. Clouds of sea birds whirled from their nests 
into the air with angry cries.

Mako climbed into the shallow water, waded ashore, and pulled his 
canoe up on the beach. Then, picking up his banana knife, he followed 
Afa. In the jungle the light was so dense and green that the boy felt as 
if he were moving underwater. Ferns grew higher than his head. The 
branches of the trees formed a green roof over him. A flock of parakeets 
f led on swift wings. Somewhere a wild pig crashed through the 
undergrowth while Afa dashed away in pursuit. Mako paused anxiously. 
Armed only with his banana knife, he had no desire to meet the wild pig. 
The pig, it seemed, had no desire to meet him, either.

Then, ahead of him, the boy saw the broad green blades of a banana 
tree. A bunch of bananas, golden ripe, was growing out of the top.

At the foot of the tree he made a nest of soft leaves for the bunch 
to fall upon. In this way the fruit wouldn’t be crushed. Then with a swift 
slash of his blade he cut the stem. The bananas fell to the earth with 
a dull thud. He found two more bunches.

Then he thought, “I might as well get some oranges while I’m here. 
Those little rusty ones are sweeter than any that grow on Bora Bora.”

So he set about making a net out of palm leaves to carry the oranges. 
As he worked, his swift fingers moving in and out among the strong green 
leaves, he could hear Afa’s excited barks off in the jungle. That was just 
like Afa, always barking at something: a bird, a fish, a wild pig. He never 
caught anything, either. Still, no boy ever had a finer companion.

120

130

140

150

vulnerable 
(vOlPnEr-E-bEl) adj. open 
to attack or damage 

f PREDICT
Reread lines 118–122.  
Based on the description 
of the coral, what do 
you predict will happen 
next?  Write your 
prediction on your chart.

pursuit (pEr-sLtP) n. 
the act of following 
or chasing

VISUAL VOCABULARY

dorsal fin (dôrPsEl fGn) n. 
the main fin on the back 
of a fish or shark
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