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I made a deal with sharks. I don’t swim near them and they don’t play
cricket. It may be a little unfair. I can swim, whereas they haven’t got a hope of
hitting a six. The arrangement worked well for many years. I never once saw a
shark bowl a bouncer. And no one ever praised a wicket keeper for a safe pair of
fins. But the whole deal fell apart when my family spent the summer holidays at
Hazard River ...

It’s just getting dark one night. My neighbour Lachlan Master is hunting
rotten mangoes. He pokes around under the mango tree. There’s a mission on
his mind and splatter on his cricket bat.

‘There’s one!” my little brother Ben shouts. He shines the torch on a
mango with really big black spots.

Thwack.

Lachlan smacks the mango for six. It whizzes straight past my nose,
spraying me on the way past.

‘That’s gross,’ I say.

‘They’re rotten,” Lachlan replies, swinging the bat over his shoulder. ‘It’s

our duty to get rid of them, so animals don’t eat them and get sick.’

I thought he was just bashing mangoes around for fun. I didn’t know he
was saving the planet.

Thwack. Another mango astronaut heads into outer space. It drops into
Hazard River with a splash.

‘Do rotten mangoes sink or float?’ my brother calls, running to the edge of

the river.
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‘Who cares!?’ Lachlan calls back.

Ben cares. He collects smelly things. We’ve been at Hazard River for a
week and already he’s got quite a stockpile going — three dead crabs, an old
jelly fish (very pongy), a flat lizard that was squashed on the window and the
remains of a dead bird (unbelievably pongy).

Ben’s class will be in for a big surprise when he takes that lot in for show
and tell. The smell will probably kill them.

‘I found something!” Ben shouts from the riverbank. ‘Quick! Come down
here!’

‘No one’s interested in a splattered mango,’ I call back. ‘Just leave it
alone, Ben.’

‘It’s not a mango,’ Ben says. ‘It’s ... it’s ... treasure!’

Lachlan and I run to join Ben. We can all see it now. A great big lump of
something is lying in the shallow water.

For a moment I let myself believe it is treasure. I start to plan how I’ll
spend my share of the fortune. Perhaps I could buy the complete set of footy
player cards that I’ve been trading and praying for all year.

But my dreams vanish as we get closer. In the torchlight I can make out an

eye, a long pointy nose and a massive gaping mouth with rows of sharp teeth.

This isn’t a ticket to riches. This isn’t a bag of treasure. It’s a fish. And it’s
the worst kind.
‘A shark!’ I scream.

The water is lapping against the shark’s big grey body. It doesn’t move.

Is it still because it’s dead? Or is it just waiting for an unsuspecting ten-
year -old to come too close, then launch itself up the bank and attack? Ben and
Lachlan move towards it.

I step back.

The shark’s eyes seem to follow me. I step back further. The eyes are still
on me.

I don’t like the look of this.
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I turn my back on the gaping mouth, the rows of sharp teeth and staring
eye. [ am ready to run.

Then ...

‘Ahhhh!!!!’

Something grabs my leg.



“ERAERT! T BRKEFE,

F AL BB ARAP IR — F e L&l 3t B a9 R , KA R 46 F,
Rk EARFRGFKR, REFBIHRRSERET, FTHAXZBRT
B iz,

XE, AERBARTEBEEEAR LR K —ANRERG—FF 2
vk &g . TR _ERGASRE R ARFR

3K b IR Fo X AN EFE 8K

BATATA, HANEL L EHAERNL, fe3E T EREE G D
FEAE L,

SRk F AN REL S LiXAH S

“URAAABKE B33 T) " BAZRFLE, “KB
wARAEA R K, "

CTHRART, BERZ—FE &) XX —FABEFLARLT AT
TR &

AP A REBARFTRRRAEHHELHEER? £RLESHA
SHAXEERA,

EREBREXLE, WATADAITREKLRE., FHs, #HIERE
—H, 2RNBET, REETHNFE—RER, REABE. AEE,
BREAAREZ Y G, AAREMEZLZERGF, LEATHS -2
A —ANEZRSTABRART T, M ELBR, REAEHR, FHK
I, —WMBHERA,

XT., BRT,

Sl

REATHRE SMFTERLH PR THNRYL, SNLHAXE, BAHK
L VE- S I 3 1 SETRE VARALH £ - Dirdk,
BEZNRGRKITHERENTER, G REKTFRE L Hr—

10



‘It’s got me!’ I scream.

I can feel the pain of a thousand daggers in my flesh. My head starts to
spin. Blood is deserting my body. I’'m too weak to stand. I am ready to submit
to my fate.

Then I remember Mum promised to buy me an ice-cream, with two
flavours and sprinkles, tomorrow.

[ must fight this beast off.

I look down to find my neighbour Lachlan lying at my feet. His fingernails
are buried into my calves.

Bouncing banana muffins! How did I fall for that one!

“You thought you’d been bitten by a shark,’ Lachlan shrieks. ‘That was so
funny. It’s dead. Anyone can see that.’

It might be dead, but it’s a SHARK. It’s the one fish that can scare you
whether it’s alive or dead.

Why didn’t my parents just book the crocodile enclosure at Australia Zoo?
That would be a safer place to spend the summer holidays.

But my parents don’t see it like that. They think Hazard River is peaceful
and picturesque. They think Hazard River is paradise. But they’re wrong there.
Paradise is just across the river. The holiday town of Paradise, with shops,
restaurants and a patrolled beach is where we should be on holidays. There’s
even a proper city on the other side of the river. Summercity has a cinema and a
bowling alley. It’s got everything.

I bet sharks don’t wash up on that side of the river. They’re all over here,
with the deadly snakes, venomous spiders ... and Lachlan Master.

Lachlan has been visiting Hazard River since he was five. He’s snorkeled

11
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with sting rays. He’s swum with jellyfish. He’s almost stepped on a tiger snake.
And he’s been bitten by a pelican. (They are a lot more ferocious than they
look.) If it’s dangerous, he’s seen it. If it’s risky, he’s done it. He’s the self-
proclaimed King of Hazard River. ‘Master Lachlan’ as he likes to be called.

Master of Disaster-more like it.

‘Looks like it’s been dead awhile,” Lachlan says, giving the shark a prod
with his cricket bat. “Never seen a big one like that in the river before. It has to
be over two metres.’

‘What are sharks doing in the river anyway?’ I whimper. ‘Why aren’t they
in the sea?’

Lachlan shoots me one of his ‘don’t you know anything’ looks. He’s very
good at those.

‘There are plenty of bull sharks in the river,” Lachlan informs me. ‘They
like a bit of fresh water. You don’t have to worry about the small ones. But I
reckon a big one like that would rip your leg off without a second thought.’

I have no doubt he’s right. But someone or something in the river is big
enough or ferocious enough to take on a two-metre shark and win. I don’t even
want to guess what that might be.

But Ben is guessing.

“This is the work of pirates,” Ben declares. He inspects the shark with one
hand on the torch and the other on his nose. ‘Look. They’ve cut off its big fin.’

It’s then that I notice the shark does look strange. The dorsal fin, the fin
that should warn everyone that the scariest fish in the ocean is on its way, is
missing. So are its other fins.

‘Could be pirates. Maybe it was another shark or maybe it was a giant
squid,” Lachlan says.

Lachlan crosses his eyes and drops his tongue from the side of his mouth.
It’s a very unconvincing impression of a giant squid.

‘Do you really think a giant squid did this?” Ben says.

‘I think we should find out,” Lachlan says, giving the shark another poke
with his bat.
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