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It was probably my mother’s screaming that frightened the cat. It’s just a
guess. No one knows for sure why a cat fell from a ten-storey building onto my
head. It was about the last thing I was expecting on my visit to Summercity. |
wasn’t expecting to get mixed up with tigers, either. I live in Australia. A tiger is
one dangerous animal I shouldn’t have to worry about. But the cat changed all
that.

I was hoping to see the Chinese Circus. Instead, we are wasting time in a
Chinese- style street market. The smell of cooked garlic mingles with the stink
of somebody’s toilet. Pop music is pumping from a car stereo. Chickens are
squawking in their cages. Vegetable sellers are arguing with their customers.
They shout louder and louder to get over the noise of everyone around them
shouting louder and louder.

‘Can we go to the circus now?’ I beg. “We’re going to miss the start.’

‘We won’t miss th/e circus,” Mum says. ‘It’s doesn’t start for another hour.
This is all part of the fun. It’s just like being in China.’

I would like to point out that if I ever go to China, I will be visiting the
Great Wall, where great battles were held. I’ll be looking out for warriors.
I’ll be scouring the place for buried tombs and hidden treasure. I will not be
visiting smelly, noisy markets. But there’s no point telling Mum that. She’ll just
tell me a thousand things I didn’t know about China. I might miss the circus
completely.

I have been waiting for weeks to see the Chinese Circus, to watch the
acrobats, the clowns, the fire-eaters. I don’t want to miss anything. It’s not often

a circus comes anywhere near Hazard River. In fact, almost nothing comes to
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our side of Hazard River. The New Year’s Eve fire station disco is the social
event of the year on our side. But over here, in Summercity, there’s a lot going
on. There’s just not enough circus-related stuff as far as I’m concerned.

Mum promised an ‘exciting family outing’ when she booked the tickets.
I've seen the family outing bit. I’'m just waiting for the exciting part to start.

‘Oooh, look at the lizards, Jack,” my little brother Ben says, pointing to
a shop window. An enormous bottle of pickled lizards is on display. I’'m not
quite sure if it’s intended to scare customers off or attract them. It’s not doing
anything for me.

Ben is counting the lizards in the jar when I notice a man in the shop. The
first thing I see is his scar. Deep lines run from his forehead right down to his
chin. Someone or something was pretty angry when it left that mark on him.
The man’s black eyes dart around the room. He takes a small bag from under

the counter. Another man leans over to see what he’s got.

I edge as close to the shop window as I dare. Scarface pulls out a striped
animal paw. It’s a little hard to make out. But there is only one thing it can be-a
tiger’s paw. ,

Why does he have’a tiger’s paw?

I take another look at the scar on the man’s face. Could that be the work of
an angry tiger? Perhaps he was attacked by the tiger that used to be attached to
that paw.

Is Scarface a tiger hunter?

A stream of facts and figures runs through my brain. Tigers are one of the
most endangered animals on earth-doesn’t everyone know that? They would
if they read the back of the Coco Puffs packet, like I did this morning. It’s all
there in extra-bold print.

Questions are floating around my head when Mum starts screaming.

‘My purse!’ she shouts. ‘Somebody has stolen my purse!” Everyone in the
market carries on with their business. But Mum is flapping about, making more

noise than one of the chickens.
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Scarface looks up to see what’s going on. He sees me. The tiger’s paw
goes back in the bag. I’'m about to run, when a massive weight lands on my
head. It pushes my face towards the footpath. There’s a flash of ginger fur. Then
everything goes black.
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I wake up with a terrible headache. I’'m lying in a hospital bed with a
bandage around my head. My brother Ben is sitting in a chair next to me,
looking at a picture book. I feel like I’ve been hit by a truck. But, as Ben
explains, I’ve been hit by a falling cat.

‘There was blood and guts everywhere. Maggots were crawling out of your
head and your brain was seeping out of your ears,” Ben says.

My brother likes telling stories. He doesn’t care if they’re true or not.

He puts his book down. He tells me how the maggots crawled out of the
gash on my head, into my eyes and up my nose. Some of the wriggly white
grubs went into my mouth. Ben scrunches up his face like he’s just eaten a
pickled egg. But I'm the one who feels sick. I'm the one who swallowed the
maggots.

‘I thought you were dead,” Ben says. ‘Mum was screaming. Then Dad
arrived and he was shouting. And then the ambulance brought you here. That’s
when the screaming stopped. I’m in charge of you until Mum and Dad get back.
They’ve gone to the police station to report Mum’s stolen purse.’

He picks up his book again. He reads aloud from the adventures of George
and the Dragon, like a mini teacher.

Since when has my little brother been ‘in charge’ of me? I wonder. But
my wondering is cut short. | remember where I was headed before my collision
with the footpath.

“The circus!” I shout. ‘I can’t stay here. I'm going to miss the circus!’

‘You did miss it,” Ben says. ‘The circus was yesterday. You were in
hospital. We went without you. I brought you a souvenir guide.’

Ben takes a coloured Chinese Circus program from the pile of books on
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the floor and hands it to me. He gives me a smile.

‘It was really awesome. You should have been there.’

“Yes. I should have been there! Instead I’'m in hospital!’

I push myself onto my elbows, but the pain in my head is too much. I fall
back onto the pillow and groan.

“You can do better than that,” comes a voice from the doorway. ‘What are
you? The weakest boy in Australia?”

It’s Lachlan Master, my neighbour from Hazard River. My friend Mimi
Fairweather is right behind him. They’re here to cheer me up. Did anyone tell

Lachlan that’s what hospital visitors are meant to do?

‘Time to get out of bed, it’s already ten o’clock in the morning,” Lachlan
says. ‘Enough lazing around.’

‘He can’t,” Ben says. ‘A cat fell on his head. It was Jack’s punishment for
stealing my lucky coin.’

Lachlan laughs. He’s never heard anything so funny.

‘It’s not funny,’ I say. ‘And I didn’t steal your money. You dropped it down
the toilet. Remember, you ended up with poo all over your glow-in-the-dark
sword when you tried to get it out.’

Ben gives me one of his pickled-egg faces as he remembers his lucky
money lying at the bottom of the toilet and his sword lying in the bin, covered
in poo. He doesn’t look so ‘in charge’ of me now.

Lachlan laughs even louder. This hospital visit is turning out to be so much
fun-for him. I wish I could say the same for me.

‘Sorry you missed the circus,” Mimi says. ‘It was really spectacular.’

‘How do you know it was “spectacular”?’ I say. ‘You weren’t even there.’

Mimi looks down at her feet. ‘I was there. Your mother gave me your
ticket. She didn’t think you’d mind.’

‘I do mind!” I say. ‘I was meant to be at the circus. This is my family
outing. I’'m going tonight. I’'m not going to miss the circus.’

‘Last night was the last night,” Mimi says. ‘Shame you missed it. You
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