KERRIE O’CONNOR has been a journalist for twenty-
six years. Her career has spanned print and radio
and she has won awards for investigative reporting.
She left ABC Radio to answer the call of Through the
Tiger’s Eye, the first book in the Telares series. The
story had bubbled away since she travelled to war-
torn Eritrea to make a series of documentaries for
Radio National.

Kerrie was born in the Year of the Tiger and By the
Monkey’ Tail grew big and strong in the Year of the
Monkey, sharing a nursery with Kerrie’s baby son.
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Before you begin

Last summet, when Lucy and Ricardo and their mum
moved to the Mermaid House, they found a way to another
world. A mysterious Tiger-cat showed them a secret tunnel
leading to a country called Telares.

In the jungle of Telares, Lucy and Ricardo discovered a
terrible injustice — children chained up and working as slaves
for the Bull Commander. Bull soldiers had invaded Telares
and renamed it East Burchimo.

Meanwhile, back at the Mermaid House, the strange tiger
carpet in their room seemed to be growing itself alive, and
Nigel Scar-Skull was causing trouble. His aunt Nina
Hawthorne, the owner of the Mermaid House, begged Lucy
and Ricardo to protect her precious dragon chest. Somehow
the chest was linked to the rug and to the future of Telares.

Lucy and Ricardo risked everything to rescue their
new friends from the Bull Commander. But then they had to
say goodbye, as Rahel, Toro, Pablo, Carlos and Angel
headed for the safety of the mountains. Their job isn't over
yet, though ... as you will see when you read By the
Monkey’s Tail.






Kissing Carlos
the Criminal

‘Hey, Lucy! Is your boyfriend still in jail?’

Laughter burst from the back of the bus, where Blake
Richards sat with all his jerky Year 9 mates. Up the front,
Lucy smouldered, trying not to explode.

Just ignore them, hissed Janella. Then she went back to
gazing out the window, as if the wire fence around
Kurrawong High School were the most fascinating thing
she had ever seen. Easy for Janella, thought Lucy, knuckles
white on her soccer bag, as another round of guffaws
rolled up the aisle.

There was only one thing to do: she would have to
arrange for Ricardo to be kidnapped. Again.

The first term of high school had been great — until her
jerky little brother Ricardo got talking to Blake’s jerky
little brother at primary school. In a quiet moment,
feeding the school rooster, Ugg Boot, Ricardo had blurted
out everything about Telares. Well, not everything, he
assured Lucy later. Not the part where Lucy and Ricardo
had travelled down a weird time tunnel to get there, with
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a bit of help from a mysterious half-cat, half-tiger who
could not only beam video clips into their brains but also
talk. He wasn’t that dumb.

What he did confess to saying, before Lucy dunked all
his Spiderman comics in the bath, was that he and Lucy
had flown to another country called Telares for the
Christmas holidays and they had met some kids. One of
them was called Carlos and he was a boy and he was
Lucy’s friend. What was wrong with that? Oh yeah — and
Carlos was in jail.

‘Well, it’s not true, so I didn’t do anything wrong,” he
had argued with his usual twisted logic. ‘Carlos isn’t in jail
any more and we didn’t fly to Telares.” He opened his
mouth to continue, but something in Lucy’s face made
him gulp and finish lamely, ‘So it’s all good.’

All good? Lucy had first felt the impact of his big mouth
the following Monday morning, on the bus, when Blake
struck up a chorus: ‘Lucy loves a criminal! Lucy loves a
criminal!’ By recess it had spread through Years 7, 8 and 9;
by lunch, the whole school. By 3 p.m., every boy on the bus
(along with a few of the girls) was singing Blake’s tune.

After an excruciating few days the novelty had worn off
a bit. Most of Year 7 was bored with it, or had started to
feel sorry for Lucy, or had shut up when she and her
soccer team cornered them at recess. Only Blake and his
back-seat mates kept it up, but today was the last day of
term, so Lucy just had to get through the trip home and
she wouldn’t have to see any jerks (apart from Ricardo)
for two weeks. Besides, if she turned around and said
anything, it would only make matters worse.

‘Hey Lucy! What's it like kissing Carlos the criminal?’
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Lucy turned around and said something. Actually, she
shouted it. ‘He isn’'t a criminal!’

The bus fell quiet. Even the driver swung his head, and
Janella looked at her piercingly. Oops. Lucy remembered
she had denied knowing anyone called Carlos.

Blake’s words stabbed the silence like a poison dart.

‘But you did kiss him?’

The bus erupted. His mates were high-fiving and
hooting. Janella tried to stop Lucy jumping out of her seat,
but she was too late.

‘Oooh! Look out, Blake. I think you made her mad,” a
chorus crowed as Lucy strode up the aisle. But something
about her expression as she bore down on them caused
some to giggle a little nervously. Lucy ignored them.
Her eyes were fixed on Blake, who was pretending to
hide behind the guy next to him. A familiar thunder was
building in her feet and it took all her control not to let it
boil up into her chest and erupt.

Blake, acting terrified, peeked out from behind his
mate’s shoulder — and froze. Lucy had stopped half a pace
away, eyes blazing. Suddenly, he looked confused. He
didn’t move, or laugh, the way any normal Year 9 boy
would if he was threatened by a mere Year 7 girl. All his
mates watched. Lucy leaned closer, not taking her eyes
from his. Every cell thundered, but still she held back,
battling to stay within her own skin.

Blake paled, shrinking into the seat. Lucy saw goose-
bumps on his arms. She leaned closer and saw fear in his
eyes. A centimetre closer and she saw panic. She waited
until he knew that she knew he was scared — and all his
mates did too — then she growled two words: ‘Back off!’
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The stunned faces of all the back-seat boys gave her a
particular feline pleasure. Lucy shook herself and stalked
back down the aisle to flop next to Janella, who was gazing
at her with both admiration and disbelief.

‘What did you say to him?’

Just told him to back off,” Lucy said casually — but her
voice had a curious purring timbre.

But. ..’

Lucy followed Janella’s gaze back to where Blake and the
others sat, strangely subdued.

‘But how ... ?

Janella gave up.

‘Weird!’

As the driver fired up the engine, the only person
tempted to sing was Lucy.



2

Lucy’s Confession

Janella had never been to the Mermaid House — but she
was about to make up for that by staying for the whole
Easter holidays.

‘Cool!” she exclaimed, thumping the knocker — a mer-
maid’s scaly bum — on the heavy wooden door. She didn't
seem to notice how old the house was, or how wobbly
the verandah. Thank goodness Mum and Grandma had
done such a great job tidying the front yard. Instead of a
jungle, it was now a proper old lady’s garden, with roses
blooming over the archway (disguising the fact that they
were actually holding it up) and bright flowers lining
the path.

Lucy escorted her friend up the mermaid carpet to the
ballroom, T-Tongue bouncing at their feet. Janella was
blown away.

‘Wow! Let’s have a party here.’

Stripped of the layer of dust that had once cloaked
them, the ballroom and its polished grand piano were
awesome. Painted sea creatures swam on walls, floor and
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ceiling, as though you were walking underwater.

‘Fantastic! Why didn’t you bring me here before?’

Lucy blushed. She didn’t know how to say she had been
too ashamed, ashamed about Mum and Dad breaking up
and about living in a daggy old house, even if it was
weirdly cool and she loved it.

Just like Lucy and Ricardo the first time they saw the
house, Janella could not resist turning on all the bathroom
taps to watch water cascade from the brass dolphins’
mouths. She admired the stained-glass starfish in the
windows, before falling in love with the fierce dragons
emblazoned on tall vases that guarded Lucy’s bedroom.

Lucy was suddenly quiet. She opened the red, carved
door and formally invited Janella in. This was her room
now, so it was clean-ish. Ricardo, to his utter disgust, had
been banished with all his junk to a smaller room. He'd
thrown his biggest tantrum in years, but for once Mum
had stuck up for Lucy, insisting she needed her own room
to study in now that she was at high school.

Janella stepped onto the tiger rug. Would she notice?

‘Wow!” Janella fell to her knees and Lucy couldn’t
restrain a giggle of delight as her friend began to stroke the
mane of the midnight-black horse in one corner of the rug.
Except for a white star on its forehead, the horse was so
dark that it almost vanished into a patch of woven night
sky. It had appeared only in the last few days, very faint at
first, and Lucy almost hadn’t dared to hope — but now she
was sure. The rug was growing itself alive again, and so
was the stubborn hope she would see her Telarian friends
soon. Cool! Life in Kurrawong just wasn't the same after
everything that had happened over summer. Even the
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excitement of going to high school did not make up for
the loss she felt whenever she thought about Telares.
Which was weird, as Telares was dangerous — Ricardo had
almost not made it home from there, and if he hadn’t it
would have been her fault.

That mysterious horse meant a lot to Lucy. It meant her
adventures were not just a dream. And her friends — Rahel,
Pablo, Toro, Carlos (yes, Carlos) and tiny Angel — they
were real and out there somewhere.

‘What do you see? Lucy asked Janella softly. But
Janella’s face, as she continued to stroke the carpet horse’s
mane, had a faraway look, as though she were seeing
something so compelling she had forgotten her surround-
ings. Suddenly, her fingers whitened as she gripped the
horse’s mane and her eyes grew large. Blood drained from
her face and she began panting as though she were
running hard.

Janella!” Lucy was alarmed.

Shuddering, Janella pulled her hands away from the rug
and sat up straight.

‘Whoa!’ she whispered.

‘What? Tell me!’

Janella spoke breathlessly. ‘I can’t believe it! The horse is
real! I could hear him in my mind. He liked me stroking
his mane and he was whickering to me, he wanted me to
scratch his forehead and between his ears.’

‘Cool,” said Lucy, with a touch of envy.

‘But then — I was riding him!” The words came out in
a gallop.

‘Riding!’

‘It’s true. I was riding bareback and he, the horse, was
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galloping and I had to hang on really tightly or I would
have fallen off. And we were running from something
dangerous.’

Lucy felt the room grow cold and almost didn’t dare
to ask.

‘What were you running from?’

‘I don’t know. The horse did, though.’ Janella looked
anxiously at Lucy. ‘I can’t explain it. He spoke in my head.
I know it was a he. He told me to hold on tight because
there was danger.’

Lucy wasn't sure what to say. She knew all about danger.
Telares had shown her things she never wanted to see —
children chained up and forced to work as slaves, making
soccer balls and rugs in the Bulls’ horrible jungle jails.
She’d seen the Bull soldiers’ cruelty and violence.

‘Where did you get this carpet?’ Janella breathed. She
tentatively ran her fingers through the glorious tiger’s
fur, carefully avoiding the snake entwined between its
front paws.

‘It was just here,’ Lucy said.

Janella shot her that look, the one that said, “‘You’re not
telling me something — and I'll get it out of you, sooner or
later” The same way she had, finally, after a week of high
school, got Lucy to admit that something was up, that
Mum and Dad had split. And suddenly, after telling
Janella, it still wasn't great, but it didn’t feel so bad.

Lucy struggled with the urge to tell Janella everything.
But she had promised the Telarians she’d keep their secret.
The battle must have shown on her face because Janella
took a deep breath and rammed her advantage home.

‘And who’s this Carlos you lied to me about?’
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Lucy went bright red. ‘I didn’t,” she said lamely.

Yeah, right!’ Janella raised her eyebrows. ‘Spit it out.’

So Lucy did.

It was hard to describe her Telarian friends. First of all,
Rahel might be the same age as Lucy, but she definitely
wasn't normal. Her life was too psycho for that. But she
was as calm and still as water — until anger unleashed a
storm and she did what she had to do to defend the people
she loved. Then there was Pablo, who never got angry,
even when he should. And annoying Toro, who at least
kept even-more-annoying Ricardo occupied. And tiny
Angel, mute, black-eyed Angel, who was bound to Lucy in
her very dreams. And finally Carlos, who was angry most
of the time — but Lucy had come to understand why, after
a while.

It was even harder to describe Telares itself. More than
anything, Lucy wanted to show Janella that mysterious
country. But the tunnel that led there was blocked. Lucy
often checked, just in case, but it had remained stub-
bornly closed since the day three months ago when her
Telarian friends had helped her rescue Ricardo from the
clutches of the Bull Commander. It felt like a year ago.
Now there was only a smooth red-and-ochre clay wall
where the tunnel opening had been. No rubble or broken
beams like dinosaur bones, no hungry tunnel mouth
leading under a mountain to another world, a world that
you should really only be able to get to by flying across
the Pacific Ocean. Telares — floating right on the Interna-
tional Date Line. A place of danger, held captive by the
Bulls, who had invaded with their guns from powerful
Burchimo.



Not only had the Bulls stolen the country, they had
made slaves of its people, the proud Telarians. Families
had been torn apart, and sent to far-flung corners of the
island as slaves. The Bulls even kidnapped children, as
their little fingers wove fine carpets and sewed the best
soccer balls. That's what had happened to Lucy’s friends.
When she found the way to Telares, she just had to help
them. Together, they had defeated the Bull Commander
and freed every child in the jungle jail.

It took hours and a family block of chocolate to tell
Janella everything, chiefly because Janella made her say
everything that included Carlos twice. And Lucy couldn’t
help explaining twice how she had paralysed the Bull
Commander with her tigerish roar, saving Ricardo and
Rahel.

Janella sat up.

‘So that's what you did to Blake today!” she said accus-
ingly.

‘Kind of, but I held back. I could have gone further,
Lucy said darkly. She collapsed on the tiger rug, too
exhausted to explain further. But there was something she
had to know.

“You don’t think I'm crazy, do you?’

‘T always thought you were crazy, Janella said helpfully,
lying across the carpet horse.

‘Thanks! But seriously, do you think I'm nuts?’

Janella held her gaze candidly. ‘If you had asked me
before 1 went for a ride on Dark Star here, I would have
said you were absolutely nuts. But that ride was freaky! So,
if you're crazy, so am 1. That carpet does something weird
to your brain.’
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‘Lack of food will do something weird to your brain,’
said Lucy’s mum from the door.

Lucy caught her breath. How much had she heard?

But Mum looked perfectly relaxed. ‘Dinner’s ready!” she
said cheerfully.

Afterwards the girls stayed up late, watching movies and
eating even more chocolate and telling Ricardo just why
he should never, ever tell Blake’s little brother anything
about anything again. When they finally stumbled into
bed, it was to strange dreams — followed by an extremely
rude awakening.
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3
Nigel Bulldozer

Tm going to bulldoze this dump!’

Lucy had almost forgotten how much she disliked Nigel
Scar-Skull. One sentence was enough to remind her.

What a way to wake up! Lucy and Janella were sleeping
in after their movie marathon when someone started
hammering at the door. And that someone was Nigel Scar-
Skull. Did he have to show up every school holidays? It
was Easter Sunday the day after tomorrow, but Nigel sure
didn’t look like the Easter Bunny.

He kicked one of the verandah’s wobbly floorboards. It
jiggled precariously. ‘See, the place is dangerous. Pity it
didn’t burn down in the bushfire last January. It ought to
be demolished — and that’s just what I'm going to do as
soon as my aunt’s death certificate is signed.’

Lucy stopped rubbing sleep from her eyes and stood
bolt upright in the doorway.

‘What do you mean, death certificate?’ she squeaked.

‘Tm sorry, Louise,” said Nigel, who didn’t look sorry at
all. ‘Someone has to tell you. My aunt, Mrs Hawthorne, is
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missing. I put her in an excellent home with the best
medical care, but they said she spent all her time talking to
a cat. Then she wandered off a few weeks ago and no one
has seen her since.’

Nigel looked positively elated, but Lucy felt as if her
heart had stopped. Nina Hawthorne owned the Mermaid
House and, if anyone could, she owned the Tiger-cat too.
Lucy wasn’t quite sure how the old lady was connected to
Telares, but she knew it was important. And she knew
Nina was afraid of her nephew, Nigel.

‘Nina,” was the only sound Lucy could squeeze out.

Nigel stepped closer, frowning. ‘Mrs Hawthorne to you,
Loretta. And don’t think I don’t know about your little visit
to the nursing home.” His face had grown quite red. ‘My
deluded aunt told you to hide that dragon chest of hers,
didn’t she?” He moved even closer and Lucy had to make
herself hold her ground.

Janella, clearly a little nervous, emerged from the hall
in her pyjamas to stand beside Lucy, who shot her a look
of immense gratitude. Lucy immediately felt better. Her
sense of security increased tenfold when she registered a
telltale brush of fur on her legs. T-Tongue had doubled in
size in the past three months. Now, with every hair on his
back standing up, he looked formidable. He growled
ominously and Nigel took a step back, then looked over
his shoulder as though fearing an attack from another
quarter.

Lucy’s spirits rose. Nigel was a bully and a big liar. He
was just saying Nina was dead so he could get the house
and the dragon chest. And Lucy knew exactly why he was
now rubbing a set of shiny scars on his bald skull. She
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wasn't going to tell him she hadn’t seen the Tiger-cat in
months. The day she had said a wrenching goodbye to her
Telarian friends, the Tiger-cat had deserted her too. But
Nigel didn’t need to know that.

‘My name’s Lucy, Neville,” she said innocently, ‘and I've
already told you I don’t know anything about a dragon
chest.’

Then she gasped, as Nigel pulled something awfully
familiar from his pocket. He dangled it in front of her
nose.

‘See, I've got the key to the silly old chest. My aunt gave
it to me just before she disappeared. She wanted me to
have it

Lucy couldn’t breathe. How could Nigel have got hold
of Nina’s precious filigree key?

‘Pretty, isn’t it?’ gloated Nigel. ‘I can't tell you how many
people want this key — so as soon as you hand over the
chest, I'll lock them both up nice and snug in my safe.’

How had he got that key? Lucy racked her brains. The
last time she had seen it was in the Bull Commander’s
grasp at the jungle jail. He’d caught her trying to rescue
Ricardo and torn it from her neck. Then, in all the
commotion, it had been left lying in the dust! The Bull
Commander must have returned and found it. But could
he have sent it to Nigel? Did that mean Nigel knew Lucy
had been in Telares? Did he know about the tunnel? Lucy
stared in dread at the man before her.

Tm telling you . . " a red-faced Nigel began impatiently,
and Lucy began to relax. He was not acting like a bully
who had been let into a magical secret — he was just an
ordinary bully. The Commander didn’t even know Lucy’s
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name, let alone anything about Kurrawong. Besides, the
whole story was just too crazy.

Lucy was immensely relieved — and then something
cheered her up even more. A creature — small, lithe and
dangerous — had materialised at the bottom of the stairs,
eyes locked on the key Nigel still brandished. The Tiger-
cat!

‘1 need that dragon chest, Lucretia, and I know you’re
hiding it from me.” Nigel was blissfully unaware of his
nemesis creeping up the stairs, golden eyes now fixed on
the back of his skull. ‘But you can't hide it from me forever,
you know. This house and everything in it will be mine as
soon as I get my aunt’s death certificate . . .’

At the word ‘death’, the Tiger-cat launched itself into
mid-air. By the word ‘certificate’ it had landed on Nigel's
back and was clawing up onto his head, yowling and
screeching like a banshee.

It was all over in a matter of seconds. Nigel took off with
a blindfold of ginger fur over his eyes, tripped on the top
stair and tumbled to the bottom. The impact sent the
Tiger-cat flying, but it was on its paws again before Nigel
could move. He lay sprawled on the path, the bloody
tracks of fresh scratches on his bald pate, as the Tiger-cat
stalked towards him, ears flat, letting loose a terrifying
yowl that made even Lucy cringe.

Nigel scrambled up and ran for his car. As his tyres
screeched into a desperate U-turn, the Tiger-cat’s yowl
became a purr and she began rubbing against Lucy’s legs.
T-Tongue gave a pleased whimper and crept out, quivering
and shaking, as though asking permission to make use of
his famous Tyrannosaurus tongue. Which was extremely
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odd behaviour from a puppy who now towered over the
feline in front of him. The regal Tiger-cat deigned to sniff
the enormous puppy’s nose once and then ignored him.

‘1 guess that was the Nigel you told me about?’ said
Janella, but Lucy didn’t answer. She was gazing after
Nigel’s car and the big, ugly sign on its roof:

VOTE 1
NIGEL ADAMS
THE NEXT MAYOR OF KURRAWONG

The man who wanted to knock down the Mermaid

House was aiming to rule Kurrawong too! And he still had
Nina’s key. And it was her fault.
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4
Tigerish Reunion

Biff! The Tiger-cat’s paw batting her cheek stopped Lucy
brooding about Nigel’s ugly lies, his ominous sign and her
own failings. There were the chalk-and-charcoal stripes, far
bolder than on any normal ginger cat, and those distinctive
round ears with their white spots on the back. Perched on
the verandah rail, the Tiger-cat might purr like a suburban
moggie, but she was nothing of the sort. (Lucy maintained
that the creature was a girl, whatever Ricardo might say.
The truth was, neither of them had been game to check.)

The Tiger-cat turned golden eyes on Lucy, who instantly
shivered. That extraordinary feeling she’d first experi-
enced on the morning she had found the tunnel engulfed
her — a strange aching and then it was as if she simply
stepped free of her skin and was one with the air, floating,
anchored only by the golden rope that joined her mind
with the Tiger-cat’s. She watched, awed, from outside her
body as the familiar stripes of the Tiger-cat’s face blurred
and shifted and she found herself gazing into a dark pool
of water that rippled and resolved into . . .
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the black, black eyes of Angel. ‘Lucy must take Angel home.
Lucy promised. Lucy will take Angel home. Now!’

The shock of hearing the four-year-old Telarian speak
sent Lucy shivering back into her skin. As though it had
happened just yesterday, she remembered the dream where
Angel’s mother had urged Lucy to look after her little girl.
‘She is yours now,” she had said, just before the Bull soldiers
dragged her away. A note squeezed into her daughter’s
hand begged for Angel to be returned home to her grand-
parents in Telares City.

Lucy stretched out an urgent hand to the Tiger-cat.
‘Since when can Angel speak? What happened? What else
does she say?’ But the Tiger-cat streaked up the nearest
tree, sending a burst of parrots into the bright blue sky.
Supremely satisfied, she sat washing her face on a fat
branch.

‘Lucy, you're talking to a cat,” broke in Janella. ‘Now I
know you're crazy!’

But Lucy was in another world, grinning like a fool. The
Tiger-cat was back, with a brand-new video clip of Angel,
which could mean only one thing: life was finally about to
get interesting again. And Nina wasn’t dead, whatever her
creepy nephew said. Nina would never let Nigel kick them
out of the Mermaid House, or bulldoze it. And somehow,
Lucy would get the key back. And no one would ever vote
for Nigel to be Mayor of Kurrawong — not even if he gave
everyone a free Ten Star Jumbo soccer ball!

Would they?

Mum’s Mazda farted and belched into the driveway and
Lucy ran to meet it. Ricardo exploded from the car almost
before it stopped, eyes riveted on the Tiger-cat. He turned
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to Lucy, a silent question blazing in his eyes. Lucy nodded
— and he let out a whoop that Dad probably heard all the
way from his conference in Indonesia. Ricardo opened his
mouth but Lucy shook her head, with a warning glance at
Mum, who had her head buried in the Mazda’s boot.

‘Lucy and Janella, would you give me a hand here?’
Mum asked. The girls each grabbed four bags of groceries
and stumbled in the front door as Ricardo, the Tiger-cat
and T-Tongue disappeared at top speed out the back and
up the path into the rainforest. Typical! Lucy wanted to
drop the shopping and follow, but she couldn’t exactly
leave Janella to put everything away.

As soon as they’d finished, Lucy ran into her room and
grabbed her joggers. Yikes! She almost dropped them
again. That golden monkey on the carpet that Ricardo
kept insisting was his — Lucy could have sworn she saw it
wink! She blinked and looked again, but it was just a
carpet monkey, albeit much brighter and more silky-soft
than a carpet creature had any right to be.

Janella, check this out!’

‘It's brighter than yesterday, Janella agreed wonderingly.

Anticipation mounting, Lucy scanned the creatures in
her carpet menagerie: the glorious tiger, the creepy snake,
the big-eared bat, the elephant with a blood-red jewel on
its trunk, and the glorious new black horse that Janella
insisted on calling Dark Star.

Suddenly, Lucy was as impatient as a horse herself. She
galloped up the hall, into the back yard, up the path, past
the chook shed and onto the forest track, with Janella
in hot pursuit. There were the stone stairs they had
discovered last summer, climbing to the edge of the deep

19



pit that concealed the tunnel to Telares. At the sight of the
Tiger-cat perched on the top stair, that familiar hunterish
feeling rose through the soles of her feet, into her very
bones.

T-Tongue quivered with excitement and Ricardo’s face
glowed. Lucy didn’t need to be told. The tunnel to Telares
was open.
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5
That Hunting Feeling

The Tiger-cat leaped in a graceful flash of orange to the
floor of the pit. With an excited yelp, T-Tongue followed.
Ricardo grabbed the rope that had hung useless for
months from the tree above and swung down effortlessly.
But Lucy paused on the top step, surveying the pile of
rubble and broken wood that marked the entrance to the
tunnel. Suddenly, she was back in the dream she’d been
having when Nigel Scar-Skull woke her this morning. She
had been on the steps above the pit, filled with a hunter’s
urgency — but she hadn’t been Lucy, she had been a cat!
A big cat.

Without thinking, Lucy crouched.

Hurry!

Blood, bone and muscle answered and she flew into the
pit and, without breaking stride, padded swiftly towards
the tunnel. Only Ricardo’s startled face made her realise what
she’d done, and she stopped short. She looked up and saw
Janella open-mouthed with shock. The Tiger-cat’s expression
was unreadable as it perched on a broken beam near the

21



tunnel mouth, but those golden eyes never left Lucy.

‘That was awesome!” Ricardo whispered.

‘You'll kill yourself one day, warned Janella.

Lucy examined the pit’s sheer walls and understood
their amazement. She remembered how much jumping off
the roof had hurt when she was seven. She’d broken her
ankle and couldn’t play soccer for the rest of the season.
Yet the walls of the pit were almost as high and she had
barely felt the impact — in fact, it felt as if every muscle in
her body begged for more.

She shrugged.

‘I dunno. It just felt right. And last night I had this weird
dream. Anyway, you're getting pretty wicked with that
rope yourself,” she told Ricardo, glad to change the subject.
Ricardo was flabbergasted. He wasn't used to compliments
from Lucy. But it was true. Ricardo had bounced down the
walls with the agility of a professional abseiler — or a
professional monkey. Most kids his age would have been
too scared to try.

Lucy looked up at Janella, hesitating on the top stair.

‘Are you ready?’

Janella was quite pale, but she nodded slowly.

‘You don’t have to come.” There was a hint of challenge
in Lucy’s tone.

‘Try to stop me.’

Janella, fearless on the soccer field, climbed down
gingerly.

‘Let’s go,” said Lucy. But the Tiger-cat lashed her tail as
Lucy padded closer. Those golden eyes held hers and, once
again, Lucy shivered outside her body and fell into
darkness . . .
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into Angel’s black eyes. ‘Lucy will . . > But before Angel
could finish her words, Lucy was rocketed backwards and
upwards, as if she were looking down on Angel, floating
somewhere above the little girls head. Lucy had birds-eye
vision — and the view was . . . terrible!

‘No!” Lucy cried, rocketing back into her body, heart
thumping. She spoke urgently to the Tiger-cat. ‘What’s she
doing there? How did she get there?” But the Tiger-cat
vanished with a growl into the mountain’s hungry mouth.

‘What?’ asked Ricardo and Janella, alarmed.

‘Angel. She’s on her own, right near the jungle jail in
Telares. We've got to go!’

Lucy leaped into the tunnel and felt the hunter in her
take over, every sense stretching to listen to the darkness.
She was relieved to realise her Telarian talents were intact.
Even in the deepest dark, she knew exactly where she was.
The sonic skill that had been buzzed into her brain, on
that fateful day when she and Rahel had first led Angel,
Carlos and Pablo into the tunnel and right into a storm of
bats, had not worn off. And neither had the thrill of
knowing that, after touching the Tiger-cat, she could walk,
see and smell like a cat. Although an enormous python
slithering over her foot had not been pleasant at all, the
gift the snake had given both Lucy and Rahel had already
saved their lives. They could sense trouble approaching
through the vibration of the earth itself. How cool was
that?

It was a different story for Janella.

‘T can’t see anything,” her shaky voice said, somewhere
behind Lucy.

‘Sorry!” called Lucy, and meant it. She remembered how
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scary it had been the first time she had gone down the
tunnel. She went back and took Janella’s hand. ‘Just follow
me. I told you I could see in the dark. Well, it’s not really
seeing, but I can find my way. It's more like listening so
I don’t bump into things.’

‘Well, you'd better not bump me into anything,” said
Janella in a slightly stronger voice. ‘This tunnel had better
be safe or ...

Lucy slowed down to Janella’s pace, all the time
stretching her mind to sense when they reached the fork in
the tunnel. At the fork, she automatically took the right-
hand path, the one that sloped upwards to the miners’
cubby that the children had claimed as their own. She
could hear T-Tongue sniffing and snuffling excitedly up
ahead. Soon, they were passing the cubby door. It would
have to wait. Angel needed her.

They trudged deeper into the mountain, Janella
dragging a tentative step behind while Lucy, exhilarated
despite the urgency of her mission, felt her questing senses
stretch and grow stronger. Soon they reached the
cavernous cathedral where a thousand bats roosted. She
decided against sharing this news with Janella. She smiled
at her friend’s gasp of relief when, some time later, they
rounded a bend and met weak sunlight struggling through
a maze of vines and creepers onto the dusty tunnel floor.
The entrance to Telares!

The Tiger-cat leaped towards the apparently impene-
trable green barrier. Vines as thick as iron bars untwisted
like spaghetti and fell away, and welcome sunlight spilled
into the tunnel. Lucy blinked, dazzled by the unexpected
light and the vivid green of the Telarian jungle. She caught
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Janella’s awed expression and remembered just how she’d
felt the first time she’d seen it.

Ricardo wasn't feeling sentimental. ‘Get moving!” he
ordered, trying to push past.

‘Oh, no you don’t!” Lucy retorted, grabbing his arm.
‘Remember what happened last time? You're staying here.
I'm not letting the Bull Commander kidnap you again!
Do you know what that was like?’

‘Well, duh!” Ricardo was indignant, and loud. ‘It was me
who was kidnapped, wasn't it? I think I would know what
it was like!’

‘SHHH! Lucy hissed. She wanted to screech. It was very
hard to fight with your little brother at a whisper, but the
jungle could be crawling with Bull soldiers. ‘I mean, do
you know what it was like for us? For Mum and Dad and
Grandma? And me? They wouldn't listen to me. They
thought I was crazy! And do you know how hard it was to
rescue you? So you’re not going!’

‘Well, if you hadn’t left me out, I wouldn’t have got
kidnapped. You should have taken me with you and
looked after me. So it was your fault. Besides, I have to
find my monkey and you can’t stop me.’

For once, Lucy was speechless. The worst thing was,
she knew he was right about one thing. Short of tying him
up, she couldn’t stop him going into Telares.

She looked about for some rope.

Ricardo wasn't always silly. ‘T promise I'll do whatever
you say in Telares, if you don’t leave me behind.’

Lucy looked him full in the eye. ‘Whatever I say?’

Yep!”

‘Promise?’
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‘Promise!’

‘Say it out loud.’

‘I promise I'll . . .~

‘SHHH! NOT THAT LOUDY’

‘I promise I'll do whatever I'say . ..

‘Ricardo!’

‘l mean, whatever you say in Telares.’

“You'd better! And Janella’s my witness.’

Janella nodded and Lucy took a step into the Telarian
afternoon. This time Ricardo wasn'’t ready.

‘Now you say it!’ he demanded.

‘What?’

‘About not leaving me out.’

‘Oh, that. I promise not to leave you out.’

‘You'd better not. Or my monkey will fight you!’

A low growl gave Lucy goosebumps. The Tiger-cat had
heard enough bickering. Lucy shook herself, and stood up
straighter. Then, leading the others, she padded obediently
along the narrow, twisting path towards the jungle jail,
following the white spots on the back of the Tiger-cat’s
ears, with T-Tongue at her heels.
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o
Old Enemy

The kids gazed over the Tiger-cat’s head at a desolate
scene: the jungle jail, now derelict. It was a copy of the
Mermaid House, only more dilapidated. The hungry
jungle had invaded, creepers stretching up and over the
razor-wire fence, so it was now collapsing under its
burden of green. The greediest tendrils snaked up the
iron bars that still guarded every window of the house.
But the bars were pointless now that the front door hung
drunkenly open from its hinges. Tiles were missing from
the roof and the verandah sagged alarmingly. The once-
formidable jail was deserted, rotting in the jungle’s
tropical heat.

Lucy almost abandoned caution and stood up but the
Tiger-cat, as if reading her thoughts, turned, growled
warningly and sniffed the air. Lucy did the same and her
cat’s nose was overwhelmed with the distinctive scent of
smoke. Horrified, she looked around. The wind stirred
and then Lucy saw it — a puff of smoke from the old fire
pit in the clearing outside the jungle jail’s fence. Someone
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had been there recently! But who? Angel or someone
else?

Lucy touched the others warningly and dropped to the
ground, her snake sense stirring through her palms.
There! The vibration in the earth was unmistakable: heavy
boots, marching this way.

‘Someone’s coming!’

Ricardo didn’t question Lucy’s urgency. He shrank down
as much as he could and even T-Tongue dropped flat. But
Janella had no idea what was going on. Lucy dragged her
down unceremoniously into the dirt. ‘Bulls!” she hissed.
Janella’s eyes widened and she swallowed a ragged breath.

The shuddering intensified. Lucy dared to lift her head
slightly. A man in the distinctive brown uniform of the
Bulls had walked into the clearing and stood smoking
a cigarette, gazing through the crooked fence. He turned,
and Lucy’s stomach lurched. She shrank back down. The
Bull Commander himself! She could just make out enough
to know that he wore the insignia of a black bull with red
eyes and yellow horns on his breast pocket, and the vivid
scars that gathered one side of his face into a permanent
leer were unmistakable. Lucy noticed som