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Year Seven 

 

Tiger’s Eye 
 

“Samali Fernando, GET UP!” were the first words Sam heard as she struggled to open 

her eyes. She was sleeping in (as usual) and it was already 8:00 o’clock! Sam pulled on 

her school uniform and trudged downstairs. When she reached the kitchen, she 

grabbed a slice of bread and the jam pot and rushed out of the door. 

 

“Bbbrrrriiiiinnngggg!” was the sound of the school bell as she ran through the gates. She 

was exhausted from sprinting to school in the scorching Sri Lankan sun. They had put 

up yet another sign saying not to enter the jungle and beware of the white tiger - don’t 

they know it’s only a myth? Sam thought. 

 

As she walked towards the classroom, she heard Miss Ratchett calling the register. 

“Akeesha Rodrigo?” she sneered.                                                                                                                           

“Here miss!”                                                                                                                                                

“Samali Fernando?”                                                                                                                           

Sam opened the door, “Umm, here miss!”                                                                                                   

“Late again, detention after school!!”                                                                                       

“Whaa…”                                                                                                                           

“SILENCE!!!!!” bellowed Miss Ratchett. Sam sighed and made a start on the algebra 

Miss Ratchett had set for them. It was going to be a long day.  

 

When the end of the day finally arrived, and Sam eventually finished her detention work; 

she left the school building, relieved that the day was over. She looked out to the 

beautiful turquoise sea and listened to it whisper its unique song. Suddenly, the sound 

of an elephant trumpeting interrupted her thoughts. Three elephants stampeded past 

her, spooked by something. That was when she realised. She looked out to sea. She 

saw a terrifying wave the size of a mountain. It was a tsunami... 

 

It was colossal. As it thundered towards the shore, Sam scanned the place for 

somewhere to shelter. The jungle. It was the only place. Sam scaled the high gate and 

dashed into the undergrowth. Would she survive? What would happen next?  

 

Sam looked for the tallest tree she could see and scrambled up it - a coconut tree. She 

felt the impact of the wave hit the tree nearly knocking her off, but she managed to cling 

on. As Sam watched the water flow beneath her, she wondered if her family were safe. 



Her parents worked right on the seafront and what if they hadn’t seen the tsunami 

coming? Were they okay? 

 

Once it was safe, Sam descended down the tree. She looked around. In all the rush, 

she hadn’t seen where she was going. She was lost. Lost in the jungle with no way out, 

what was she going to do? Would she ever get back?  

 

That was when she heard something. A quiet rustle in the bracken, quiet, but not silent. 

It sounded like something big. But then a loud growl filled her with fear and a golden, 

shining eye glared at her from the brush. It couldn't be, it just couldn’t. What happened 

next was something Sam would never forget… 

 

“Samali Fernando, GET UP!” were the first words Sam heard as she struggled to open 

her eyes. “There’s been news of a white tiger in Sri Lanka! Imagine that, what a myth! 

People believe everything they hear these days”, sighed Samali’s mum, rolling her 

eyes. Sam stumbled over to the window and looked out to the beautiful sunrise and at 

the jungle beyond, she shivered, remembering her dream. A dark shadow wandered 

through the jungle and two gleaming eyes stared at her from the trees, it couldn’t be, it 

just couldn’t. 

  

 


