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      One

      
      ‘Is Boris going to live with us forever?’ said Mark. ‘Is he really my big brother now?’

      
      ‘Boris can live with us as long as he wants to, and if it’s forever, that’s fine with me,’ said Mum. ‘But he’s not legally
         your big brother yet. The adoption’s still being processed.’
      

      
      It was five months since Boris’s parents had been killed in a car crash. Boris had handled it really well, considering that
         it was such a terrible thing to happen. Fortunately, he was used to living at the Greens’ and he’d actually begun to regard them more than the Boolas as his family in many ways.
      

      
      He’d been planning to make the Boola family change. He wanted to make them more like the Greens and have proper dinners round
         the dining room table instead of snacks balanced on knees in front of TV. And he’d been dreaming of this ever since his mother
         told him that his dad had stopped drinking and wouldn’t be going to the pub.
      

      
      When he’d found out that his dad had left the Boyer pub to drive home and that his drink-driving was probably responsible
         for the accident, he’d felt a huge swell of anger inside—so huge that it nearly choked him. And there was more bad news to
         come, because it turned out that his parents hadn’t been keeping up the mortgage payments. So the Boola farm had to be sold.
         In one swift moment, Boris had lost his parents and his home.
      

      
      The Greens were loving and kind. They’d constantly assured him that he was part of their family and that they were making
         plans to formally adopt him. He’d still be Boris Boola and be able to keep his name if he wanted to; he didn’t have to be a Green.
         Mrs Green had taken him to see a grief counsellor and, week by week, he’d helped him come to terms with a lot of things. The
         hurt and anger weren’t so bad now.
      

      
      And, of course, there was Carol. He could see her every day when he came home from school. But he’d had to give up his part-time
         job at the supermarket stacking shelves after school. It was too far to ride his bike to the Greens’ and he had to catch the
         school bus along with the others.
      

      
      He’d felt worried and guilty about not bringing in money to feed Carol. His money helped to buy hay for her. But Mrs Green
         had noticed him fretting and had managed to find out what was worrying him.
      

      
      ‘The government will give us some money for your food, clothes and school books, and there’ll be plenty left over to pay for
         Carol’s hay,’ she’d said gently. ‘And you’re such a good worker. You help us so much round the place. If we had to pay someone to do all that work, we’d never cope. We’re so grateful
         that you’re here to help us, Boris. So you’re not to go worrying about money, okay?’
      

      
      Boris felt almost overwhelmed and he nearly busted himself to repay them. He worked and worked.

      
      ‘Look, Boris,’ Dad said one day, when he found him down on his hands and knees scrubbing out the animals’ stalls. ‘We appreciate
         your hard work. But there’s a saying, “All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy”. And I don’t want you to turn into a Jack.
         Take some time to relax, will you? That’s an order.’
      

      
      So now, as well as doing his chores and giving Carol regular exercise, he was having some fun with Mark’s latest venture:
         frog-jumping.
      

      
      Adam had been conducting frog research and Mark had helped him. They’d located three colonies of endangered toadlets but had
         discovered that one local species, the growling grass frog, could still be found in abundant numbers.
      

      
      Then Mark got the idea of training growling grass frogs to leap higher and higher. He’d seen a segment on the internet about
         cane toad racing in Queensland. People bet money on the toads and whichever toad won, the winner got the money. Mark had figured
         out that his frogs could go in races too, but they could also do high jumps, long jumps and hurdles.
      

      
      ‘Why don’t you make them little racquets and they can play tennis?’ Mike said sarcastically.

      
      ‘Don’t be silly, Mike. Frogs can’t play tennis!’ Mike’s sarcasm went straight over Mark’s head.

      
      Mark had it all worked out. He’d sell his super-leaping frogs. Or rent them out and collect the money. He’d been going to
         collect snails and sell them to French restaurants, but that was too much hard work. They had to be purged and soaked in buckets
         of water and he didn’t like the idea of killing things, anyway. He’d decided he wasn’t going to breed frogs so he could sell their legs, either. That was cruel.
      

      
      But frogs loved jumping. And it was fun to tickle them and make them jump higher. He knew that the more athletes trained the
         better they got at running and jumping, so frogs had to be the same. He had four frogs. Their names were Freddo, Caramel,
         Leapy and Ted. They lived in a special enclosure that Adam had made for him in a corner of the yard that was a bit swampy.
         It had strong mesh walls set into a concrete base that went down far enough to prevent ducks from digging underneath and the
         frogs from burrowing their way out. The holes in the mesh were too small for any birds’ beaks or bills to fit through, so
         the frogs were safe. But the holes were big enough so that flies and other insects could get in.
      

      
      Over the concrete Adam had put lots of thick, silty mud and planted grass. There was even a small pond. And rocks, so that
         the frogs could sunbake if they wanted to. Of course, Mark had no idea that Adam had built the enclosure for his own purpose as well. He could observe the frogs’ behaviour and record the information. And he planned to
         put more frogs in there when he returned from the fairy penguin research that he was involved with on Gabo Island.
      

      
      In the meantime, Mark was training the frogs to hop and leap higher every day. He had a marker on the side of the enclosure.

      
      Boris liked the frogs, too, so Mark let him help organise the first official frog race at Animal Haven. Mark charged a dollar
         a frog, and drew the names of the frogs out of Dad’s old Akubra.
      

      
      ‘How can you tell which frog is which?’ Meg said, when she got Caramel.

      
      ‘Can’t you see? Caramel’s got more brown stripes than the others. You’re lucky, because Caramel’s the best jumper.’

      
      The Frog Olympics were held on the verandah so that none of the contestants could accidentally get eaten or trodden on by
         the other animals. And Caramel won by a leap.
      

      
      
      ‘It’s good to see Mark and Boris so happy together,’ Mum whispered to Dad, as they watched from the doorway. ‘Meg always mothers
         Mark too much and makes excuses for him, and Mike gets impatient and sarcastic.’
      

      
      Dad looked rueful. ‘I get impatient with Mark, too. He’s so clumsy sometimes and he does these crazy things. It drives me
         nuts. But Boris seems to have endless patience.’
      

      
      ‘Mark’s the little brother he never had,’ said Mum, and there was a sad note in her voice. She worried a lot about Boris.

      
      ‘Never mind, love.’ Dad gave her a squeeze. ‘He’s got one now. And Mark adores him.’

      
      ‘What we can do,’ Boris was saying, as Meg received her two dollar prize for winning (the rest went into Mark’s pocket for
         what he called “training fees”), ‘is to run a Frog Olympics at school for charity. The other kids can bring their own frogs.’
      

      
      ‘Does charity mean we don’t get to keep the money?’ Mark looked doubtful.

      
      
      ‘It’s important when you make money to give some to charity,’ said Boris firmly.

      
      Mark fastened onto the word “some”. If he charged two dollars an entry then he could keep half. The whole thing was his idea,
         after all.
      

      
      ‘I need to pattern this,’ he said, as he carefully put Caramel, Freddy, Leapy and Ted back into their special enclosure.

      
      ‘Pattern?’

      
      ‘You know, you pay money to the government and then no one else can use your idea.’

      
      ‘Oh. Patent. That isn’t how you say it, anyway: it rhymes with “blatant”. And I don’t think you can actually patent Frog Olympics. You
         can only patent something that you’ve invented, like automatic toothpicks or revolving pencil cases or something.’
      

      
      ‘Hmm.’ Mark sat back on his heels and looked thoughtful. ‘Then I’ll invent a Frog Tickler.’

      
      ‘Okay. You do that. In the meantime, I have to take Carol for a gallop. Do you want to come with me?’
      

      
      ‘Not now,’ said Mark. ‘I’m busy. I have to get going with my Frog Tickler before someone else grabs my idea.’

   



      
      
      Two

      
      Meg was busy helping Mum to make crabapple jelly.

      
      They had to boil up the fruit then strain it through muslin bags. The muslin was loosely woven so that the juice trickled
         through and the skins and stones were left behind. Then the red juice was boiled again with sugar added, so that eventually
         they’d have beautiful, clear red jelly in sealed glass jam jars. There was nothing nicer than crab-apple jelly on bread and
         butter.
      

      
      Mike was busy on the computer. He was supposed to be doing research for a school project, but when Boris poked his head round the door, he saw that Mike was playing
         a computer game that he’d borrowed from Ricky Valdani.
      

      
      The sky was cloudy and overcast, with a cold wind blowing in from the Southern Ocean, buffeting the coastline. It would be
         really chilly on the beach, so Mike had decided that he’d rather be on the computer. Every now and then a rain squall came
         through. It was not a good beach day—or even outside day, for that matter.
      

      
      Boris made up his mind to take Carol for her run by himself.

      
      ‘Come on, Alice. You need some exercise too,’ he said to the lazy labrador who was sprawled on her rug near the wood stove.

      
      Alice didn’t look a bit enthusiastic. She thumped her tail on the floor a couple of times in a non-friendly way and then turned
         the corners of her mouth down as if to say, “Do I have to?”.
      

      
      
      ‘All right, then. Stay there and be a fat slug,’ said Boris. ‘I don’t care.’

      
      Zipping up his jacket, he went outside to put on Carol’s bridle.

      
      ‘I don’t suppose you want to go to the beach, either,’ he said grumpily. Carol licked the top of his head. She loved Boris with every coarse hair
         on her body and she would have trekked across ice and through snow for him if she’d had to. So a run on the windy beach was
         fine with her. She made her special whuffling noise to let him know that she was dying to go for a fast gallop along the hard-packed
         sand.
      

      
      Boris led her out the back gate and closed it carefully so that Elsie wouldn’t get it into her feather-brain to follow them.
         It was so windy that she probably would have taken off into space like an airborne feather duster if she’d gone to the beach.
         It was always windier down there.
      

      
      Delilah and Wannabe were with Adam, so it was just Carol and Boris together.

      
      
      ‘It’s nice to be a twosome, isn’t it?’ he said to her as they crossed the Great Ocean Road.

      
      There wasn’t much traffic. People had probably decided to stay home and watch sport on TV or whatever.

      
      Once they were on the flat stretch of sand, Boris gave Carol her head. He clung on tightly as she went racing along the beach
         as fast as she could. The wind seemed to excite her. Boris knew that a strong wind seemed to do that to the kids at school.
         On windy days the little ones all tore round the yard yelling their heads off and driving the teachers crazy. Maybe it was
         the same for animals.
      

      
      ‘Slow down, Carol!’ he yelled in her ear as they reached the mouth of the river.

      
      But Carol took no notice. She went ploughing straight through, sending up a wall of water on either side. He managed to pull
         her up once they were halfway along the next sandy stretch.
      

      
      ‘Now, that was a silly thing to do,’ he said. ‘What if you’d tripped? I’d have gone flying into the river. I could’ve been
         hurt.’
      

      
      
      But Carol didn’t look sorry at all. She knew that she wasn’t going to trip. She was sure-footed in all circumstances except
         on rocks. Her soft pads weren’t made for walking over jagged things, so she avoided them. But today a lot of the rocks had
         been covered with a thick layer of sand.
      

      
      ‘We’ll go right up to Sparky’s Point,’ Boris said in her ear. ‘But no galloping. We’ll have a brisk trot, okay?’

      
      Carol was pleased. Sparky’s Point was a nice long distance for an energetic camel. So off they went at a fast pace. Boris
         screwed up his face as the strong wind stung his eyes. Then he frowned.
      

      
      ‘What’s that up ahead?’

      
      Something was moving along the sand. It looked like a large black and white sea serpent weaving its way up the beach toward
         the rugged sand dunes near the point.
      

      
      ‘We’d better investigate,’ he said in Carol’s furry ear. ‘But you’re not allowed to gallop up the beach like a maniac, okay?
         We’ll go slowly so we don’t scare whatever it is. It could turn vicious and attack. So keep your cool, Carol. All right?’
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