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Jeevan was lost. He looked around the white landscape. “Where am I?” he muttered to himself, his breath fogging up in front of him. He heard a mischievous giggle to his right and turned. A cold, hard snowball whizzed towards him, hitting him square in the face.


“Toe!” he yelled with a huge grin, finally spotting his Neanderthal friend as she darted between two snow-covered trees. He grabbed the last two snowballs from his stash and ran towards her. He threw one as hard as he could, but Toe ducked expertly. At the same time, she threw another of her own snowballs at Jeevan, and that one didn’t miss. OUCH.
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Shaking snowflakes out of his ear, Jeevan ducked behind a tree to start on a new pile of snowballs. His hands were freezing but his mouth was fixed in a wide smile – this had been the best winter ever. He’d had endless snowball fights with Toe, though they weren’t just snowball fights: they were legendary clashes, heroic battles filled with strategic warfare – they were epic.


WHOOOSH!


An enormous snowball zoomed over Jeevan’s head. He stuffed the eight or so snowballs he’d just made into the pockets of his ski jacket and sneaked over to a different tree, stealthy as a tiger. Deciding on a new tactic, he started to climb the tree. From above, he could see Toe tiptoeing around on the ground, her green coat and wild brown hair the only colours against the white.


When he could climb no more, Jeevan pulled out the snowballs and lined them up carefully along a branch. He must have disturbed a squirrel’s nest because two grey squirrels skittered past him and scurried down the tree. Jeevan stood very still as they passed and, in the hush that followed, grew suddenly aware of all the other tiny sounds around him. The forest was quiet but never entirely silent. Birds fluttered among the treetops, disturbing small tufts of snow. A line of little spiders scuttled along the branches. Snowy bushes on the ground quivered as hares and foxes bounded along beneath them. The whole place was teeming with wildlife. It was so calm and peaceful—


“JEEVAN!” Toe called out at the top of her voice. Birds shot up into the sky, and the squirrels scampered away as Toe stomped from tree to tree without a care in the world. She was totally unaware of the forest creatures that hurried away from her as she disturbed the wintry calm. The muted echoes of Toe’s heavy footsteps reminded Jeevan of another ancient creature: Skull.
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A formerly extinct T-Rex who Jeevan had accidentally brought back to life at his mum’s lab, Skull was a fully grown dinosaur who now roamed the hidden valley. The valley was inside the crater of an ancient volcano that had been dormant for so long that it had turned into a natural paradise. The luscious land was owned by Griff, a reclusive hermit committed to saving animals and plants from human destruction. For that very reason, Griff had set up the fossil lab where Jeevan's mum, Anjali, worked. From up here, Jeevan could see the top of the volcano. He pictured the beautiful valley that he and Toe had only discovered a few months ago. It must look stunning covered in snow, the thick layer of white disturbed only by Skull’s enormous footprints.


Jeevan felt responsible for Skull – it was Jeevan’s mistake at the lab that had brought Skull to life – so he was grateful Griff was able to provide a place where the T-Rex could roam free; where he posed no danger to anyone and was safe from hunters too.


Speaking of hunters . . . Jeevan’s eyes zeroed in on Toe, who had stopped just beneath his tree. He grabbed a snowball, aimed, fired. Success! Toe flapped about madly, looking this way and that for the source of the snowball. Jeevan had to cover his mouth to keep from laughing out loud. He ducked behind a branch so she wouldn’t spot him, but then – BUZZ! – his walkie-talkie went off. Toe looked up.


BUZZ.


“Jeevan? Hello?”


It was Mum.


“Mum?” Jeevan said.


“Jeevan.” The walkie-talkie crackled with static. “Please come back to the lab quickly – we’ve just heard on the news that there’s a blizzard coming. I don’t want you and Toe getting caught in the storm.”


The thought of a blizzard suddenly filled Jeevan with anxiety. He tried to push the feelings away, but he couldn’t, and he was cross at himself. He used to be so relaxed. A few months ago, a blizzard would have sounded exciting to him. But ever since his encounter with the hunters, Smith and Jones – who’d tried to kill Skull and capture Jeevan and Toe – he’d become more nervous. Sometimes he felt overwhelmed with worry. He would feel shaky and breathless for a bit, and then it would go away.


He hadn’t told Mum, but some nights he struggled to fall asleep, worrying for hours about Skull in the hidden valley, or stressing that someone would discover who Toe really was. He felt responsible for them being here, and he couldn’t help but think of all the bad things that could happen. He wished he could just deal with it.


He shook his head, trying to dislodge these thoughts as he started climbing down the tree. Toe proved a helpful distraction. She threw snowball after snowball at Jeevan as he scrambled down to the ground – most of them hit their mark with a powdery thud, and when Jeevan reached the ground, he resembled a straggly snowman. He had to laugh. She lived during the ice age, he told himself, brushing flakes from his hair. If anyone knows snow, it’s Toe.


They faced each other, snowballs at the ready, when Jeevan turned and ran. Toe followed in hot pursuit. Her raging battle cry pierced the air. “AIIIEEEEE!”


Sprinting over the slippery snow and laughing, Jeevan bashed his way through low branches and jumped over snow-covered rocks and tree stumps. Beneath the hoarse sounds of Toe’s battle cry was a softer humming noise that was growing louder and louder, but Jeevan was too distracted by the snowballs shooting by to pay it much attention. The snowballs that missed hit trees and bushes with soft thuds, except for one that hit something hard and caused a metallic clang. That’s when Jeevan saw it. A sign. He wiped the snow off it:
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Next to it was another sign:
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Toe caught up with him, out of breath. They gave each other a look, and then walked on past the signs. At the edge of the construction site, a huge digger gouged at the icy ground, creating a gaping hole in the forest floor. Looking around, Jeevan counted three other construction vehicles and dozens of workers dressed in bright orange high-visibility jumpsuits.
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Jeevan couldn’t believe construction had already started. He thought big projects like this always took ages to get going. But maybe that was just wishful thinking.


Ever since Jeevan had discovered that Barron Fox was planning to build a hunting lodge called Paradise Falls in this forest, he had been trying to come up with ideas to stop him. Fox was a businessman who didn’t care at all about animals or the environment, a fact made plain by the actions of these construction workers, most of whom were chopping down trees.


Jeevan and Toe watched, shivering, as another digger clawed at the ground, making a hole for the building’s foundations, which was quickly filling up with snow. Around the hole, workers with large shovels were frantically trying to get rid of the snow, which wasn’t working because it was falling too fast. That’s a pointless exercise, thought Jeevan. Isn’t anybody in charge?


Just as he had this thought, two familiar silhouettes emerged at the far end of the site. They were wearing hard hats and while they no longer had rifles strapped to their backs, Jeevan would have recognised them anywhere: Smith and Jones. They were Barron Fox’s aggressive (and not very intelligent) henchmen. Jeevan’s blood froze. He was not pleased to see them.


They were holding clipboards and directing workers with chainsaws towards a clump of tall trees behind them. Jeevan and Toe both stepped back behind the digger at the sight of them.


Just then, an enormous oak tree creaked, toppled and fell with a shuddering jolt, sending a big puff of snow up into the air. Jones let out a weak little cheer. Jeevan stared at the tree lying dead on the ground. Its trunk was so thick, it must have been hundreds of years old. What will happen to the creatures who lived in that tree? he thought. Their whole ecosystem has been destroyed in a single moment.


“Let’s go,” Jeevan said in a low voice. He didn’t want to hang around here; it was depressing. Plus, he thought, as he looked up at the sky, if we get back quickly, we might be able to go snowboarding before the storm arrives. Griff had promised to take them out on the slopes today. Toe nodded and they both started backing away from the digger, trying to stay out of sight, when . . .


“Doo-doo!”


Only one creature could make that sound.


“Dodo!” Jeevan turned towards his faithful and rather brainless blue-feathered pet, Dodo. He’d left her at home this morning, but clearly she’d followed them into the forest.


“Shhh!” he whispered at Dodo – not that she understood.


“Doo-doo!” Dodo shrieked again, becoming louder as she got closer to Jeevan. Exasperated, he leapt forward to grab her, but she flapped out of his grasp. Jeevan sighed. Ever since he’d brought Dodo back to life (also during the mishap at Mum’s lab), she had become attached to him. Jeevan was the first thing she had seen and now she kind of thought Jeevan was her mother! He loved that he was Dodo’s favourite person. But she could definitely be a nuisance.
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“DOO-DOO!”


Jeevan looked behind him and realised that Smith and Jones had heard Dodo’s cry. They were looking right at Jeevan and Toe.


The children turned to run but froze when they heard a very loud creak. Somebody shouted, “TIMBER!”
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Jeevan looked up to see a towering oak swaying ominously above him. It was going to fall, and it was going to fall right . . . over . . . there . . . where Dodo was strutting and squawking!
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