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      One

      
      

      
      ‘There’s been another shark attack,’ said Dad, when he came back from answering the phone.
      

      
      Mike and Meg looked at each other. Another shark attack? That made three in the past four months.

      
      ‘Is it the same shark?’ said Mark.

      
      ‘I don’t know,’ said Dad. ‘Sharks don’t usually stay in the same territory for long periods; they follow the shoals of fish
         and the other marine creatures that form part of their food chain. And the Southern Ocean’s a big area. It could be three
         different sharks.’
      

      
      Mark shrugged. ‘Kara Bronley says it’s the same shark. And she reckons that she knows all about it, because her grandpa goes
         fishing and he’s seen it. It’s a white pointer and it’s twenty metres long.’
      

      
      ‘If it’s that size then it should be in the Guinness Book of Records,’ Mum said, as she put a plate of piping-hot pancakes in the middle of the table. ‘It’s a monster!’
      

      
      ‘Well, that’s what Kara Bronley said, anyway.’ Mark speared two pancakes with a sharp jab from his fork.

      
      ‘I’m glad I’m not a white pointer with you on the end of a huge harpoon,’ said Mike. ‘The way you attacked those poor pancakes
         was awesome.’
      

      
      ‘Isn’t it whales and harpoons?’ Meg said. ‘I thought that rogue sharks were always shot, not harpooned.’
      

      
      Boris had been silent throughout the discussion. He pursed his lips as he reached for a pancake. ‘What’s a rogue shark?’

      
      ‘I’m not sure if rogue sharks exist,’ said Dad. ‘I mean, we usually know which is the rogue bull in a herd, because it’s an old, cranky male. But sharks can travel alone,
         though they sometimes move in groups. And some of the ones that have been caught because they were supposed to have attacked
         people, were females. Maybe they were just protecting their babies or something.’
      

      
      ‘But, Dad,’ said Mark, as he quickly speared another two pancakes to add to his stack, ‘you just said a rogue is a male. And
         sometimes we’re on the beach and you say, “Watch out for that rogue wave.” A wave can’t be a boy or a girl. Can it?’
      

      
      Adam, who was sharing breakfast with the Greens, winked at Boris. Once Mark started arguing, things always got so complicated.
         He either quoted Kara Bronley as his big source of knowledge, or he ambushed Dad, as he’d just done.
      

      
      Adam had been working with the Greens for over a month now. He lived in his caravan and usually made his own breakfast, but
         at weekends he joined them for Mum’s famous pancake feast. Boris was still living with the Greens too, because his mother and
         father had gone up north and there wasn’t a definite date for their return.
      

      
      ‘I’m pretty sure that waves aren’t males or females,’ Adam said in a serious voice. ‘And I don’t think they form relationships
         or have baby waves.’
      

      
      Mark giggled. The idea of two waves rolling down an aisle to get married and then have babies was too silly for words. But
         then his face became glum. The idea of a twenty-metre shark, or a whole pack of them, lurking behind the reef and waiting
         for him to go for a swim wasn’t funny at all.
      

      
      ‘Can we go surfing when we’ve finished our chores?’ Meg asked. ‘It’s a beautiful day. It’s supposed to get to thirty degrees
         later on. I heard the four-day forecast.’
      

      
      Mark gaped at her. ‘You want to go surfing when there’s a killer shark out there? What if you get eaten?’

      
      ‘That shark’d take one bite and spit her out,’ said Mike with a big grin. ‘She’d taste like girl!’

      
      Meg tried to kick him under the table, but he’d anticipated her and had quickly moved his legs out of range.

      
      ‘It’s not funny,’ she said. ‘We should be able to go for a surf in our own bit of the ocean without getting attacked by a
         vicious shark.’
      

      
      ‘How do you know it’s vicious?’ asked Adam mildly as he poured some more maple syrup on his pancakes.

      
      ‘All sharks are vicious.’

      
      ‘Hmm. Are all snakes vicious?’

      
      ‘Not when they’re hyperventilating,’ said Mark.

      
      ‘He means hibernating,’ Mike explained when he saw the puzzled look on Adam’s face.
      

      
      ‘They’re vicious in the spring when they come out of their holes,’ said Mike. ‘They’re hungry, mean, and looking for a mate.
         You don’t want to mess with snakes in the early spring.’
      

      
      ‘They’re vicious when you accidentally tread on them,’ said Mark, because he’d once done just that. Immediately the snake had reared up, hissing, poised to strike. At
         first Mark had been rooted to the spot with shock and then he’d turned and run away from it as fast as he could!
      

      
      ‘So you mean if they’re threatened or they get a fright they become vicious.’ Adam looked at Mike as he took a bite of his
         pancake.
      

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘What about you, if you get threatened or have a fright?’

      
      ‘Me?’ Mike looked surprised. ‘Well, I fight. Or I run. It depends.’

      
      ‘The old fight-or-flight syndrome,’ said Dad. ‘That goes back to the cavemen days. If you thought you could win, you’d fight.
         If you knew you couldn’t, then you took off as fast as you could in the opposite direction.’
      

      
      ‘So you and Adam are both saying that animals get vicious when they’re threatened,’ said Meg. ‘But people don’t threaten a
         shark. Humans are swimming or surfing, enjoying themselves, minding their own business, and— pow—the shark attacks. Your theory just got blown out of the water. Sharks go into attack mode without any provocation or reason.
         That’s why they’re mean. And vicious.’
      

      
      Boris was still thinking. He looked across at Meg. ‘They are a bit shortsighted, you know. And a surfer in a black wetsuit
         looks a lot like a seal. I think they go in to try a little nibble.’
      

      
      ‘A nibble?’ Meg was horrified. ‘A shark’ll rip off a person’s arm or leg with one bite. That’s more than a little nibble!’
      

      
      ‘Have you ever seen the results of a shark attack?’ Dad looked sternly at Boris. ‘You shouldn’t be casual about sharks. They
         can be really ferocious. And while I respect their right to swim near the beaches we use, I don’t fancy having to pull someone
         out of the surf in a mangled heap.’
      

      
      ‘I know they can attack people. I know they can kill. But I don’t think they’re mean and vicious. After all, when we go swimming
         or surfing, we’re in their territory. I reckon sharks get confused and think we’re some sort of food.’
      

      
      ‘So you like sharks?’ Meg looked grim.
      

      
      ‘I don’t know any well enough to give a personal opinion, but I’d like to get to know one or two,’ Boris said hotly. ‘How can humans judge sharks when they’ve never had a chance to find out what’s
         going on in their heads?’
      

      
      ‘They’ve got mean eyes,’ said Mark.

      
      ‘To go with their mean spirits,’ Mike added.

      
      Boris went red in the face. ‘I didn’t know you could all be so stupid,’ he shouted. ‘Research is showing that sharks have
         an important place in the environment and we should study them more, not condemn them.’
      

      
      ‘I’m with you, Boris,’ said Adam quietly. ‘And that’s why it’s important to get the research boat here as quickly as possible
         with a shark-proof cage, so my marine scientist friends can do some in-depth studies. And we definitely need a shark spotter
         plane. Then the pilot can warn the surf club to get people out of the sea if a shark’s in the area. It’s important to act on this so that some crazy fishermen don’t go out there with guns and start blasting everything that looks vaguely
         like a shark. Otherwise we’ll have dead seals and dolphins and whales all over the place.’
      

      
      ‘I agree,’ said Mum. She looked at Dad. ‘Remember our motto? Don’t make assumptions when you haven’t got enough information.
         I think we need to give Adam and Boris a chance to prove that sharks aren’t stalking swimmers.’
      

      
      Dad sighed. ‘So what’s your theory about sharks, Adam?’

      
      ‘That sharks aren’t necessarily the bad guys they’re made out to be!’

   
      
      Two

      
      

      
      Everyone got to work straight after breakfast.
      

      
      Now that they had a small herd of milking goats there was even more to do. But the kids were so cute and performed such crazy
         tricks that it was fun to watch them while the milking went on. The shed had an open door, and while each goat being milked
         was happy to stand in the bail, munching hay, the naughty kids took the opportunity to show off and go mad.
      

      
      Mum had taught all the children how to milk, but Meg was the best at it. Mike was too clumsy. Whenever he tried, the milk sprayed all over the place instead of into the bucket! On the other hand, Boris wasn’t
         too bad, but he tended to get a bit impatient, mainly because he preferred to do his chores and talk to Carol at the same
         time. And when he got up close and personal at milking time with a goat, Carol got jealous and huffy. Mark couldn’t get the
         hang of it at all, though, and yanked so hard on the teats that everyone thought he’d pull them off!
      

      
      ‘You don’t tug like that! See? You sort of strip them. Like this!’ Mum had said in exasperation, as she’d showed Mark for
         the millionth time.
      

      
      ‘I am doing it like that!’ Yank. Yank.

      
      So Mark was swiftly removed from the job of milking the goats. And that suited him fine, which was why he’d kept on tugging
         hard and pretending not to get the hang of it. He didn’t want to do the milking. He wanted to do as little work as he could
         round the place. It was easy to mess jobs up all the time so that everyone got tired of showing him how to do things. Mark really wanted to tinker with something mechanical, or shoot footage
         with the camera. He’d learnt that if you messed jobs up often enough, you got out of doing most of them. But not the dishes!
         He’d tried dropping plates, but Mum had made him pay for them out of his pocket money. That hadn’t been such a good idea!
      

      
      Meg found milking the goats quite calming. She loved the sound of the milk swishswishing rhythmically into the bucket. And she wasn’t an impatient person. She loved watching the bucket gradually fill with warm,
         rich goats’ milk. Mum was keen to make some cheese— just for their own use at home as a sort of experiment—and Meg and Mum
         had been reading everything they could about cheese-making.
      

      
      ‘Yuck. I’m not eating goats’ cheese,’ said Mark, pulling a face, when they’d announced their plans over the dinner table one evening. ‘I don’t like their milk, and I know I’m going to hate their cheese. So forget it!’
      

      
      ‘Oh, you’d really love goats’ cheese sandwiches and nice little goats’ cheese cakes, wouldn’t he, Mum?’ Meg teased.

      
      ‘That’s right,’ Mum replied with a serious face. ‘I can make goats’ cheese pasta, goats’ cheese scrambled eggs, goats’ cheese
         pie, goats’ cheese salad, all sorts of delicious things. Maybe even goats’ cheese ice-cream!’
      

      
      ‘If you do that,’ said Mark, ‘I’m leaving home!’

      
      ‘Great idea!’ Mike pretended to look ecstatic. ‘I can use your room! And Boris can sleep in it whenever he comes to stay.’

      
      ‘Mum!’
      

      
      ‘He’s only teasing,’ Mum said.

      
      Milking the last goat, Meg smiled to herself, as she remembered Mark’s indignant face. Mike have his room? “I’m never leaving” he’d yelled. “I’m going to stay here in my room till I’m a hundred, so you can’t have it!” He thought he was so clever, dodging jobs and dipping out of doing the work, but they were all awake to his scams. It was because Meg really loved milking that she’d begged Mum to
         let it be her main daily chore. Otherwise Mark and the others would be doing the milking too. And if Meg was away at a school
         camp or ill, Mum could do it, and Dad, if he really had to.
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