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In a forgotten corner of the countryside
lies a small green wood, much like any other.

But take a closer look and it is far from ordinary.

For this is the United Woodlands – home of
Agent Weasel, legendary super-spy. A place full
of adventure, mystery – and an incredibly
wide variety of edible nuts.
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It was a crisp autumn morning deep in the heart of the United Woodlands. Things were all go at top-secret Flaky-Bark Cottage. Agent Weasel – renowned WI6 super-spy – had a few days off from the usual spy stuff. But instead of chilling out with his feet up, he was busying away on a particularly tricky and dangerous operation.




Perched at the top of a rickety old stepladder, Weasel was building a rather magnificent card tower. An unusual task for a top-notch spy, you might think. But for training purposes this was an excellent test of courage, skill and complete daftness!

As Weasel reached over to place the final card and beat his all-time record, the extremely loud spy hotline rang.
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DRRRRINGG-DRRRRINGG!

His legs began to tremble.

DRRRRINGG-DRRRRINGG!

The stepladder began to wobble.

DRRRRINGG-DRRRRINGG!

With a GULP, Weasel realised this wasn’t going to end well. And … WHOOSH, BANG, CRASH! Down he came like a … erm … stack of cards.

With a pitiful groan, he tried to get up, but he could not move a whisker. Weasel was now somehow knitted between the rungs of the old wooden stepladder. How by all that’s SQUISHY AND BRAMBLY did that happen? he wondered.

DRRRRRINGG–DRRRRRINGG! the phone continued.

There was an abrupt knock-knock-knock at the front door. ‘Weasel, are you in there?’ squeaked a familiar voice.

Now who could that be? Weasel could not think straight. He must have clobbered his noggin harder than he’d thought. Stars spun around his head and his eyes were seriously crossed!

DRRRRINGG–DRRRRINGG!

‘Weasel, it’s Doorkins,’ went on the voice from outside. ‘I was in the garden tending to my prize pumpkin when I heard a dreadful crash. Are you all right?’

‘Hmmmmmm … Doorkins … ?’ Weasel said, still rather dazed.

The voice now squeaked more urgently. ‘If you do not answer me, Weasel, I will have no choice but to bash this door in!’

‘AH, DOORKINS!’ Weasel remembered. How could he possibly forget his faithful dormouse pal and co-adventurer, who’d lived in the tree above Flaky-Bark Cottage since they were little pinkie newborns?

This chap was one talented mouse: writer for the Daily Conker newspaper; expert tree-climber-upper; green-pawed champion pumpkin-grower. And being a dormouse, Doorkins was as cute as a button, too. Weasel was proud to call him a friend.

DRRRRINGG–DRRRRINGG!

There was a cry from outside and a pitter-patter of tiny galloping paws. ‘RIGHT-O, HERE I COME!’

BANG …

‘OUCH!’

And the hefty door swung open.

‘Ah – already unlocked!’ croaked Doorkins as he rubbed a bump on top of his cute, furry head. Wiping his paws on the welcome mat, he staggered in.

DRRRRINGG–DRRRRINGG!
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‘Good morning, old chum,’ Weasel said, still in a tangled heap on the living-room floor. ‘How’s that amazing pumpkin doing? Hope she’ll be ripe and ready for the Autumn Big Bash tomorrow afternoon.’

‘This one will definitely be my best ever!’ Doorkins told him. ‘The Autumn Big Bash won’t know what’s hit it!’

DRRRRINGG–DRRRRINGG!

The Autumn Big Bash was the fair of all fairs in the United Woodlands. And Doorkins’s magnificent pumpkins had won the coveted Best in Show Acorn Cup four seasons in a row.

DRRRRINGG–DRRRRINGG! went the phone – AGAIN!

‘Be a good fellow and get that for me, would you?’ asked Weasel politely. ‘I’m a bit, er … tied up at the moment!’

Doorkins picked up the annoyingly loud ringy thing and handed it over. Weasel fumbled the phone, still dizzy from his unfortunate stepladder kerfuffle.

‘Ahem! Hello Weasel, Agent Weasel,’ he announced.
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