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THIS STORY IS FOR MY BROTHER TIM AND ALL WHO HELPED MAKE THIS BOOK.

MAY YOUR JOURNEYS BE CALM, EASY AND FREE OF NAUGHTY BANDITS.

WITH LOVE, NICK X
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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.






[image: images]





	




CONTENTS

Title Page


Map

Dedication

Epigraph

Prologue



Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25



If You Liked This, You’ll Love…

About the Author

Copyright

	




[image: images]






[image: images]




SNAP, CRACK, CRUNCH, POP!

‘AAAARGH! This stuff is just SOOOOO annoying,’ fumed the little squirrel.

The night was inky black. And it was hard enough to see a paw in front of your whiskers, let alone the trail of dry-toasted leaves and twigs under your feet.

Bush-tail was her name – Nutter Bush-tail. Plucky special agent trainee for WI6, which stood for Woodland Intelligence, with a number six bunged on the end for no particular reason.



Her TOP SECRET mission? To escort WI6 head-honcho hedgehog H to New Pineland. Neighbouring wild place to the mighty United Woodlands. Her home, and home to Nutter’s one and only hero, Agent Weasel. The greatest rootin’-tootin’ spy the Woodlands had ever seen. Or so she thought, anyway. H seemed to think otherwise – she’d even mentioned the word ‘twit’, which Nutter thought very unfair. But Nutter kept her opinion to herself.

H waddled along behind the sprightly young squirrel, mumbling that she was ‘just too old for this kind of thing’. Even Nutter had to admit, the going had been tough. Particularly as they’d now eaten all of their supplies. Especially the scrummy biscuits, the round ones with pink stripy icing on top. Nutter’s favourites.



The pair were travelling by hedge, or the Hedge Highway, as it was known to all the animals. The safest way to get from one wild place to another. Much better than crossing an open field and getting snaffled by a fox. Or squished by a human farm-machine-thingy. Or worse still – falling face-first in a poopy cowpat.

But the summer had been very hot and dry. Everything crackled and crunched. And to top it all, prowling baddie-bandits had been spotted in the area. And here they were – making enough racket to wake a hibernating heffalump. Not that heffalumps actually exist, but if they did, they would have certainly woken it.

‘WOOOO-HOO-HOO …’

Nutter jolted in shock at the sound of flapping above them and her cap popped off her head. Something rustled in a nearby tree.

‘It’s just an owl,’ huffed H matter-of-factly.



Nutter gasped in relief. Did nothing spook this elderly hedgehog?

As the squirrel bent down to retrieve her cap, there came a sudden … SNAP!

‘Ooooooh!’ yelped H, grabbing on to the younger animal’s fluffy tail.

Hmm, not so fearless after all, thought Nutter. 

‘Listen!’ hissed H. There was a soft SNORT-SNORT-SNUFFLE-SNORT. Then a CRACK … a CRUNCH and a POP! It sounded like … paw-steps closing in! The Hedge Highway suddenly didn’t feel all that safe any more.

At that moment, the moon peeked out from behind a cloud and its silvery light revealed a gap in the hedge and a cow-field beyond.



‘Let’s take our chance with the cowpats!’ whispered Nutter urgently. She grabbed H by the paw, and they bolted for the opening. After only a couple of strides, something tight and stringy snagged against her leg. What was that?
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TWANG-WHOOSH-BOING-THWUMP … In a flash, the ground shifted beneath them and the pair were dangling upside down from a branch.

AAAARGH … A PESKY TRAP! How did I fall for that? she scolded herself. Agent Weasel would be SOOOO disappointed. Just as she was about to flip upright and gnaw them free, a dark, round shadow waddled up. SNORT-SNORT-SNUFFLE-SNORT … came the same noise as before, but this time it was followed by a haughty voice. ‘STAND AND DELIVER!’



‘Stand and WHAT?’ asked H crossly. ‘How are we supposed to stand? Can’t you see that we’re dangling?’

The figure stepped forward into the moonlight and Nutter gasped.

‘N-no, not you … it just c-c-can’t be,’ H cried. 

‘Ah, yes, my dear. You’ve been hog-tied – hedgehog-tied. Tarquin, bag ’em up.’

And before Nutter or H could utter a reply, everything went black.
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