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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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Weasel awoke in a complete and utter stew. Not the type you have with fluffy dumplings, carrots and a thick scrummy gravy. The kind of stew where your head spins, your eyes bulge and things do not feel quite as they should.

He sat bolt upright, wringing his fuzzy morning brain for an answer. Did he have somewhere to be or something important to do?

Throwing back the covers, Weasel leapt from the bed and crashed over a big solid object in the way … CLUNK–BANG–CLOSH!

‘PRICKLY BUM THISTLES, who put that there?’ cried Weasel. In the dim light he could just make out a bulky travel trunk next to his bed. A variety of woolly items poked out from beneath the lid.

Ahhhhh! That will be me, then, he recalled.

Weasel had been frantically packing the previous evening, though he couldn’t remember what for. And after a particularly busy day of spying, he must have collapsed on the bed and fallen into a deep sleep.
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Being a woodland super-spy could be awfully tiring. And poor Agent Weasel had just about spied himself to exhaustion yesterday. But why the trunk? And what was the niggle at the back of his foggy mind?

Lying snout down on the rickety floorboards, Weasel squinted out through the frosty upstairs window of his top-secret home, Flaky-Bark Cottage. Thick snow covered every inch of the United Woodlands in a sparkly silence.

He smiled to himself with a happy little glow in his chest. Weasel loved snow. And while most animals were tucked up in toasty dens – hibernating through the chilly winter – for Weasel it was a wondrous time to be up and about … Then it hit him.

‘SNOW – OH GOSH!’

He had somewhere to be and something VERY important to do!

Scrambling back over the trunk, Weasel grabbed the alarm clock from the bedside table. Ten past seven. YICKERTY–YIKES, he thought, twenty minutes before the team arrive. There was just enough time to get his kit together and have a bite of breakfast. Weasel could barely contain his excitement – for this was a very special morning indeed!

Every two winters, just after Christmas, groups of plucky animals gathered on the legendary Windtop Hill. They travelled from far and wide for one thing and one thing only – to compete in the best international alpine sports event around, the mighty WINTER WHOPPER GAMES!

This year Woodland Intelligence – or WI6 to you and me – had entered its own crack squad of elite athletes. And Agent Weasel, being one of its most renowned super-spies, had been given the honour of captaining Team United Woodlands.

Little did he know that the selection committee (which consisted of only Principal Pine Marten, leader of the United Woodlands, and H, head-honcho hedgehog at WI6) struggled to find any other animal to do it!

With some reluctance, the pair eventually decided on Weasel. Their hesitation had nothing to do with his ability to get the job done. Agent Weasel had a glowing record. The problem was his absolute refusal to do things by the book. And doing things by the book at WI6 was of the utmost importance. Even if that book did weigh a ton and was impossible to drag around on tricky spy operations.

Weasel had no knowledge of any of this. And as much as he loved his job, protecting his woodland home from all sorts of crooked and mysterious mischief, this was a privilege beyond anything else. He felt like the luckiest weasel ever!

GOSH, look at the time! He seriously needed to get his skates on! As the captain, it was essential he was ready and waiting when the squad pulled up at his front gate.

He whipped open the trunk lid to check his winter essentials. Without warning, a fluttering dart shot out and hovered right between his eyes.

‘MURIEL!’ exclaimed Weasel. ‘What on earth were you doing in there?’

Muriel was Agent Weasel’s personally trained, elite homing moth. A rather excellent and trusty companion, she had got him out of some tricky old scrapes on a number of occasions. Muriel perched on the end of Weasel’s nose, with an especially bad-tempered scowl on her mothy little brow.

‘Hmmmm!’ said Weasel, plucking one of his best fluffy socks from the trunk and holding it up to the wintery light. It was now more holes than sock. Muriel did a small apologetic shrug, as if to say, ‘If you accidentally shut me in a travel trunk overnight, I’m going to have to eat!’
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Ah well, no harm done, he thought. Good old Grannie Weasel will soon knit me another pair of these bad boys. Weasel did a quick last inspection:

Woolly items in order … CHECK!

Muriel safe and clear of woolly items … CHECK!

Hot chocolate and marshmallows for team morale … CHECK!

SLAM-CLUNK!

Trunk locked and secure … CHECK!

Muriel furiously flapped her wings, in an attempt to catch Weasel’s attention.

Er … was there something missing?

She was perched on an open notebook lying on the bedside table and fluttered to his shoulder as he picked it up.

Weasel kept it there to scribble down night-time thoughts. Although remembering to read it in the morning was the tricky bit. In tired, wobbly letters, it said:

 

NETTLE TEA

PINE SLUDGE HAIR GEL

BISCUITS

(THE NICE ONES WITH STRIPY ICING ON TOP)

 

He hadn’t finished reading the short shopping list when he noticed the big black letters scrawled below. He must have written them in the middle of the night. An icy chill filled his tummy as he read:

 

VERY, VERY IMPORTANT!

DO NOT FORGET TO COLLECT

BARKBOARD SUPER–SLIDER

FROM HEDGEQUARTERS!

 

‘OH NO!’ despaired Weasel.

The barkboard was his main event at the games. He had entered for the downhill race and the freestyle jump competitions. And without his beloved board he wouldn’t be doing much of either! The clock was ticking. There was nothing for it. He would need to make a quick dash over to Hedgequarters, grab the board and get back before Team United Woodlands arrived.

‘Let’s go, Muriel – no time to waste!’ And in a blink of a gnat’s eye, the pair raced off to brave the outdoor winter chill.
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