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I have set this mad weaselly caper in my favourite season of the year – spring! And by the time this book is published, it will almost be upon us again. Soon, we will cheerfully ramble through the countryside, dodging squishy cow pats, with the signs of new life all around. For me, this season mostly brings to mind happy hours spent with family and friends in the warm spring sunshine. So I dedicate this book to them and to you and to the joyful times ahead. N 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.
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When spring sprang in the United Woodlands, it was usually with a BOIIIIIING! And this year was no different. After a long, chilly winter, things had turned in the blink of an eye. The air was piny fresh, the trees were flushed with green, and the birdies were chirping their feathery little heads off. Mother Nature was a wonderful thing indeed.

The celebrated super-spy Agent Weasel was lying on the lush banks of Babble Brook. Well, ‘celebrated’ might be stretching the truth a little – but certainly highly thought of. And if not highly thought of, definitely, er, well known!

He half dozed in the midday sun, a wide, satisfied smile on his chops. There was nothing like the gentle hum of a warm spring day.

TUG, TUG, TUG! The fishing line tied to Agent Weasel’s toe twitched gently. He peeked through a half open eyelid. Hmmm! Probably just snagged on some pondweed, he thought.

Weasel hoped to catch a minnow or two for supper that evening, although he was not that bothered. The tasty niff of sizzling slug burgers wafted over from Doorkins’s barbecue spot below a shady yew tree.
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Doorkins Dormouse was Weasel’s best chum in the entire world. And this morning he sported a rather fine and lofty chef’s hat. He busied himself happily flipping the burgers with a skilled flick of the wrist. It smelt DEEE-LICIOUS and Weasel breathed in the mouth-watering whiff.

Dreamily, he thought back to a couple of days ago. It was hard to imagine such a different scene. Heavy rain had battered the United Woodlands into a right soggy old mess. The Beavers’ dam at Reed Rush Pond was fit to burst. And burst it would have, if not for the quick thinking of WI6.

Weasel worked for WI6 – it stood for Woodland Intelligence. Nobody really knew what the six stood for, but it made the name sound cool and official, so they kept it in anyway.

Weasel had been ordered to squelch up north with a team of rather damp and bedraggled animals. Their mission: to help Mother and Father Beaver fix up the extremely leaky dam at Beaver Lodge.

The kindly beavers were dear friends and Weasel was determined to lend a paw in any way he could. But this had been a particularly tricky job.


They’d just about managed to stack enough branches and slap on enough claggy mud to hold back the water. But the slightest twitch of a gnat’s eyebrow and the whole thing would have gone, swamping the United Woodlands in a massive mega flood! So everyone crossed their paws and hoped for the best.

And the next day – HEY PRESTO – the rain stopped and the sunshine pushed the clouds away!
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TUG, TUG, TUG! The line around Weasel’s toe pulled again. Then … SCRUNCH! A sheet of paper unexpectedly blew straight into the super-spy’s face. He peeled it off and squinted in the bright sunshine.
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What on earth is this twaddle all about? he wondered. He didn’t know the Woodlands had a king, let alone a robber one.

‘Medium or well done, Weasel?’ It was Doorkins; he tottered up, waving his barbecue tongs like a wand. In fairness, they probably were pretty magical – Doorkins’s burgers were the best Weasel had ever tasted.


‘Tut-tut-tut, littering!’ moaned Doorkins. ‘I gathered a bunch of those to start my barbecue this morning.’

Weasel looked at the dormouse in surprise. Had someone been throwing these bits of paper all over the woods? Littering in the United Woodlands was a big NO-NO, and whoever had done it would be in for a stern telling-off.

‘CHAT-CHAT!’ came a strange cackling laugh from the tree across the bank.

Weasel noticed a wild beady black eye staring from between the leaves. ‘HEY, is this anything to do with you?’ he said, waving the bit of paper at their nosy neighbour.

No answer.

Doorkins shrugged. ‘Your burger, Weasel, medium or well—?’ But before Doorkins had finished his sentence – ‘YEEEOOOW!’ Weasel cried.

A powerful tug on the super-spy’s toe had dragged him from the bank and – SPUUUUURLOSH! – straight into the briskly flowing Babble Brook.

SHIVERING STICKLEBACKS, talk about a shock. Even though spring had most definitely sprung, Babble Brook still had a wintery chill. Freezing-cold water shot up Weasel’s nostrils as he was hauled along, submerged. Now if you’ve ever greedily bitten into an ice lolly, you’ll know how painful this is. ICE-CREAM HEADACHE!

Suddenly Weasel’s bottom bumped something hard and rock-like. Probably a rock, his super-spy brain thought, just as he bounced out of the water and into the air. Briefly, he glimpsed Doorkins dashing along the bank. The dormouse shook his barbecue tools wildly above his head, shouting as he went. But before he could see at what or whom his best chum was squealing, Weasel was pulled back into the icy water and straight into a clump of bulrush reeds – OOOOOF! Keeping his legs crossed would have probably been the best plan.

It occurred to Weasel that this was certainly no diddy minnow hauling him along at a brisk rate of knots. It was far too powerful and speedy. For one dreaded moment he thought: PIKE! Which, if you don’t know, is:

a very large fish,

with very big teeth,

and a very huge appetite.


Weasel had come face to face with these fearsome creatures before. And he was not keen to meet one again. YICKERTY-YIKES, the idea made him shudder.
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Straining to lift his head for a peek, Weasel unexpectedly bounced up on a choppy little wave. To his surprise, he was now sitting completely upright, skimming along the water on his bottom. With a perfect view upstream, he could see a sleek furry body break the surface every so often. PHEW-WEE! Not a pike then, he decided in relief.

‘STOOOOOP!’ cried Doorkins suddenly. He pointed to four large lumps of rock in the stream ahead.

SUFFERING SEDGEWEED – the Babble Brook stepping stones! Unless you were as thin as a particularly skinny grass snake, there was no way you were squeezing between those big solid rocks.

In an instant the sleek furry creature sploshed to a halt, but – SWOOOOOSH! – Weasel unfortunately did not.

He flew across the water’s surface, straight at his mystery towing partner, and launched up its long back … into the air. It was a jump any world champion water skier would have been proud of. PING went the fishing line as it snapped in two.
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Then …

KERRUNCH!
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