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Have you ever wondered if magic is real? Did great Wizards exist and perform unexplainable feats of magic, such as turning mice into horses or a pumpkin into a fabulous carriage or even making objects disappear?

Perhaps magic may not be real in our world, but on the planet Astoria, much like our very own Earth, but in a Galaxy too far away for us to see even through the most powerful telescope, magic is definitely real. It is on the world of Astoria that our story begins, where there are only two large continents, Trollia and Enchantica, and several large and small islands. A vast deep blue ocean separates both continents and the islands. An ocean where fish can fly over the water or dive and swim, but cannot walk on the land, often caught by monster sea birds that swoop down and scoop up the fish in mid air. Below the surface of these oceans lurk enormous creatures a kilometre in length that can leap out of the water and catch the sea birds in their huge jaws. These dangerous waters have kept the two continents apart for thousands of years.

The continent of Trollia had very few trees, bushes and plants. There were some mountains and hills along with scrublands that made Trollia very inhospitable. Scattered around the land were tribes of Trolls, who were large, heavy biped creatures not unlike the early Cavemen on our Earth, but taller and bulkier. The Trolls lived a very simple life, being of low intelligence, they were basically dim-witted, and often fought with each other, soon forgetting why they were fighting. Living mainly in caves and hollows because they were not clever enough to build any kind of shelter, like a simple hut. These things did not bother them because Trolls knew no better, being all brawn and no brain with sausage-like fingers and toes.

In contrast, the continent of Enchantica was a paradise of forests, rivers, lakes, hills and meadows. It was the perfect home for countless supernatural beings living happily side-by-side. There were mischievous Water Nymphs, perfect Pixies, grouchy Goblins, fun loving Fairies, playful Imps, grumpy Ogres, good Witches and wary Warlocks. The supernaturals built stunning dwellings, Water Nymphs constructed spectacular homes on floating islands in the great lakes, Ogres built lots of crude looking bridges over the rivers under which they made their homes. Fairies used magic to build incredible walkways in the trees, connecting elaborate dwellings in which they lived. The Great Wizards lived in a magnificent and palatial castle from where they ruled over the land of Enchantica keeping peace and harmony among the supernaturals for a thousand years.

Sadly, after the Great Troll Wars, the Trolls and almost all the supernatural beings were wiped out. Soon after, human creatures began to emerge all over the two continents and islands, eventually populating everywhere. No one knows exactly where humans came from, but they most probably travelled through a tear in the fabric of space from another world.

Our story begins on the continent of Enchantica in the small village of Elfington, surrounded by a large forest of ancient trees, in the hollow of a long extinct volcano that holds many secrets.

Freddie Fountain is a very special young boy who lives in Elfington village and makes a surprising discovery one day while exploring his favourite place, the forest, ‘his forest’ as he calls it.

Freddie is drawn into a world of long forgotten magic and mystery. His journey leads him into dangerous, mystical and magical adventures where his very life is at risk. Come on this journey and enjoy Freddie’s adventures, be amazed at the things he uncovers, feel his happiness and feel his sadness, but most of all, share the wonder of everything he discovers.
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Freddie Fixit saves Wiggly Tiggly

When Freddie saves a curious forest being he receives a very magical reward.

Freddie Fountain often let his vivid imagination run away from him. Today he was the intrepid ‘Freddie the Explorer’ on the hunt for wild beasties in his beloved forest of tall, tall trees and big bushy bushes. He was dressed in khaki shorts and a khaki waistcoat his mother had made for him and a rimmed hat his father picked up from a car boot sale. Then of course, there was his trusty ‘magic staff’ with which he could save the world.

In reality, Freddie’s magic staff was a gold sprayed broom handle with a wooden knob screwed on top, but it looked fantastic and completed Freddie’s imaginary character, along with his ever present rucksack that went everywhere with him.

So far he had seen nothing unusual as he walked along the narrow dirt track, poking the bushes here and there with his trusty magic staff just like he had seen explorers do on television.

He soon came upon his most favourite spot in the whole forest and stopped to admire a very tall, very green, pine tree, its long drooping branches laden with big brown pinecones. What made this tree so unique was the rambling rose that grew up among the branches reaching almost to the top.

During the summer when the rambling rose was in flower, the fir tree looked like it was decorated with hundreds of fairy lights from the bright red rose flowers. In the autumn and winter the rosehips (these are the seedpods of the rose flower) were big, like really big and also bright red. When the fir tree branches were covered in frost or sprinkled with snow, the tree looked like a very beautiful Christmas tree, with red rosehips and light brown cones for ornaments. That was not all, for beneath the big fir tree grew a very large holly bush with bright green prickly leaves and bright red berries. This holly bush grew all the way up to the lower branches of the fir tree making it look like the fir tree grew all the way down to the ground.

Freddie stood and stared. “If ever there was such a thing as magic, this has got to be it,” he said out loud, to no one in particular, admiring the spectacle before him. Freddie called the fir tree his ‘Special Christmas Tree’.

Freddie Fountain is a cute looking, extraordinary and popular 10 year old boy, born to do amazing and unbelievable things. Standing just short of 150 centimetres tall, his blond hair is kept neatly trimmed so everyone can see his beautiful, bright blue eyes. Freddie’s teacher had once told his parents that their son had a ‘happy disposition’, unsure if that was good or bad, they looked it up in a dictionary and found it meant Freddie always seemed to be happy and smiling. He was full of energy most of the time and always needed to be doing things, he was very active and could not sit still for any length of time.

Freddie was always keen and happy to help villagers and friends whenever a problem occurred he was usually able to fix it and that is how he got his nickname, Freddie Fixit. He is the only child of parents Susan and Jacob Fountain and they live in a fairytale cottage with a beautiful thatched roof with a thatch squirrel sitting right on the top in the picturesque village of Elfington. An ornate wooden picket fence, painted in white, runs all around the front garden, with a rose covered arch over the white picket gate. Beds of multicoloured flowers stretched around the neatly trimmed lawn, it is a place Freddie’s parents like to spend time together and Freddie sometimes helps them by pulling out weeds. He especially likes to mow the lawn, cutting it so that it has lovely straight stripes.

Freddie and his parents call their cottage ‘Home at Last.’ It may seem a strange name for a house, but whenever they go to work, shopping or school, the moment they walk through the front gate, they sigh and say, “So glad to be home at last.”

The cottage is the very last house when leaving the village, or the very first house when coming into the village. There is only one road into and out of Elfington village because it is nestled in the centre of a massive, but long ago extinct volcano. The high cliff faces of stone and volcanic rock that surrounded the village were too high to be called hills and too small to be called mountains, so the villagers called them mount-hills. The village is surrounded by a magnificent ancient forest full of oak trees, walnut trees, sycamore trees, elm trees and chestnut trees with giant fir trees poking up above the canopy. This wonderful woodland reaches out from the village for almost a kilometre right up to the high walls of the mount-hills. From day to day nothing spectacular ever happens in the sleepy village of Elfington, it is a small community where everyone knows each other, it is a happy place with happy people.

**

One warm sunny summer day, when the sky was blue and cloudless and the sun shone brightly making everything warm and cosy, Freddie decided to go exploring in ‘his forest’ as he called it. Although he had lots of friends with whom he often played, he was at his happiest playing and exploring in his forest, by himself.

Freddie liked to march between the tall trees pretending to be a soldier, or a pirate or an explorer and even a wizard, his mother had made all kinds of outfits for him to wear. Freddie knew every tree and bush in the part of the forest around his home and never got lost, so his parents were happy to let him have his imaginary fun. His most favourite game was being an explorer, his father had called him a Pioneer.

“Dad, why would anyone put a pie in their ear?” (Pie in ear) Freddie queried.

Both parents burst into laughter, much to Freddie’s confusion.

“Did I say something funny, Mum?” Freddie asked.

His mother explained a Pioneer was actually an explorer, not someone sticking pies in their ears. Of course Freddie and his parents had a long laugh at his misunderstanding.

So today Freddie set off as a Pioneer to explore the forest. He put on his rucksack and his mother had made him his favourite jam sandwiches, along with an apple, a chocolate bar and a small carton of orange juice. He wore khaki shorts and the waistcoat his mother had made for him and a brimmed hat his father had found for him at a car boot sale. Freddie put a compass and a pair of binoculars in his rucksack and carried the gold staff his father had made for him, so he looked like a cross between an explorer and a wizard.

Freddie set off with his watch on his wrist, waving to his mother and promising to be home by 4 o’clock. Through a gate at the bottom of their back garden he entered his forest. Once among the tall trees he took out his binoculars and looked to his left and to his right and then straight ahead along the narrow dirt trail. It was not a proper pathway like on the streets, but more a track that he had made during the many times he had walked through the trees and bushes.

Freddie continued his way along the track, poking the bushes with his staff and in a loud voice shouting, “Come out! Come out, wild beasties!”

He came to a sudden halt as the bush in front of him jiggled and made funny grunting noises. “A beastie,” he whispered, to no one in particular. Freddie jabbed the bush and jumped back as a wild beast scurried onto the track, he gasped when it stopped and looked at him. Freddie took his binoculars and looked at the beastie more closely, it was huge and covered with long things like knitting needles. Freddie laughed, “Ha, ha, you look just like a stiff broom without a handle!” He put away his binoculars and crouched down to get a little closer and touched the beastie with his staff very gently. It suddenly curled into a spiky ball and Freddie fell back in surprise. “A clever trick, beastie!” he piped, getting up again giving the prickly ball another gentle prod with his staff. “Now what kind of beastie are you, prickly ball?” he said quietly to himself.

He lifted his rucksack off his shoulders and unzipped it to pull out his ‘Book of Beasties’. It was a homemade book Freddie and his father had made one rainy day when he could not go outside to play. His father had a lot of magazines from which he and Freddie cut out pictures of beasties and glued them in a scrapbook. Then Freddie’s father would explain to him all about the beasties and Freddie wrote it down next to the pictures. He opened his book and there on page three was the rolled up prickly beastie on the track in front of him. Actually Freddie already knew what it was, but as an intrepid explorer he had to make sure and mark his sighting down in his book.

“So Mr Hedgehog, are you going to stay there all day?” he asked his beastie.

“Hedgehogs roll up when they feel threatened, their prickly spines stop them from being eaten by bigger beasties,” Freddie read out aloud from his book, to no one in particular. “Sometimes they roll up when crossing roads and get squashed by car and lorry wheels. Oh, that’s terrible! The poor little things,” he cried as he read from his book. “Well Mr Hedgehog, Freddie the Explorer will save you,” he told the beastie and rolled the Hedgehog with his staff until it was safely under a bush.

Freddie marked his hedgehog sighting down in the book then put it back in his rucksack. With a twist and a turn he got his rucksack on his shoulders and skipped cheerfully along the track to do some more exploring.

“It’s fun being an explorer,” he said, to no one in particular, and stopped not far along the track when he spotted something on a tree trunk. “I wonder what that is?” he said to himself and lifted his binoculars to his eyes for a closer look. “Oh goodie, another beastie with a long bushy tail.” Straight away Freddie took his rucksack down again and got his book out to identify this new beastie that could climb trees. He looked at it again through his binoculars, it was quite cute with reddish brown fur. 

“Oh, oh!” It was looking straight at him. “What are you, Mr Bushy Tail?” he said, to no one in particular, as he turned the pages of his book. “Oh, I’ve found you, you’re a squirrel!” he called out so loud the squirrel dashed up the tree until Freddie could no longer see it. “That’s another tick for my book,” he said. “I wonder if these beasties have their own notebooks for when they spot humans?” he chuckled.

He could just imagine a squirrel wearing glasses thumbing through his notebook thinking, ‘What kind of beastie is that walking on two legs? Must be a monster!’

Then Freddie suddenly stopped moving. “What’s that?” he gasped, holding his hand to his ear to listen more carefully. He could hear birds singing, hedgehogs grunting and something else, something unusual in his forest, so he sat down on a patch of soft grass, cross-legged and listened.

“There it goes again!” he said, to no one in particular. It was a kind of crying. ‘Maybe it is a bird of some sort needing help’, he thought. Then he remembered his father had told him that foxes sometimes sound like they are crying, so he took off his rucksack and got out the book of beasties and looked up Mr Fox. Sure enough, he had written about the sound they make being mistaken for a child or baby crying.

“This needs Freddie the Explorer to investigate!” he said, to no one in particular. Jumping up, he began walking slowly, with giant steps, sniggering quietly to himself because he looked funny. He stopped and listened with his hand to his ear. “Over that way,” he whispered, then set off again, trying not to step on twigs and stones. Another squirrel scurried up a nearby tree and made him jump. “Oh! Mr Squirrel you scared me,” he called quietly up the tree where the squirrel had climbed. Suddenly something dropped from the tree as Freddie walked away and it made him jump again. “What’s that?” he gasped, looking behind him and seeing two acorns laid on the track. “Are you throwing acorns at me now, Mr Squirrel? Naughty, naughty,” he chuckled.

Slowly and quietly Freddie walked towards the sound and it began to get a little louder. “It really does sound like someone crying, I wonder why foxes do that?” he whispered to himself as he tiptoed in the direction of the sound. He stopped and lifted his binoculars to look towards the sound. “That’s a funny looking fox,” he whispered, to no one in particular. Freddie crept as quietly as he could, closer to the strange looking animal, letting his binoculars hang loose around his neck.

“When animals feel threatened or are trapped they can turn on you, so be careful!” Freddie was remembering what his father had told him and approached carefully and quietly. He stopped and looked through his binoculars again. “It almost looks like a tiny boy with a hat on!” he whispered, as he let his binoculars drop and moved a bit closer. Now he could see exactly what was making the crying noise, not a fox at all, not even an animal, but something even stranger. He was sure what he could see was a small boy in the distance, sitting on a log and crying, so he tiptoed closer and closer until he was almost standing in front of the unusual little boy.

The little boy did not notice Freddie at first, he was too busy rubbing his eyes and his right leg, between sobs and tears. When Freddie got quite close he realised this was no ordinary boy, he looked a bit smaller than Freddie to begin with. His face was thin with large round eyes and stubby nose, pointy chin and ears, straggly hair pushed out from under a floppy pointy hat. The boy’s body was skinny too, his arms and legs spindly with funny knobbly elbows and knees.

‘Maybe he doesn’t eat his vegetables,’ Freddie thought as he stared at the little boy still sobbing. In fact Freddie had never seen a boy like him before.

“Why are you crying, are you lost?” Freddie asked with a soft voice so not to scare him.

Before the funny little boy answered he jumped with surprise and turned to look at Freddie with his big teary eyes.

“Oh!.. No! No! No! No! You can’t be seeing me, you can’t!” he cried with tears running down his wrinkled cheeks, and then he covered his eyes with his bony fingers.

Freddie looked at the boy and was a bit confused. “But I can see you little boy, why shouldn’t I see you?” he asked innocently.

“Elfins are not allowed to show themselves to Sproggles,” the little boy answered with a squeaky voice, peeking through his fingers and sounding fearful.

Freddie giggled. “What are Elfins and Sproggles?” he chuckled.

But the little boy again repeated, “No! No! No! You can’t see me!”

Freddie giggled again. “But here you are and here I am, Freddie the Explorer and I do see you and I know you can see me,” he replied.

The funny little boy dropped his hands and looked directly at Freddie and replied. “Yes, yes. I know, but it’s not allowed! - Not allowed!” He trembled and shook like he was afraid.

Freddie moved closer and knelt down so he could look at the little boy more closely. “My name is Freddie, what are you called?” he asked, holding out his hand like his parents had taught him to do when meeting new people.

The little boy flinched away and gasped, thinking Freddie was going to hit him.

“Oh, sorry! It’s alright, I’m not going to hurt you, but what’s your name?” Freddie tried to comfort his new friend.

The little boy sat back up and looked at Freddie’s smiling face. “I am called Wiggly,” he replied, ignoring Freddie’s outstretched hand.

Freddie giggled. “Oh! Wiggly is a funny name.”

The little boy seemed to relax a little hearing Freddie giggle.

“My parents gave me that name because I was always wiggling about when I was very little and never keeping still. My sister is called Giggly, that’s because she ..........”

Freddie finished Wiggly’s sentence, “She giggles all the time?”

Wiggly giggled. “You’re nice, not like I was told Sproggles were like at all.”

Freddie laughed. “Is that what you call me, a Sproggle, then what are you?” he asked, still giggling.

“Well I’m an Elfin, that’s what I am, an Elfin,” Wiggly replied with a chuckle.

“So why are you crying, Wiggly?” Freddie asked more seriously.

Wiggly looked down and pointed at his leg.

Freddie had not noticed as he had been looking at Wiggly’s face, but now he could see Wiggly’s leg was caught in a horrible trap. Two half round metal bars hinged like a jaw had snapped closed on Wiggly’s little leg, jagged metal triangles all along each edge closed together. Luckily a small stone was also stuck between the metal triangles stopping the trap from closing completely. If those nasty metal triangles did close they would have bitten Wiggly’s leg right off.

“I can’t get my leg out of this trap, I’m not strong enough to open it,” he said, beginning to cry again.

Freddie looked at the trap, it looked a bit like the shape of his mother’s home made pasties, it was very rusty though and must have been there for many years. He gasped realising he could have stepped in it himself or one of his friends and that would have been painful. “Maybe I’m strong enough to open it,” Freddie suggested with a big friendly smile and a pat on Wiggly’s shoulder. But try as he might he could not open the trap, there was nothing for Freddie to get hold of. Then he noticed a little lever at the bottom of the trap.

“I wonder what that does?” he said pointing to the lever.

Wiggly shook his head, he did not know either.

“I know, maybe I can prize it open with my magic staff,” Freddie said.

Wiggly’s face suddenly lit up. “You have magic?” he said excitedly.

Freddie giggled. “Not really, my magic staff is a broom handle spayed gold, it’s only pretend magic,” he explained.

Wiggly’s smile disappeared, he thought for a moment Freddie might be a wizard.

But no matter how hard Freddie tried, he still could not open the trap, the brush handle was just too thick. “Oh, phooey!” he shouted, to no one in particular, making Wiggly jump and then wince.

Freddie banged his brush handle down hard and it clipped the little lever at the bottom of the trap. Suddenly the rusty old metal-jawed trap sprung open.

Wiggly quickly pulled his leg out. “Whoopee!” he cried out in his squeaky voice, “you did it Sproggle Freddie, you did it, whoopee!” Wiggly jumped off the log and began dancing around shouting, “Whoopee I’m free, whoopee!”

Freddie watched and giggled seeing his new friend so happy and skipping about.

Eventually Wiggly sat back on the log, puffing and blowing, he had tired himself out.

Freddie could not help chuckling at his new friend, he was so funny.

Wiggly stood up and only reached up to Freddie’s shoulder. “Thank you so much Sproggle Freddie, you are very kind and I like you.” Then he hopped about a bit more.

“You don’t stay in one place very long do you?” Freddie laughed.

“No,” Wiggly cried, “I’m a jiggly, Wiggly!” and laughed.

When Wiggly stopped for a moment, Freddie said to him, “This is a horrible nasty thing to leave lying around, it might kill a poor squirrel or rabbit if they got caught in it.”

Wiggly stood still and looked at Freddie. “Sproggles put these traps all over the forest to catch little bunny rabbits. My people have found them all over and destroyed them but they missed this one though. That’s why we think all Sproggles are killers, not nice like you Sproggle Freddie.” he explained.

“Well I don’t know who set these traps, Wiggly, or why they want to kill fluffy little rabbits, they are so cute and shy,” Freddie replied.

Wiggly looked sad and explained, “Sproggle Freddie, other Sproggles eat rabbits after they have been caught and killed.”

“Oh no! That’s just horrible,” Freddie cried out and made Wiggly jump again. “I understand why your people don’t like Sproggles, poor little bunnies! Where do you live, Wiggly? I come to the forest a lot to play games, I pretend I’m an explorer like today, why have I never seen you or any of your people about before?”

Wiggly smiled. “Oh, we do live in the forest here, but we avoid all Sproggles, so we live underground, come on I’ll show you, but you must promise never to reveal this to another Sproggle or we would be hunted and killed, just like the rabbits.”

Freddie was shocked to hear that adults could or would do such a thing, but then they had set all those horrible traps. “You’re too skinny for a Sproggle to eat you, Wiggly,” Freddie said not quite understanding.

“Oh! I suppose I am. I don’t know if Sproggles eat Elfins, but if they did they would wipe us out.”

“You can trust me, Wiggly, I will never, ever, tell anyone your secret,” Freddie reassured him.

“Follow me then,” Wiggly giggled.

“Wait, what about the trap?” Freddie cried out.

“Oh yes! Let’s close it and take it with us,” Wiggly replied.

Freddie dropped a heavy stone into the trap, which jumped up as it snapped closed like a hungry crocodile. He pulled and pulled the closed trap until finally the spike holding it in the ground came out. It shot up so suddenly that Freddie fell backwards with a bump and just missed squashing Wiggly. “Oh, that was close! I nearly fell on top of you,” cried Freddie. He scrambled back to his feet grabbing the horrible rusty metal trap.

“Let’s go then,” Wiggly called.

Freddie grabbed his staff and caught up with his new friend who took his hand.

They walked for a little while going deeper into the forest. Freddie recognised some of the trees that he had played around and climbed up, but not too high in case he fell down and hurt himself. Soon they came upon a very large and old oak tree. 

“Funny, I don’t remember seeing this tree here before, it’s really huge,” Freddie said. He let go of Wiggly’s hand to stretch his arms out to see how wide the tree was and both it and Wiggly disappeared. “Oh! Where are you?” he cried.

Wiggly took hold of Freddie’s hand again and like magic Freddie could see the big old oak tree and his new friend.

“What just happened, Wiggly?” Freddie asked looking very bewildered.

Wiggly giggled. “When you said you had a magic staff I thought you were a wizard. Elfins have magic, Freddie, and you can only see the big old oak tree because you were holding my hand. It has a magic enchantment on it so only Elfins can see it, you’ll see, just watch.”

Freddie was trying to understand, his friend just told him that magic was real.

Wiggly placed his free hand flat on the tree trunk and spoke some strange words, “Efum - Efum - Natum - Efum.”

Freddie looked at his new friend curiously, wondering what he was doing. He stepped back, pulling Wiggly with him when the tree began making groaning and creaking noises. “Wiggly!” Freddie called in alarm, “The tree, it’s going to fall, listen!”

Wiggly just smiled and said, “It’s okay Freddie, you’re safe with me, just watch.”

Freddie gasped when a thin black line rose from the ground and up the tree trunk, almost as high as Freddie was tall, it curved round in an arch at the top, then moved back to the ground, just like someone drawing a line with a felt tip pen. “What’s happening?” he whispered.

“Just watch,” Wiggly replied excitedly.

The black line became a little thicker and began to look like a door. Freddie watched fascinated as a door began to open inward revealing a spiral staircase inside the big old oak tree.

“Come on,” Wiggly chuckled seeing the surprise on Freddie’s face, then pulling his new friend by his hand inside the tree trunk.

Freddie was speechless, not only had he never seen this huge tree before, but amazed it had a secret door, a magic door. Once inside the tree they began descending down the spiral staircase. After taking just a few steps down, Freddie noticed the door closing behind them. They were then left in semidarkness, lit only by green glowing moss-like plants. They had been going down and round until Freddie had to stop, he was out of breath and pulled Wiggly up sharply.

“Not far now,” Wiggly said pulling on Freddie’s hand again. When they reached the bottom there was another door and Wiggly repeated the same words again and the door creaked and groaned open until they were bathed in bright light just as if they were outside in the sunshine again.

Freddie had to shield his eyes with his free hand for a moment while they adjusted to the light.

“Come on,” Wiggly urged excitedly, dragging his new friend, “I want you to meet my parents and sister.”

Freddie moved his hand to look around and he got a real surprise. They seemed to be in a busy town, with houses and shops, but smaller than his house and the shops in his village. The sky was bright blue just like a cloudless sunny day, the air felt warm and smelled so fresh. The roads were not like those he was used to, but made up of small square blocks of stone neatly squeezed together. He noticed all the buildings did not have an upstairs, just a downstairs and remembered his mother telling him that this kind of house was called a bungalow.

When they emerged through the door at the bottom of the spiral staircase there were lots of people walking about and children playing, but when they saw Freddie they quickly ran inside, doors were closed with loud bangs and he could see faces in windows watching them.

“Nearly there,” Wiggly called out as they were running along the cobbled road.

Freddie did not hear Wiggly because he was too preoccupied looking around at the strange world he had wandered into.

Wiggly finally stopped and Freddie bumped into him almost knocking him to the ground.

“Oops! Sorry, Wiggly, I wasn’t paying attention. Have we arrived?” Freddie apologised a little breathlessly.

Wiggly chuckled, “You are a funny Sproggle. Yes, we’re here, this is my house, do you like it?”

Freddie looked at the building set back from the road with a pretty garden with a white stick fence around. A stone path like the roads led from a little gate to a round-topped door, it reminded him of his own home except Wiggly’s house looked a bit like a loaf of bread with a door and windows. It was painted a yellow colour with a green door and windows and Freddie thought it looked really charming. “It’s really nice, Wiggly, my house has a fence like yours,” he replied.

“Well down here we don’t get wind or rain or snow, so we build our homes mostly of mud,” Wiggly explained. “Come on, let’s meet my parents.” Once again he pulled on Freddie’s hand and led him through the door, by turning a doorknob this time.

The doorway was only just high enough for Freddie to pass through without ducking his head.

“Mummly, Daddly, come meet my new friend!” Wiggly cried out as they entered the house.

They were standing in one big room, with chairs and a sofa at one end with a fireplace, a table in the middle with chairs around it and a kind of kitchen at the other end. There was a doorway opposite the front door that Freddie assumed must lead to bedrooms and a bathroom. Wiggly’s parents and sister were sitting on chairs when he and Freddie burst in.

“Mummly, Daddly, Giggly, this is my new friend, Freddie, he saved my life!”

Wiggly’s parents and sister suddenly jumped up and rushed towards the two friends and Freddie found himself being hugged by Wiggly’s mother, father and sister.

When they pulled apart, Wiggly introduced everyone. “Freddie, this is Mummly, Mrs Tiggly and Daddly, Mr Tiggly and this is my sister Giggly.”

Freddie thought all their names were very funny sounding and struggled not to giggle, because his parents had taught him such things were rude and unkind.

Mr Tiggly held out his hand and Freddie shook hands. “You’re the first Sproggle to ever see our world, thank you for returning Wiggly to us safe and sound. Now please call me Daddly, everyone does.”

Freddie was surprised and smiled at the kindly Mr Tiggly. “Thank you, Mr Tiggly. Err! I mean Daddly,” he chuckled at his little mistake. 

Mrs Tiggly smiled, agreed and said, “Yes, thank you for returning our naughty son and please call me Mummly.”

Again Freddie was a bit bewildered by it all.

Giggly looked identical to Wiggly except she had a plait of hair on each side of her head. “Oooh, you’re very handsome, Freddie, especially when you smile,” she said, giggling.

Freddie felt a little embarrassed and blushed bright red.

“I see you found one of the Sproggles’ nasty traps, I thought we had found all of those,” Daddly observed seeing the metal monster across Freddie’s rucksack.

Freddie reached round and handed the horrible rusty trap to Daddly, who took it away through the door opposite the front door and soon returned.

Mummly gave Freddie a big smile and said, “Come, sit down by the fire on a comfy chair and tell us all about how you met Wiggly.”

Freddie took off his rucksack and placed it on the floor, then sat on the comfy sofa with Wiggly. Mummly and Daddly sat on comfy chairs opposite and Giggly sat on a big comfy cushion on the floor.

Wiggly held Freddie’s hand while he explained everything to Mummly, Daddly and Giggly. How he had heard Wiggly crying when he was exploring in the forest and ran to help, somehow managing to open the trap and saved his new friend.

Wiggly’s parents and sister clapped their hands and smiled and laughed when Freddie finished his tale.

“You must stay and have dinner with us, Freddie,” Mummly said.

Wiggly and Giggly were nodding their heads and giggling.

Freddie was happy to stay for a while as his parents would not be worried about him until it got close to teatime.

“Can I ask a question?” Freddie was looking at Mummly and Daddly when he spoke.

“Of course, I expect you may have a lot of questions,” Daddly replied.

“Well,” Freddie began, “I play in the forest a lot, mostly by myself. I like to explore and see the wild animals, but I have never seen the big old oak tree that has the door to your world.”

All the Tiggly’s chuckled.

“Well,” Daddly began, “many, many years ago Sproggles and Elfins lived side by side, Sproggles liked the open fields and Elfins liked the woodlands. Over time more and more Sproggles were born and they began cutting down the trees for more and more open land to farm. Very soon there was not enough woodland for Elfins and that was the beginning of the ‘Great Sad Times.’ We moved underground and a powerful Wizard created the big old oak tree and a doorway to our new world, then put a magical enchantment on it so Sproggles could never see it, they walk right through the place where the tree stands, that’s why you have not seen it before.”

Freddie thought about what he had been told and then asked, “Why could I see it this time?”

Wiggly laughed. “Have you forgotten that I said it’s because I was holding your hand? Otherwise as I reached the big old oak tree it would look like I just disappeared.”

“Oh yes! When I let go of your hand, you and the tree did just vanish.” Freddie grinned, looking at Wiggly. Then turning back to Mummly and Daddly he asked, “If we are underground, why does the ceiling above your house look like a blue sky?”

Mummly was happy to answer that question. “It’s what Sproggles call magic. The Great Wizard made our home down here to be like the land above ground, we don’t know how it works exactly, but we have a night and day, just like you do.”

Freddie thought about it and he kept thinking about magic. “Do you all have some magic too?” he asked.

Wiggly’s sister Giggly sat up and replied, “Only one or two Elfins do, they are special and help keep the Wizard’s magic working, but most of us don’t have magic. But it is possible sometimes by Town Elders using Fairy Dust,” she replied.

When Freddie heard the word ‘wizard’ it made him jump up with excitement. He loved stories about wizards and magic but never thought they were true, just fairy stories. “You have a Wizard?” he blurted out with excitement. “A real live Wizard?”

Wiggly laughed at Freddie’s excitement and answered, “Elfin’s did have a wizard, the greatest wizard that ever lived, but he vanished a long time ago. Sadly, none of us have ever seen him.”

Freddie sat back down a little disappointed for he thought he might have had the chance to meet a real wizard, that would have been something very special. Then he had a sudden thought. “Oh! I have some food in my rucksack.” He picked it up from the floor and unzipped it, pulling out the pack of sandwiches, juice and apple. “My Mum packed it for me when I left my house this morning,” he said cheerfully.

“How lovely. Bring them to the table,” Mummly said as she moved to the kitchen end of the room.

Within a few minutes the table was full of all kinds of nuts, berries, mushrooms and salad leaves. When they were all seated at the table, Wiggly asked Freddie what was wrapped in the shiny parcel.

“These are jam sandwiches, Wiggly, do you not have them here? They’re very yummy.” Freddie opened the aluminium foil wrapper. His mother had put two slices of bread together with jam in the middle and he had two of these sandwiches. He took a knife-like cutting tool from the table and cut each of his sandwiches in four, giving one piece to each of them to try.

The Tiggly’s took the sandwich from Freddie and looked it over, sniffed it and turned it round in their hands before taking a bite.

Wiggly jumped up in his seat. “Oh wow! This is so yummylicious, Yum! - Yum! - Yum!”

Freddie chuckled at Wiggly’s excitement.

Then Giggly jumped up and said exactly the same thing. “This tastes so, so, yummified!” she cried out and Freddie kept on laughing.

Mummly and Daddly looked at their children in surprise and then at Freddie before taking a bite.

Daddly’s eyes opened wide and Mummly licked her lips. “This is very nice for a treat, Freddie, do you know how it’s made?” Mummly asked.

Freddie stopped laughing at Wiggly and Giggly and looked at Mummly. “I have watched my Mum make bread, that’s the two white sheets, and also jam, that’s the red stuff inside. I remember Mum saying to make bread you need flour and yeast and for the jam you need fruit and sugar.”

Wiggly piped up, “Oh, what’s flour and yeast?”

Freddie thought for a minute with his finger on his lip, he remembered seeing a television programme about flour. “Well,” he replied, “flour can be made from seeds like wheat and barley, they are grass like plants. The seeds are ground up between two stones until they become a very fine powder called flour. I think yeast is a kind of fungus like mushrooms, I can find out more for you from my Mum.”

After their meal they all moved back to the seating area in front of the log fire and sat down on comfy seats. Wiggly sat with Freddie on the comfy sofa.

Daddly said he wanted to give Freddie something special as a reward for saving his son. “May I have a look at your rucksack?” he asked and Freddie handed it to him. Daddly stood up and walked over to the kitchen end of the house.

Freddie heard him speaking to some kind of small door that sprang open.

Daddly reached into the cupboard and brought out a large jar containing something that twinkled and sparkled like a hundred Christmas tree lights, then brought it over to the seating area. Daddly held up the jar and said to Freddie, “This is Fairy Dust, it’s very rare and our most precious possession.” He opened the jar and took out a small pinch and sprinkled it over Freddie’s rucksack, whispering some strange words. “There,” he said with satisfaction, “your rucksack is now magical and can give you almost anything you can picture in your mind. Try it, Freddie, it will only work for you, to anyone else it will be just like an ordinary rucksack.”

Freddie looked amazed, hardly able to believe what Daddly had just told him. He looked at Daddly. “Is it really magic? Oh! This is so exciting,” he replied as his trembling hands took his rucksack back from Daddly.

Wiggly and Giggly were also excited and stood up to watch what Freddie would do.

When Wiggly got really excited his legs would start to run on the spot very fast and that’s what was happening as he watched his new friend.

Freddie looked at Wiggly and laughed, mystified by his friends behaviour. “What should I ask for?” Freddie said eagerly.

“Just unzip it and put your hand inside,” Daddly explained, “and think of what you want and it will appear in your hand, as long as it’s small enough to fit inside the rucksack, of course.”

Freddie unzipped the top of his rucksack and put his hand inside, thought for a moment with his eyes closed so he could see in his mind clearly what he wanted and then pulled his hand out. A loaf of bread came out of the rucksack in his hand. He put it on the small table between the comfy chairs, then put his hand back inside and pulled out a jar of strawberry jam.

“Oh! This is truly magic, thank you so much, Daddly, I will be able to help lots of people with my magic rucksack now.” Freddie chuckled with excitement, he dipped his hand into his rucksack again until on the table stood the loaf of bread, a jar of jam and some margarine spread.

Wiggly and Giggly looked at the food with hungry eyes. “Can we have bread and jam for tea, please Mummly?” they pleaded and Mummly smiled, nodded and said that they could.

Freddie spent the afternoon talking with Wiggly, Giggly, Mummly and Daddly, finding out much more about the Elfins and their world. In turn the Elfins asked about Freddie and the Sproggle world and listened enthusiastically. It had been a long time since Elfins had spied on the Sproggles, so everything that Freddie told them was new and interesting.

**

When Wiggly escorted Freddie back through Elfin town, somehow word had spread about Freddie saving Wiggly and lots of Elfins stood outside buildings and clapped their hands. It made Freddie feel quite special and proud that he had been able to help Wiggly and meet all these lovely Elfins.

When they reached the top of the spiral staircase Freddie was out of breath and had to stop a moment, trying to recover. “How,” puff, “many,” puff, “steps?” puff, he asked.

Wiggly laughed and giggled. “It’s only 145 steps,” he replied.

Of course there was no longer a door to see until Wiggly placed his palm on the inside of the tree trunk and said the magic words again.

Freddie watched, enthralled as the magic door began to form like it had when they were on the outside, then it sprang open inwards and the two friends stepped outside.

“Will you come and see me again?” Wiggly asked holding on to Freddie’s hand.

“Am I allowed to come see you?” Freddie asked.

“Oh, yes you can, but you must have your rucksack with you so you can see through the enchantment, then put your hand on the tree and say the words and the door will open for you. You must repeat it when you reach the bottom as well, just like I did. Do you remember the magic words Freddie?”

“I do because they sounded funny. They are - ‘Efum - Efum - Natum - Efum’, am I right?” Freddie replied with a big grin.

Wiggly nodded excitedly. “Yes that’s right, now you must keep this a secret otherwise we would be in danger. If the Sproggles ever found out about us they would hunt us down because we are different to them, remember what Daddly said!”

Freddie smiled and hugged Wiggly. “I promise not to tell anyone and keep you all safe, because I like all my new friends.”

Freddie waved goodbye and when he was a little way from the tree it just disappeared, he could see right through the space where it had been. He smiled to himself, now he knew that magic really did exist and he had a magic rucksack. He was so excited and realised he was a very lucky person and was so happy he sang his favourite song, ‘All things Bright and Beautiful.’ He sang and marched along the pathway swinging his arms like a soldier. When he arrived back home his mother asked if he had a nice adventure and he told her all about his travels, leaving out the bit about the Elfins.

**

Over the next few months Freddie became a regular visitor to Elfin Town. People would call out and welcome him back. ‘They are such nice people,’ he thought to himself, ‘it’s a shame Sproggles couldn’t be as nice as Elfins, especially Billy Bates, the class bully.’

“Hello, Freddie, how are you today?” called Mrs Twinkly.

“I’m very well thank you, Mrs Twinkly, how are you? Oh, how is little Star? Is she better now?” he replied.

“Oh yes, she’s much better now, thank you. She’s even going to school again. Thank you for the medicine, it worked really well.”

Freddie skipped along and when he reached the Tiggly’s home, Wiggly and Giggly were always excited to see him, as were Mummly and Daddly.

On one visit he thought about a pizza and pulled one from his rucksack, everyone thought it was amazing and so simple to make. Mummly and Daddly had devised a way to make flour and Freddie had brought a cookery book for them and now Elfins were enjoying lots of different and interesting foods like berry crumble, sausage rolls and of course, fairy cakes.

Wiggly showed Freddie their school and introduced him to Miss Noall, the school’s teacher, who was very interested in his stories about the way Sproggles lived on the surface. Unlike Freddie’s school, the Elfin school allowed children to attend when they wanted and most of the Elfin children liked going to school where they learned all manner of things like weaving with long strips of dried grass, which mushrooms are safe to eat and how to read and write.

On one of his visits to the school Freddie announced excitedly, “Oh Miss Noall! I know my four times table, it has a tune that goes like this, lah lah, lal la-ah, one four is four, two fours are eight, three fours are twelve.......” Very soon Miss Noall was singing and Wiggly joined in as did the other children.

“Oh, that’s so much fun!” all the children called out. “Can we do it again please?”

So Freddie happily led the chorus of the four times table.

After that school visit, Wiggly took Freddie to a new shop that had opened using the new flour and recipes from Freddie’s cookery book.

Freddie was so excited when he saw the sign above the shop, ‘FREDDIES’, he clapped his hands together. “My parents would be so proud if they knew about this,” he chuckled.

“It must be our secret though,” Wiggly cautioned.

The smell coming from ‘FREDDIES’ bakery was very yummy and they walked inside where people were being served lots of nice treats. Mr and Mrs Flowers were in charge of baking all the lovely things.

“Hello, Freddie,” they called when they saw him and Wiggly, “come and try this new cake,” they said, offering them both something that looked like an orange speckled cone.

“This is called a Madeleine,” Mrs Flowers told them as Freddie and Wiggly took the small cake and tried a bite.

“Oh wow!” Wiggly cried, “this is super-dooper Mr and Mrs Flowers.” He took a second bite and a third. 

Freddie laughed at his friend and his eyes lit up when he tasted the cake himself, “Oh, yes, Wiggly is right, this is delicious!” He took off his rucksack and held it flat on the table, then thought about one of his favourite cakes. It was, of course, a jam tart and Freddie pulled out a plate with six strawberry jam tarts. “These are called jam tarts, I think they are easy to make, try one.”

Mr and Mrs Flowers took one of Freddie’s jam tarts.

Wiggly reached out and helped himself too. After he had taken a large bite, he jumped up and down again. “Super-dooper too!” he cried.

Mr Flowers looked closely at the tarts, studying around the edges of the pastry, then sniffed the underneath and said, “I think we can make these as well, thank you, Freddie.”

“What’s all the noise in here?” cried the Flowers’ twins, Rose and Violet, as they ran inside the shop, home from school. “Oh! Hello again Freddie and Wiggly. Freddie taught us a new way of doing sums with a tune,” they said together excitedly.

Everyone was eager to hear it so the twins began to sing the four times table and they all clapped their hands when the children finished.

“You have given us so much, Freddie, we’re so happy you found Wiggly and brought him home when he was in trouble,” Mrs Root said patting him on the back.

Freddie always felt such happiness being able to help the people of Elfin Town. He had always liked helping others, like his parents, friends and villagers, now he had even more friends to help. All too soon it was time for him to go home after all the excitement. He said his goodbyes to Mummly and Daddly, Giggly gave him a hug and told him to come again soon and he promised he would.

Wiggly climbed up the spiral staircase with his friend and opened the door in the big old oak tree and made Freddie promise to come and visit again soon.

Freddie was so full of joy he skipped his way through the forest until he reached his garden gate then ran to the back door. Inside the house his mother and father were pleased that Freddie seemed even happier these days.

On Monday morning Freddie was on his way to school with his magic rucksack on his back. Today his mother walked along side him, she was on her way to the shops and the school was on her route to the High Street.

“You’re very jolly this morning son,” his mother smiled and chuckled.

Freddie looked at his mother and returned her smile. “Mmm, it’s my favourite lessons today Mum, Art this morning and Modelling in the afternoon,” he answered.

They were approaching Mr Bootle’s house with its clipped hedges all around his garden that were too tall for Freddie to peek over the top. Mr Bootle was a very clever person because he clipped the very top of his hedges into animal shapes. The first Freddie and his mother came across was a running rabbit, next a sitting rabbit, then a cat and a dog, all looking so neat and impressive.

They stopped and heard a voice of someone talking loudly.

Freddie looked at his mother, asking the question ‘who is that?’ by raising his eyebrows.

His mother chuckled. “I think that sounds like Mr Bootle,” she said.

They heard him again, a bit louder this time. “Oh, you silly, silly thing, stop messing me about! Oh dear, not another one! Oh dear, oh dear.”

When Freddie and his mother reached the space in the hedge where Mr Bootle’s gate was, they noticed him with his hands on his head, looking at his gate, which was hanging at a funny angle.

“Mr Bootle, whatever has happened?” Freddie’s mother asked with some concern.

“Oh! Hello Mrs Fountain, Freddie,” he replied looking from his broken gate, to them. “The pesky screws fell out of the hinge on my gate into the long grass and I just cannot find them to repair it. I have only got this one and I need five in all, I guess I’ll have to call the Handyman in to fix it.”

Freddie looked and smiled at Mr Bootle. “I think I have something in my rucksack to help you, Mr Bootle,” he announced. He took his rucksack off his shoulders and unzipped it, then looking at the screw in Mr Bootle’s hand, rummaged around inside and pulled out four shiny metal screws the same size. “Will these help fix your gate, Mr Bootle?” Freddie asked with a big grin on his face, holding out his hand showing the four screws.

“Oh Freddie, they will be just the job! You are a handy helper to have around,” Mr Bootle replied eagerly and took the shiny screws from Freddie, fixing his gate hinge in a jiffy. “Just a minute Freddie!” Mr Bootle cried, dashing off towards his front door. No sooner gone than he was walking back to Freddie and his mother. Mr Bootle gave Freddie a bar of chocolate. “Here’s a little reward for being so helpful,” he said with a big smile on his face. Then he spoke to Freddie’s mother, “You must be very proud of your son, Mrs Fountain, I hear he helps a lot of people, you have taught him well.”

“That’s very kind of you, Mr Bootle, we are proud of Freddie, he’s always willing to help where he can. Good job we were passing this morning,” she replied.

They waved goodbye to Mr Bootle and carried on with their journey. On reaching the junction where Freddie turned left to his school and his mother turned right to the High Street and the shops, she wished him a nice day at school and they waved goodbye to each other.

Freddie hurried along to his school and met up with his best friend Jimmy, who was waiting at the schools gates for him.

Jimmy was excited to see his friend and hear how he had helped Mr Bootle fix his garden gate as they walked together into the playground.

While sitting on a bench waiting for the bell to ring, Andy joined them and helped Freddie eat the bar of chocolate he had been given as a reward for helping Mr Bootle. The school bell rang just as they swallowed the last pieces of chocolate and they joined the other children lining up for morning assembly, where they sang a happy song to get them all in a good mood for the day.

The Headmistress, Mrs Doohall, read out the day’s notices and then explained that Miss Brushes was not able to come to school today as she was poorly and Mr Longfellow would take her morning class. It just so happened that Miss Brushes was Freddie’s teacher so he and his friends were a little disappointed. After assembly Freddie’s class lined up outside the Art room ready for their lesson.

Mr Longfellow arrived and he allowed them to enter the classroom and stand by their desks.

“Please sit down children,” Mr Longfellow instructed them. He could see they all looked a little glum. “My name is Mr Longfellow,” he told them, “but just for today you can all call me by my first name.”

The children sat up and looked at each other in surprise, murmuring around. No teacher had ever let them be called by their first name, and they were all so intrigued they forgot about being glum. 

Freddie raised his hand.

Mr Longfellow spoke to him. “Yes young man, what is your name?”

He smiled and told him it was Freddie.

“Well, Freddie, do you have a question for me?”

Everyone was looking at Freddie, their sadness long gone.

“Mr Longfellow, you said we could call you by your first name, could you tell us what it is please?” he asked.

Mr Longfellow smiled and looked around at his class who were completely engrossed so far.

“Of course children, my first name is......, here, I will write it on the chalk board for you, it’s easy to pronounce.” He turned to the green chalkboard and wrote three letters, S - I - R, then turned to look at his class again, still smiling.

Once again the whole class were looking at each other and mumbling, until Juliet called out, “Oh Sir, that’s cheating!” and the rest of the class giggled.

“Just my little joke to brighten up those sad faces of yours. I know you’re disappointed that Miss Brushes is away, she’s feeling poorly, so I thought it would be nice if you each made a get well card for her.”

The children liked that idea, looking happy and excited because Miss Brushes was popular, she was kind and funny and helpful.

Mr Longfellow brought out sheets of coloured card, coloured paper, scissors and glue, paint, glitter, coloured pencils, brushes and felt tip pens and lots of useful things, then let the children choose what they wanted. Some cut paper flowers and others cut out heart shapes, the art room was a hive of activity and Mr Longfellow walked around helping where it was needed.

Morning playtime came round so quickly. The whole class had been completely engrossed making their individual cards for Miss Brushes.

After playtime they were putting the finishing touches on their get-well cards, when Mr Longfellow called out, “Does anyone have a pencil eraser, I cannot find one anywhere?”

The boys and girls looked blankly at each other until Jimmy called out. “Please Sir, Freddie will have one Sir, he can always fixit.”

Freddie walked to his teacher’s desk with his rucksack and pulled out a lovely big pencil eraser.

“Oh! That’s just the job, Freddie, thank you,” Mr Longfellow said, giving Freddie a nod and a smile.

“We call him Freddie Fixit Sir!” Jimmy called out.

The class chuckled and clapped their hands and cheered.

Poor Freddie felt a bit embarrassed and his face turned bright red.

Mr Longfellow offered the pencil eraser back to him after he had rubbed out the pencil lines. Freddie smiled and told him, “Oh that’s alright Sir, I have more of them in my rucksack, please keep that one for when you need it next.”

Mr Longfellow thanked Freddie for his kindness and generosity. “I’ll make sure I don’t lose it, here look, I’ve put my first name on it.”

Freddie looked and Mr Longfellow had printed Property of SIR. Freddie giggled and thought he was a lot of fun to have as a teacher.

Jimmy collected all the get-well cards and handed them to Mr Longfellow.

“I will deliver these lovely cards to Miss Brushes after school today,” Mr Longfellow said. “I am sure she will be delighted with them all.”

Some children at Freddie’s school had hot meals at lunchtime served in the dining hall, they also had the option of bringing a packed lunch. Freddie always brought a packed lunch because his mother cooked a lovely meal at teatime for them to sit down and eat as a family. As it was a sunny day Freddie and his friends sat outside at a picnic table to eat their lunch, when one of their class friends hobbled his way past them.

“Hey! William, what’s wrong?” Freddie called out.

William stopped next to Freddie with his right shoe in his hand. “My shoelace snapped and my shoe keeps falling off every time I try to walk,” William replied.

“Freddie Fixit to the rescue!” shouted Jimmy and everyone chuckled, except William, who looked confused.

“Don’t pay them any attention William, I might have something in my rucksack to help,” Freddie said. He lifted it off the floor onto his knee, unzipped it and fished out a new black shoelace. “Here we are, let me thread it for you.”

William gave his shoe to Freddie, who looped the lace through the holes like his father had shown him a long time ago. He handed it back to William who was all smiles now and Freddie shuffled along the bench seat so William could sit to put his shoe back on and tie the new lace.

“Thank you, Freddie, you really are Freddie Fixit.”

That gave rise to them all giggling, including William, who was invited to eat his packed lunch with them.

**

When school finished at 2.30 in the afternoon, Freddie’s mother was waiting for him at the school gates, like lots of the mothers did, but usually for the younger children.

Freddie was walking with his friend, Jimmy, when they spotted Freddie’s mother.

“Oooh hello, Mrs Fountain,” Jimmy called out politely.

“Hello, Jimmy,” Mrs Fountain smiled, “you both have dabs of paint on your chins. I thought you were supposed to use a brush not eat the paint, boys!”

“Ha, ha! You’re very funny, Mrs Fountain,” Jimmy laughed, trying to wipe the paint off with his thumb.

“Mu-um!” Freddie protested and laughed as well. “We’ve had a super time making get well cards for Miss Brushes who is poorly, and we built a fort out of lolly sticks in the afternoon. Best day ever,” Freddie told his mother.

“That’s right and we painted it green, Mrs Fountain, it looked really epic!” Jimmy added enthusiastically.

At home Freddie’s mother asked him if there was anything special he would like for tea.

“Could we have a sponge cake and custard, please?” he replied.

His mother set to and got all the ingredients ready as Freddie watched. When she began mixing the flour, sugar, butter and eggs together, she exclaimed, “Oh dear, my favourite spoon!” The handle of the wooden spoon had broken in half and she was left holding one piece in each hand.

Freddie smiled. “I think I might have something to help with that,” he said and dashed upstairs to get his rucksack. He rushed down the stairs with a thump, thump, thump, into the kitchen.

His mother laughed. “Oh! I thought it was that herd of elephants running down the stairs,” she said.

Freddie looked at her mischievously. “Mu-um,” he replied, “how would I fit elephants in my bedroom?”

They both laughed.

Freddie thought he had the best mother, she always smiled and made him laugh. He unzipped his rucksack put his hand inside and thought about glue. “Look Mum,” he said, holding up a small cardboard box. “It’s glue, look, ‘Dinosaur Glue’, sticks everything fast,” he said reading the words on the box.

“Well I’ve never heard of Dinosaur Glue, but let’s give it a try,” his mother replied.

Freddie took the tube out, unscrewed the top and looked at the instructions. “It says put a small dab on each piece, hold them together and say Abracadabra!”

His mother laughed again. “Must be magic glue in that case.”

Freddie applied a dab to each broken end of the spoon and put them back together. While he held them he and his mother said the magic word together.

“Abracadabra!”

Freddie took one hand away and the spoon stayed in one piece.

“Oh! Freddie, you are a clever boy, the spoon is mended. Where did you get that glue from?”

This was a bit tricky. Freddie had been taught to always tell the truth and he hated telling lies. “Oh! It has been in my rucksack for ages, I think maybe Mr Dimples gave it to me or was it Mrs Lionhart, I can’t quite remember.” He answered with his fingers crossed behind his back.

Freddie’s mother was so pleased to have her spoon again and did not ask any more questions, then carried on mixing the sponge cake for their tea.

Freddie put the tube of Dinosaur glue in the kitchen oddments drawer thinking it would come in useful another time.

**

Later that week Freddie and his friends were in the school playground talking together before the bell rang. His friend Melanie had slipped down and grazed her knee and it looked red and sore, but she was brave and did not cry.

Freddie looked and said, “I think I may have just the thing in my rucksack.” He took it off his shoulders, unzipped it and pulled out a sticky plaster. “Let me put it on your wound, Melanie,” he said and peeled off the tabs then gently applied it to Melanie’s knee.

“Thank you, Freddie, you are a good friend,” she said smiling again.

“Freddie Fixit to the rescue again!” Jimmy called and they all laughed.

Billy Bates, or Bully Bates, as the children called him, came over to see what all the commotion was about. “What’s going on here?” he growled, but no one answered. He looked at everyone with a stern face and focused on Freddie. “Oh! It’s you again, Freddie the Fool,” then snatched his rucksack.

“Hey, give that back, it’s mine not yours!” Freddie cried out bravely.

But Bully Bates pushed Freddie aside. “Let’s see what good stuff you’ve got hidden in here then!” he growled and laughed. “You’re always a goodie two shoes helping people.” He unzipped the top and felt inside, then turned it upside down. “Hey! There’s nothing in here. Why do you carry it around if it’s completely empty?”

While Bully Bates looked confused Freddie grabbed his rucksack back, quickly thought of something and felt inside his rucksack. “You missed this, Billy Bates,” he cried and pulled out a full water pistol and began squirting water all over Billy Bates’ trousers.

“Ha! Ha! Ha! Billy Bates has wet his pants!” Freddie’s friends laughed, pointing at the very obvious wet patch on the front of the bully’s trousers.

A crowd soon gathered, all laughing at Billy’s wet trousers and pointing at him.

Billy’s face turned bright red and he ran off pushing people out of his way trying to hold the cold wet material off his skin. He ran out of the school gates and back home, fortunately he lived almost next door to the school.

His mother scolded him when he walked inside the house thinking he had wet himself. “A grown boy like you shouldn’t wee himself, go upstairs and change your clothes, make sure you wash yourself so you don’t smell, be quick, you’re late for school already!” His mother did not give him a chance to explain, but he told her he was unwell and did not return to school for a few days.

After Bully Bates had run away everyone cheered Freddie shouting, “FREDDIE FIXIT to the rescue, FREDDIE FIXIT!”

It was Friday and everyone was usually really happy because tomorrow was the start of the weekend and they could play all day. During the morning playtime, William, one of Freddie’s friends, looked glum. 

“What’s the matter, William?” Freddie asked him. “You look like you lost 50 pence and found a penny.”

Jimmy giggled loudly when he heard what Freddie said.

Freddie smiled at Jimmy and explained. “Oh, that’s what my Dad says to me when I look glum.”

William looked at Freddie and replied, “Mummy gave me an apple to bring to school to have at lunchtime and I can’t find it, I must have left it on the kitchen table.”

Freddie put his hand on his friend’s shoulder and comforted him. “That’s alright, William, I’ve got an extra one in my rucksack, you can have that one if you like?” Freddie took his rucksack off his shoulders, unzipped it and slid his hand inside thinking about an apple and pulled out a big red shiny one. “Here you are, William,” he said holding it out for him to take.

William’s face lit up like a firework display with a huge smile. “Oh, that apple is so big and shiny, can I really have it?”

“Of course you can,” Freddie replied putting it in William’s hand.

“Oh, that’s so kind of you,” William thanked him, still smiling like a Cheshire cat.

“So much kinder than Bully Bates,” Jimmy said looking at the other end of the playground where Billy Bates sat on his own, glaring at them.

Freddie’s class had a History lesson with Miss Viking in the afternoon. It was another of his favourite subjects, actually he really liked all the lessons. He could not understand why some children did not like school very much as there were so many things to learn about the world and how it worked. Today Miss Viking was going to teach them about the Romans and she showed them slides of Roman soldiers and told stories of their conquests. Everyone was fascinated because Miss Viking was an excellent storyteller, she could do all the different voices and actions, bringing her stories to life. She would jump up in the air with a pretend sword to fight off the Romans’ enemies, one time when she jumped up her foot twisted as she landed and broke the heel of her shoe right off.

“Oh dear! I got a bit excited there children, didn’t I?” She picked up her shoe in one hand and the broken heel in the other, wondering what to do.

The whole class looked straight at Freddie.

He stood up and said, “Miss, I think I have something in my rucksack to help with that.”

Everyone in his class cheered, except Billy Bates, who was glaring even more at Freddie when he unzipped his rucksack and fished out a tube of Dinosaur Glue.

“We have to put a small dab on each part then put them back together and say Abracadabra,” he explained to Miss Viking, who could not help grinning at her little knight in shining armour.

Of course everyone laughed again when Freddie told his teacher how to use it.

“Is it magic glue then?” Miss Viking asked.

Freddie giggled and replied, “I don’t know Miss, but it mended my Mum’s wooden mixing spoon.”

So Miss Viking placed a dab of Dinosaur Glue on each part of her shoe heel and put them together.

Then everyone chanted, “ABRACADABRA!” and laughed, all except Billy Bates, who sat with his arms crossed and a face like thunder.

When Miss Viking pulled on the mended heel it was stuck fast and she was amazed. “Freddie, this glue is wonderful, where did you get it from?”

Ah, this was awkward. Was he going to have to avoid telling the truth again?

Jimmy stood and called out, “Freddie has lots of stuff in his rucksack Miss, that’s why we all call him Freddie Fixit, cause he fixes lots of things.”

That saved Freddie’s bacon, he hated not telling the truth, but he had to protect his secret at all costs, even if it meant telling a little lie.

“That’s wonderful, Freddie, it looks like you’re a popular little boy. Thank you for fixing my shoe, Freddie Fixit,” she chuckled and Freddie blushed just as the school bell rang for the end of the day.

Everyone gathered around Freddie as they left the classroom, except Billy Bates, he decided he did not like Freddie Fixit Fountain at all. ‘Why am I not popular like him? It’s not fair,’ Billy thought, ‘not fair at all when Freddie has so many friends and I have none.’

When Freddie returned home from school, he ran upstairs like a herd of elephants and changed from his school uniform into his play clothes. As it was a warm sunny afternoon he was going to play in the garden. At the bottom of Freddie’s garden was ‘his forest’ as he called it, or sometimes it was a jungle full of elephants and wild animals, he loved to play and explore in and around the trees and bushes. Today though, Freddie was still excited about the Romans from his history lesson and from his rucksack he pulled out a toy sword and small shield. In his imagination he was a Roman Centurion fighting off the enemies of the Roman Empire. He swung his sword in the air, then jabbed and poked at his pretend enemy. He was having great fun fighting off the barbarians that Miss Viking had told them about in the lesson, when he heard a loud hissing sound.

“Psssssst! Psssssst!”

Freddie stopped and listened, it sounded like steam whooshing or something, he looked around completely puzzled. “Who’s there?” he called, dropping his sword and shield.

“Psssssst! Psssssst!” he heard again, then spotted something between the wooden slats of the fence at the end of the garden. He dashed over and laughed. “Wiggly, what are you doing here?”

“Shush!” Wiggly said holding his finger to his lips. “I sneaked out. We’re not supposed to come this far, but I’ve got something important to show you.” His legs were jumping up and down like he was running on the spot as he spoke, but he held onto the fence and his head stayed still.

Freddie grabbed his rucksack and opened the gate to meet his friend.

Wiggly took hold of Freddie’s hand and led him away into the woods.

They had not gone very far when Wiggly stopped and said, “Look, Freddie, look!” he was pointing to their right hand side. 

Freddie looked. “What am I looking at, Wiggly?” he asked, “I don’t see anything.”

Wiggly jumped up and down again excitedly. “Exactly, exactly! That’s my point, I don’t see anything either!”

Freddie looked at Wiggly and gave him a curious smile. “I don’t get it, Wiggly?” he replied.

“No, but somebody got it, come and look closer,” Wiggly said, dragging Freddie further off to the right. 

“Oh my goodness!” Freddie cried. “Who could have done such a thing? This is terrible, it’s not right, they are not allowed to do this, my Dad said so!” Freddie was so alarmed at what he was seeing, or not seeing more importantly, as they both looked down at three tree stumps.

Someone had cut down three very old trees almost to the ground and stolen them, there was no trace of any branches, just piles of leaves and twigs.

“Who did this, Wiggly, do you know?”

Wiggly scratched his head under his pointy hat. “We felt the ground shaking yesterday, but no one dared come up until things went quiet again and we discovered these trees had all gone. These trees were hundreds of years old, Freddie. It has started again, Sproggles are cutting down our trees again!” Wiggly was very upset and tears dripped from his eyes.

“I’ll have to tell my Dad, see if we can discover who and why they are doing this. You go back home and stay safe, tell your parents that I am going to get my Dad to find out what he can, okay?”

Wiggly’s tears dried up and he smiled, then gave his friend a big hug. “Thank you, Freddie, I knew you would help, bye now,” he said as he waved, skipping back to the big old oak tree.

Freddie took off his rucksack and pulled out a ball of bright yellow string and tied it to one of the tree stumps. He unwound the string as he made his way back to his home, he wanted to make sure he could find the exact spot again.

As soon as his father returned home, Freddie was very excited and wanted to take him into the woods straight away. “Please Dad, something terrible is happening in the forest!” he pleaded.

His father could see Freddie was very upset about something and agreed to go with him.

Freddie had hold of his father’s hand and was pulling him along. “Hold your horses there Freddie, we don’t want to trip over and get hurt, let’s take it a bit more steadily.”

He knew his father was right and they slowed down and followed the path of the yellow string which Freddie had left.

When they reached the end of the string, Freddie’s father saw the three tree stumps. He cried out, “Oh my gosh, Freddie! This is very serious because these woods are protected, they can never be cut down. Well done son,” he praised, giving Freddie a gentle pat on his head. “I will call the council, we need to find out who is doing this quickly and stop them.”

Freddie’s father took out his mobile phone and photographed the tree stumps, then they returned home. Freddie was asking all kinds of questions about the forest and why they were protected and who would cut the trees down. His father was on the telephone straight away to the council members to report the missing trees.

Freddie was very keen to find out what was going on and was again full of questions as they enjoyed their teatime meal.

“It looks like we have tree poachers in our woodland. Apparently it has been happening all over the country because wood is now so expensive that criminals are cutting down and stealing ancient trees. The wood from these trees is highly prized and can make a lot of money when sold,” Freddie’s father explained.

“How can we stop them then, Dad? Freddie asked. “We have to stop any more of our trees from being stolen.”

“I have arranged for several council members to take turns patrolling the forest during the night, the culprits will be back to take more trees if they think they have got away with the three they have already stolen. If we can catch them then we can prevent any more of our lovely trees from being cut down,” Freddie’s father explained to him.

“Oh, can I come, Dad, please?” Freddie pleaded.

“I’m sorry son, it’s too dangerous, the criminals may have weapons,” he replied.

Freddie and his mother looked worried. “Will you be alright, Dad? You won’t get hurt will you? You must be careful!” Freddie was almost in tears, he loved his father so much and did not want him getting hurt.

Mr Fountain patted his son on the head lovingly. “Yes, Freddie, William’s father and I are going on patrol tonight and we will be very careful, the police are on standby and we have walkie-talkies direct to them,” his father explained.

Both Freddie and his mother were very pleased to hear that, they did not want him getting hurt or anything worse.

Freddie hardly slept that night, he kept waking up thinking he could hear a noise from the forest. When he looked out of his window he thought he could see a torchlight flashing here and there. “I hope Dad and William’s dad are safe,” he whispered, to no one in particular. Then returned to his bed, snuggled under the warm duvet and fell fast asleep.

When morning finally arrived Freddie was up and out of bed really early. He got washed and dressed then ran down the stairs like a herd of elephants. He needed to see his father and make sure he was not hurt. When he dashed into the kitchen he was relieved to see both his parents sitting at the table talking. Freddie ran to his father and wrapped his arms around him in a huge hug. “I’m so glad you’re safe, Dad. I was dreaming about you last night, I woke up and looked out of my window and I’m sure I saw lights flashing in the forest!” Freddie gabbled after he let his father go.

Both his parents chuckled at Freddie, whom they loved very much and were so proud of. He seemed to be liked by everyone who knew him, it is something all parents want of their children.

“Come, sit down, Freddie,” his mother urged.

It was only then that Freddie noticed something. “Dad, you have a cut on your face!” he said with concern.

“Oh yes, I was going to put a sticking plaster on it, but we seem to have run out of them,” his father replied.

Freddie’s face lit up. “Oh, Dad, I have just the thing in my rucksack.” He had dropped it on the floor when he hugged his father, so he bent down to unzip it, then felt inside and imagined a box of sticking plasters. When he lifted his hand out he was holding a box of them. He soon found a big enough plaster, pulled off the tabs and stuck on his father’s wound.

“That seems to be a magic rucksack, Freddie,” his mother chuckled.

“Well done, Freddie, you really do fixit,” his father laughed and hugged his son again.

“What happened in the woods, Dad?” Freddie asked before any more questions came up about his rucksack, which he zipped back up quickly.

His mother had no idea how right she was.

His father patted the chair next to him for Freddie to sit on. “I was just about to explain to your mother when you and that herd of elephants came down the stairs,” his father said and laughed.

“Aww, Dad!” Freddie groaned, blushing.

“So I can tell you both at the same time now,” his father added. “William’s father and I went out at 10pm last night with our thick coats, torches and walkie-talkies and walked slowly around the forest. I had forgotten just how wonderful and old some of the trees are. We spotted a little den that had a sign declaring ‘Freddie’s Secret Base.’

Freddie’s mother chuckled, “Not so secret now, Freddie,” she said.

“Oh Mum,” Freddie said shyly. “What happened next, Dad?” he asked.

“Well everything was quiet for a long time, we heard owl’s hooting and some hedgehogs grunting, then we came upon the tree stumps that you and I saw, having circled around for a while. Sometime after midnight we thought we heard some voices and followed to investigate. As we got closer there was a glow of lights in the distance and we could hear machines running too. So we approached very quietly and hid among the bushes, that’s how I got my face scratched.”

Freddie was so excited. “What did you see, Dad, was it the thieves?”

His father laughed. “Calm down son and I’ll tell you, but you’re right, it was the thieves,” he replied.

“Oh! Who was it, did you recognise them?” Freddie asked almost jiggling off his seat.

“Shush and I’ll tell you,” his father said and his mother laughed. “What we saw, was two men, they had a kind of trailer with a generator and chainsaws, and they were about to cut down a beautiful ancient walnut tree that must be well over a hundred years old. I text my friend at the police station, we couldn’t use the walkie-talkies without being heard by the thieves. My friend text back saying the police were on their way and to leave my phone switched on so they could find our location. William’s father had brought a rucksack with him filled with a lot of stuff and he pulled out a small box with a domed light on the top and gave me a police whistle. When he turned the box on, the dome on top started flashing like a blue police light and a siren sounded while I blew the whistle, we had to stop them from starting to cut that tree down.”

Freddie was off his chair by now, standing by his father holding onto his arm he was so excited.

“What happened, Dad?”

“Let your father finish, Freddie!” his mother laughed.

His father continued. “The two men dropped everything and scarpered, they ran like frightened rabbits, leaving all the lights on and machines running. So William’s father and I walked over to the area, fortunately we were in time and they had not started cutting into the tree. We turned off the machines but left the lights on so the police could locate us more easily, they arrived about fifteen minutes later. The police took all the equipment away with them to the Police Station.”

“So did the thieves get away? That’s a shame, they might try again,” Freddie said answering his own question.

His father laughed. “Well not quite. They did run off, that’s true, but William’s father and I recognised both men.”

Freddie was jumping up and down with excitement, like when he needed to go to the toilet. “Oh, who was it? Do I know them? Have they been arrested?”

“Hold your horses, son,” his father chuckled.

“But I haven’t got any horses, Dad,” Freddie said with a screwed up face.

“It’s just a saying, Freddie, it means wait and see,” his mother laughed.

“Yes, son, they have now been arrested. The trees they stole a couple of nights ago were still on their property, cut up into smaller logs ready to sell. The men, yes you do know them, it was Billy Bates’ father, Robin and his younger brother, Robby.”

Freddie was shocked and then said, “Hang on, Dad, I didn’t know Billy Bates had a younger brother?”

Both his parents laughed. “No, not Billy Bates brother, silly sausage, but the brother of Billy’s father, Billy Bates’ uncle. They had a lot of trees on their property between them and tried to tell the police that they were all trees blown down by the wind, but the police were having none of that, charged them with theft and kept them in the police cell for now. I expect they will be allowed to go free until the trial if someone can raise the £1000 bail money.”

“I don’t understand what that means, Dad, what is bail money?” Freddie asked looking a bit confused.

His father explained that when someone is arrested they might be allowed to go home until their trial, provided they’ve only committed a small crime, like stealing a bottle of milk. If it is a serious crime, like hurting someone or stealing something that is very valuable, then the magistrate may let the person go home to wait for their trial, if someone or they themselves can pay the bail money and guarantee they will turn up for their trial. If they fail to turn up for their trial the court keeps the bail money and instruct the police to arrest that person again.

“What happens if they do turn up for their trial then?” Freddie asked.

“In that case the bail money is returned.”

“Wow! That all sounds very complicated, it’s much easier to be good and kind. I don’t understand why some people choose to be bad!” Freddie replied.

**

Billy Bates did not return to school the next day or any day ever again. Freddie heard the family had moved away and he felt a little bit guilty because he was not sorry he would not see Billy Bates again. No one had really liked him because he was always bullying and hurting other children, stealing things and being nasty to them as well.

When Saturday arrived, Freddie asked his parents if he could go play in the forest.

His mother and father said he should keep an eye out, but thought the forest was safe enough now the thieves had been caught.

Freddie put on his play clothes and rucksack, then hopped, skipped and jumped all the way to the big old oak tree. He placed his palm on the big old oak tree trunk and spoke the magic words, “Efum, Efum, Natum, Efum.”

When the door appeared and opened he dashed inside making sure it closed behind him, then ran down the stairs excitedly. He was out of breath when he reached the bottom and had to rest for a moment before repeating the magic words again to open the door into Elfin Town. He ran along the road waving at everyone as he passed them by, not stopping until he reached the Tiggly’s house. When Wiggly invited Freddie inside, he was puffing and panting trying to catch his breath for ages.

Giggly and Wiggly were highly amused and chuckled at their new friend.

When Freddie told the whole family the good news about the tree thieves being caught they cheered, celebrating the saving of their precious forest. The news spread around the town very quickly and Elfins gathered outside the Tiggly’s house to congratulate Freddie. When he went outside they all clapped their hands and cheered, singing, ‘For he’s a jolly good Sproggle,’ Freddie smiled and felt a little embarrassed, his face turning bright red.

The Town Elder approached Freddie and shook his hand. “Well done, Freddie, you’re our hero, saving the trees is so important, they give us the air we breathe and the food we eat.”

“That’s very kind of you, Mr Bumble, and every one,” Freddie replied, “but my father is the real hero. He and his friend patrolled the woods until they caught the thieves.”

Mr Bumble presented Freddie with a beautiful round stone that looked like it had fairy dust trapped inside it. “Keep this as a reminder of our friendship, Freddie, it is a special Fairy stone,” he said.

Freddie was so pleased to receive it, “Oh! It’s so beautiful,” he replied.

“When you look at it at night-time you will be able to see the Fairies as they used to be,” added Mr Bumble.

After everyone had returned to their own homes, Freddie said to Wiggly, “I can see why Mr Bumble is called that, when he wears his black and yellow striped jumper he reminds me of a bumble bee!”

They had a little laugh then the Tiggly family took Freddie up above ground into the forest and to the trees that had been cut down.

Daddly brought out the jar of Fairy Dust from his bag and took the last pinch that was left inside and sprinkled a little on each of the tree stumps.

“This is the last of the Fairy Dust,” Daddly said sadly. “Let’s stand well back now everyone,” he added.

Freddie looked confused. “What’s happening?” he asked Wiggly.

“Oh Freddie, this is so exciting. Just watch, it’s incredible. You’ll see, it’s unbelievable,” Wiggly replied, his little legs running on the spot.

Suddenly the ground around them began to tremble, just a little bit to start with, then it really began to shake. Leaves lying on the ground jiggled up and down, as did small stones and bits of soil.

Mummly looked at them with a big grin on her face and said, “It’s starting, children.”

Like some magical miracle the three tree stumps began to twinkle and sparkle. The ground around them trembled and shook like an earthquake. The Fairy Dust began to swirl round and round like a ‘Catherine Wheel firework,’ rising up slowly. Then the three tree stumps began to grow taller, very slowly, as the Fairy Dust rose up into the air.

“Hey, the stumps, they’re getting taller!” Freddie said excitedly.

Sure enough, the three stumps grew higher and higher, sprouting branches and leaves as they reached toward the blue sky. Everyone looked up and watched the leaves and flowers unfold and Freddie thought it the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. When everything finished, the three trees looked exactly like they had before they were cut down.

“Wow. Now that really is magical!” Freddie cried. “That Fairy Dust is powerful stuff.”

Daddly looked at him and smiled, “You’re right, Freddie, but that is the last of it in the whole town. There are no more Fairies, the Sproggles wiped them out many years ago,” he explained.

Freddie felt ashamed of all the humans and what they had done. He just could not understand why people did bad things, it was so much more rewarding to do good things, people liked you and if you helped them, then one day they might help you in return. Best of all, when Freddie helped someone it made him feel so happy inside, it was the best feeling ever!

**

Back at home Freddie asked his parents if there were such beings as Fairies.

“Now that’s a strange question son,” his father replied. “Fairies are not real, they are mythical beings like Unicorns and Elves,” his father added.

Freddie knew some of this could not be true. “Did they never ever exist then, Dad?” he asked.

His father looked at his son and smiled. “I don’t really know, Freddie, some parts of our history are not very clear, such as magic, wizards and witches. I suppose it is possible they may have existed a long, long time ago. The legend of the wizard Merlin and King Arthur is well known, but there is no real proof that either existed. Some people believe that Fairies and magic do exist. For me to see a tiny little seed grow into an enormous tree, well that’s magic, it’s truly wonderful. On the other hand, if things were not true, why would we know about them in the first place?”

Freddie furrowed his brow with what his father had told him. “How would we know about them if they were not true?” he said to himself quietly.

That night Freddie lay in his bed before going to sleep trying to make sense of everything he knew and what his father had said, ‘How would we know about them if they were not true.’ He rubbed his chin and talked to his hands. “I know Fairies must have lived because Daddly said that the Fairy Dust was from Fairies. I know magic is true because I have a magic rucksack and I have seen how magic made the stolen trees re-grow. Therefore the stories about Wizard Merlin must be true too. Yes, of course, the Elfins talk of the great wizard. Could that have been Merlin?”

Freddie smiled to himself, it was beginning to make sense to him and he reached over to pick up the Fairy stone that Mr Bumble had presented to him. It glowed a very pale green. He looked at it closely, blinked his eyes and thought something moved inside. “W-what was that?” he whispered. The more he stared at the Fairy stone, the brighter it became and more things inside it began moving. He could not take his eyes off the glowing stone, it was like he was looking into another world. “Wow,” he whispered, “this is like magic!” Freddie brought the Fairy stone closer to his eyes and stared, now he could definitely see things inside it, like tiny, tiny butterflies. “Oh gosh!” They’re not butterflies at all,” he gasped quietly. “They’re tiny people with beautiful twinkling wings.” Then Freddie remembered what Mr Bumble had said when he gave the Fairy stone to him. ‘When you look at it at night-time you will be able to see the Fairies as they used to be.’ As he watched he began to realise that Fairy Dust was actually falling from the Fairies wings as they fluttered, making the ground underneath them twinkle and sparkle. “So that’s where Fairy Dust comes from,” he whispered to himself. Freddie yawned and lay back on his pillow, just managing to put the Fairy stone on his bedside cupboard before falling asleep. Lovely dreams of beautiful glittering Fairies flying around the fields and woodlands doing magical things filled his slumber. In his sleep filled mind, Freddie could not understand why Sproggles would want to get rid of Fairies and magic. Why were they so afraid? Maybe he never would understand.
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The Crystal Cavern

Freddie and Wiggly’s discovery changes their lives forever.

On Sunday morning Freddie decided to go on an adventure in his jungle, so he put on his explorer’s clothes and rucksack, of course. His mother packed his favourite, jam sandwiches, a chocolate bar and an orange drink to put in his rucksack.

Before he left the kitchen his mother reminded him, “Have you put your watch on, Freddie, and remember to be home before tea at five o’clock, okay?”

Freddie smiled and held up his arm showing his wristwatch, then gave her a hug and set off. He closed the kitchen door behind him and trotted off down the garden, through the gate and into ‘his’ wonderful forest. “I wonder if I will see any wild beasties today? Maybe a family of rabbits,” he chuckled, to no none in particular, as he poked the bushes with his magic staff.

The sun was shining through the trees creating beams of light as if a tall giant was shining lots of torches from above. One of the sunbeams shone on an amazingly big bushy bush covered in pretty yellow flowers. As Freddie got closer he could smell the lovely perfume of the flowers, it was just like oranges being peeled.

“Oooh, this bush smells so lovely,” he said, to no one in particular.

“You can eat my flowers!” a squeaky voice announced, which seemed to come from the bush.

Freddie jumped back in surprise. “What’s this, a bush that can talk? Can you really talk Mr Bush? Can I really eat your flowers?” He moved closer to the bush, uncertain about it talking.

“You can eat my flowers, but not too many, they are very sweet!” the bush replied.

Freddie stared in disbelief. He was talking to a bush, or rather the bush was talking to him. He scratched his head under his wide brimmed hat and chuckled to himself.

“Are you a magic bush, Mr Bush?” he asked.

“Yes, but only for you, Freddie,” the bush replied.

Freddie was startled and jumped back again. “H-how do you know my name, Mr Bush?” he stuttered.

“We all know you, Freddie, you are our hero,” the squeaky voice replied.

Freddie could not believe his ears and got close enough to hold one of the flowers and sniff the lovely smell of oranges being peeled.

“Oh, that tickles, Freddie!” the bush giggled.

Freddie stepped back again and put his hands on his hips, looking intently and disbelievingly at the bush. Now he really was completely confused. Then he noticed the bush was shaking. “Oh! Mr Bush, are you frightened?” he asked.

The bush giggled some more.

“Wait a minute! Wait a minute!” Freddie cried out. “I know that voice. Wiggly, is that you playing games with me?”

The bush giggled and shook again, then Wiggly jumped out and made Freddie jump as well.

“Oh! Wiggly you tricked me and made me jump out of my skin. How did you know I was in the forest?”

Wiggly skipped up to Freddie and gave his friend a hug. “I was coming to find you when I heard you talking, but I couldn’t see anyone with you, so I hid behind this bush to watch and make sure you were alone. When you walked up to it I couldn’t resist a bit of fun,” he said chuckling.

“That was so clever, Wiggly, I really thought it was a magic bush talking to me until your giggles gave you away,” Freddie replied.

“Actually,” Wiggly said smiling, “you can eat these flowers, but not too many as they will make you feel sick as they are so sweet. Have a taste,” Wiggly said handing a flower to his friend.

“Oooh, that does taste nice, just like oranges,” Freddie observed.

“What are oranges?” Wiggly asked.

Freddie lifted his rucksack down, unzipped it and felt inside while thinking about the fruit then pulled out a big juicy orange and gave it to Wiggly. “This is an orange, it’s a fruit from a country where the weather is very hot. You peel the skin off and eat the juicy bits inside, try it.”

Wiggly used his thin fingers with sharp nails to peel off the orange skin.

“Now put your thumb down the middle and open out the segments,” Freddie told his friend.

“Oh! Ah! Oh!” Wiggly cried, as juice from the orange squirted everywhere, all over his face and straight in his right eye.

Freddie howled with laughter watching Wiggly jumping about and shouting. He pulled out a wet face cloth from his rucksack for Wiggly to wipe away the sticky juice. “Now peel off one segment and put it in your mouth, then suck out the juice and swallow the rest,” Freddie instructed.

“Oh! This tastes toowabbyfabby!” Wiggly cried and gobbled another segment. He liked it so much he ate the whole orange. “Oh Freddie, that was delicious! You must let Mummly, Daddly and Giggly try some too.” Wiggly laughed. “Oooh, my hands are all sticky and smell delicious!” He chuckled while wiping them with the wet face cloth.

“Does this bush have a name?” Freddie asked.

“We call it the ‘buzzy bush,’” Wiggly replied.

“That’s a funny name,” Freddie said with a grin.

“It’s because when the sun shines, the insects flock to the bush and drink the sweet nectar from the flowers and the bush buzzes, listen,” Wiggly replied.

Freddie could hear the insects already and nodded with a smile. “Well ‘buzzy bush’ it is then,” he replied. “How do you know it’s safe to eat the flowers, they might make you unwell?” he asked.

Wiggly smiled, looking pleased with himself. “There are a lot of plants that are not good to eat, that’s true, but we Elfin’s discovered the safe ones many years ago. You must ask an adult about plants that are safe to eat before trying them though. Tell all your friends that too, otherwise they could become very unwell,” Wiggly replied.

Freddie nodded in agreement then asked, “Oh, Wiggly, why did you come looking for me?”

“Oh, yes! I nearly forgot. Actually it’s something very exciting.” Wiggly’s legs were running on the spot while telling Freddie. “I have something to show you, you’ll be so amazed. Quickly, follow me!” Wiggly chuckled, taking Freddie’s hand and pulling him towards the big old oak tree.

When the door opened into Elfin Town, lots of people were moving around and chatting to each other. As soon as they noticed Freddie and Wiggly, they called out to them.

“Hello Freddie! Hello Wiggly!” Shouted Mr Plum.

The boys both waved back to him. “Hello Mr Plum, where’s Mrs Plum today?” Freddie asked.

Mr Plum smiled and replied, “Oh, she’s at home looking after Victoria and Blue.” Freddie already knew Victoria was Mr and Mrs Plum’s daughter and Blue was their son.

Wiggly took Freddie towards his house and then walked past it.

“Oh! Aren’t we going inside your house to say hello?” Freddie asked.

Wiggly laughed. “Oh no, this is much more interesting.”

They travelled quite a distance, passing a lot of houses of all shapes and sizes, there was even one shaped like a boot.

“Who lives in this house?” Freddie asked curiously.

“That’s Mr and Mrs Heel’s home where Lacy and Stud live, you’ve met them already haven’t you?” Wiggly answered.

Freddie nodded, he remembered Lacy, she really liked him and hung on his arm whenever they were together. Freddie sniggered, he thought it was cute and he did not mind her clinging to him, much better than the likes of Bully Bates. “We’ve never been this far away from the houses before,” Freddie said to Wiggly. Looking back the way they had walked they could only see the town in the distance.

“Look!” Wiggly cried excitedly, stopping suddenly.

“Ooof!” Freddie cried as he bumped into Wiggly, turning round from looking at the town to see why Wiggly had stopped and what he was so excited about.

In front of them was the outside wall of the town. It looked smooth and shiny, but more importantly there was a big wooden door that was taller than Freddie’s father.

“Where are we and where does this door lead to, Wiggly?” Freddie asked. He was a bit puzzled as to why there would be a door in a wall of stone. Next to the door was a bench seat made from a long flat rock and Wiggly pulled his friend down to sit with him.

“After those Sproggles cut down our trees the other day, the Elfin Council had a meeting and Daddly is one of the Council Elders. They decided to check out our emergency escape tunnel, as it had not been inspected for a very long time. Daddly said he could not recall the tunnel being checked and he’s nearly a hundred years old. They thought there might even have been a cave-in and the tunnel could be blocked and that would be no use if we needed to escape in the future.

Freddie sat up and looked at Wiggly. “Did you just say that Daddly is nearly a hundred years old?”

Wiggly nodded, “Mmmm!”

“Wow,” Freddie cried, “that’s totally amazing, he doesn’t look that old at all.”

Wiggly laughed, “We Elfins can live to be three or four hundred years old or even older.”

Freddie thought for a moment before replying. “That means Daddly is not really that old then!” He was amazed because he had not given the age thing a thought until now. “So how old are you, Wiggly?” he asked.

Wiggly laughed again. “Oh! I’m only nineteen years old. How old are you?”

Freddie looked Wiggly up and down and scratched his head under his hat, and answered, “I’ll soon be 11 years old, in another month.”

Wiggly stood up and looked at his friend. “Goodness me! Sproggles are big for your age then. When I was ten years old I was half your size.”

They both had a good laugh about it all, it made no difference to either of them, age was just a number, it was the friendship that was important.

“So is this the door to your escape tunnel then, Wiggly?” Freddie finally asked.

That started Wiggly jiggling with excitement again. “Yes, yes it is! Come let me show you, it will be amazing.” Wiggly put the palm of his hand on the door then spoke the magic words and the door swung open all by itself.

The tunnel was dimly lit with little star-like crystals in the walls and ceiling. The two friends walked inside holding each other’s hand. It seemed quite dark in the tunnel compared to outside and when they were too far inside the tunnel to run back and escape, the door closed shut and then everything seemed very dark. They were hardly able to see each other’s faces.

Freddie let go of Wiggly’s hand for a moment and took off his rucksack and unzipped the top. He created an image in his mind of two torches and when he pulled out his hand, to his constant surprise, there were exactly the two torches he had been thinking about. When they switched them on the whole tunnel lit up. “This magic is so amazing, Wiggly. I just have to think of something and it appears inside my rucksack, it’s really cool!” Freddie’s voice was full of excitement and wonder.

“I know what you mean, Freddie, even though magic is not uncommon for Elfins, it’s still kind of incredible that things can change or appear, especially with Fairy Dust,” Wiggly chuckled.

Freddie noticed the walls looked hard and glossy. “What is going on with the walls, Wiggly, they almost look wet?”

Wiggly moved to the wall on his side and put his hand on it. “Look, it’s not wet. It’s a special enchantment to prevent anyone, especially Sproggles, breaking into the tunnel. The Wizard made this tunnel, that’s why the ceiling is so high,” he replied.

Freddie looked at his watch and it was nearly 10 o’clock. “Come on, let’s get going.”

Wiggly nodded and took hold of Freddie’s hand, then they began to walk at a steady pace, the bright light from their torches made the journey much easier.

“This tunnel seems to be sloping downwards a little bit, Wiggly, shouldn’t it be going upwards?” Freddie asked his friend as they walked along.

“Yes, that is a bit curious, but this tunnel goes under your town right over to the woodlands on the other side,” Wiggly replied.

They seemed to be walking in a straight line, but there appeared to be no end in sight.

When Freddie looked at his watch again he cried, “Crickey! We’ve been walking for over half an hour, Wiggly, let’s have a rest.”

They sat down on the stone floor and leaned against the wall, then Freddie took out the orange juice and chocolate bar and shared them with Wiggly.

“Oh, this is really nice. What do you call it?” Wiggly asked.

“It’s chocolate, it says on the wrapper, Creamy Milk Chocolate,” Freddie replied looking at the paper that had been wrapped around the chocolate bar. “But I don’t know how they make it from milk,” he added.

Having enjoyed the snack and drink, they carried on and finally reached the end of the tunnel and yet another door.

“Does this lead to the outside then, Wiggly?” Freddie asked.

“No, but you will see where it does lead in a minute, it’s really exciting!” Wiggly replied, jiggling his feet and running on the spot in anticipation. “This is the exciting part!” He placed the palm of his hand on the door and spoke some magic words and it swung open into a bright area beyond. “Come on!” Wiggly called, pulling Freddie along and through the doorway.

Once inside they found themselves standing in a large circular room that had a high ceiling like the inside of an upside down bowl. There were five doors as tall as the doors in a Sproggle’s house and as soon as they stepped into the room the door they had walked through closed behind them.

“Where are we?” Freddie asked, turning off his torch and looking around in wonder.

“Daddly said this is the safety chamber, only one door leads outside through another tunnel, three doors lead to booby trapped tunnels and the other to somewhere special only Elfins can go,” he replied.

“How can you tell which door is which?” Freddie asked.

“Oh, that’s easy. The three doors that are booby trapped have a skull and crossbones on them, just there.” Wiggly pointed to the middle of the three booby-trapped doors.

“But I don’t see anything on the doors, Wiggly,” Freddie replied.

“That’s because they’re magic symbols only Elfins can see, it’s an extra layer of safety, Daddly said.”

Freddie looked confused, rubbed his forehead and asked, “So which door do we go through?” 

“This one,” Wiggly said excitedly. He put his palm on the door and said the magic words. “Natum, Renata, Nepo, Rood.”

The door creaked open inwards to another brightly lit chamber.

“How did you know those words?” Freddie asked as Wiggly pulled him through into the next chamber.

Wiggly giggled. “It’s written on the door, but ...........”

“.... Only Elfins can see them.” Freddie finished Wiggly’s sentence and chuckled.

This room was very different and Freddie stood looking in amazement, his eyes wide open, he certainly had not expected to see all this.

Wiggly was so excited, his little legs were running on the spot again. “Isn’t this something?” Wiggly chuckled seeing his friend’s expression.

This room was huge, also with a ceiling like the inside of an upside down bowl, but it was light blue like the Elfin Town sky, making it very bright, like daylight. There was a big fireplace with old blackened burnt out logs, dusty rugs on the dusty floor and various types of chairs, some soft and cosy, others hard and uninviting. There was a big round table in the middle of the room with books and scrolls all covered in a thick layer of grey dust. By each side of the fireplace stood pots and pans stacked together with all kinds of spoons, but everything was covered in a really thick layer of dust.

“What is this place, Wiggly? Everything is bigger than the furniture at my home and yours, no Elfin or Sproggle lived here. Was it a giant?”

Wiggly was again jiggling his legs and feet. “Oh! I thought you’d never ask, Freddie,” he said. “THIS!” he said holding out his hands, “this is where the Great Wizard lived, it was his final home before he disappeared!”

Freddie’s jaw dropped open. “Wow! If this is where the Great Wizard lived, then WOW! Wiggly, he must have been tall, a giant even,” he replied.

“Daddly told me the Great Wizard created the escape tunnel and this home for himself, less than a year before he vanished. He said the Great Wizard could see the future and that we would need this escape tunnel one day Then the Great Wizard said his goodbyes to all the Elfins and left us. When the tunnel door closed the Great Wizard was never seen again.”

Freddie looked quite excited now and said, “I asked my Dad if Wizards and Fairies were real and he told me that he didn’t really know for sure.”

Wiggly looked at his friend. “Yes, yes, Freddie! Well now at least you know that Fairies and Wizards are real, just like Elfins and Goblins.”

“Huh! You mean Goblins are real too?” Freddie announced.

“Oh yes of course and by all accounts they were not very nice. Anyway, they haven’t been seen for hundreds of years,” Wiggly replied. “Anyway, the Wizard left Elfin Town a long, long time ago, maybe three hundred years ago or even more and I don’t think anyone has been down this tunnel since then,” Wiggly told his friend.

Freddie looked around and asked, “Where do those two doors lead?” 

Wiggly chuckled, his legs running on the spot again and said, “One is the Great Wizard’s bed chamber and wash room. The other, well come and see, help me pull this door open,” Wiggly said.

They grabbed the big round metal ring handle, the heavy door opened slowly as they pulled and it took them both to fully open it.

“This is so hard without magic!” Freddie said.

Once the door was open they stood looking into another huge room with blue-sky ceiling.

“Oh my goodness, Wiggly, this is just, it’s just, unbelievable! Do you think the Great Wizard created his magic in here?”

Wiggly was nodding his head and pulling Freddie along inside, this time the door stayed open, it not being magical.

The room had two levels, with the upper level being like a wide balcony going all around the walls. It was covered in bookcases full of books of all shapes and sizes. The ground floor was like a laboratory, with a long bench against the wall and another long bench in the middle of the room. On them were tripods, boxes and bags, spiral see-through tubes, long and short clear cylinders, jars and jugs of stuff. Cabinets with glass doors against the other wall were filled with jars and bottles, tubes and flasks, the whole room was an Aladdin’s cave of scientific bits and pieces. Everything was, of course, covered in a thick layer of dust, not even a mouse or a fly had disturbed it with their footprints.

Wiggly and Freddie clambered up the dusty spiral staircase to the balcony floor, then stood and looked down at the Great Wizard’s laboratory.

“Wow! You were right, Wiggly, this is really exciting. Just think, we are standing in the very place that the Great Wizard lived and worked before he disappeared. Do you think he’s still alive?” Freddie turned to his friend, wide eyed at the thought the Great Wizard might still be living.

Wiggly looked a little sad. “I don’t think so or why would he have abandoned his Elfins?” he replied.

“Oh, well that’s true. Still, this is proof that he did exist, because none of the Elfins that are living now have ever seen him, have they?” Freddie said trying to be a bit cheerful.

“Yes, Freddie, you are right, but I think there may be one or two Elfin’s old enough to remember the Great Wizard,” Wiggly replied feeling a bit brighter.

They clambered up a spiral staircase, laughing and tripping on the narrow steps, until they were standing on the balcony.

“Wow! Look at all these books, Wiggly, there has to be hundreds of them, even more than in my school library,” Freddie announced.

“What’s a library?” Wiggly asked.

“It’s a special place with shelves like these, filled with all kinds of books. There are story books and science books, encyclopaedias, picture books and so many things to sit and read.”

Wiggly pulled a book from a shelf and blew the dust off in a big cloud that made them both cough and laugh. He opened the book and then asked Freddie, “What is all this scribble on the pages?”

Freddie had a look. “I have no idea, but it looks a bit like sums,” he replied.

“You mean like the four times table and stuff?” Wiggly smiled thinking about the times table tune his friend had taught them.

Freddie nodded, but could not understand any of it. Then he took a short fat book from the shelf and just opened it rather than getting a cloud of dust again. “Oooh, this looks like a spell book!”

Wiggly moved over to him to look. “What does it say, Freddie?”

“I can only read a few words, they don’t make a lot of sense, look, ‘Evol Noitop - Ekat eno yriaf tsud hcnip,’ the words don’t make sense unless it’s a magic language perhaps?” Freddie guessed.

“That is strange, isn’t it? Let’s split up and look at a few others shall we?” Wiggly suggested.

They walked in opposite directions then both reached out and began lifting books down and opened pages. Here and there they saw something that looked familiar but mostly they could not understand anything.

Then Freddie spotted a golden book on the shelf and when he tried to take it, the book would not budge. “That’s strange, why would a book be stuck to a shelf?” he said to himself. He tried again, but it did not even move a little bit. He put his foot on the bookcase and pulled with both hands and it moved a tiny bit at the top, as if it was fixed down at the bottom. “Wiggly!” Freddie shouted and his friend dashed round to him.

“What’s the matter?” he asked.

“Give me a hand to pull this book off the shelf, it seems to be stuck.”

“There are lots more books to look at, why not leave it?” Wiggly replied.

“No I can’t! I must see what this is, it could be very important, Wiggly, please help me!”

Wiggly put his foot on the bookcase like Freddie and they both pulled hard.

“Oh! It’s moving, keep pulling,” Freddie cried.

Suddenly the book pulled away at the top, it was hinged at the bottom front corner, and they both fell to the floor of the balcony.

“Are you alright, Wiggly?”

“Yes, Freddie, are you?”

Freddie nodded and then cried, “Oh look! Only the top part of the book has come away!”

Suddenly there was a strange, whirring, mechanical, grinding sound.

“What is it, Freddie?” Wiggly whispered a little bit alarmed.

They grabbed each other’s hands and listened, looking around for the source of the noise.

“It sounds like gears turning,” Freddie whispered back.

An unexpected loud crack echoed and made them jump and cling together. The bookcase seemed to move a little bit.

“It’s going to fall on us, Freddie!” cried Wiggly.

But a section of the bookcase began to move backwards, not forwards. The two friends watched it warily.

“Oh!” they both cried as the bookcase creaked and groaned and slowly began to move sideways behind the other bookshelves.

“Look, look!” cried Wiggly with a mixture of fear and excitement.

“It’s a secret tunnel!” Freddie cried and his face lit up with this discovery.

Wiggly was really excited. They stood up and he was already running on the spot again. “Oooh Freddie! Do you think this is how the Great Wizard vanished?” he asked.

Freddie rummaged in his rucksack and pulled out the two torches again.

“I wonder why this tunnel is not lit up like the other tunnel?” Wiggly asked.

“I guess it was never intended to be used again like the others. We were lucky to have discovered it, otherwise it may have remained a secret forever!” Freddie replied.

“Oh, yes! I think you must be right, Freddie. Do you think it’s safe? Oh! Maybe it’s booby trapped!” Wiggly replied, suddenly a little concerned.

They looked at each other and Freddie asked, “What kind of traps are in the other tunnels?”

Wiggly thought for a moment. “I think Daddly said that part of the floor is magical, it looks solid but it is really a very, very deep chasm that cannot be crossed over, so invaders would fall in. Oh, then another chasm opens behind them so that there is no way to escape by going backwards either!”

“Wow, that sounds terrible,” Freddie cringed. “Those people would just starve to death, that’s horrible!”

“Yes, that would be terrible, Freddie, but Daddly told me when they fall into the chasm, the magic transports them far away outside without any memory of being in the tunnels.”

“Ah! That is clever, but I think we need to find a long stick to poke the ground just in case,” Freddie said.

Wiggly chuckled, “Oh! No need, the magic can be seen by Elfins, so I can see the trap and have magic words to make them safe, I just remembered that.”

They set off down the dark tunnel, the walls seemed to absorb the light from the torches so they could not see too far ahead.

“This tunnel is really tall, the Great Wizard must have been very tall too,” Freddie observed as they walked slowly, hand in hand. “The tunnel is sloping downwards quite quickly, Wiggly, we’re going down even deeper!”

Wiggly looked at Freddie, then the floor again. “Wait!” Wiggly cried. “I see it, I see the chasm edge to the booby trap!”

“I only see a solid floor, Wiggly,” Freddie answered. “Can you remember the magic words?”

Wiggly thought hard, put the palm of his hand on the wall and said, “Uno Wollasu Ytefas!” He jumped up and down again. “It worked, it worked, Freddie, we can go on now!”

Freddie was not so certain and poked the floor with the pole they had found in the Great Wizard’s laboratory.

“I’ll go first,” Wiggly volunteered and pulled Freddie behind him at arms length. Freddie knew he would not let his friend fall if the spell had not worked.

“Are we past the chasm yet, Wiggly?” Freddie asked.

Wiggly stopped and chuckled. “Oh yes, it’s well behind us now,” he replied and they walked on side by side travelling deeper and lower.

Freddie asked, “Do you have any idea in what direction we are heading?”

Wiggly stopped and closed his eyes, licked his finger and held it in the air.

“What are you doing?” Freddie laughed.

“We Elfins can sense direction, which is useful when tunnelling,” he replied.

“Oh! That is clever, Sproggles need to use a compass, I have one in my rucksack,” Freddie suddenly thought and took it from one of the pockets. “That’s funny,” Freddie declared, “the needle is spinning round and round!”

“Doesn’t matter, Freddie,” Wiggly laughed. “I think we are close to being under the mountain on the other side of your town.”

“Oh Wiggly,” Freddie giggled. “That’s not a mountain, it’s a very high hill, and the villagers call it a mount-hill.”

They both laughed and it echoed eerily in the dark tunnel.

“Someone else is following us!” Wiggly announced, pulling them to a halt.

“That was our voices bouncing off the walls, Wiggly, it’s called an echo,” Freddie explained giggling. They continued, steadily walking onwards until they came to a dead end, the tunnel just seemed to stop, no doorway, no junction, nothing. “This is very strange,” Freddie observed. “Why would the Great Wizard have a secret tunnel that was a dead end, it doesn’t make any sense to me?”

“I don’t understand either, Freddie, it’s as if whoever built this tunnel just stopped making it and left. Why would they lay that trap we passed a while ago?” Wiggly puzzled, scratching his head. Then he walked up to the dead end and put his hand on it. “It feels solid enough,” he said tapping the wall, “it sounds solid enough too!”

“Do you think the Great Wizard is playing tricks, like it’s actually a door but in disguise to fool anyone who might just find this tunnel?” Freddie asked. “How about trying your magic words, it might open like the other doors,” he suggested.

Wiggly placed his hand on the wall and spoke the magic words, but nothing happened.

“I guess we’ll have to go back then,” Freddie said disappointedly. He turned to walk away, but Wiggly did not move, he was thinking.

“Are you coming?” Freddie asked, turning to see if Wiggly was following. He saw Wiggly with his hand still on the wall and chanting, “Snifles Yams Sap Ylefas.”

“What are you doing, Wiggly?” No sooner had he asked the question, that he got his answer.

The wall began to open, piece by piece, like taking pieces away from a jigsaw puzzle. Behind the opening a light was becoming increasingly brighter until the two friends could no longer look at it and had to turn their eyes away.

“How did you know?” Freddie asked while they stood with their backs to the intense light.

“I just remembered, long ago we had a different magic word for the big old oak tree door. It was the old password that opened the wall,” Wiggly replied.

“Way to go, Wiggly! You are clever. Just when we thought this was the end, you saved our exploration, but that light coming from the doorway is far too bright.”

They switched off their torches and put them in Freddie’s rucksack. Then he thought about something to protect their eyes and magically pulled out two pairs of sunglasses.

Wiggly put on the sunglasses Freddie had given him and sniggered at Freddie when he put his sunglasses on.

“What’s so funny?” Freddie asked.

“You look quite funny with those on, I can’t see your eyes, just funny shaped black holes,” Wiggly replied then grabbed his friends hand. “Come on, let’s go explore.” He was excited again and his little legs were running on the spot.

Ahead of them was another tunnel, but they could not see how long it was due to the bright light at the end of it. They walked slowly, hand in hand with Wiggly slightly ahead. Both friends were very excited and their eyes slowly adjusted to the light while wearing the sunglasses.

“These are very clever, what are they?” Wiggly asked.

Freddie chuckled. “They are called sunglasses. When the sun is very bright we wear them to stop our eyes hurting,” he replied.

While Freddie was explaining, Wiggly had suddenly stopped and Freddie bumped into him again.

“Ooof!” Wiggly cried as they collided.

“Ooof!” Freddie cried, “why did you just st.......” Freddie did not get a chance to finish his question because he was looking at the same thing as Wiggly.
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