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WARNING


This is a magic book and highly dangerous. If you give it to a child to read alone it will explode in a shower of icing sugar and pasta sauce which you will never get out of their clothes.


In the interests of your safety and of those around you, you must ensure that only you (or another equally responsible adult) will read it to children.


Thank you.


The Publisher




For FD AND FJ


In my stories


We ride horses


And in the shared land of our imagination,


Fight pirates.


And always win!


One day your horses will be real,


And they will take you away from our magic


land


And you will not return.


But until that day,


Ride on!


And don’t forget your swords!
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BOOK ONE




The Bit Before Chapter One


Foxy was a fox who lived in a nice house in Foxfield. He was very smart and wore a blue-striped jacket and black trousers and boots, and had a yellow spotted necktie. He had a sword and he had adventures, and he laughed at Danger. If he saw Danger, he went “Ha!” – and Danger ran away and hid, and sometimes Old Foxy ran after it and poked it on the bum with his sword.


Foxy had two sons, Foxy Jon and Foxy Dom. They both went to St Foxel’s school which was the other side of the fence at the bottom of Foxy’s garden. Foxes’ ages (especially magic foxes) are different to people’s, but if you allow for that, the Foxy Boys were roughly your age. Foxy Dom was a year and a bit older than Foxy Jon, so he was a little bit older than you and Foxy Jon was a little bit younger.


Their mum was called Mrs Foxy and she had a sword as well, but she also had a big frying pan which came in very useful.


At first, Foxy Jon and Foxy Dom didn’t have a sword, but then they did, and that’s what you’ll find out first:




Chapter One


How the Foxy Boys Got Their Swords


One day the Foxy Boys were in the garden after school. It was a nice day but they were bored.


“I’m bored,” said Foxy Jon.


“I’m bored as well,” said Foxy Dom. “It’s been ages since we had an adventure.”


Suddenly Foxy burst through the big gate into the garden and ran across the lawn to the far side (near the raspberry bushes where he was supposed to grow vegetables, and where it was a bit weedy).


“Where’ve you been Foxy Dad?” asked Foxy Dom.


“Ha!” said Old Foxy. “I’ve been to get…” – and he pulled a tatty old piece of paper out of his pocket – “…this!”


“It’s a tatty old piece of paper!” said Foxy Jon.


“It’s more than that” said Foxy, and he unfolded the tatty old piece of paper and spread it out on the edge of the lawn.


“It’s a tatty old piece of paper with squiggles on!” said Foxy Jon.


“I know what that is,” said Foxy Dom, who was a bit older and knew what some things were. “It’s a map!”


“Well done Foxy Dom,” said Old Foxy. “It is a map.”


“What’s a map?” asked Foxy Jon, who was a bit younger and didn’t know what some things were.


“It shows you where things are,” said Foxy Dom.


“Can it show me where my packet of fruit chews are?” asked Foxy Jon. “I lost them last week and I can’t find them anywhere.”


“It’s a map of Foxfield,” said Foxy. “From a long time ago. See?” He pointed to one of the squiggles. “That’s the church across the road. This is where our house is now, but it’s an orchard on this map. The map was drawn long before our house was built.” He leaned closer, and pointed to a thick dotted line. “But see this? It’s a tunnel. Right here.” He pointed at the weeds behind the raspberry bushes. “Right here underneath our garden!”


“Is that where my fruit chews are?” asked Foxy Jon.


“Ha!” said Old Foxy. “I don’t think we’ll find your fruit chews down there, Foxy Jon! But we might find something more interesting.”


“Crisps?” asked Foxy Jon.


“What might we find, Foxy Dad?” asked Foxy Dom.


“Treasure!” Said Foxy.


“Wow” said Foxy Dom.


“Cool” said Foxy Jon. “And maybe a big pie?”


Foxy Jon was very interested in food.


* * *


When the Foxy Boys got home from school the next day they asked their mum where Old Foxy was.


“He’s in the garden,” Mrs Foxy said. (She said other things you don’t want to know about like, Get changed before you go out, and, Have you got any homework, and Who paddled that mud in, but that doesn’t matter.)


When the Foxy Boys ran into the garden (after they had got changed, and no they hadn’t got any homework, and as for the mud…) Foxy was nowhere to be seen.


“Foxy Dad?” called Foxy Dom.


“Foxy Dad?” called Foxy Jon.


“Perhaps he’s gone out,” said Foxy Dom.


“Perhaps he’s gone to buy me a cake,” said Foxy Jon.


“No I haven’t!” said a voice.


The Foxy Boys looked around.


There was no-one in the garden.


“That twee’s talking to us,” said Foxy Jon. (Foxy Jon was only young and sometimes, but not always, said wuh instead of ruh.)


“No it isn’t” said Foxy Dom, “it’s Foxy Dad.”


“That twee’s not Foxy Dad!” said Foxy Jon. “You say daft things, Foxy bwo.”


“I know it’s not him you noodle!” said Foxy Dom. “The tree’s not but the voice is. Foxy Dad?”


“Over here,” said the voice.


“It’s coming from the ground,” said Foxy Jon. “My Foxy Dad’s been buried!”


“No I haven’t you doodle!” said the voice. “Come over here. Over by the raspberry bushes.”


The Foxy Boys ran across the lawn to the far side. Next to the raspberry bushes there was a big heap of soil, and next to the soil there was…


“A big hole in the ground!” said Foxy Dom.


“Mmm, waspberries,” said Foxy Jon.


The hole was very big. A rope ladder was staked to the ground and led down into it. Foxy Dom poked his head down the hole.


“Foxy DAD!” he called. “Are you THERE?”


“Yes!” Old Foxy’s voice boomed back up the hole. “Come down and join me if you want to. And stop shouting! Keep quiet!”


The Foxy Boys looked at each other and grinned.


* * *


“Looks like we’ve got our adventure,” said Foxy Dom.


The hole was very big and very deep. As they went further down, the bluey-white light from the sky above started to get dimmer, and a greeny-blue light from below got brighter.


“This rope ladder’s very long,” said Foxy Dom, who went first.


“It’s a special one,” called Old Foxy from below. “And ssh!”


After a long time Foxy Dom stepped off the rope ladder and on to a stone floor next to his Foxy Dad. There was a trapdoor in the floor which was open, and the greeny blue light was coming from the hole underneath. Foxy Jon stepped off the rope ladder and squeezed next to his Foxy brother.


“Eugh,” he said. “I put some waspberries in my pocket but they’ve gone all squashed.”


“Ssh,” said Foxy. He pointed through the trapdoor. “This is one of the old tunnels,” he whispered. “I cleaned this old trapdoor up and it opened into the tunnels, just as the map said it would. The greeny-blue light comes from the rock walls in the tunnel, it’s some special sort of rock.”


“Why are we whispering, Foxy Dad?” whispered Foxy Dom.


“Because we’re not the only people down here,” whispered Foxy. “A short time ago I heard some voices, and although I don’t know who they were, I think I know what they were.”


They Foxy Boys looked interested.


“What were they, Foxy Dad?” asked Foxy Dom and Foxy Jon together.


“Pirates!” answered Old Foxy.


The Foxy Boys grinned at each other. This adventure was getting better and better!


Foxy lowered the last bit of the rope ladder through the trapdoor and climbed down.


“Follow me,” he said. The two Foxy Boys did, and found themselves standing in a long tunnel. Sure enough, the walls of the tunnel glowed softly with a greeny-blue light, so you might think it was about as light as tea-time on a warm summer day.


Foxy threw the bottom of the rope-ladder back up through the trapdoor, then pulled on a very thin piece of string and the trapdoor clanged shut.


“Oops!” he said. “Bit noisy there.”


They stood still and listened. Foxes’ ears are very good and can pick up very faint sounds that you and I could never hear. After a little while they all relaxed.


“It’s ok,” said Foxy quietly. “Nobody’s coming. Let’s explore!”


And they did.


They followed the tunnel down and round to the left. There were several heavy-looking wooden doors on each side, set into the walls.


“Looks as though someone’s been here recently,” Foxy said. He pointed to a half-eaten sandwich on the floor just in front of them. At that moment all three of them heard a voice. It was far away, but they could hear it very clearly. It was deep and gruff and it echoed along the tunnel towards them.
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