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‘This book made my face hurt! Relentlessly funny.’

Rob Biddulph, author of Peanut Jones

‘Grimwood makes me laugh out loud.’

Frank Cottrell-Boyce, author of Millions

‘Ted and Nancy are my favourite funny foxes EVER.’

Liz Pichon, author of Tom Gates

‘You’re in for a treat!’

Selom Sunu, illustrator of Look Both Ways

‘PURE GENIUS!’

Louie Stowell, author of Loki: A Bad God’s Guide to Being Good

‘Made us laugh out loud.’

Jim Smith, author of Barry Loser

‘Fizzes with mad energy.’

Phil Earle, author of When the Sky Falls

‘I CACKLED ALOUD on practically every page. Comic gold, tinged with such tenderness.’

Kiran Millwood Hargrave, author of The Girl of Ink and Stars

‘UTTERLY HILARIOUS.’

SOPHY HENN, AUTHOR OF PIZAZZ

‘FANTASTIC!’

LAUREN LAVERNE

‘FUNNY, ANARCHIC AND GLORIOUSLY SILLY.’

RICHARD OSMAN

‘Like Watership Down, but funny. You’ll laugh hysterically on every page.’ Caitlin Moran



Awwww, aren’t you all LOVELY!





[image: Eric Dynamite with arms raised.]
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[image: No real animals were harmed in the making of this book.]





[image: Eric Dynamite holds letter signs for a G, R, I, M, W, O, and D. He asks what does it spell?]







Um, that spells Grimwod?





[image: Another woodlouse raises a hand, its expression blank.]



Oh no, not you again. I told you, there’s only room for one showbiz woodlouse around here, and it’s ME.





[image: An angry Eric Dynamite with his hands on his hips.]



Hey! I was just trying to be nice. Seeing as it’s the start of a new book and everything.





[image: Another helpful woodlouse, smiling.]



What?





[image: Eric Dynamite with a smiling expression.]



You know. The new Grimwood book. We’re at the start… you usually do an introduction?





[image: Another helpful woodlouse, shrugging with all arms raised.]





[image: Eric Dynamite introducing himself and Grimwood under a spotlight.]
Description 1








[image: Starring.]

[image: Ted the fox, happy, centered within a decorative ribbon badge.]

A cute little fox from the Big City who thinks everything in Grimwood is amazing. He likes theatre, smelling flowers and everything being great.

[image: Nancy the fox, annoyed, centered in a decorative ribbon badge]

Ted’s older sister, a streetwise fox who thinks Grimwood is utterly bananas. She likes coffee, growling and looking after Ted.

[image: Willow the rabbit, centered within a decorative ribbon badge.]

Bouncy and ferocious, Willow the rabbit has a big heart and endless energy, but she will thwack you in the face if you call her cute, OK?

[image: Titus the stag with antlers, centered within a decorative ribbon badge.]

The mayor of Grimwood. Titus is a kind old stag who is good at baking and cries at soppy films about dolphins. Wants everyone to be lovely to each other.

[image: Pamela the eagle wearing headphones, holding a clipboard, centered within a decorative ribbon badge.]

An excitable eagle who lives on top of the Magic Tower. Sometimes bites people’s heads off.

[image: Ingrid the duck, centered within a decorative ribbon badge.]

An extremely glamorous duck who used to be in the movies. Owns a global chain of luxury hotels but currently lives on a pile of old shopping trolleys.

[image: Frank the grumpy owl, centered within a decorative ribbon badge.]

A grumpy owl with massive eyebrows who secretly likes everyone. He spends his evenings reading difficult novels and listening to jazz.

[image: Sharon the crow in a party hat, centered within a decorative ribbon badge.]

A crow who likes to PARTY. Sharon enjoys music, silly hats and yelling AWOOGA wherever she goes.

[image: Wiggy the big-hearted badger sitting on a chair, holding a cup, centered within a decorative ribbon badge.]

A big-hearted badger who always looks out for his friends. He is a terrible driver, but most badgers are.

[image: Rufus the fox, Ted and Nancy’s brother, holding a flute, centered in a decorative ribbon badge.]

Ted and Nancy’s long-lost brother. A rufty-tufty friendly fox who likes to toot on his tin whistle.







[image: A map of Grimwood, featuring various labeled locations.]
Description 2





And look, a MAP!

OK, readers, are you ready for ACTION? Are you ready for DRAMA? Are you ready for ANGRY SNAILS? If you are, then read on! And if you don’t like it don’t blame me, I didn’t write the thing.









[image: A pencil sketch of a cheerful Felipe the bee surrounded by flowers and grass.]




[image: Chapter 1: Titus Wakes Up.]

[image: A decorative letter T with floral embellishments on both sides.]itus was a stag with very big eyebrows. They looked so heavy that you wouldn’t think his eyes could open with a sudden ‘ping!’ every morning. But they did.

[image: Titus the stag with big eyebrows, asleep in bed under a blanket.  He suddenly wakes, worried.]

Titus slurped his first mug of tea of the day. It was very early in the morning, so it was still dark outside.

‘Nurrrrg,’ he moaned to himself. He poured himself more tea, hoping it would help him feel less groggy, and glugged it down.

‘Aaaaah! That’s better,’ he sighed, carefully putting his mug down. He looked at it, dozily. It said BEST MAYOR EVER on it. Willow and Ted had made it for him for his birthday and he treasured it very much. Even though he was the only Mayor of Grimwood, so he sort of had to be the best one. Sometimes, in the middle of the night, he worried this also meant… that he was the worst one.

He looked at himself in a dusty old mirror, perched in the corner of his caravan.

‘Not too shabby, old boy,’ he said, preening his horns. Then, because nobody was looking, he did a little dance. And then he crept outside, being careful not to slam the caravan door shut. He didn’t want to disturb his sleeping neighbours. He had a large canvas bag slung over one shoulder, and held a wicker picnic basket in his hooves.

Frank the owl was perched high up on the branches of his favourite cedar tree. He looked down and gave Titus a low hoot. His old friend looked up and waved.

‘Off to check on the little ones again?’ said Frank.

Titus nodded, raising up the wicker basket.

The old stag trotted through the woods down a well-trodden path, which eventually led to the bit of Grimwood known as Bunnyville. (Can you guess who lives in Bunnyville? Yes, it’s kangaroos! Of course it’s not, it’s bunnies. Obviously.) The ground was covered in bluebells and as Titus approached a particular knobbly old oak tree, his ears perked up.

‘HEY! GEROFF ME!’

CRASH

‘I’m telling Mum!’

CLANG

‘OW! Muuuuuuuuuuum…’

Titus sighed. One day he would arrive before the little bunnies had woken up, but today was not that day. He rapped on a small door at the base of the tree trunk. It slowly creaked open and behind it stood an extremely tired-looking rabbit. She was Flora, Willow’s mum.

‘Good morning, dear Flora,’ said Titus, gently. He placed the wicker basket down in front of her. ‘A freshly baked loaf of bread and some fresh fruit buns for you and the littlies. Did you manage to get any sleep?’

Flora looked like she might burst into tears. She was cradling a bundle of teeny tiny baby bunnies in her arms, while some slightly larger ones clung to her legs. They looked up at Titus with big eyes.

[image: Sketch of a large, disheveled Flora with a bundle of teeny tiny baby bunnies.]

‘No,’ she sighed, her nose twitching at the delicious smell of his baked goods. ‘Last night was awful. This lot just wouldn’t stop crying, and they woke up all the others, so now everyone’s grumpy and hungry and… I’m just so… so… TIRED.’

‘Oh, Flora, I know JUST what you need,’ said Titus, and he whipped out a bottle of green juice from his basket. The label said Crazyhorns Power Juice. He handed it to Flora, who chugged the whole lot down in one go.

‘Wahoo! WOW. Cor, thanks, Titus!’ said Flora. ‘What do you put in that stuff? It’s got a real kick to it.’

Titus tapped his big snout.

‘Secret recipe,’ he grinned. ‘But don’t worry, there’s plenty more where that came from. Now, where’s my trusty assistant? Has she woken up yet?’

Flora glanced back over her shoulder.

‘Nope, no sign of Willow,’ she said. ‘She’s probably asleep. I’ll tell her you were looking for her.’

‘Oh, no rush,’ said Titus. ‘I’ve got plenty of jobs to be getting on with for now. I’ll check in on you tomorrow.’

Flora placed a small paw on Titus’s hoof.

‘Thank you, Titus,’ she said, gently. ‘You’re a lovely old stag, you know.’

‘Pshaw!’ said Titus, trotting away from Flora’s tree with a friendly wave.



The Small Pond was silent apart from the gentle snoring of Ingrid the duck, and her husband Sir Charles Fotheringay. The birds slept on top of the large pile of shopping trolleys, which sounds weird, because it was indeed quite weird. The rusty trolleys poked above the water like a shipwreck of tangled-up metal. With her skilful beak, Ingrid had removed gazillions of forgotten pound coins from these shopping trolleys and she was now the richest duck in the world. Despite this, she seemed perfectly happy living in a smelly old pond in the middle of Grimwood.



I’d be on my own private island if I was that loaded.





[image: Eric Dynamite lounging on a deck chair, wearing sunglasses and a striped hat.]

As Titus approached the snoozing ducks, he rummaged around inside his large canvas bag. He pulled out a red satin turban. It was Ingrid’s favourite hat, and every few weeks Titus took it home to give it a good wash. He popped it inside a plastic bag, balanced it on top of a lily pad and pushed it gently towards Ingrid’s island. He smiled to himself, thinking about how pleased Ingrid would be to be reunited with her glamorous headgear. Then he glanced down at his watch.

‘Uh-oh,’ he said. ‘Must dash!’

Titus didn’t have an actual watch, but he’d drawn one on his wrist to remind himself that he was probably late for something. He found it very useful.

[image: Sketch of Titus’s hand with a wristwatch.]



Wiggy the badger was pacing nervously outside the den he shared with his brothers Monty, Jeremy, Jeremy and Jeremy.

‘Morning, Wiggy!’ said Titus, cheerfully.

‘Oh, Titus, hallo! I thought you’d forgotten,’ said Wiggy.

‘Never!’ said Titus.

The badger and the stag sat down next to each other and Titus whipped a notepad and pencil out of his bag.

‘Now, let’s see how much you can remember from last week,’ said Titus.

Wiggy opened the notebook and started to scratch out the alphabet with the pencil.

‘It really is awfully decent of you to teach me how to write, Titus,’ said Wiggy. ‘My brothers said the only thing they learnt at school was how to whack each other with big sticks.’

Titus rolled his eyes.

‘Oh, and er… thanks for keeping this between us,’ he said. ‘I’m sure my bros won’t care, but I’d rather not give them a reason to tease me.’

Titus nodded.

[image: Titus the stag and Wiggy the badger sitting side by side, with Wiggy writing in a notebook]

‘I won’t tell a soul,’ he said. ‘Though you have nothing to be ashamed of, Wiggy! You’re a clever badger, you know.’

By the time Titus had finished Wiggy’s lesson, opened Bel’s Shells (a new snail nail salon), changed the batteries in Pamela the eagle’s CCTV cameras (long story) and taken everyone’s bins out, he was exhausted. He staggered back to his caravan.

Frank the owl and Nancy were sitting outside, sipping thick black coffee and playing a card game.

‘Morning, Titus,’ grunted Nancy, flipping over a playing card.

‘Gnnnrf,’ said Titus, blearily. He opened the door and flopped snout-first onto his bed.

‘What time is it?’ he called out.

‘About 11 a.m.,’ yawned Nancy. She’d only just got out of bed. Nancy had grown up in the Big City, where no self-respecting fox woke up until after lunchtime.

Titus stretched, did a massive yawn and pulled the blankets over his head.

‘Time for a little naplet,’ he mumbled to himself, before falling gratefully into a deep, glorious sleep.

He slept for a grand total of 12.3 seconds before Willow slammed the door open, bounded onto Titus’s bed and started jumping on his face.

‘WAKEY WAKEY, LAZYBONES!’ she yelled. ‘WHAT TIME DO YOU CALL THIS, MR MAYOR? RISE AND SHINE! WE’VE GOT STUFF TO DO!’

[image: Willow the rabbit leaps above a surprised Titus, Mayor of Grimwood, lying in bed under a cozy patterned blanket.]

Titus groaned.

It wasn’t easy being the Mayor of Grimwood.





[image: Expressive baby bunny rabbits in various states, including crying, yelling, and sleeping.]




[image: Chapter 2: Titus is tired.]



Yaaaaawn! Ooh, what a lovely sleep. What did I miss?





[image: Eric Dynamite, with a striped body, multiple legs, a hat, and an open mouth.]



Same old nonsense.





[image: Another woodlouse shrugging.]



Good, good.





[image: A cartoon of a smiling Eric Dynamite the bug.]

[image: A decorative letter W with ornate floral and leaf patterns integrated into its design.]illow was a very cute bunny rabbit, but if you were silly enough to call her ‘cute’ to her face, she would get extreeeeeemely angry. Sometimes, she would resort to adorable violence. Even her best friend, Ted, had taken a bunny paw to the face.

Anyway, just be careful, OK? Even if she’s doing this…

[image: Whimsical sketch of relaxed Willow the Bunny rabbit sleeping among twinkling stars.]

or this…

[image: Willow the bunny rabbit holding a lollipop, with big exaggerated eyes, tongue out, and one leg playfully lifted in the air.]

or this…

[image: Willow the bunny holding flowers, surrounded by cheerful stars]

you MUST NOT CALL HER CUTE. Got it? Good.

‘I am FED UP with living with a load of smelly little babies,’ huffed Willow, chucking some bags onto Titus’s bed. Then she flung herself face down on the duvet and started making strange moaning sounds.

‘Well yes, your mother does seem a trifle overwhelmed with so many new arrivals,’ said Titus, slowly raising his head from the pillow. ‘I popped round with some bread and buns earlier. She said you were fast asleep.’

‘Yes, I was,’ said Willow. ‘Because I had been kept awake ALL NIGHT LONG, thanks to them little goblins all crying and wailing.’

Titus sighed and realized his nap would have to wait.

‘Anyway, it’s fine. Because I’m moving in!’ announced Willow.

Titus blinked.

‘Moving in where?’ he said.

‘Moving in with you, sillyface,’ chirruped Willow, and she began to unpack her bags.

‘But… but…’ stammered Titus, looking desperately around for help.

‘She ain’t staying with us, so don’t even think about it,’ growled Nancy from outside the van.

‘Hello! Hello? Where shall I put these, please?’ shouted a wobbly stack of boxes.

‘Who the…?’ said Titus.

Ted’s furry snout poked out.

‘They’re really heavy,’ he said, plonking the boxes on the floor of the caravan with a thud.

‘What the…?’ said Titus.

Willow jumped up on top of the boxes and patted them protectively.

[image: Ted the fox clutching a wobbly stack of boxes, mouth wide, smiling.]

‘A year’s worth of dried Cosmic Knobblers right here,’ she said. ‘Deeeelicious!’



Let me explain: Cosmic Knobblers are Willow’s mushroom-y snack of choice. They taste absolutely disgusting and make her parp to high heaven. Poor Titus.





[image: Eric Dynamite the bug, frowning.]



It’s bad news for his nostrils, and indeed, any nostrils in the surrounding area.





[image: Another helpful woodlouse..]

Titus staggered outside with a pot of tea, sat at the table and held his head in his hooves.

‘You OK there, pal?’ said Frank, who was trying really hard not to laugh.

‘I’m FINE,’ said Titus, a little too loudly. ‘If young Willow wants to move in with me, why that’s FINE! After all, I am the mayor! And what kind of mayor would I be if I turned away someone in need?’

‘You’d be a rubbish one,’ said Willow, cheerfully plonking herself down next to Frank. ‘Ooh, good cards, Frank! Nancy, you’re in trouble.’

Frank gently bopped Willow on the head with his wing.

‘Budge up, Willow,’ said Ted, who had come out of Titus’s caravan eating an enormous jam and cream bun. ‘Smashing buns, Titus! Do you think you’ll be making any more today?’

Titus had slumped down so low his snout was resting on the table.

‘I’m sure I can,’ he muttered. ‘No problem at all. I’ve got all the time and energy in the world.’

‘You’re the BEST MAYOR EVER!’ said Ted with a grin. ‘And the best baker too, for that matter.’

Willow flipped on the radio, which as usual was tuned to Radio Grimwood. The familiar screech of DJ Pamela the eagle filled the air.

‘SQUAAAAAWK! On today’s show: do hedgehogs have knees? What’s the best thing you’ve ever eaten out of a bin? Also, I have been SPYING on all of you with my hidden cameras and you are all a bunch of total WEIRDOS, and I will be telling you exactly WHY after this commercial break. Do not change the station OTHERWISE I WILL EAT YOU. SQUAAWK!’
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