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‘Pure genius!’ Louie Stowell, author of Loki

Grimwood: Let the Fur Fly!

Bestselling Comedy adventure from

Nadia Shireen
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A cute little fox from the Big City who thinks everything in Grimwood is amazing. He likes theatre, smelling flowers and everything being great.
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Ted’s older sister, a streetwise fox who thinks Grimwood is utterly bananas. She likes coffee, growling and looking after Ted.
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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?
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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.
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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.
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A grumpy owl with massive eyebrows who secretly likes everyone. He spends his evenings reading difficult novels and listening to jazz.
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The Oldest Butterfly in the World (made of crisps)






[image: Chapter One: Ginger Fiasco takes a Trip]
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[image: Image]t was a peaceful afternoon in Grimwood. The sun was shining, birds were tweeting, ants were anting and a squirrel was flying through the air at a dangerously high speed.

‘Treeeeboooooonk!’ it screamed, before splatting into a tree trunk and slumping to the ground.

A whistle blew.

‘OK, let’s have a break, everyone!’ hooted an owl. His name was Frank, and he was the coach of the Grimwood treebonk team. He had very large eyebrows because some owls just do.

Willow, an outrageously cute little bunny rabbit, was holding a tray of juicy orange slices for the players.

‘COME ON, TEAM!’ she bellowed. ‘Suck on these wedges of fruity goodness! Feel the vitamins pump through your veins! I wanna see you thwacking those tree trunks MUCH harder, capeesh?’

The gaggle of dizzy squirrels staggered towards her. One of them was MASSIVE and had an extremely bushy tail. That was Nancy, and she wasn’t a squirrel at all. She was, in fact, a fox.
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‘Cheers, Willow,’ she grunted, grabbing a fistful of orange.

Nancy was the only fox on Grimwood’s treebonk team, but she didn’t care. She wasn’t quite as fast as the squirrels, but she was strong and her tail was powerful. It helped catapult her from tree to tree, and she was quickly becoming Grimwood’s star player. Not bad for a scruffy fox from the Big City.

‘Yay, go Nancy!’ shouted Ted, her little brother. He waved at her from the sidelines. Treebonk really wasn’t Ted’s thing – he was more into acting and singing and writing poems about clouds – but he enjoyed watching his big sis practise. Especially if he could eat cakes at the same time.
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What the jiggins is Grimwood?

Grimwood is a forest far, far, faaaaar away. It is full of trees and sky and mud and stones. It smells weird and there’s loads of litter and old shopping trolleys. There’s a broken electricity pylon in the middle of it that buzzes strangely. But it’s also FUN and GREAT and it’s where this story is set so you’d better get used to it.

What the Jiminy is treebonk?

Treebonk is a woodland sport mainly played by squirrels. They jump off really tall trees and shout TREEEEBONK!. Then they boing off other trees and try not to touch the ground. They must boing for as long as possible. This goes on for absolutely ages until one team is entirely on the ground or all the players start crying.

What in the name of Jehoshaphat is an owl?

Now this is a complicated one. An OWL is a large bird with a BEAK and two massive flappy WINGS. It goes ‘hoot-hoot-hoot’ and can spin its head around really far, which looks cool and weird. For centuries, owls have been manufactured in a little family-run factory in Portugal.



‘Gosh, just watching treebonk is exhausting, isn’t it?’ sighed Titus the stag, shovelling a jam doughnut into his snout. ‘Where on earth do they find the energy?’

‘No idea,’ said Wiggy, whose large badgery paws were holding a jug of pink lemonade. ‘Another glass of fizz, old pal?’

Titus was the mayor of Grimwood. He had big, kind eyes, knobbly antlers and a heart of love and goodness. He was also keen on baking and watching romantic comedies. Wiggy the badger often drove around Grimwood in a rusty old Jeep, but today he was relaxing next to Titus and Ted on a tatty picnic blanket.
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‘Did you see me give out the oranges?’ panted Willow, hopping back to the picnic blanket.

‘I sure did!’ said Ted, and he gave her a high-five.

‘Frank says if I keep doing a good job he’ll give me an even bigger badge,’ said Willow. ‘He says I’m the best assistant coach he’s ever had.’

Willow pointed to a badge she had attached to her fur. It said ‘ASISTUNT COWCH’.

[image: Image]





[image: Image]



‘You’re doing a marvellous job, young Willow,’ said Titus kindly. ‘BAAARP! Oh, I’m so sorry. This pink fizz gives me terrible wind. BAAAARP! There I go again.’

Titus’s sudden burping attack gave Ted and Willow the giggles.

Frank puffed up his chest and shouted, ‘Treebonkers assemble!’

The team lined themselves up.

‘We’re really going to go for it this time,’ said Frank. ‘Ready? One… two… three…
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The sky grew dark as squirrels flew through the air, boinging and bouncing their way around the treebonk pitch – a clearing surrounded by a circle of tall pine trees.

THUNK! Two squirrels collided in mid-air. One managed to boing against a branch, but the other plummeted to the ground.

BA-ZOINGGGGG! Nancy used her powerful tail to ricochet through some gnarly branches, her paws never once touching the ground. She laughed as she went. It reminded her of being on the run with her foxy pals back in the Big City, hopping over bus stops and rooftops with a bag of chips in her mouth.

POINGGG! An overexcited squirrel called Ginger Fiasco lost control of her steering and treebonked herself right out of the pitch.

‘Uh-oh,’ said Wiggy. Everyone looked up and watched Ginger fly high across the sky like a furry rocket.

‘Where will she land?’ wondered Titus.

Everything went quiet.

And then faintly… very faintly… they heard an angry quack.

‘Oh, phew,’ said Willow. ‘She’s just landed in the Small Pond.’

The Small Pond was home to many creatures, but mainly Ingrid – a very important and powerful duck.

Frank spun his head around to face the picnickers. ‘Don’t suppose one of you lot fancies getting off your bottom and bringing back Ginger?’ he asked. ‘She’s always knocked out cold when this happens.’

‘I’ll go!’ said Ted, slinging his rucksack over his shoulder.

‘Good laddie,’ said Frank. He turned to Titus and Wiggy to tell them off for being lazy, but they had both nodded off in their deckchairs.

Nancy noticed Ted walking towards the Small Pond. When they had first arrived in Grimwood she would never have let him go off on his own. But Grimwood was their home now, and Nancy knew her little brother would come to no harm in these deep, dark woods.
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Apparently if you turn the page the story just… carries on! Marvellous inventions, these ‘books’, don’t you think?
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[image: Chapter Two: Ted Goes A-Windering and A-Wandering]


[image: Image]ed chuckled to himself as he pranced through the woods. There hadn’t been a dull moment since he and Nancy had moved to Grimwood. If he wasn’t saving injured squirrels, he was helping Titus make Crazyhorns Power Juice, going for bumpy car rides with Wiggy or starring in shows with Ingrid’s theatre group, the Grimwood Players.

He was a very happy little fox, but (and be warned, because this is quite a big BUT) he wished he knew where his mum and dad were.

They had left Ted and Nancy all alone as little cubs, in a park in the Big City. Ted didn’t know why. Nancy had looked after him ever since. And even though the cubs had settled in Grimwood, Ted still wrote letters to their parents and posted them back to their old den in the Big City. Just in case.


Dear Mum and Dad

Nancy is getting SO GOOD at treebonk! Frank reckons she is ‘a natural’. Oh, and do you remember the mayor, Titus? Well, I’ve been helping him with his new recipe for Crazyhorns Power Juice. It’s got nettles in, and it tastes disgusting, so I might chuck in some lemonade when he’s not looking.

Willow is still my very best friend. These are our latest hobbies:

1. Doing dance routines

2. Making daisy chains

3. Running around laughing

Ingrid the duck is really grumpy at the moment because Pamela accidentally blew up her stage. Remember Pamela? The weird eagle who’s always blowing stuff up? Anyway, it means no more rehearsals for our theatre group, the Grimwood Players. BOO!

I miss you both loads. Nancy doesn’t say it much, but I know she misses you too. I am so tall now that I reach her armpit. I wish you could see. It would be nice to know what you look like, too. And maybe have some cuddles! (When nobody is looking Nancy lets me cuddle her, which is nice.) Anyway, I have to go because Willow wants us to look for pebbles that look like faces. I have drawn another map in case you want to find us.

I love you

Ted xx
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When Ted arrived at the Small Pond, Ingrid was sitting on top of a very dizzy squirrel on an island in the middle of the murky water. The rumour was that in the olden days, when Ingrid was a mere child of a duck,* she had been a glamorous movie star. ‘It is entirely true!’ she would quack if anyone asked her about it. ‘You don’t believe me? HOW DARE YOU!’ Then she would thwack them with her handbag, to show how annoyed she was.
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‘Tell the owl to keep his ridiculous tree-bonkers under control!’ shrieked Ingrid, flapping her wings in annoyance. ‘This squirrel landed on my nest while I was putting on my eye make-up and NOW LOOK AT ME.’
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‘Sorry, Ingrid,’ said Ted, expertly hopping from one shopping trolley to another until he reached them. He lifted Ginger by the tail, shoved an orange slice in her mouth and plopped her into his rucksack. ‘I can’t wait for the Grimwood Players to start meeting again! When do rehearsals begin?’

Ingrid sighed dramatically and brought an elegant wing to her brow. ‘Darlink, I just cannot find the va-va-voom to carry on. Not since the destruction of our beautiful theatre. SOB!’

‘I’m sure we can build a new theatre, Ingrid,’ said Ted brightly.

But Ingrid just sighed.

‘I’ve lost my inspiration,’ she said. ‘And what good is an actor without inspiration? What is a duck without her quack? Oh! I despair, how I despaaaaaaaair.’

And she snapped on a silk eye mask and waddled back to her boudoir.

‘Bye then!’ said Ted. He bounded through the forest with Ginger safely tucked inside his rucksack, sniffing the slightly eggy smell that sometimes wafted through the air and hopping over some discarded tyres. Soon, he found himself in Bunnyville, which was a village full of cows. Not really, it was full of bunnies, don’t be silly. There were hundreds of them boinging about all over the place.

‘Hi, Ted!’ said about fifty of them at the same time.

‘Hiya!’ said Ted. He noticed a big pile of grey squishy mattresses. The bunnies were climbing high up into the branches of an extremely tall pine tree and leaping off like it was a massive diving board… before BOINGING onto the mattresses. It looked like great fun.

‘A hoomin must have just dumped them here,’ squeaked Tyler, who Ted recognized as one of Willow’s 147 brothers. ‘It’s brilliant!’ Tyler hitched up his shorts, wiped his nose on his paw and scampered back up the tree.
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Ted chuckled to himself and carried on through Grimwood. But as the trees crowded around him, he started to feel just a tiny bit… well, not scared, exactly. Things just looked darker all of a sudden. And, apart from the dozy squirrel in his rucksack, Ted suddenly felt a little bit too alone.

So, he started to sing a song to himself, which was a very Ted thing to do.


Just hoppin’ through the forest

It’s a nice and friendly place

Nuthin’s gonna get me

Or try and bite my face

The trees are nice and branchy

And just because it’s dark

Nuthin’s gonna get me

Else I’ll do a great big bark…



‘What a marvellous tune,’ said a voice in the darkness.

'ARGH!' screamed Ted, and he turned to run but crashed straight into a tree trunk. He sat up and rubbed his nose.

‘Wh… who’s there?’ he whimpered. ‘Frank? Is that you? Nance? Nance!’

He heard some leaves crunching nearby.

‘Don’t be alarmed, little one,’ said the voice. ‘I’m not going to hurt you.’

And then Ted saw something move. A tall shadow; two large, pointy ears. And, just for a moment, a glint of silver.

‘Wh… who are you?’ Ted whispered into the darkness.

And then something grabbed his tail.
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