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Tuesday 21 March
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Winter in the Fairytale Woods is finally over!

Make no mistake, friends, spring has definitely sprung. This very morning, for the first time this year, I was rudely awoken by the

TWEET-

TWEET-

TWEET of a bird in the tree above my den.

‘The nerve!’ I told myself. ‘Don’t these confounded animals know who they’re dealing with? What part of BIG BAD WOLF don’t they understand?’ Still half asleep, I stomped out of bed, ready to give that chirruping good-for-nothing a piece of my mind, when it struck me:

There’s a bird in MY TREE!
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Now, I’m not a huge fan of birds – the feathers always stick in my throat – and I certainly don’t like being woken by them. I mean, these good looks don’t come for free! I need my beauty sleep to keep my claws long, my fur thick and my teeth extra sharp and glinty. But seeing this particular bird really cheered me up. Because birds mean spring. And spring means one thing, and one thing only.

FOOD!

Quite frankly, this winter has been tough. Long, hard and hungry. Nothing to eat but crunchy little insects and scrawny, bony rats, not much more than a mouthful of fur and tail. Yeuch!

I’m wasting away! But, as my little feathered friend proves, that’s all in the past. Any day now, these woods are going to be bursting with tasty newborn snacks…

Goodbye, insects! Goodbye, rats!

Hellooooo, little piggies! Hi there, Easter bunnies! Nice to meet you, spring chickens… or should I say… nice to EAT you!

Heheheheheh…

YUM!

Spring. It’s the best!

And this weekend is my favourite event of the year. Fetch the biggest plate you can find – no, wait, grab me an even bigger one… It’s the wolf pack’s annual spring barbecue!
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There’ll be so much delicious meat on that grill, I’m drooling just thinking about it!
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Wednesday 22 March

Four days to go till the spring barbecue!

Don’t you just love a meal you don’t have to catch yourself?

And it’s just as well I don’t have to catch it, because in my current state, I doubt I could run down a three-legged tortoise!

Hunting down a meal is easier for the pack, of course. Cheating, really, if you think about it. We lone wolves, we’re at the sharp end. Nothing to count on but our wits, our charm and outrageous good looks.
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Speaking of which, I have to admit, I’m a tiny bit out of shape. All those long, cold days, with nothing to eat, nothing to do. Just sulking in my den, hiding away from the frost and the rain and the snow… I’m all fur and bones! And the fur’s not shiny like it should be either. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’m still a fine specimen. My tail and my eyebrows are the bushiest in town, and, if I do say so myself, I practically ooze charm from every pore. It’s just… I’m a bit underfed. A bit… weak. And my pack does not appreciate weakness. I need to raise my game again now spring is here, and get back in shape. Show the pack and the rest of these woods I’m BIG and I’m BAD, and I’m not to be messed with.
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So today marks the start of my new spring workout.

I’m thinking something gentle to start with, maybe:
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Should be a good start anyway.

Yawn…

Right, might snatch a quick nap before I jump to it. I’m still in a weakened state, after all. Don’t want to do myself an injury.

Nothing a tactical snooze can’t fix…






Thursday 23 March

[image: Image]

[image: Image] am delighted to announce that the spring workout is underway! Admittedly, it was a slow start. I mean, I knew I was a little out of shape, but my goodness! Star jumps are exhausting – all that leaping and arm waving. I was out of breath after the second one, and the third very nearly finished me off. Which didn’t leave me with much energy for the other exercises. I mean I just about managed to push myself up again for the second press-up before collapsing, and I’m not sure the pull-up counts at all… I was mainly just hanging there.
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Still, I’ve made a start, which is what really matters, I think?

Maybe ten of each is a more realistic goal to begin with.

I’m sure it will be easier once I get some food inside me.

Speaking of food… three sleeps till the barbecue!
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Friday 24 March
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Managed three of each this morning without collapsing – pretty pleased with that!

Food still a little thin on the ground round here.

I took a swipe at that annoying bird around breakfast time, but he just fluttered off. Munched a leaf covered in caterpillars instead. At least they can’t fly away yet!

I’m going to need to get faster if I’m going to make a catch this spring.

Caught sight of the three little pigs over by the Wishing Well while I was out practising my prowl this morning. They obviously haven’t had a difficult winter, with their happy skips and their curly tails. Maybe once the barbecue is over and I’ve got my strength back, I’ll treat them to a little game of Predator Versus Prey…
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Two sleeps to go!




Saturday 25 March
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Halfway to my target! My arms feel more muscly already. Once I’ve got some protein in me, there’ll be no stopping me.

One sleep to go!!!






Sunday 26 March
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It’s

BARBECUE DAY!!!!!

I was so excited last night, I could hardly sleep, and just when it felt like I had dropped off at last, that little bird started

TWEET-

TWEET-

TWEETING

for the dawn when anyone with eyes could see it was still the middle of the night. Somebody get that bird a watch! As I say, I don’t normally go in for eating birds, but I might have to make an exception in his case.

Anyway, I could have done with a teeny bit more beauty sleep, but never mind. I’m off to the river for a quick freshen up, check my reflection, brush my fur, smoooooth down these lovely eyebrows – have to look my best for the pack! – then it’s off to get FED.
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Monday 27 March

Yesterday did not turn out how I expected.

In fact, it was a disaster.

I don’t even know where to start. It was bad, bad, BAD from beginning to end.

Well, actually, that’s not quite true. There was one silver lining to the day… A silver lining in the shape of a little girl in a bright red cape. Little Red, they call her. Not the most original name, I know, but that’s the Woods for you. Cat with boots on? Puss in Boots. Young mermaid? The Little Mermaid. Girl with long hair who lives in a tower? High-Haired Helga. I’m kidding, her name’s Rapunzel, but you get my drift.

But back to Little Red…

I saw her down by the river as I was freshening up for the barbecue and she was strolling over the bridge from the village, heading for the woods. In her red cape, she was pretty obvious – a tasty-looking meal!

Soon as I saw her, I straightened up and twirled my bushy tail round my paw, innocent as you like. Putting on my biggest smile and most charming voice, I said, ‘LITTLE RED, I BELIEVE? I’m Lawrence, your local Big Bad Wolf. Isn’t it a fine morning? And what brings you out to the woods today?’

She shot me a withering look as she passed. ‘Visiting my grandma, like I do every Sunday,’ she said, adding under her breath, ‘not that it’s any business of yours.’

‘Good for you,’ I said smoothly, stepping aside so that she could pass. ‘See you around, I hope. Found myself a little den back that way.’

‘Pack threw you out, did they?’ came the less-than-polite reply.

I gave a relaxed laugh. ‘I’m a lone wolf,’ I said. ‘It’s a lifestyle choice.’

‘Well, Lawrence –’ she smirked – ‘sometimes choices are just excuses in fur.’

And with that, she flounced off along the path, swinging her basket like she hadn’t a care in the world! The cheek! I was about to chase after her, and teach her some manners, when I remembered I was late for the barbecue and, anyway, I didn’t want to ruin my appetite, so I let her get away… this time!

If only I’d known what was in store, I wouldn’t have bothered.

As soon as I stepped into the clearing where the barbecue was being held, I knew something was up. Mum and Dad were nowhere to be seen – off hunting, most likely – and the warm welcome I was hoping for from the rest of the family was sadly lacking. My aunts’ and uncles’ tails stopped wagging, and my cousins’ ears dropped down like they were worried or scared. A few younger wolves whispered to one another, giving me sneaky looks, and an older wolf, who I recognised as one of my father’s friends, lowered his gaze and turned away.
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