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Prologue:
This - Is - Very - Important! - Do not overlook it.
And it’s your second warning:
The readership age for this Book: is Five and a Half plus.
This Book is designed, for YOU! … To read to your children, and it’s up to you, to satisfy yourself that it's appropriate for them. You must read it through, thoroughly first.
THIS IS PART OF THE CONDITION UPON WHICH YOU OPEN : ‘ACCEPT’ - AND READ, THIS BOOK.
Begin:
Once upon a time, not so long ago!
There was a Road, called ‘the Great West Road’ and on this road was an old Telephone Box, hardly used now since the new road was build just five kilometres away.
[ that’s three point two miles. ]
It’s location was beneath a line of poles, with cables strung across them. The cables ran down the entire length of the road in either direction.
Where the old Phone Box is located used to be a ‘Cross Roads’.
- The road going into the wood behind it was now overgrown.
Directly opposite the Telephone Box is an opening in the middle of a long hedge. An old five bar wooden gate protects the field, but over the years, it has fallen into disrepair and now simply hangs limply off its rusted hinges.
To one side of the old gate by the road a bright new red sign has recently been hammered into the ground.
Through the gate and behind the hedge, is the Great Field. The other part of the old road used to go right through it, but over the years; like the one in the Woods, it has been overgrown. Now only a faint outline of the road can be seen going directly up to the Great House.
- This house sits at the very far end of the Great Field.
Ever so slightly to the left, and almost in the very centre of the Great Field, is a solitary clump of trees.
- It’s here, where our story takes place.
The Free People.
Inside the Great Field and inside the solitary clump of trees : called a Copse : Is where the free people, who are members of a proud race of birds called Pheasants : Live.
… And it’s the home of the brothers Romulus and Remus who were Prince’s of the realm of the Great Field.
Disquiet.
In the Community of the Pheasants, who used to live peacefully in the Copse, there was currently a great deal of confusion. Because the old King, who had ruled justly for many, many years : Had just died, but before he died, he didn’t have time to name his successor.
- As to who would be the new King of the Great Field.
- And ruler of the tribe of Noble Pheasants.
- And to make matters worse, neither the old King’s Wife, nor the old King’s Prime Minister could decide which of the two brothers should be King.
There was a lot of arguments going on amongst the free people as to who the new King should be. Both the Prime Minister and the old King’s Wife knew that the situation couldn’t go on like this for long, but neither of them could say.
- Who was the better brother to rule them all.
The Candidates.
Romulus was a Pheasant with lovely Golden Plumage and was often referred to, as ‘Romulus the Noble’. He was softly spoken, but strong. He stood proud amongst the free Peoples, but sometimes seemed cold and stand-offish. His great strength, was his ability to engage everyone in dialogue, involving them in his decisions.
- Doing this, he always got his way.
- But his brother, Remus, was the opposite. He would rush into things without thinking, and would never discuss anything. Sometimes he didn’t get his way, and when that happened, he would sulk for days. He was also very strong, and a Bully, but a lot of the free People liked him and his cheeky ways. He would be a strong leader, but the free people would live under his harsh rule if he became King. He was also surly and unkempt, and preferred to live covered in dirt.
- Declaring that it was in a Birds natural state to be dirty.
- His Mum, the Queen, called him lazy.
Remus was also a sneaky Pheasant.
- Some say, he had a hand in the old King’s death, but if they do say it : They say-it very quietly because, as we’ve already said. ‘Remus was also a bully’. But all Bully’s have their match, and where Remus was concerned, there was only one person that he couldn’t push around.
- The person who kept him in place, was his brother Romulus.
- He was they only person who could stand up to him.
- But Remus the Dirty, desperately wanted to be the King and Leader of the Free People of the Copse.
- And he would do anything to make it happen!
The Princes Trust.
Romulus the Noble and his friends, that day, had been called out on an errand in the Great Woods, but it had turned out to be a fools errand and they had wasted their time.
- There wasn’t any problems with ‘the Grouse’ : Their distant relatives that lived in the woods. Romulus as he returned knew it had been a diversion and idly wondered, just what his brother had been up to when he was away with his friends. Because it could have only been him, that had set him up like that. It had taken them all day to get there, and back again from the home of the Grouse in the heart of the Great Wood.
- Plenty of time for his brother to get up to mischief.
Romulus didn’t have to wait long to find out what it was.
- Arriving back at the Copse in the late afternoon. He had been immediately challenged by his brother Remus. His brother in public had demanded that he face him, for the honour of ruling the free people. He even proposed that they have a Boxing Match at dusk.
- Just before the sun went down.
- To sort it all out.
- For once and for all.
He : Remus… . Went on loudly saying that they should hold the contest in the middle of the Great Field by the Great Stone for all to see, and that his Mum, the Queen; and the Prime Minister should be on the Stone to see fair play during the contest.
Romulus was surprised into speechlessness at his brothers outburst.
Remus the Dirty went on shouting so everyone could hear. “In that place by the Stone! … They could decide who would be the next King : To lead the great, and Free People!… ” Drawing in a deep breath he continued. “… Our! Great and Free People!
… Our fine Flock of Birds!
… For to long we have hidden under the yoke that Fox and the Weasels. When I’m in charge : I will chase them out. They will not bother us again. Then there’s the grazing rights with the Rabbits. I will ensure that the terms are renegotiated in our favour. For far too long, we have been pushed, further and further, from our birth-right.
… I tell you all.
… We - Have! - Waited - to - Long!
… We need a Good and Strong Leader and I know!” He said boastfully bashing his wing across his chest. “I Know! … I am the best Bird for the Job!
… And that’s why I am challenging my Brother for the privilege of leading you; All! … ”
It was a rousing speech.
- But Romulus didn’t want to fight his Brother and suggested instead, that they both work for the betterment of their subjects. Doing this, he argued. They could both demonstrate their abilities to the Free People of the Copse. Then after a short while, the people of the Copse could vote who they wanted to be King.
Remus the Dirty, knowing how his brothers mind worked, expected him to say this and had laid a trap for him. For all that morning.
- Whilst Romulus was away on that [ Fools-Errand ].
Remus’ men had been whispering to the Free Peoples of the Copse. That Romulus would be a bad King and if challenged to a fight for the Crown; wouldn’t accept it. They also said that he would be weak in negotiating the grazing rights with the Rabbits.
Remus’ Men had further said. That we can’t have a coward for a King, who will not fight for what he wants, and us!
The free people of the Copse had listened to this all morning and in the end, there was quite a lot of unrest and many arguments had broken out, but when Romulus finally returned; and then refused to meet Remus and have a Boxing Match with him, a lot of muttering went on. Remus’ men had successfully created a lot of hysteria and distress amongst the Free People of the Copse with their gossip and outright lies about Romulus.
Remus’ looking round saw that his plan had worked and smiled cruelly when Romulus said he didn’t want to fight him. He saw that the Free and Powerful people of the Copse were filled with doubt as to whether Romulus would be a good King!
Romulus also saw the despair in the faces of his Subjects over his decision not to fight. Holding his mighty wings up he turned slowly around.
… Silence Followed.
Addressing them all. He said loudly. “I will fight for you all to my dying breath, if necessary in your defence.
… And to prove it!
I will accept the challenge from my brother and agree to take part in the Boxing Match.
… For the right to be your King.”
Everyone cheered and clapped.
The scene is set.
So it was in all this confusion that Romulus the Noble with his own friends around him: Accepted in principle, that they should have a Boxing Match, but Romulus wasn’t silly and knew that his brother Remus was up to something. He also knew that in a fair fight, that he could beat Remus. So Romulus was confused as to what Remus was up to. Because he knew his sneaky brothers mind only to well himself and was aware that he had some sort of nasty surprise ‘up his sleeve’.
- In bird talk. That’s ‘under his wing’.
- Romulus knew that Remus wasn’t to be trusted and waited for the Applause to quiet down, then added loudly to the crowd. “I want to ensure that fair play was followed in this Boxing match.
Firstly: We need a Referee!”
- Everyone nodded at that.
“Secondly!” Romulus continued. “I personally find the spot in the middle of the Great Field, far to exposed. We could be attacked by the Owl there!”
- Everyone looked up afraid.
Romulus being very serious went on. “… And I don’t want anyone to get hurt at my expense!” The free people of the Corpse liked that, they knew Romulus had their wellbeing at heart. He continued. “That place my brother Remus has suggested is far to dangerous. We could be attacked there!”
- Everyone looked at Remus accusingly.
- Remus looked at his feet awkwardly. He didn’t want to argue with his brother on that point. His brother was right!.
- Romulus waiting for just the right moment said. “I will ask, the leader of the Rabbits Mr Tumms’ to be its official Referee. If he agrees to do it, then he alone will also say, where, it was to be held.”
- There was some awkward shuffling at that suggestion. Rabbits as they all knew, were eating more and more of the grass in the Great Field, and they weren’t to be trusted, but Romulus using his fine words had led them to this point. So most of them were happy with the suggestion. Romulus looking round went on again. “Mr Tumms is wise, and I feel we should accept his wisdom, and council on the matter.
… And I will ask him for it, when he gets here!”
The Arrival.
Mr Tumms, Leader of the Rabbits was a big Rabbit indeed. Almost as big as Romulus, and as if by magic.
- He just appeared next to him.
The magnificent Rabbit was dressed in a black and white striped Jumper and wore a small black bowler hat. Which he wore at a slightly cocked angle, to one side on his head.
The Rabbit King stood very quiet and very still in the middle of the Copse and in the middle of a very big ring of Pheasants. The Free People of the Great Field were in awe, and a deep silence fell amongst them. They were all surrounding Romulus and Remus in a great circle.
- No one saw Mr Tumms arrive and presumably no one would see him leave.
Mr Tumms was a sleek Rabbit, of a long line of Silver-Back Rabbits. It was said, that these Rabbits could move through the World without even disturbing the grass, or even the mist, as they walked the earth. Mr Tumms the Rabbit stepped forward and regarded both of the Brothers, but looked overly long, and hard at Remus.
… He didn’t trust him either.
Clearing his throat. He said in a silvery tone, so that all could hear. “The Original Site.
… Suggested for the Boxing Match, by the Great Stone.
… Is : As Romulus has just said.
… To exposed for such a large event as this one will be.
… We have the Owl.
… And his Sisters!
… And the Fox.
… Along with the Weasels in the ground to consider in this matter. So, their attack, if it happened : Could come from above, and behind, and below. A crowd of that size, could well indeed attract too much attention. Out there! … ” Mr Tumms’ pointed to the field. “… Not only would we all be exposed to attack.
… BUT! … We would all have trouble getting back to our Homes and Burrows : If that attack came!”
- Everyone was silent, they knew what he just said made sense.
Mr Tumms looking round went on. “… So! - If the site by the Great Stone, in the Great Field is too dangerous. Then let us considered the other sites for the Boxing Match.
… It can’t take place outside the Burrows.
… My Home.
… Because of the uneven ground.
… The Boxing Match can’t take place in the tight and dense Hedgerows. Home of the Rats. Because the boxers wouldn’t be able to fight fairly in such an enclosed place!”
Mr Tumms’ stopped speaking and looked round again at the Free People of the Copse. No one made any objections to his reasoning and some began to greatly admire him and his knowledge. Some even began to question Remus’ words on why he considered the Rabbits to be the natural enemies of the Free People of the Copse. A lot of muttering about Remus’ went on at the back. Mr Tumms smiling went on again. “This leaves only one place the Boxing Match can take place.
… And that’s the Great West Road… ”.
- Everyone stood bolt upright at that suggestion.
The Great West Road was a strange place of unnatural black stuff that men had made. It was considered by all the Peoples of the Great Field as an Alien Place. A place to be avoided. Owned by no one.
Mr Tumms went on again, but louder this time saying. “… In my Grandfathers day. He used to tell me, the place where that metal box with glass in, now stands, was a mighty cross roads.
… In those days it was busy.
… It’s not busy there, anymore.
… But it was there, that all the races of the free Peoples who lived round the Great Field. Came to sort out and discuss any problems that arose. So it’s there, I propose, that we hold a meeting to establish the new King of the Free People of the Copse!
… But even in my Fathers day.
… Before that black stuff was spread over it.
… That place was called ‘Neutral Ground’.
… It was owned, by no-one.”
- There was a lot of discontent at Mr Tumms suggestion and many private discussions broke out, but slowly the idea spread; and the concept of stepping out on that strange place began to make sense.
Mr Tumms’ turning to look at them said very loudly. “On that black stuff by the metal box is safe as well. The hedgerows either side of the road will provide protection from the air. We can see for miles in either direction. Nothing can sneak up on us, and if it did, we can all get back to our Homes quickly.
… That black stuff is perfect for the Boxing match to take place on. It provides a firm footing and a wide expanse so both parties can make full use of it.
… There! - A fair, and safe contest can be held!”
- After he finished, everyone agreed he was indeed wise’ and a general murmur of agreement spread through the crowd. Everyone also agreed that his suggestion made perfect sense. The silence that then followed told Mr Tumms’ they had accepted his wise words and council on this matter.
The Agreement.
Mr Tumms looked round at their quiet faces and said even louder now. “So! … I declare. That in the best interest’s of everyone and if it’s acceptable to both parties in this dispute.
… Then the place to meet for the Boxing Match is on : The Neutral Ground : And it would be held by the Old Wooden Gate located in front of the Great Field.
… And I also declare that it will be held there, just before dusk.
… And I will be Honoured to be its Umpire. To be its Referee.
… And I will insist on Sportsman like behaviour.
… From both Parties!”
He looked long and hard at Remus the Dirty when he said that. Then turning to Romulus said. “… Do you agree to these Terms?”
Romulus nodded. He was content with the Rules : And the Site : And the Time selected.
Mr Tumms then looked at Remus the Dirty and said. “Do you also agree?”
Remus didn’t like these conditions, but found that he had been forced to agree with the Rabbit. Remus didn’t like Rabbits, but even he couldn’t argue with his wise words, and with the glare of the Free People on him, he nodded as well.
Soon as he made his agreement, Romulus the Noble also added. “I also propose that the Loser and his Followers would be Banished!
… To live in ‘the Smaller Field’.
… Located inside ‘the Great Wood’.
… On the other side of ‘the Old Road’.
Remus the Dirty looking round was horrified by these terms as well, but reluctantly he agreed. He couldn’t really do otherwise. It was, after all, a fair offer!
On hearing this everyone began to disperse and get ready for the Boxing Match. Romulus’ friends gathered round him talking tactics. Whilst Remus walked a little, way a way, chatting to his gang. When he thought he was far enough away. He urgently whispered into the ear of one of his friends.
The Pheasant’s name was ‘Chalky’.
Remus sent him off on an errand.
- Remus wasn’t considered sneaky for a reason and did indeed, have a sneaky plan.
Dusk.
So we come to the evening, of the day of the Boxing Match, and see all of the Free People of the Copse begin to walk out.
- They were all dressed in their finest feathers.
- In their hundreds they formed a long line across the Great Field. All of them moved slowly away from their Home in the Copse, but none of them were being silent about it. They were following the two Brothers and their friends. Both Brothers wanted the Crown and to be King of the Great Field.
- But only one would win this night.
The News.
Word spreads fast in the Great Field and as the light began to fade and become dusk. A disturbance was heard. All of the free people’s of the Great Field wanted to see the Boxing Match. A stirring and fidgeting began to be heard coming from the great Hedge, and a similar stirring was heard coming from ‘the Great Burrows’.
- Home of the Silver Back Rabbits.
Chapter Two.
Close to the Edge.
The drawing together of the three.
A Hedgerow grew densely next to the road that ran along the side of the Great Field. From it, a fair way back into the field, a long pink twitching nose with white hairs came cautiously out into view.
- It belonged to the nose of Mr Rowl.
- The King of the Rats.
- Hesitantly at first, it poked itself out sniffing noisily as it did. A moment later, the head behind the nose could be seen. The small beady black eyes blinked nervously looking quickly left and right.
Satisfied it was safe the King of the Rats pushed his head and shoulders all of the way out of the hedge, but he still sniffed the air cautiously.
After another seconds hesitation.
The Great King of the Rats walked proudly out into the Great Field. Standing there he casually brushed some leaves off himself, but secretly was checking for dangers. As he stared round at the Great Field he saw a line of Pheasants walking towards the old Wooden Gate.
- And the Great West Road beyond.
Grunting he readjusted his belt on his great girth, but it did little good and his huge stomach flopped back over it.
- Smiling contentedly he looked down at his large belly.
With growing confidence he left the safety of the thicket and walked a little way out onto the grass. He stood quite still for a moment and readjusted his Sash of Office that he wore proudly across his large chest. The Golden Crown he wore on his head was slightly crooked. In his hand he carried a Staff and a magnificent blue Cape was around his mighty Shoulders.
Whilst he casually did this. He was cautiously smelling the air all the time. That Fox was nowhere to be seen, or smelt he thought. Looking up, he saw the clear air above him was free from the Owl as well. Even he knew, that it couldn’t sneak up on them under that bright full Moon that was already beginning to come out. It was going to be a clear, and crisp night; without a cloud in the sky.
- That Owl, he knew; would go hungry this day.
Mr Rowl smiled at that thought. Then grunting to himself walked confidently, and with great magnificent strides out across the Great Field.
The Kings Chancellor came out from the Hedge next and ran behind his King, but he was already slightly breathless. He was a small rat and had trouble keeping up with the Kings long strides. Behind the Chancellor the rest of the Rat King’s Government and Representatives followed, but at a more dignified pace.
- And behind them, all of the Free People of the Rat King followed. Slowly, but with less caution shown by their King, they poured out from the long length of the Hedgerow; that ran all the way down the Great Field.
They all followed their King towards the Great West Road and the Boxing Match. There was much excitement amongst the Rat Population and they chatted noisily amongst themselves: At what they thought would be a good contest, and there was much talk about who, they thought might win.
The Other Witness.
Glenda - [ the Good Witch ]. Opened her eyes and stretched out her arms looking up. As she did this she was yawning loudly. Opening her eyes fully she looked up at the ceiling and saw a worm looking down at her.
The worm was surprised and scurried back inside its hole.
Glenda smiled, then looked round confused. It was still dark? What had woken her up?
- Then she remembered, that she was dead.
Glenda was a Ghost and she had been sleeping in her coffin and had slept peacefully for several years, but something had disturbed her and she couldn’t work out what it was!
- Then she heard it.
It was all the footsteps of the people of the field walking over her grave. She supposed that she should find out what was going on, but considered that it was dark and comfortable in here, and all she wanted to do; was go back to sleep again.
- With that thought she yawned loudly.
Turning over she closed her eyes and tried to go back to sleep, but couldn’t. She looked back up at the ground above her once more. The worm had gone by now. Glenda stared at the roof of her grave and was amazed at what she could now hear. There was more and more footsteps and the murmuring was also getting louder.
- She realised that it was this noise that had woken her up and she racked her brains as to why so many people of the Great Field would be moving in the same direction at once. Perhaps there was a great calamity up there?
- Sighing, Glenda decided to get up.
Then considered that she had been asleep for too long anyhow.
- Then she felt it.
It was like something evil slowly creeping up on everyone.
Glenda, still in bed, thought : That she aught’ to find out what was happening in the world and considered that if something dreadful had happened topside. Then she would be expected to help out!
It was, after all, her duty; as a Good Witch.
- As she rose higher. That evil feeling she could feel, was getting stronger! Standing up, the Ghost of the Good Witch Glenda moved up through the ground. Her head popped up through the grass, where a single blade’ tickled her nose.
- Glenda ignored it as she looked round in horror.
The Evil Thing.
Moxy was a red Fox, and a cunning fox at that. He would steal eggs from the Pheasants nests in the Great Field, and from around the Copse.
- If he found them!
Why; he would even eat Pheasants as well. If he could catch them, but they were usually to fast. He would also eat the Rabbits of the Great Field and the Rats of the Hedgerows that surrounded the field, but they where hardly ever on his dinner plate. He had to trap them as he could never run as fast as they could. The Rats were too cautious to be caught and he had to use great cunning to trick them into leaving the safety of their Great Hedge.
- He was never that lucky with the great Rabbits.
- They where like the mist and he could never get near them.
This evening however, he was hiding in a hole especially dug in the Great Field, and was waiting patiently for the Boxing Match to begin. He had been there all day by the Great Stone and his scent had long since disappeared.
- He was, by now; invisible.
Then he heard a noise of a Pheasant walking up to his position. He knew from its smell, that it was one of Remus’ friends. He heard it come cautiously up to him.
- It knew he was hiding in his hole.
Popping his head out from it Moxy regarded the Bird Hungrily.
The Bird’s name was ‘Chalky’. So named, because he liked to rub himself in chalk, and was almost white with the stuff.
- Like Remus, he was a dirty bird.
Chalky might be dirty, but even he wasn’t stupid and held his distance to the Fox’s hole. He knew just how untrustworthy and wily that Fox could be. Clearing his throat nervously. He told the Fox that Remus had sent him with a message, and it was. That the location of the Boxing Match had been changed : To the Great West Road by the Gate.
- And he was to make his way there, as fast as he could.
Moxy the Fox wasn’t happy about this turn of events.
Remus the Dirty had promised him. That if he was King, then he would be given lots of eggs to eat, and all he had to do was kill and eat Romulus when they begun their Boxing Match.
Remus had planned to hold the Boxing Match in the centre of the Great Field and at a predetermined point. He : Moxy the Fox’ was to jump out of his hiding place : And as instructed : ‘Gobble up’ Romulus, who was Remus’ hated brother.
- And so, by default.
Remus the Dirty, would be King and Moxy would have a permanent supply of lovely Pheasants eggs to eat. That was the deal, and the price, that Moxy the Fox and Remus the Dirty Pheasant had agreed amongst themselves. Not even Remus’s dirty friends knew of the private arrangement. If they did. Even they would object to giving the Fox their eggs.
Moxy looked at the great distance between himself and the Road. He couldn’t simply walk across the Great Field. He would be seen and the free peoples of the Great Field would scatter in panic. He would have to sneak around the edge coming up quietly on Romulus the Noble. Then jump out and get him as he fought his Brother in the Boxing Match on the Great West Road. He didn’t like this change of plans at all and slowly dragged himself up out of the hole.
The Pheasant Chalky seeing this turned tail and ran off squawking quietly to himself.
- Being that close to the Fox was just too unnerving.
Moxy saw the Pheasant go with some amusement. We will meet again, slow one he thought to himself. His mouth watered at the thought of eating him.
Then on the flat of his belly, Moxy began to slink slowly across the field. Eventually he found the safety of the Great Hedge. There he moved faster, but knew he was travelling to slowly. Prowling around the edge of the Great Field he had seen the battle between the big birds was about to begin. If he wasn’t careful he thought. The fight would soon be over.
- And all their sneaky plans would be wasted.
Because even Moxy knew that Remus the Dirty couldn’t win a Boxing Match against his much stronger brother Romulus the Noble.
- As the gloom closed round on the Great Field.
A thick white mist slowly began to rise and it covered the fields in a vast white blanket. Moxy the Fox smiled and knew it would conceal him completely as he silently crept up on his dinner. With growing confidence he quickened his pace crossing the great field directly.
- Under this mist he would be there in no time.
The Contest.
Now when Pheasants fight in a Boxing Match they do not do it with Boxing Gloves, they do it with their Beaks and Wings.
- Flapping and Pecking at each other.
It’s mainly for show, and the winner is the one who puts up the best performance.
Mr Tumms : Leader of the Rabbits was all ready in the middle of both of the parties. He was standing quietly by the edge of the black stuff, they called the Great West Road.
- Though no one knew why they called it that?
Mr Tumms looked at the black ground and resolved to find out that question. Then realised where he was; and stepped out silently into the middle of the road.
He stood there quietly for a time and regarded them all. He saw the crowds in and around the Road and by the old Telephone Box of the Men. He saw the Rats beneath the thick Hedge and his own people in and around the edge of the field. They were all making a din and were excitedly chatting amongst themselves. ‘There was a lot of free people here to witness the event’ he thought as he held up his arms for silence.
The hubbub slowly subsided.
- He had their full attention.
Mr Tumms was now dressed in a Blue and White Striped Jumper, but had his usual black Bowler Hat on. It now, like the King of the Rats Crown, was worn at a slightly crooked angle.
No one saw either him, nor his people arrive.
Unlike the Rats and Pheasants who made a mighty row in crossing the Great Field to get to the Great West Road. The Rabbits simply appeared around the base of the Great Hedge.
- As only Rabbits can.
With confidence Mr. Tumms. Leader of the Rabbits still holding up his mighty arms began turning and loudly said, that he wanted a clean fight, and he would stop the fight if he considered any party not able to continue. He also said that they was to fight Honestly and with Honour.
… These are my Rules!
… Do both parties agree?
Romulus the Noble hearing the rules, alone and with dignity stepped out onto the empty road and nodded. Looking past Mr Tumms he saw his brother, with his evil gang behind him step out onto the road further up by the Bushes. Romulus ruffled his feathers and said. “I don’t want to fight you Remus. We can live in peace. There is more than enough room for all of us!
… And we can let the people decide.
… On who they want to be King!”
Remus, with his gang members behind him, felt confident and sneered at his brother saying. He was a weak coward, and he was unfit to rule a nest of eggs. Let alone the tribe. It was a very naughty insult. Then without warning Remus charged at his Brother.
- Pecking and Squawking as he did.
Mr Tumms, trying to step aside from his reckless charge; declared a foul, but Remus ignored him and knocked him out of the way in his mad rush.
Romulus held his ground for a second. Then simply side stepped from Remus’ foolish charge. As Remus ran past his hated brother. Romulus kicked him in the bum saying. “Don’t do this Remus!
… We can live in Peace!”
Remus turned round really fast. He was angry at being kicked in the bum like that and pecked at Romulus’ shoulder, really hard.
Romulus jumped back in pain and pecked out with his own beak catching Remus under the chin.
- Remus fell over backwards into the bushes.
Mr Tumms stepped in front of Romulus with his arms outstretched, but he didn’t need to. Romulus, being a sportsman had already stepped back to his part of the road and allowed his Brother to gather himself up. For you never hit a person when he’s down.
- That was an unwritten rule of life.
Quickly Remus picked himself up and walking unsteadily stood in the middle of the road. From here he shouted and Squawked at his Brother Romulus to fight him, but secretly wondered just where that useless fox Moxy was, because he should have been here by now.
Looking round Romulus immediately saw the danger and ran off the road. As he did he shouted back to his Brother, to look out; and get off the Road himself.
Remus just squawked back that he was a coward and that he didn’t really want to fight him.
- Then the car travelling at great speed ran into him.
Remus was bounced right under the car and by some miracle wasn’t killed, but he was badly hurt and landed sprawled out at Romulus’ feet.
Mr Tumms counted Remus out and declared to all that Romulus was the winner.
- By a ‘Knock Down!’
Romulus looked kindly down at his brother and said. “… I win Remus. I take this as a sign. Now take your gang and never come back to the Great Field again!
… Ever!’
All of Remus’ gang members, gathered round the hurt Remus and picked him up between them.
- Remus was beaten and they all knew it.
The evening hadn’t gone to plan and they all wondered just where that Fox was. Because they were all in on Remus’ plan of getting the fox to ‘gobble up’ and kill Romulus. Looking at each other they knew they couldn’t take on the Free People of the Copse.
- They, now; had a new King.
Romulus and the Free People would fight them if they tried to go back on their word, to leave the Great Field; and live in the smaller one inside the Great Wood.
They; along with Remus, were beaten and they all knew it.
Sighing deeply, Remus’ gang, carrying a hurt Remus between them, left to start their new lives in the other Smaller field. Which was opposite the Great West Road, but they had to walk through the Dark Wood to get to it.
- And that was something none of them wanted to do.
- But they did it anyway.
- And one by one, all of them disappeared into the Wood.
The Winner Takes it All.
Watching his Brother and his Gang leave. Romulus walked back into the Field and noted the mist that had sprung up.
- He discounted it as a danger.
All around him the Free People of the Great Field were dancing and celebrating. Finally they had a new King and they were very Happy. Romulus walked through them accepting their congratulations and praise as he went, but he had one more thing to do.
He had a duty to Proclaim his right to rule over the Great Field.
- As was the custom in these matters.
His Father had done it. As had his Father, before him and his Father; before that.
- The custom went back for many, many years.
Romulus, in a Dance; had to declare himself as Ruler to the Setting Sun: In the dance he would invite all who objected to him becoming King to come forward now; and say as much, or.
- To forever hold their peace.
Standing at the edge of the Field; and all alone with the early mist of the night forming around him, Romulus spread out his Great Wings. In the gloom he began screeching and dancing to the mighty Sun going down. He was saying in that Dance that he was the rightful ruler of the Field.
- And challenged anyone here to say, it wasn’t so.
No one did.
The Evil Creep.
The Rabbits weren’t the only ones that could move with silent grace and danger. Moxy the Fox could do it as well, and as every one watched the outcome of the Boxing Match. He had managed to quietly creep up and sit in their midst. Currently he could see the back of the King of the Rats who was to the side of Romulus declaring his proclamation of Kingship over the Great Field.
To the right of Romulus, was the Leader of the Rabbits Mr Tumms, but in front of the Fox : Was a large proportion of the residence of the Great Field and they were all dancing in celebration.
- And they were all trapped in front of him.
Moxy felt excited and would at any minute go mad, killing everything that moved.
- As was the way of Foxes.
He had decided to kill as many as he could and eat one or two later. Moxy noticed the big one called Romulus the Pheasant had just won that battle with his Brother Remus the Dirty.
- So in his mind the deal he had with him, was off!
He smiled to himself at this excellent turn of events. His smile broadened as he looked at the foolish bird shouting and squawking at the Sky.
- And at the Sun going down.
His Rein, over this Great Field, thought Moxy cruelly. Would be a very short lived one indeed. Because he knew, that after he had finished with them. Those that were left alive, would turn on Romulus, forcing him out as a bad King.
- And without a King, these foolish birds were easy prey.
Moxy knew in that second that he could eat well for years, and all he had to do, was keep chasing them in the dusk. Because at this time of the day they seemed to be in a world of their own, they were easy to sneak up on. Moxy decided to eat every leader they elected and considered it to be such a great plan, but he was confused as to why he had never thought of it before?
- He looked slyly round thinking.
- They would never know what to do from one day to the next. Without their King they would be easy to catch.
Moxy’s attention was drawn towards Romulus’ again and he sneered at his foolish dance of victory. In it, he and his subjects were blind to the dangers of the Field. It was just as if that bird wanted to be eaten he thought, but Moxy ignored the new King. It was the cluster of Birds and Rats, and those Silvery Rabbits, directly in front of him, that interested him the most.
- His mouth watered in anticipation.
He would eat well tonight.
Rabbits in the pot… . Rats in the trap.
Mr Tumms’ was a Rabbit and the Great Leader of his tribe of Rabbits. He lived with the Birds in the Great Field and had gathered his people to bear witness to ‘the Great Boxing Match’.
- As it was now called.
He was also its Official Umpire.
But being a King, of course, he didn’t dance. He was, however content to watch the Free Peoples of the Great Field dancing and celebrating in ‘the Great Victory’.
- As it was now called.
Mr Tumms’ looked from his Subjects dancing wildly to Remus, declaring his Kingship to the Sun and his right to rule the Great Field. ‘He will make a fine King!’ thought Mr Tumms’ contentedly.
- Then he felt it.
It was as if someone had poured a Bucket of Cold Water over him. He felt a great danger behind him. Turning quickly he saw Moxy the Fox sitting in their midst; ready to pounce.
Mr Tumms’ was also a very brave and courageous Rabbit. Turning he ran backwards as the Fox lunged at his people. Without any thought for his own well being. He slapped the Fox, really hard across the face, but in doing so he was knocked backwards by the large Animal as it lunged forward. In a second Mr Tumms’ found himself looking up and under the paws of the evil creature.
Moxy the Fox stepped backwards, shocked at the rabbits actions. Unnerved he sat down and regarded the Rabbit with some concern.
That was all the time it took for Mr Tumms’ to roll over from his encounter with the Fox and stand back up, but by now he was just sixty centimetres.
[ Two feet ].
Away from the side of the large animal.
He was a dead Rabbit; and he knew it, but his people came first. From the corner of his eye he saw them moving quietly off into the mist and the safety of their Burrows.
Moxy sitting down was stunned and amazed that the Rabbit, as big as it was! - Would have the cheek to do such a thing. The next thing Moxy saw. Was the King of the Rats run quickly up to him and poke him with his ‘Staff-Of-Office’.
Readjusting his mighty stomach the King of the Rats looked up into the evil face and said. “Leave Now : Or I’ll Be Forced To Get Rough With You!”
Moxy laughed and as he did so, side swiped the small rodent sending him sprawling. ‘That Fat Rat’ he thought. ‘Would be a tasty starter for the main dish : Of King Rabbit!
In the next second a squawking ball of agitated Brown Feathers came flying at him out of the gloom. Moxy glanced round and noticed that the mist was getting denser around them all.
- Then he was forced to defend himself as the three kings attacked him at the same moment. He growled then sideswiped at the Rabbit knocking him flying. He kicked out his back leg and knocked the rat off his feet again. As he did this he snapped then pawed at the ball of furious feathers that appeared in front of him. He bit down hard, but all he got was a mouthful of long tail Feathers for his trouble.
The owner of the brown Feathers squawked loudly as they were pulled out and began to run round in circles, screeching as it did.
The attack, by that crazy Bird and the other kings unnerved him. He sat down again and calmly spat out the mouthful of Feathers he had acquired. Quickly he regained his composure. He could take all three in a second and there was nothing any of them could do about it.
They were, as good; as in his dinner Pot.
- But it was what his dinner was doing that made him smile.
A second later he was laughing cruelly.
The owner of the feathers he had just spat out. Was a ball of furious brown confusion. He was all puffed up, twice its size, and was spinning around pecking and squawking, screaming and shouting at the loss of its glorious long brown tail Feathers.
The Bluff.
Romulus wasn’t really bothered about losing his beautiful tail Feathers, but was desperately giving his people, and the Rabbits; and Rats; time to leave the area. That was what Mr Tumms the Leader of the Rabbits originally did.
As did the Rat King : Mr Rowl :
- They both delayed the Fox’s attack on their people.
Giving them time to escape into the mist.
- And that’s what ‘Romulus the Noble’ was doing now.
Delaying Moxy the Fox further, so allowing his own people more time to escape back to the Copse. Romulus stopped turning in circles and looked into the eyes of Moxy. He knew he was as good as dead being this close to the Fox, but by now all the Free People of the Copse had left the area.
- Only the Leaders remained to face the Fox.
Their jobs, as Protectors of their people was done, and when they where gone. It would be time for others to take their place.
- But their sacrifice would never be forgotten.
Mist Rising.
Moxy creeping up on the Free Peoples of the Copse, was the evil act, that the Ghost of the Good Witch Glenda had felt when she woke up in her coffin. Unfortunately in her ghostly free floating form. She had accidentally helped Moxy the Fox, get closer to the Free People of the Great Field. Because he had slipped up to them, under the blanket of concealment, that she had accidentally provided.
- But her mist like form was a two way street.
Allowing her ghostly form to spread out even further into the Great Field. She had aided the free peoples to escape unnoticed. When the Fox was confronting their Great Leaders.
- And between them.
They had allowed everyone time to get away.
Satisfied that the free Peoples were at a safe distance. Glenda the Good Witch regained herself. Her thick fog like form rushed past and swirled around the Pheasant, the Rabbit and the Rat facing the Fox.
- The startled figures facing each other didn’t move.
The ghostly mist like form of Glenda slowly rose up on the road.
Looking down sternly and addressing the Fox directly she said. “I give you one chance to leave this place now.
… Evil creature of the Night.
… For on this night.
… You will not feed at the expense of the Honour shown by the Kings and Leaders of the Great Field!”
Moxy looked up at her and sneered saying. “You have no power over me ‘Phantom’.
… For you are simply a Ghost, of a dead Witch.
… And you cannot touch me.
… I reject you, and your ways.
… These are my prizes and I will take them!” Moxy looked round and finally realised that his other victims had escaped. He was mightily annoyed at that. Growling deeply he said. “I will not be robbed of what is rightfully mine. The rest have slipped through my Paws, but these three I will take as my Trophies.
… And you cannot stop me!”
Winners and Losers.
Glenda grunted and her Ghostly form vanished instantly, turning back into the thick white mist. The mist became denser all around them then slowly seemed to blow away in the wind. What was left was the night, and a darkness so intense that Moxy felt at home. In this dark he could walk the earth unseen.
Then he became concerned.
His friend : The dark, seemed different tonight.
The darkness that had replaced the mist seemed to be threatening.
He felt unnerved by it.
Watching the mist vanish Moxy the Fox hadn’t moved. He knew he had won. Peering into the gloom he considered which one of his victims he would eat first, but what he looked at; wasn’t his dinner.
- But something else entirely.
The Warriors are Born.
The dense mist before it vanished had surrounded Romulus the Pheasant and Mr Tumms’ the Rabbit, and finally Mr Rowl the Rat King. Inside the swirl, the mist that was Glenda, gave them all her great power. Within the mist : Their eyes became white with her strength.
Smiling the Pheasant Romulus slowly turned and faced the Fox. He finally became aware of what he could do as the power of Glenda flowed through him. Even though the Fox : Moxy was only one hundred and twenty three centimetres away.
[ Four feet ].
He wasn’t bothered.
- Romulus’ eyes were burning bright and he said to the Fox in a clear bright confident voice. “Glenda gave you one chance to leave. I am offering you the same opportunity.
… Leave this place now.
… And never come back!
… You have my word I won’t chase you.
… This is the only warning that I will personally give you.
… For you are a creature without Honour.
… And of cunning evil!”
The Fox surprised at this, still sitting; regarded the large Bird with amusement. He could spring and catch the foolish bird at any time, then said cruelly. “You and who’s Army will stop me from taking you tonight
… For my Dinner?
“… Me!… ” said the King of the Rat’s who stepped out from the dark. Moxy noticed that the Rats eyes were also burning brightly and nervously glanced around. To his surprise it seemed to be getting darker by the second. Rowl the Rat growled. Moxy stared round at him confused. The Rat confidently went on. “Did you hear me Fox?
… I will stop you.
… I will stand shoulder to shoulder with the rightful King of the Great Field and together we will defeat you.”
Moxy smiled and got ready to lunge.
“… I will also stop … You!… ” said the voice of Mr Tumms’ the Leader of the Great Silver Backed Rabbits. Like Rowl the King of the Rats. Mr Tumms stepped quietly out from the dark. He was to the Foxes left, but Moxy hadn’t seen him standing there.
Moxy realised that the darkness, was by now, all around him. He also noticed that the Rabbits eyes, like the others; were shining bright in the gloom.
- And all three of them were standing round him.
Outnumbered : One to Three.
The Fox seeing them surrounding him like that sniggered. With a smile on his face he looked round and laughed out-loud. They were only small pathetic creatures compared to him.
Romulus the Pheasant turned his back on the fox and took three steps. Then slowly turning round confidently said. “I will give you one more chance to leave!”
The Fox was slightly concerned at this. His dinner, after all was supposed to try and run away. Not turn and threaten him. Shrugging he thought. ‘These foolish creatures in front of me are inviting me to eat them. So I will’. He glanced around still laughing.
- Then lightning quick sprung at the Bird.
The Fox thought to himself ‘I will eat him first. Then the Rat, and the Rabbit after that.’
As he landed on the spot where the Bird had been.
- The place was empty.
- The Bird had gone.
- The Fox spun round, snapping at the air : Where he thought it had run to, but the bird pecked him hard on his nose from the other side. And in a flash had vanished. In front of the Fox’s eyes now was the Rat. The Fox ran at him. Moxy the Fox snapped again, but all he got for his troubles was more pain as the Rat bit the side of his leg.
- Then like the Bird, the Rat was gone.
The Fox turned quickly round again and this time faced the Large Grey Rabbit.
- Who leapt at him.
Moxy snapped at the air again where the Rabbit should have been, but all he felt was pain. The Rabbit scratched his shoulder as he gracefully leapt over him. Then the Rabbit - like the Rat - and the Pheasant, was gone in a blink.
Moxy frustrated snapped around at the air behind him and growled in anger. Then turning in a complete circle, he stopped. He was now confused at what he was seeing. The Fox stepped back and for the first time was becoming fear-full at the outcome of this encounter. He was now facing all three of them and their eyes blazed bright with purity and they were advancing on him. They were daring to challenge his superiority. ‘How dare they!’ he thought indignantly.
- Moxy charged into them, snapping left and right, but all he bit was the air, and again. He was pecked, bitten and scratched. Turning and panting he looked back and saw them behind him.
They were smiling and yet again they were advancing on him.
The Pheasant Romulus the Noble said. “I banish you from the Great Field.
… For all my People will cause a Flap if they see you!
… And know this Fox.
… I now know your Weakness! - We - Will - Hunt - You!”
The Silver Grey Rabbit, Mr Tumms’ said. “I cast you from our Warrens. All my Tribe will harass you, and make you confused. We will turn you in circles with large Rabbit Packs.
… We also know you and your ways.
… And will chase you, when we smell you.
… Never, will we run from you again, evil creature of the Night.”
The King of the Rat’s Rowl now said. “Never try to walk inside the Hedgerows again. My people will leave traps for you!
… I also, now see you; for what you really are.
… You will never threaten us Again!”
Moxy the red Fox; outraged at this. Charged into the group, but again they vanished like the mist. Only to reappear behind him once more. This time he had yet more scratches, pecks and bites on his side. And this time, they were deeper, and they hurt, a lot. Howling and snapping at his wounds he rolled over on the ground. Recovering himself he sprang to his feet. He was in pain, but he stood proud again. He was bigger than them!
- He could take them!
- He shook out his fur, ready to slam into them once more, but what he saw, frightened him greatly and his paws began to shake in fear. In front of him the three Kings were advancing confidently on his position, forcing him backwards.
- They, were attacking him? - How dare they!
He lunged again lightning quick, but he missed them yet again and this time the wounds on his side and down his back leg hurt greatly. His paws were now shaking uncontrollably and he stared dumbly into the gloom, panting with fear. He turned his head and saw them behind him. These small creatures had pecked him. Scratched him. Bit him.
- And had easily avoided him.
- They had defeated him.
- These small creatures were faster and stronger than him. He realised in that second, that he had lost and was frightened by them.
- In pain from his scratches, pecks and bites he ran off.
- And was never seen again!
Teamwork.
Mr Tumms’ the Great Rabbit Leader, smiling; looked down at Rowl. The King of the Rats, smiling himself. Looked up at the Pheasant; Romulus. Who was also smiling back down at the Great Rabbit Leader.
They had lived, they had defeated that Fox. There was nothing they couldn’t do. If they all worked together.
The War Dance.
By now darkness had, finally fallen.
The Great White Night Disk : Who was the sister of the Great Yellow Day Disk, was slowly making its appearance over the tops of the trees. It was currently hovering over the Great House at the end of the Great Field.
Romulus, King of The Pheasants looked at it across the field. Then began Screeching and Howling, and Dancing Backwards. He was now shouting at the Great Moon that he was the rightful ruler of the Field. In his dance he proclaimed his domination over the Field and he told ‘the World’ : Of the ‘Banishment, of the Fox!’
The Evening NEWS.
All the animals that had gathered to watch the Boxing Match earlier stopped what they were doing. In their Burrows; and deep Warrens; and in the dense Hedgerows they all heard his Proclamation, and his tale of what had just happened with the Fox.
Quietly and with confidence at the news of the Foxes banishment they went about their Business of putting their children to bed for the night.
- Because Tomorrow, would be a better day.
Reflections.
The Rat King, the Pheasant Ruler and the Great Rabbit Leader looked at each other and nodded in satisfaction. They had done well tonight and were content. One by one, they left the road and followed their people back to their Nests, Warrens and Deep Holes.
- As they walked, the bright glow faded from their eyes.
The Intrusion.
On the Great West Road. Another travelling machine with its lights on full, raced along it into the night. The Ghost of the Good Witch Glenda had withdrawn from the Kings of the Great Field and was by now hidden again inside the mist.
She looked with curiosity at the receding red lights of the very fast travelling machine made of metal. Through the minds of the Animals she had just been in, they referred to them.
- As ‘Cars’.
- That the men of this age drive!
[ Cars ] : She considered shaking her head. Weird name for the coaches and wondered where the horses were kept? Looking at it travelling down the road she realised that there was a lot she didn’t know about this new age she found herself in. The strange form of transport was just one aspect, and it was a dangerous one at that.
… Glenda realised that it was only by good fortune, that Remus the Dirty wasn’t killed by the first one that came racing down the Great West Road.
Following Trouble.
Still looking at the car, Glenda noted that this one had its powerful running lights on. It illuminated the road as it travelled. If the first one had had them on, then Remus the Dirty might have seen it in time.
Glenda followed the cars progress, as it sped further up the road. Then jumped slightly as she saw bright red lights appear on the rear of it. Had it crashed? … or blown up? … she thought.
- In the next second, the car slowed down, very fast.
‘Oh! … They are red braking lights’ she thought amused.
Then she saw the car turn up the old track that led directly to the Great House.
- The house that was built at the end of the Great Field.
Glenda realised, that it was following the other one.
- The one that had recklessly raced down the road earlier.
- The one that had run over the Pheasant : Remus the Dirty : Almost killing him in the process.
Throwing caution to the wind.
‘I will find out what’s going on up there at the Big House.’ thought Glenda : the Ghost of the Good Witch. In a second her ghostly form spread itself out very slowly at first across the valley floor. Then picking up speed travelled across the Great Field towards the Large House. Glenda wanted to see what the men in the travelling machines called cars; were doing in there!
- Because, she reasoned. ‘It couldn’t be good!’
A fishy tale.
Inside the Great House in the Library and on a very tall, wobbly stand, that was called ‘a Pedestal’, was a large round goldfish Bowl. Inside it, lived two very tiny Goldfish. Whose names were Peter and Paul. They were currently arguing over the idea of visiting the other side of the huge glass goldfish world they lived in.
Peter had said that it was too dangerous to travel round to that side of the bowl, because they didn’t know what lived there.
Paul had said earlier that day. ‘That they should do it’. But as usual Peter had told Paul that the time wasn’t right and that they should sleep on it. Paul had considered this and accepted his wise words on the subject.
… And so it was agreed. Yet again!
… That ‘the Great Adventure’; on visiting the other side of the world would be put off till tomorrow.
… When it was light.
… When they could get an early start.
… And be fresh for the Sea Trek.
… When they had, had a good nights sleep.
… When in the light of a new day they could discuss it further.
… When they could get their provisions together.
… When they could write out a list.
… When they could think it through properly.
Currently in the dark they were discussing what they would need for the long Journey when all of a sudden, the light of the Library was turned on. In surprise they both saw ‘the Master’ of the house rush in.
He was opening and closing his mouth like he was breathing. The Goldfish found his actions amazing, but were constantly amazed that he could even live out there in that Poison. Peter had tried to breathe the stuff, the air on top of the water once; and felt quite ill for several hours after.
Returning their attention to the Master, they saw him coming over to their world. Perhaps he was going to feed them? But they both knew it was to early to be fed. In amazement they watched him reach high above them and began taking books out of the shelves.
In his haste he dropped some of them carelessly next to their home, which was the huge glass Bowl they lived in. Unknown to them, was the fact that it was balanced precariously on that tall stand. If they had known that, then perhaps they would have been more worried, but they weren’t.
The impacts of the books hitting the floor made their world shake violently. Peter and Paul enjoyed the rumblings that echoed through the water and squealed in delight when another book hit the floor, sending shock waves through their glass bowl.
- Then their enjoyment was over.
The Master of the house, who was also called ‘the Professor’, stopped pulling books off of the shelves behind them and walked over to the other side of the room. Where he began taking lots of Books off the shelves there. All the while he did this. He was opening and closing his mouth, faster; and faster.
Peter and Paul then saw in amazement, that he didn’t put them away, but left them all over the floor and piled them up on the small table. He even made a huge stack of them on his desk!
They knew that ‘the Lady : Master’. that cleans, would be very upset when she saw that mess. They had seen her several times over the months telling the Master off for making, a ‘Mess!’
- But this ‘Mess!’ he was leaving now was a lot worse than the ones he usually left.
Peter and Paul, tutted, like the Lady Master cleaner did.
Then the water of life they were in, rumbled violently again as the doors at the end of the Library were flung open.
- They then saw several other Masters come rushing in.
Master Stroke.
Peter said. “… Those Masters that have come bursting in, are like the one who feeds us!”
“These Masters!” said Paul. “… Are not like the Master who gives us food. They are called ‘Men’, and not ‘Masters!’… ”
Peter was impressed at Paul’s knowledge.
Paul and Peter then quickly scurried back to the safety of the small castle that was in the middle of their glass goldfish world.
In here, they felt safe.
And from here, they looked on in wonder as the Men rushed into the room. From here they were amused as one of the Men fell over an opened Book left on the floor.
Peter still laughing, looked back at the Library Doors and tutted again as he saw that the new Men were letting the precious heat out.
- They had left the doors wide open!
The Uninvited Guest.
Glenda the Good Witch. Now in mist form. Slowly glided into the Great House from the open front door. From there, she gently flowed into the open Library, where she saw the goldfish Bowl; precariously balanced on its pedestal, but her eyes were drawn towards several men arguing in the middle of the great room.
- Standing quietly as a shadow in the corner.
She watched and listened.
All in a bother.
The Master of the House was called ‘Professor Good’; and he had rushed back to his home in the hope of recovering the secret Government papers before the spies got to them first.
He had noticed that he was being followed earlier and had given them the slip in town that afternoon, but when he went home he knew he was being followed again and had to act fast.
In the Library the Professor was panicking.
He was looking high and low for all the papers when three secret Agents came barging in, and one of them was a very big man wearing an old Black Coat. The Professor knew him to be a Bully, but he just knew all three of them were bad Men, by his standards.
The smaller bad Man dressed in a Brown Jumper told the Professor to sit down. The big Man behind him wearing that old Black Coat said that he should do it.
Or he would tell him off and make him cry.
- That bothered the Professor.
He didn’t want to be ‘told-off’, and that spy looked as if he could really do it. The Professor sat quietly. As the Professor looked up at the bad Man who looked like he could really tell him off. One of the other Men came over to him, and looked down at him as he sat there.
Introductions.
This Bad Man was dressed in a black Suit, white shirt; and wore a dickey bow tie. He said quietly; and with a soft Scottish Accent. “Hello Professor Good. We know who you are! My name is Bond,
Jimmy Bond : Professor! …
… And I work for my Governments Secret Service.
… We know you have the Secret Papers!
… So? Professor!
… Where are they?”
The Professor jumped up and said nervously. “I can’t find them. I’ve looked, but they’re not here!
… Look, see for yourself?
… I’ve searched high and low and can’t find Them! … ”
The Spy called Jimmy Bond looked hard at the Professor. Then at the big Man in the dirty Black Coat. He was now behind the chair the Professor was standing in front of. “M: … ” for that was his name. “M!” Jimmy Bond said. “If he moves, or attempts to escape then you are to tell him off and make him cry!”
M: nodded. He wasn’t very bright.
Jimmy Bond then made the Professor sit back down in his chair. He then told the other spy called Q: wearing a brown Jumper. To tie him up to stop him escaping whilst they all looked for the Secret Papers.
The spies called Q: M: and Jimmy Bond then set about looking around the room for the Secret Papers.
Nowhere fast.
With despair at the Job ahead of them. The spies looked at each other, then at all of the books that were scattered all over the floor and across the coffee table.
Jimmy Bond shrugging his handsome shoulders then began to open books from the shelves. He got his Hench men called Q: and M: to do the same, but with the ones on the floor.
After several minutes of fruitless searching the spy Jimmy Bond realised they were wasting time and glanced back towards the Professor. Whom he saw was smiling. “Humm!” he said to himself, then walking back to the Professor he said. “I don’t believe you ‘Professor Good’… . I think you made this mess to throw us off the scent. I think you know where the Papers are!
… And I do not think they are hidden in these Books!”
Professor Good was still tied up on the chair. His smile now gone and his face was hardened. Shaking his head he said. “I hid them here somewhere, but I can’t find them!”
Jimmy Bond said calmly. “NO! … I do not think you did.”
Deal.
For a long time Jimmy Bond looked down at the Professor. Then as if coming to a decision, said. “… I am going to give you to the count of ‘three’. To tell me where the Plans are, before I tell my man behind you to untie you.
… And I will leave you alone with him.
… After I walk out of Here!
… He will take you away from this place. Your Home.
… And he will put you in a Submarine.
… And from there.
He will put you in Prison for a long, long time!
Or!… ” Jimmy Bond said slowly considering his words. “… OR!
… You can give us the Papers now.
… And we will be on our way.
… And we will leave you alone.”
Deal, or no Deal.
“No!… I won’t give them to you!” shouted the Professor, but as he said it. He considered that he didn’t want to be put in Prison. Nor did he want to be told off by that Big Bully behind him.
“One!… ” said Jimmy turning away and slowly walking towards the open doors.
“… But I can’t find them!” wailed Professor Good.
“… Two!… ” said Jimmy Bond harshly turning to look at the Professor for one last time.
The Big Man behind him called M: walked round to the front of the chair and began to untie the Professor.
The Professor looked at the ropes being untied and began to sweat. “No!… ”. the Professor shouted again. “… I don’t know where the Papers are.” And looked over and into the hard eyes of the Agent dressed in a Posh Black Suit; called Jimmy Bond. He knew that this bad Man would indeed have him taken away from here; and the one behind him called M: Would lock him up!
… Forever!
“… Last… . Chance… . ‘Professor.’… ” said Jimmy Bond slowly. Then went on. “When I count to the next number. It will be the number that my friend here, will know to release you; and take you away. I will not be able to help you from that point.
… Speak now Professor.
… Or forever, be held in Jail… ”
Jimmy paused then said. “… Are you really ready to go to Jail?”
The Professor said nothing and just looked from Jimmy, to the big Man called M: next to him who was still slowly untying the ropes. He then looked back to Jimmy Bond again. The Professor was frightened.
Jimmy Bond cleared his throat, then turning went to walk out of the Library door; saying. “OK! … Professor! … You’re a Hard Man, but its your choice… . Ther : Ree : eee’!!! … ”
Open the Box.
“No! … Wait!” shouted Professor Good. “I’ll tell you! … I’ll tell you where they are! - Please don’t make me go to that Jail.
… Let me go and I will open the safe!
… That’s where I’ve hidden the Secret Papers!”
Jimmy Bond nodded to the big Man in the dirty Black Coat who was called agent; M: He was still besides the Professor and grunting continued to untie him. Then using his amazing strength. He pulled the Professor into an upright standing position. In the meantime the Agent called Q: dressed in that brown Jumper walked up to the pair of them and said hoarsely to the Professor. “No tricks… . Or my friend. And associate here; will be forced to take you away. Immediately!” and pointed to the open Library doors. The Professor looking at the doors swallowed nervously.
M: behind the Professor also looked at the open doors and grunted. He wasn’t very bright. The Professor looked round at him and swallowed hard again, then wailing replied to Agent Q: “No Tricks. Honestly. I’ll open the safe. It’s in the other room. It’s in my study. Follow me please!”
Jimmy Bond nodded to Q: who pushed the Professor forward.
- With the Professor in front of them they all walked out of the Library, but in silence. Unknown to the men. The shadowy form of Glenda the Good Witch followed them.
- By now she was fascinated, as to what would happen next.
The Plans.
Nervously, Professor Good fiddled with the safe combination. The safe was hidden behind a painting of a Horse that was hanging alone on the wall in his private Study.
His great big wooden desk was in the middle.
A huge ornate fireplace was opposite and had a good fire burning in it. The cleaning Lady earlier; had lit it before she left for the night.
Professor Good looked round at it, and smiled to himself.
… Opening the Secret Safe he pulled out several rolls of Papers and handed them to the spy Jimmy Bond. Who rudely snatched them off him.
“It’s rude to snatch!” said the Professor.
Jimmy Bond went Huff! And told the big Man M: to keep an eye on him. He then gave the papers to Agent Q: who unrolled them and spread them out, on Professor Good’s Massive Desk. The spy Q: and Jimmy Bond then bent over the desk studying the Plans, but both men had confused looks on their faces.
… They couldn’t read them.
Jimmy stood back up. Scratched his chin; looked over at the Professor standing with his back against the fireplace. Then looked back down at the papers again. At that moment the spy called M: walked over to the plans to have a look as well.
He had taken his eyes off Professor Good.
The Escape.
That was the moment Professor Good had been waiting for. He pushed the big spy forwards onto his desk, and onto the other Agents. Professor Good, then pressed a secret lever in the wall behind him.
A door opened up behind the roaring open fire.
… In a flash the Professor stepped over the flames and was gone. A fraction of a second later the Secret Agents had disentangled themselves and spun round ready to grab the Professor, but with a click, the hidden door behind the fire closed and they were staring at a roaring fire; in the fireplace that none of them could get near.
“We have to find that secret lever!” shouted Jimmy Bond. Then all three began pressing areas of the ornate fireplace. Q: started pulling Books off the shelf above the fire. Whilst M: hit the fireplace with his fist, but that Secret Door behind the fire wouldn’t open.
The Professor was gone.
… He had disappeared into a Secret Passageway.
Foiled Again.
Jimmy went back to the desk and picked up the Papers, then turning to his Agent called Q: said. “It’s no good. These Papers he has given us, are rubbish! … Professor Good has given us the slip for the second time today. And these are not the Secret Plans at all. Quick men we must find him. Spread out and search the House.”
The spy called Q: spoke saying. “No Wait!
… This is a big House and we would be wasting our time.
Which is what I think the Professor wants us to do.
… He is Devious! … And not to be trusted.”
Jimmy Bond in a calm voice said. “… But we have to get the real Papers, at all cost! … The Enemy must not get their hands on them, or our country would be in a lot of trouble!”
At this Glenda listened to them carefully.
The Truth comes out.
Jimmy Bond went on. “… Yes; the Professor was good at giving us the slip like that! We knew that Professor Good was a double Agent; and we almost caught him.
… And retrieved those Plans he stole from the Government.
… Trouble is he could be anywhere now!
… If he goes back to ‘the Enemy’; with the Plans.
… We will be in trouble and they will pay him a lot of Money.
… If we sent him back without them.
… As I wanted to do.
… They would have put him in Jail for a long time.
… And he knew it!
… But Now?
… What can we do?”
All three men just scratched their heads.
The Pursuit Begins.
The Ghost of Glenda the Good Witch, on hearing this; moved into the fireplace and flowed over the roaring fire. It didn’t bother her, because she was a ghost. Testing the bricks, on the other side of the fire by the wall. She found the gaps, and slowly. Oh! - So slowly, moved through them.
- But this trick, wasn’t easy, even for her.
Behind her in the room she could hear the Men talking.
The Agent called Q: said loudly. “Remember there is an old Phone box in the Road we saw coming up to this place. I bet he’s going there to call the Enemy Agents to rescue him.
… And I bet he’s hidden the Papers in that Secret Passageway.
… He’s played us for fools.
… Again!”
The Agent called M: grunted. He didn’t say much!
The Reformation.
On the other side of the wall, inside the Secret Passageway the ghost of the Good Witch Glenda reformed herself into her normal Ghostly shape. She heard what the Agent Q: had just said and realised that she had also been played as a fool.
She could have stopped him from escaping, but didn’t, and the Good Witch Glenda screamed loudly in frustration at her stupidity.
Stand Back.
All the men stopped talking and stared in horror at the fireplace and the unearthly sound that just came from it.
“What in God’s good name was that?” Said Agent Q: stepping back from the roaring fire and the large fireplace.
“Unknown!” said Jimmy Bond nervously “But we’ve got to get those Plans back at all costs!”
Agent Q: wailed. “We will never get back to that old Phone Box in time to stop him!”
M: Just Grunted again.
“We have to Try!” Jimmy Bond said. “Come on Men!” and ran out of the Library.
- He was followed by his secret Agents.
The Frightened Man.
A long way down inside the Secret Passageway. Professor Good suddenly stopped running at hearing that unearthly scream behind him. In panic he looked back, alarmed. He felt he was being followed, but all he saw was the dark passage-way stretching out behind him.
- Fighting down his feelings of unease, he ran quickly on.
Normality Returns.
The small fish came out from the safety of their Castle. In relief they watched the Men leave.
“These Masters are Mad! … Running around like that!” commented the goldfish Paul.
The other goldfish called Peter said. “Not Masters, but Men!”
“Oh! Yes; I forgot!” replied Paul.
The silence in the Library returned. And Paul noted that at least the main doors were now closed. After a while their distraction was forgotten. They both agreed that they had more important things to do; and started discussing the great trip around to the other side of their bowl world; again!
… They had a lot to plan.
The Pursuit.
Glenda, inside the Secret Passageway; tried to calm down. It didn’t work, she still felt annoyed at her stupidity. Drifting down the tunnel she stopped by the Professors Other Study.
… The Other! … ‘Secret One’:
She looked curiously in.
It had a Box with wires coming in and out of it. The dials on it were very bright and the Box was buzzing loudly. For a second she thought she could hear voices coming out of it.
Then it turned itself off.
… She looked at it confused because she didn’t know what it did.
Also in the Office were a lot of books and papers scattered all over the floor and on the desk. Most of the papers were marked with the words : ‘Top Secret’.
Seeing all the secrets the Professor had gathered over the years made her even angrier. She screamed again, but a lot louder this time in her banshee like voice.
‘That felt better’ she thought, and finally calmed down.
Taking stock and looking round she quietly moved out from the Professors secret study and continued on down the long dark passage.
The Professor stopped again at hearing another scream behind him and looked back for the second time, but this time instead of just seeing the dark. He saw a faint glowing mist, that seemed to be slowly moving down the passageway in his direction.
Glenda flowed silently behind the Professor and almost caught up with him. She could see he was sweating nervously as he ran to the end of the tunnel, but in her ghostly form she couldn’t touch him.
She could only watch and wait to see what he did next.
The Professor ignoring the feeling of unease. Pulled a leaver down in the wall and a secret door opened.
- Moonlight flowed through it.
Glenda could see where the secret door led.
- It came out at the rear of the Great Field.
She saw with amusement the Professor take off running across the Great Field. Glenda ignored him for the moment.
- He wasn’t going anywhere fast.
It was, after all; a very big field.
Looking down.
She needed to see what was happening around the area.
Rising up as only the mist can, she looked down and could see the Agents in their metal ‘car’.
- Seems that it wouldn’t work!
One of them had the front flap of the car up and was shouting to the others to, ‘Press the Pedal Down’. Smiling she thought. ‘Horses were much more reliable’. With that she rose even higher.
- The Great Field; was now far, far below her.
In the distance. She saw another metal car racing down the Road towards the House. It was travelling in the direction of the House and heading straight towards the Agents below. She noted, that the car she could see in the distance had pretty lights sweeping around theirs, but she knew it would be many, many minutes before it arrived. As she slowly descended, to continue the pursuit of the Professor. Glenda, the Good Witch, noticed another metal car, below her. It had stopped on the slip road by the side of the Great Field.
- It was a good way from where the Professor was running.
- She also saw that it didn’t have its running lights on.
- But did see some men standing around it.
- She ignored them.
The Fog.
Professor Good ran as hard as he could across the Great Field. He had the plans hidden in his top pocket and had used the Radio in his Secret Study to call for Help. He knew that the stupid Secret Service Agents, would think he would try to use the old Phone Box, by the Great West Road; to call for assistance in escaping.
But he didn’t need to.
- He had other plans.
Currently he was running towards the Great Stone located in the middle of the Great Field. From there. He would get his bearings. For his plan to work he had to get out of the Great Field through one specific Wooden Gate.
- It would lead into the slip road.
Where they were waiting for him.
- The Professor smiled and thought. ‘By the time the Agents realised they had made an error. He would be long gone; with his friends from the other Country. Who would pay him a lot of money for the Plans he now carried.’
Lay Lines.
The Ghost of the Good Witch Glenda as a fast flowing mist.
Followed the Professor quickly along the ground.
- As she followed him Glenda became confused.
He wasn’t running towards the Old Phone Box as the Agents in the Professors Study said he would.
- What ever an ‘Old Phone Box’ was? She thought.
The Professor was running in the wrong direction to get to the main road. He was running towards that old Stone. Then she had an idea, and thought it had something to do with that bright Box thing with its wires she had seen in his other Secret Study. She reasoned that Professor Good must have used it to contact the Enemy Agents. They must have been the voices in the Box she heard before it had turned itself off. In that moment she realised that they were the men she had seen standing by that car in the slip road.
- And in that second, she knew what he was doing.
Smiling to herself now. Glenda grew into a really thick fog and began to surround the Professor as he ran.
The Professor found to his surprise that he was suddenly surrounded in a dense Fog Bank and soon lost his sense of direction. As he ran in the thick fog he found that he had missed the Great Stone in the middle of the Great Field.
- He must have run right past it.
- He panicked, and ran even faster.
- He knew, that eventually, he would come to the main road, and the quicker he got out of the field. Then the faster he could find the enemy Agents; and escape, but he was getting out of breath as he ran blindly in the thick Fog. And as he ran, he became more, and more frightened, as he realised he was completely lost. Then the Professor heard an unearthly noise behind him and it made him scream in fear, but he ran on.
Glenda the Good Witch, using her unearthly voice called the Rabbits to her. Instructing them to jump out in front of the Professor. Frightening him into turning in the direction she wanted him to go.
The first Rabbit skirted past the Professor and it made him jump with fright. As he ran he veered off to the left. Then an other one ran into his leg, and he turned left again.
- The Professor, getting exhausted couldn’t understand it.
The stupid creatures in the field kept getting in his way. They kept running at him out of the thick fog making him Jump with fear. At one point he fell down and when he got back up it felt like that foul noise was behind him breathing down his neck, threatening to get him.
- In terror he got up and ran even faster.
He thought he was running in the right direction, but wasn’t sure and his legs were getting tired. It felt like his boots had iron weights in them and the ground seemed to be saturated and wetter than usual.
It was like he was running across a muddy field.
- Instead of a nice, dry; flat grass meadow.
Glenda now as a thick fog, surrounded the Professor and guided him towards the old Phone Box, but the Agents still hadn’t arrived. So for good measure she ran him in circles, and as an added bonus as a thick fog she softened the ground the Professor was running on.
Making it harder, and harder to run on it.
- The Professor was wearing himself out.
As the Professor ran, he began to slow, and slow, and slowed right down till he was crawling. Then in total exhaustion. Professor Good slumped down on the ground puffing and out of breath.
He needed to rest and couldn’t run anymore.
The ground he noted was hard, and in that second. He realised he was laying on the Great West Road, but by now he was too exhausted to move.
- Then the Fog around him was gone.
The point where Glenda had forced him to stop. Was the exact point where he had nearly killed the Pheasant : Remus, earlier that evening.
Professor Good still breathing hard, was lying flat out in the middle of the road and unable to move. He then lifted his head and heard, then saw a car racing up the road towards him.
It was a Police Car : With its lights blazing.
- Behind it was another one.
He just knew that it was the Secret Service Agents.
- They had finally found him.
He realised that it was the spies that he had given the slip, in the Great House. They had caught him, and the papers he had stolen; would be safe. He groaned at all the money he could have got when he sold them to the enemy.
Winded.
Out of breath and panting hard, he considered that all of his plans were foiled. He had been run to ground, by a Bank of Fog and some mindless Rabbits frightening him. As he listened to the Police Car come screeching to a halt in front of him. He heard a strange cooing’ sound to his right.
Even though he was exhausted.
- He managed to slowly turn his head towards it.
- What he saw terrified him.
It was a Ghostly figure of an old Woman, and she was waggling her finger at him, telling him. “He was a very bad Man!”
The Professor began to scream hysterically as the Ghost started to walk towards him. Even though Professor Good was exhausted by his run through the Great Field. He managed to find the energy, and still panting heavily climbed to his feet. Then ran straight into the arms of two very strong Policemen.
- Who firmly held him.
Being very firm, and very serious. They told him he was, ‘Under Arrest’. Turning him round firmly. They restrained his arms and hands behind his back with their Police : Hand-Cuffs.
“There’s a Ghost following me in the thick Fog!” the Professor blurted out and looked back, but all he saw was the Great Field bathed in bright moonlight.
“… Of Course There IS!” said one of the Policeman Kindly.
By now Jimmy Bond, Q: and M: had arrived and had also screeched to a halt. Jimmy Bond walked up to the Professor. Then looking at the Policemen said. “I am Secret Service!” and showed them his ID card.
- They both nodded in respect.
Reaching into the Professors pocket. Jimmy Bond took the Secret Papers from him.
“There was a Ghost following Me!” the Professor blurted out again, then said “… And.
… It.
… She.
… Was an old Woman.
… Who can turn herself into Fog!
… And it controls the wild Rabbits.
… They were all around me!”
Jimmy Bond looked at Professor Good, and said. “You’re over worked Professor. What you need is a nice Rest! … OK?” Then looking at the Policemen said. “… Officers. You can take him Away!”
“But there is a ghost.” The Professor protested. “And its a ghost of an old Woman. - She’s an old Hag! - And she was chasing me!” Professor Good was heard to say this as he was locked inside the back of the Police-Car.
“Yes of Course!” said Jimmy Bond and laughed, As did Q: and M: Even the two Policeman laughed.
- None of them, of course, believed him.
Seeing the Light.
Through the side window of the Police-Car. Professor Good looked out in despair. All of his plans were in ruin. Staring out of the car glumly he saw the flashing lights of the Police-Car sweeping across the Great Field.
As he looked at that light.
He saw the Ghostly figure of the old Woman.
- She was right next to the police car window looking in at him.
It made the Professor jump to think she was that close.
- Smiling at him Glenda turned away.
Professor Good shaking now saw the old woman walk back into that vast field. Watching her closely. He saw that she turned, then looking directly at him, smiled again. Professor Good shuddered in fear at that smile. Then the Professor saw the old Woman stretch out her arms, and yawn. Professor Good in rising horror now, saw her slowly sink back into the ground.
- And as she did, she winked at him.
With that the Professor started to scream and didn’t stop screaming till he was nice and safely locked up, in a comfortable Cell at the Police Station.
Reflections.
Jimmy Bond, Q: and M: watched the Police car racing away with Professor Good in the back.
“We were Lucky that time!” said Jimmy Bond holding the Secret Papers.
“Indeed!… ” said Q:
“… Durr! :- Just :- what :- was :- that :- about :- Ghost’s?” said M: who spoke this very slowly.
Jimmy Bond said quickly. “Ravings of a mad man.
… Who has seen.
… The Error!
… Of his ways.” He then looked up at the nice new Red Sign that had been hammered into the ground in front of the Great Field.
On it. It read.
New School, being build here in Spring. It’s name will be :-
[ ‘________________’ Junior School. ]
Teachers and Parents Note:
Replace the ‘____________’ with the name of your School here.
- If you think they can take the Joke.
Thanks for reading, Jessica.
End:
Feedback: email address: Jessica@b92.co.uk
Copyright: Mrs Jessica Simpson 2013. All rights reserved.