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Dedication

This is for all the kids who struggle at school, or have dyslexia like me. 
Never lose hope. Believe! 
You have the power to see things in ways no one else will! Find your way, just like Billy.

The Billy-Boy Way!
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Meet Billy and his friends.
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Prologue

‘Right! Who wants a story? Whose turn is it to  pick our book tonight?’ I asked.

One excited hand shot up – Jesse, as usual – followed by another slightly less enthusiastic response from his twin sister, Autumn.

Jesse loved bedtime stories, especially if it meant that he got to choose the book to read alongside me. Autumn was much less keen. It wasn’t because she didn’t enjoy stories, but reading just didn’t come as easily to her as it did to her brother. I understood exactly how she felt, but I didn’t want her to give up.

‘Autumn, love, why don’t you pick tonight?’ I suggested gently.

‘Dad, you don’t understand! The words get jumbled up and dance around on the page. I can’t focus – it’s so frustrating,’ she replied, tears welling in her eyes. ‘Mrs Jackson thinks I’m naughty because I tap on the table when I’m trying to read, but I need to do it to help me concentrate.’

‘Don’t cry, darling. I struggled with reading when I was younger, too, but if we keep practising it will get easier. Besides, stories are about sharing imagination and wonder, not getting all the words right.’

Autumn wiped away a tear, then piped up with a hopeful question: ‘Dad, please can you just tell us a story from your head tonight?’

‘Yes!’ said Jesse eagerly. ‘An exciting one!’

‘Full of adventure and magic!’ added Autumn enthusiastically.

‘Hmmm …’ I pretended to think. ‘An exciting and magical adventure?’

There was a silence full of anticipation from the kids.

‘OK, maybe I’ll tell you a true story about something that happened back in the eighties, when I was about your age.’

Autumn scrunched up her face. ‘That’s FOREVER ago! How could that be exciting?!’

‘Hey! You cheeky monster! Listen, I’ve been saving this story for just the right time. Because really it’s supposed to be a secret … so you have to promise me that you won’t tell anyone about it. This is just between us, OK?’

Autumn and Jesse nodded, and so I settled down to begin my tale.

‘Let’s get started …’
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Chapter 1:The Day It All Began

‘Billy! Time to wake up!’

Billy snuggled further down under his duvet, trying to shut out the voice that was stirring him from his perfect dream about the most delicious bacon bap …

‘Come on, Billy. It’s Saturday! You know what that means?’

‘No school!’ Billy shouted, jumping up, all thoughts of sleep instantly forgotten.

‘Yup, no school,’ his mum said, nodding. She kissed his cheek and pushed his floppy blonde hair out of his face.

In her hand was a plate with crispy smoked streaky bacon in the softest, fluffiest roll, which explained Billy’s yummy dream. His mum made the BEST bacon baps! The secret was to have red and brown sauce – that way you could dip the roll, muddling the two sauces together to create the most magical taste sensation.

‘You know what, Mum?’ Billy said with a smile, grabbing the roll. ‘I think today is going to be a good day.’
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Billy lived in a small village in the countryside called Little Alverton, with his mum and dad, above a pub called the Green Giant. It was at the top of the hill that overlooked the village. Weekends were always really busy in the pub, which meant freedom for Billy and usually spending time with his three best friends in the whole wide world: Anna, Andy and Jimmy. The four had always been inseparable – they did everything together: racing each other on their bikes, making up games together, and just generally mucking around and having fun.

Billy had known Anna the longest and they had been best friends from the moment they’d met. Anna was fearless, fiercely loyal and knew how to make Billy laugh even when he was in the worst of moods. Somehow, just being around Anna made Billy feel braver and bolder.

Andy had been the next to join the gang. Billy loved that Andy was always himself and happy in his own little world. Andy was also the only person Billy knew who loved food almost as much as he did – although his friend’s huge appetite often led to unfortunate, and sometimes explosive, side effects!
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Then, a couple of years ago, Jimmy had moved to their village from London (‘a Cockney’, he called himself – not that the others really knew what that meant) and the three best friends quickly became four. Jimmy was energetic and full of life, but also seriously obsessed with nature – so much so that he’d earned the nickname Nature Boy! Jimmy had taught himself everything there was to know about animals, insects and plants and was thrilled to be out of the concrete city he used to live in and finally surrounded by nature.

He’d shown his friends loads of things right on their doorstep that they’d never even realized were there – he believed you could find a garden safari under every leaf and branch. Jimmy’s favourite phrase was: ‘Look closer and pay attention!’ He always said that if you did that you could discover the most amazing things.

And Billy? If you asked his friends, they’d say he was loyal and kind with the biggest heart. He always tried to put himself in other people’s shoes and understand how they saw the world. Billy also LOVED tools and gadgets. When he wasn’t with his mates he was usually messing about in his treehouse trying to fix broken things or turn them into something new. He might not always end up with exactly what he’d planned to make but, even so, Billy’s inventions always seemed to come in useful.
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It was because of Jimmy’s fascination with nature that Billy and his friends had recently made it their mission to discover as much of their village as possible. But there was one area that they were yet to explore … Waterfall Woods. It ran along the edge of the village and went on for miles and miles. No one ever went in because it was surrounded by a tall flint wall, which made getting in and out nearly impossible. But, even if the wall hadn’t been built, most people in the village would have avoided the place because there’d been tales for years of strange happenings and dangerous creatures.

The stories were made all the worse by old Wilfred Revel, whose garden backed on to the woods. Day after day, Wilfred would stand by the gate of his wonky, run-down cottage – the old gatehouse – and warn people not to stray too far from the road or wander into the woods.

Billy had once overheard his mum and dad talking about Wilfred losing something he loved a long time ago. Billy wasn’t sure what they’d meant, but couldn’t ask, as he’d have to admit he was eavesdropping! All the children (and some grown-ups) in the village were scared of Wilfred, but Billy wasn’t really frightened; he just felt sad that the old man seemed so lonely.

Anyway, about a month ago, there had been a HUGE thunderstorm, and the next day, when Anna had been walking her dog, Conker, she’d discovered a secret way over the wall. The storm had caused an old elm tree to topple over, and Anna – who was always the first one to get stuck into any kind of adventure and loved to climb trees (almost as much as she loved beating the boys at football!) – hadn’t been able to resist investigating. She’d found a particularly useful branch that you could pull back, bend and wedge into place while you climbed on to it. Then, when you released it, the branch would catapult you over the wall, where you could gently drop on to a nice soft patch of moss.

Anna had been really excited to tell Billy, Jimmy and Andy about it, and the very next Saturday they’d spent the whole day practising getting over the wall and back again. There was definitely a knack to it, and they all ended up with quite a few scrapes and bruises. Even Andy, with his fear of heights and trees, had managed it eventually – though he took some persuading to actually let go of the branch once he was over the wall …

Getting back from the other side had also proved pretty tricky, until Jimmy had the idea of stacking some fallen branches on that side of the wall to make for an easier exit.
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They hadn’t gone any further that day, but now that they had this nifty way in, Billy had decided that it might just be time for them to explore the woods and find out if the stories were true. With a whole Saturday of freedom ahead of them, today was the day for adventure!

‘Any breakers, any takers – this is Thunderbug looking for a copy. Over.’ Tscccchhhhh. Billy’s walkie-talkie crackled into life with Jimmy’s voice.

It had been Anna’s idea to save up for the walkie-talkies (after getting into trouble with her parents one time too many for running up huge phone bills), and Billy had worked out how to link them up to her TV aerial for extra power, range and clarity.

‘Thunderbug, this is Beefburger One,’ Billy said through a mouthful of bacon bap. ‘Guys, I think we should go into the woods today. Let’s not just bounce over and back – let’s explore! Over.’

‘What about those stories of the dangerous creatures? There must be a reason people don’t go in there. Over,’ said Jimmy.

‘Sassy Cat receiving … Just got back from my paper round,’ came Anna’s voice, clearly out of breath. ‘I think it’s a great idea! Over.’

‘Copy, Sassy Cat,’ replied Billy. ‘Come on, Thunderbug – we’ll be fine if we stick together! Over.’

‘But … Andy’s on holiday, so we’re not all together. Over,’ Jimmy countered, still trying to wriggle out of the plan.

‘He won’t mind. Come on – let’s do it! Sassy Cat, see you at yours in fifteen and then we’ll head to Thunderbug’s! Bring some lunch! Over and out,’ said Billy, signing off before Jimmy could protest any further.

Plan agreed, Billy quickly scoffed the rest of his bap, then raced round his room, getting ready. He rammed his backpack full of extra supplies (making a quick stop at the pub kitchen, of course, to sneakily grab some tasty grub for later), before running to get his BMX bike.

It was a sunny day, and he sped down the hill, away from the pub and towards Anna’s bungalow, where she lived with her adoptive family. Billy was happily doing bunny hops and wheelies down the road, singing his heart out (though, to be honest, wailing might be a better description) when out of nowhere a half-full bin bag came flying through the air and smacked him right on the back, covering him in stinky bin juice. Billy fell off his bike on to the grass, scuffing his knees and headbutting a tree.

Through a starry haze, he saw a pair of big boots striding towards him, and he looked up to see Bruno Brace, a boy from school who was a known bully. Ironically, his teeth were so wonky that he had to wear a big metal brace to push them back in line.

‘Oi!’ shouted Bruno. ‘Stop riding your stupid bike past my house and stop making that awful noise! It’s so annoying! Don’t ever cycle past my gate again, understood?’

‘Come on, Bruno.’ Billy sighed as Bruno towered over him. ‘Everyone uses this road; you can’t just pick on me.’

‘Yes. I. Can!’ Bruno growled, giving Billy a shove. ‘You’re far too happy. You really get on my nerves. Get lost.’
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Bruno turned his back and clomped away.

Billy dabbed at his sore, bloody knees, then got back on his bike and cycled on to Anna’s.

‘Hey, Billy!’ Anna said as her friend swerved to a stop in front of her. ‘You OK? Pwah! You smell a bit funny. And you look a bit sad.’

‘I’m fine … Bruno threw a bin bag at me – all because I rode my bike past his house singing a bit,’ said Billy.

‘Why is he always picking on you?! Do you want me to go and sort him out? I’ll do it,’ Anna said, getting fired up.

‘No, let’s just forget it and go have some fun.’

‘Come on then, Billy,’ Anna replied with a smile, giving him a little hug.

The two of them sped off on their bikes, arriving moments later at Jimmy’s. An almost picture-perfect house in the middle of the village, it even had a lovely little stream running alongside it. Jimmy was always out by the stream catching stickleback fish, newts, frogs and all kinds of other wonderful things to study.

A few weeks ago, Jimmy’s BMX had been squished by a tractor right outside his house. With Billy’s help, Jimmy had done his best to fix it by putting racer wheels on it from his dad’s bike, but it looked ridiculous and only lasted a week before it had broken completely, leaving Jimmy totally bike-less.

As his friends drew up, Jimmy jumped on Billy’s stunt pegs for a backie.

The friends rode through the village – houses and people a blur as they whizzed along the road. They passed Wilfred Revel’s cottage, and Billy spotted the old man standing at his gate as usual.

‘Be careful, you lot!’ Wilfred cried. ‘Keep out of trouble …’

The three friends gave each other a quick nervous look, and Billy couldn’t help but let out a sigh of relief as the old man’s voice faded behind them. However, any anxious thoughts about what might be lurking in the woods were soon forgotten as they reached the elm tree and excitement about the adventure ahead kicked in.

Stashing their bikes out of sight in a ditch, they scrambled on to the springy branch and catapulted over the wall into the woods.

‘We need to follow nature’s path,’ Jimmy told his friends, taking the lead. ‘It should take us somewhere really interesting.’

‘Nature’s path? What do you mean?’ asked Billy.

‘Yeah, I can’t see any paths, Jimmy,’ added Anna.

‘Remember what I always say? Look closer and pay attention, you slimy catweeeeasels!’ replied Jimmy, using one of his favourite teases. ‘See there, in the undergrowth? There are lots of little paths created by animals using them over and over. Those are the paths of least resistance.’

Anna and Billy squinted at the ground and, lo and behold, they could see interlinked trails leading into the woods made by deer, rabbits and badgers.

‘Wow! You’re right – look at them all! Let’s follow this one,’ suggested Billy. He started to head along a well-worn path that seemed to be calling out for him to follow.

‘I’ve always wondered why it’s called Waterfall Woods,’ Anna said as they walked. ‘I’ve never seen a waterfall around here, and these woods are as flat as a pancake.’

‘Probably the same reason our pub is called the Green Giant,’ said Billy. ‘It just sounds good. I’ve certainly never seen a green giant, or any giant, for that matter.’

Not far into the woods, they came to a huge gnarly old oak tree that had a big black scar down the middle of its trunk.

‘How come it’s all burnt like that?’ wondered Billy.

‘It’s been hit by lightning, but from the looks of it a very long time ago,’ Jimmy guessed. ‘I reckon it’s stayed standing because it’s a really old tree – look how wide it is.’

He turned to the tree and did something that Anna and Billy were not expecting …

He gave it a big bear hug!

Billy laughed. ‘Jimmy! What are you doing?’

‘You’ve got to hug a tree when it’s this old. It’s mega!’ said Jimmy. ‘Come on – give it a go!’

Anna and Billy looked at each other and shrugged. Why not?

Anna went first, giving it the quickest of hugs because she felt a bit silly. But Billy decided to really go for it, approaching at a run and jumping with arms and legs outstretched, landing high up and squeezing the knobbly tree with all his might.
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Then something incredibly weird happened. As he was hugging the tree, Billy felt an odd sensation zip through his body – like the tingly static shock you get when you rub a balloon and it makes your hair stand on end, or the crackle you feel in the air before a thunderstorm – just for a second, then it was gone. He leapt down from the tree.

‘Did you feel that?’ Billy asked.

‘Feel what?’ replied Jimmy.

Billy’s friends looked confused. Maybe he’d imagined it.

‘Never mind,’ he said. ‘Come on – let’s get going.’
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‘You know what’s weird,’ said Anna. ‘All this time I thought that Waterfall Woods was pretty flat, but, now that we’re actually inside it, somehow it seems different.’

Billy nodded. He’d been thinking the same thing. They’d been walking for about half an hour since they passed the old oak tree and, instead of a flat and even path, they were definitely heading uphill.

‘Yeah,’ agreed Jimmy. ‘Maybe it’s some kind of … optical illusion or something that means from the outside you can’t see how hilly the woods really are.’

‘Hmmm. Maybe …’ said Billy. Was that really possible? That hills could somehow be hidden from sight like that?

They carried on walking, the hill getting steeper with each step. Finally, they reached a clearing at the top, which looked an almost unreal green, giving them a brilliant view of the woods below.

‘Does that optical illusion idea of yours explain why the woods also seem so much bigger now we’re in them?’ Anna asked Jimmy.

‘Never mind that,’ said Billy, all thoughts of unease gone as his rumbling stomach took over. ‘This is a perfect picnic spot. It must be lunchtime by now, and I’m starving!’

They sat down and pulled out their packed lunches. Thanks to Billy’s morning raid of the pub kitchen, he’d made sandwiches with spongy fresh bread spread with creamy butter and filled with delicious smoked salmon. Just as he was about to dig in, he realized that Anna and Jimmy were staring at him.

‘What’s that pink stuff?’ Anna asked.

‘It’s smoked salmon – we use it in the pub all the time. You wanna try some?’ Billy replied.

‘I don’t think I’ll like it.’ Jimmy grimaced.

‘Try it – honestly, you’ll love it,’ Billy said, as he ripped off two chunks for his friends to taste.

Anna and Jimmy looked at their own sandwiches – ham for Anna and jam for Jimmy – and decided there was nothing to lose, so they stuffed the chunks into their mouths. As they started chewing, suspicion turned to pure joy as the taste of beautiful smoky fish filled their mouths, and big smiles grew across their faces.

‘Swap you?’ they said eagerly at the same time.

‘Oh, come on, guys – you’ve got your own lunches,’ Billy replied.

‘Pleeeeeease?’ asked Anna with a smile. ‘You know you want to, Billy! You dooooo!’

‘Oh no, Anna … don’t!’ Billy said, knowing what was coming.

‘You dooooooo,’ Anna said again, giggling. She formed her hand into the shape of a bird’s beak and pretended to attack Billy, pecking his neck with it.

‘You doooo!’ Jimmy sang, joining in with a laugh and feeling glad that Billy was on the receiving end of Anna’s signature pecking move for once!

‘All right, all right – I give in! We can share,’ said Billy, passing them some of his lunch.

Anna and Jimmy exchanged smug smiles and gratefully accepted Billy’s offering. Anna went to take a great big bite …

‘Stop!’ Billy cried.

‘What?’ she asked with mild annoyance.

Billy grabbed a lemon wedge from his bag, opened the sandwich and squeezed it over the salmon, before squashing the sandwich back together again. ‘Now try it.’

Anna took a large, satisfying bite – the combination of soft white bread, creamy butter, smoky salmon and tangy fresh lemon was incredible.

‘Yum! It’s so flipping good!’ she exclaimed. She loved it so much that her giant smile stretched from ear to ear.

Just at that moment, there was a loud buzzing noise – zzzzzwwwwwwooooooooffff!

‘What’s that?’ said Billy, looking around.
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The noise grew louder … and closer.

Anna let out a yell and pointed in the air, all thoughts of food forgotten. ‘Look … It’s a t-t-t-tiny person!’

‘Oh, don’t be daft!’ Jimmy scoffed. ‘It must be a dragonfly or another insect of some sort.’

Billy felt something land on his shoulder. Slowly, he turned his head and, sure enough, sitting there was a miniature person … with wings! Billy was astonished. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Surely this had to be a dream!
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‘Close that mouth, young ’un. My name’s Basil – whos is you and whats is yous lot doing in my woods?’ said the creature in a little voice with a lilting accent.

‘Wow! A fairy!’ said Anna in amazement.

‘Excuse me – I’s not a fairy, I’s a Sprite,’ Basil said, flying from Billy’s shoulder towards Anna. ‘Everyone knows that fairies isn’t real – they is mythical. But us Sprites, we is magical.’

‘But Sprites and magic aren’t real either …’ said Jimmy, although he had to admit that Basil did seem to be very real indeed.

‘Yeses, we is,’ huffed Basil. ‘And these is our woods, so never mind whos I’s am. Whos is yous?’

‘I’m Billy,’ said Billy. ‘And this is Anna and Jimmy. We’re kids. We’re human kids. We didn’t mean to upset you. It’s just that we’ve never seen a Sprite before.’

‘I’s never met a hooman before,’ admitted Basil. ‘So I understands yous being confused.’

That made Billy stop and think. He and his friends must have seemed as odd to Basil as he did to them!

Billy and Basil looked each other up and down.

‘Have you got a tail?’ asked Billy.

‘No. Yous?’ asked Basil politely.

‘No. What about toes?’ replied Billy.

Basil nodded. ‘Yes, toes. Six. Yous? Any wings?’

‘Ten toes, no wings,’ said Billy.

‘Ten toes! That’s disgustin’. What yous needs all them for? And what do yous calls these?’ Basil asked with a frown, tugging at Billy’s T-shirt.

‘Clothes,’ Billy explained.

‘Us Sprites always dress to impress – seasonal fashion,’ Basil replied proudly, standing tall with hands on his hips to show off his outfit, which was made from the best that summer had to offer. ‘Why doesn’t yous wear stuff like this?’

Billy laughed. ‘I’m not really sure! I guess we’re just different from Sprites, just like all humans are different. Anna’s got wavy curls, Jimmy’s got tight curls, but my hair’s floppy. And you wanna see my dad – he’s got no hair!’

‘Sprites is all different too – but no hair? He must get nippy …’

The air around them started to hum and sway, and in just a few seconds, hundreds – maybe even thousands – of Sprites appeared in the clearing. They tugged at the kids’ clothes, pulling and towing the three friends deeper into the woods.

Billy, Anna and Jimmy looked at one another, not sure what to make of this turn of events. It felt like the start of an exciting adventure, but what if the Sprites were up to no good? Billy thought of the village tales of dangerous creatures in the woods. Surely they couldn’t be about the Sprites? They all seemed so nice!

‘Where are you taking us?’ Billy asked with a nervous laugh.

‘To our home,’ Basil replied. ‘We needs to speak to Chief Mirren about yous being here. She’s our leader – she’ll know what to do.’

Billy, Jimmy and Anna tripped, stumbled and ducked their way through the trees, guided all the way by the flurry of Sprites. The woods seemed to go on forever in all directions, like a completely different world. Billy had wanted to explore, and they were certainly doing that!
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Suddenly the Sprites stopped pushing and tugging.

‘We is here,’ said Basil.

‘Where?’ Anna asked.

Billy was confused, too. Basil had said he was taking them to their home, but there was no sign of any kind of village or town.

‘Remember to really look,’ Jimmy said, staring at something in the trees.

‘You is right,’ Basil said to Jimmy. ‘The best things is hidden till you really tries to see them.’

[image: ]
Billy looked harder at the trees in front of them, and all at once he started to make out the most beautiful little huts made from twigs hidden among the branches. As more Sprites popped out to greet them, the tiny houses began to glow with lights and activity. It was amazing!

‘Welcomes!’ announced Basil over the shrieks and yelps of the Sprites, who were pointing at the children and marvelling over their giantness.

The kids were equally amazed at the sheer number of little Sprites in front of them: old ones, young ones, some with hats, some in boots – a whole community emerging from the trees.
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Basil was flitting here, there and everywhere, proudly introducing his new friends to as many of his Sprite family as possible.

‘We needs to bring Chief Mirren to see yous,’ he said, flying down to land on Billy’s shoulder. ‘But till then, while yous is all here with size on your side, it be unspritely not to give you a job or three.’ He winked at them and smiled.

‘Of course, we’d love to help!’ said Billy.

Anna and Jimmy nodded excitedly, just as keen to see more of this amazingly magical world.

And so the friends got to work.

Billy collected big branches and helped to clear away dense undergrowth, saving the Sprites weeks of lifting and backache. Jimmy helped to shore up dams in the river with rocks, which to the Sprites were as big as mountains, while Anna-No-Fear scooted up trees to help the Sprites harvest the juiciest mulberries from the tree tops. Instead of picking them one by one, she shook the branches from up high, and the Sprites caught all that beautiful berry bounty in their baskets.

‘The bestest berries used to be down the valley by the river, but this year they hasn’t grown at all,’ Basil told Anna as she climbed back down to join her friends.

‘Do you know why?’ Anna asked.

‘We’s not sure,’ Basil said with a concerned frown. ‘It’s not just the berries. Other fruit and flowers is not good either. We’s managin’ to use preserved foods from last year to help with supplies, but if somethin’ doesn’t change soon, it’ll be trouble on the horizon. It’s like the Rhythm has gone offbeat.’

‘What’s the Rhythm?’ asked Jimmy.

‘The Rhythm is the most important thing of all,’ explained Basil. ‘It’s how we stays alive and in harmony with the woods. We can do what we wants to do and be what we wants to be, but only if we all play our part in the Rhythm. And every livin’ creature has their own responsibilities. Us Sprites grinds the lava rock and scatters the minerally dust into the river, so that it can flow right through the land. And every year when it floods, all that goodness gets everywhere. Us Sprites feeds the land, and the land explodes with happiness and gratitude, and in return it looks after us,’ he said, as he rubbed his belly and gave a whoop.

‘So what does yous three hoomans do for the Rhythm?’ he asked.

There was an uncomfortable silence as the three friends looked at each other and realized they hadn’t thought about the world like this before. They weren’t sure whether they were doing anything useful at all.

‘We’re just kids,’ said Billy. ‘We have fun and go to school … I guess we leave that to the grown-ups, to be honest.’

‘Being young’uns is no excuse,’ replied Basil. ‘It doesn’t matter how old you is. We alls got to respect the land – everybody and everything has to work together to keep the Rhythm in harmony. You needs to be careful, otherwise you ends up like those Boonas.’

‘Boonas?’ asked Billy, wide-eyed.

Meeting a village of Sprites was mind-blowing enough, but now Basil was saying there were other magical creatures like Boonas, too?

‘Yes. The Boonas lives further down the river, and they’s always a bit grumpy, but in the last few months they has gone wild! They is gettin’ a bit scary, to be honest, even tryin’ to trap Sprites. They says they wants to eat us! We’s havin’ to be ever so careful. Chief Mirren says we needs to be on Sprite alert.’

‘Oh no!’ said Jimmy. ‘That doesn’t sound good.’

‘I knows.
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Jamie Oliver

is a global phenomenon in food and campaigning, selling
over 48 million books worldwide. He started cooking at his
parents’ pub (the inspiration for the Green Giant in this
book!) at the age of eight. When he left school, Jamie
began a career as a chef that led him to the River Café,
where he was spotted by a TV producer. Jamie now lives
in Essex with his wife Jools and their five children.
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Monica Armino

is a Spanish illustrator. She graduated in fine arts and

is based in Madrid. She has published several books with
various publishers and agencies in Europe and the USA.
Monica also works in the animation industry as a character
designer, background artist and colour and texture artist
for feature films and pre-school TV series such as the

award-winning Puffin Rock.
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