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Disappearing Act
Chapter Two – Trampoline
[bookmark: _GoBack]

Listen to chapter two and think about the characters you’ve met so far: Chapter Two OR read it yourself / readalong:




What are your first impressions of the characters? Can you think of three adjectives to describe each of them?

Nicky: 		_____________________________________________________________________

Edward:	_____________________________________________________________________

Cassie:		_____________________________________________________________________

Cucumber:	_____________________________________________________________________

Mrs M:		_____________________________________________________________________

Your task is to create your own character by answering the questions on the sheet below. Refer back to the diary page you made yesterday and imagine the person writing the diary is your main character. Remember: you don’t need to print out the sheet, a piece of plain or lined paper will work fine.




Use your imagination to answer the questions, but, if you’re struggling, dig out some books again. For example, I spent ages trying to think of a name for Cucumber until, finally, I grabbed a dictionary and then opened the fridge and found her!
There’s a box for you to draw your character, you could try a stick figure, a portrait or a collage (cut out pictures from an old magazine - remember to check with an adult it’s okay to cut them up), and see what you can create.
If drawing is not your thing, try writing a description. Imagine you’re telling a friend or family member about them, what would you say?

Challenge: Can you fill in a character sheet for each of your characters? Hopefully, like my diary example, they bumped into others on their adventure.
image3.emf
Cassie's guide.pdf


Cassie's guide.pdf





image1.png




image2.emf
Chapter Two.pdf


Chapter Two.pdf


1 
 


 


Trampoline 
 


Inside Number 8, Apple Blossom Crescent, Nicky 


Dealer backflipped off the end of his bed onto the soft grey 


carpet. Number 8, where Nicky lived, was identical to all 


the other houses. Towering, three-storey red brick buildings 


separated by fences. In front, paved driveways parked shiny 


modern cars while huge gardens, big enough for swimming 


pools and trees, spread out behind. 
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Perched on top of a hill, Apple Blossom Crescent looked 


down into the valley where Station Road snaked through 


the shops in the centre of town. It was much busier below 


with the hustle and bustle of people buying everyday stuff, 


only becoming quieter as the road continued onwards, past 


the old hospital. In the distance, if Nicky looked hard 


enough, he could see the top of the leafy, overgrown trees 


that shielded the crumbling hospital building and, if he 


looked even harder, the high stone wall that surrounded it. 


But he never looked. He never looked because everything 


he wanted was right in front of him and as a keen gymnast, 


he had more than enough space. He really was a fortunate 


little boy. 


The summer holidays had just begun and that morning, 


as soon as he’d woken, he’d cartwheeled across the landing 


into his older brother’s bedroom. With his birthday only a 


week away he’d finally decided what he wanted. 


“Edward!” he shouted, spinning into the room. “Are you 


awake?” 


“Mmm mmm,” came the mumbled reply from the 


brown mop of hair that poked out of the bedcovers. 


“Great, I need to speak to you.” 
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His brother didn’t reply. 


“Ed!” Nicky yelled while launching into a handstand and 


walking around the room on his hands. 


Edward pulled the covers down, feeling for his glasses 


on the bedside table. 


“Morning Nicky, you okay?” he asked, tilting his head to 


one side and trying to focus on his upside-down brother. 


“Oh, I am Ed. I had the most amazing dream.” 


Nicky flipped back onto his feet, wiping his shaggy 


blonde hair from his eyes. 


“It was brilliant. I was bouncing on clouds like they were 


trampolines and I want to ask Mummy to get me one.” 


“A cloud?” teased Edward while yawning. 


“No! A trampoline!” replied Nicky, a note of frustration 


sounding in his voice. “Where is she?” 


“Sorry Nicky, Mummy’s going away on an important 


business trip so she won’t have time for you to ask her 


today, but she’ll be back tomorrow, it’ll have to wait until 


then.” 


Edward pulled himself out of bed as Nicky’s shoulders 


drooped disappointedly. He wished his mother wasn’t 


always so busy. Her company, Dealer & Sons, found work 
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for actors, celebrities and pop stars who, she said, were 


more demanding than children. That meant, as she 


catapulted from one business meeting to the next, the 


incapable Claudette cared for them. 


Unsuited to being an au pair, Claudette had originally 


plodded into Mrs Dealer’s office in search of something 


that would make her famous, but seconds into the audition 


it became abundantly clear she had absolutely no talent. 


Luckily, Mrs Dealer desperately needed help and with 


nothing to fall back on, Claudette had accepted on the spot. 


So, while the boys entertained themselves, she spent hours 


in front of the television, dreaming of becoming a star. 


Nicky stood for a moment, pondering the size and 


colour of the trampoline he’d ask for, while picking his nose 


and eating the bogey. 


“Shall I get breakfast?” Edward chuckled. “You seem 


hungry!” 


Nicky grinned sheepishly before wiping his finger on his 


pyjama top. 


“Okay,” he said, pushing past and sprinting towards the 


stairs. “Last one down’s a stinky egg!” 


In the kitchen, Edward placed bowls on the counter and 
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filled them with Honey Tubes while Nicky tried to read his 


mother’s newspaper. 


“Is this right? M.i.s.s.ing…missing…ch.i.l.” 


Edward swooped over and moved the paper out of his 


reach. 


“Might be better to practise reading with storybooks, 


some of that stuff can be scary.” 


Ding dong! 


The doorbell chimed and they heard their mother’s 


footsteps hurry down the stairs. After a short, mumbled 


conversation, the noise of the hoover drifted up from the 


hall and a few minutes later their mother dashed into the 


kitchen, her heels click clicking on the tiles. She was like a 


whirlwind, already dressed for business in a white trouser 


suit, her immaculate blonde hair bouncing in soft curls 


around her pretty face. 


“Morning, my lovelies,” she beamed. “The cleaning 


lady’s here now, she’ll be in charge until Claudette gets back 


from her night off. I’m sorry but I must dash, I love you my 


darlings, stay out of trouble and I’ll see you tomorrow.” 


She hugged them as best she could, her hands full of her 
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briefcase and overnight bag, before plonking a big pink-


lipstick kiss on the top of Nicky’s head, and one on 


Edward’s cheek. 


“Bye Mummy, we love you too,” they chorused back, 


with mouths full of Honey Tubes. 


After she’d gone, both boys wrinkled and wiggled their 


noses; she’d slightly over perfumed as usual. 


Nicky looked at his brother dejectedly. 


“I really wanted to ask her today,” he sulked. “I’ve 


decided I’d like a rainbow coloured one.” 


Edward laughed while rubbing the sticky, glossy lipstick 


from his cheek. 


“I know Nicky, but she has to work. Maybe I can send 


her an email later? There’s no need to be sad; remember 


we’re having a picnic for lunch. Let’s get changed and go 


outside.” 


Nicky, delighted at the prospect of a day spent in the 


garden, sprang up and cartwheeled towards the kitchen 


door. 


“Race you upstairs, whoever’s the slowest at getting 


dressed can make it,” he shouted, knowing full well Edward 


would let him win. 
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Within a matter of seconds, both boys were in t-shirts 


and shorts hurtling back down but as they reached the 


bottom of the stairs, Edward put out a steadying hand. 


“Slow down,” he whispered. “Don’t forget the cleaning 


lady’s down there, Nicky.” 


Apprehensively, Nicky’s big blue eyes looked up at his 


brother. 


“Don’t worry, we’ll keep out of her way,” Edward 


smiled. 


“But she looks so mean, like the crossest, crabbiest crow 


I’ve ever seen and she’s always scowling. I bet she’d suck 


me up in her vacuum cleaner if she could!” Nicky’s words 


tumbled out anxiously. 


“She’s fine, you’re being over-dramatic,” Edward 


replied, patting him reassuringly. “Mummy wouldn’t leave 


us with her if she wasn’t okay. Come on, let’s try to get past 


without getting spotted. We can pretend it’s a game.” 


The boys peered around the bottom of the stairs. The 


backdoor seemed far away with the cleaning lady blocking 


their path. 


Dressed in her usual black housecoat and matching 


cleaning-lady headscarf, Nicky was right; she was made of 
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nightmares. A shadowy figure ready to make you scream 


until your hair turned white. Her sharp bony face was 


covered in wrinkles like a dried-up prune that had sat in the 


sun for a month and she was always mumbling bad 


temperedly to herself. The boys watched as her dark beady 


eyes darted this way and that, scanning for specs of dust, or 


little boys, to destroy. 


 But, with no alternative route into the garden, they’d 


have to sneak past her. They waited patiently until she 


turned away from them. 


“Now’s our chance, Nicky. Don’t make a sound. I’ll go 


first,” whispered Edward. 


Tiptoeing through the hall, he made it to the door 


without being spotted before gesturing for his brother to 


follow. Nicky took the same route and got within a few 


yards when suddenly Mrs M spun around. 


Somewhat surprised by her swift movement, Nicky fell 


backwards, landing on her shopping trolley. It wobbled and 


tipped over, crashing to the ground and a small booklet flew 


out, sliding across the shiny floor. Nicky grabbed the trolley 


while Edward hastily retrieved the booklet. 


“Sorry,” they said nervously. 
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Mrs M eyeballed the quaking boys. 


“Whatever’s the matter with you two?” she replied, 


glowering at them through narrowed eyes. 


“Nothing, Mrs M.” Edward answered bravely and, 


taking a quick glance, handed the booklet back. 


As they stood in front of her, frozen to the spot, Nicky’s 


nose tingled. A strong smell of furniture polish clawed its 


way up his nostrils, adding to the tickle of his mother’s 


perfume. Instinctively, he raised his hand to his nose and 


began poking about. 


“Well, I think you’d better do ‘nothing’ somewhere 


else!” she snapped. 


Then, she turned to Nicky. 


“But before you do, I suggest you remove your finger 


before it gets stuck!” 


The little boy quickly obeyed but, on its tip, sat a large 


sticky lump of snot. He looked about for somewhere to put 


it but, with nothing to hand, popped it in his mouth. 


Mrs M scowled before gesturing with her duster towards 


the door, indicating that they were free to go. Then she 


watched as they disappeared into the garden. With the trap 


set, she allowed a sly smile to inch its way across her face, 
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something she only did when things were going her way. 






