[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ]
Disappearing Act
Chapter Three – Up a Tree


Listen to chapter three and think about how the story is unfolding: Chapter Three OR read it yourself / readalong:




Your task is to plan a story by answering as many of the the questions on the sheet below as you can. Remember: you don’t need to print it out, a piece of plain or lined paper will work fine.





Base it on the work you’ve already done; the character you created and the diary entry. There’s a box at the bottom of the page for ‘things you want to include, clues, brilliant ideas and crazy plans’. In this box, you can make notes about anything that isn’t covered in the questions section. If it is a detective story think of the clues your character will find along the way. If it’s a funny story maybe you want to include a good joke? It could be something or someone who appears later in the story, a sea monster, a friend, a ghost, or shop owner. It could be that you are challenging yourself to include something you picked from a book, maybe something odd, like a cheese wheel (yes, I do mean a wheel of cheese)! There aren’t any lines so, if you want to draw instead, you have space.
Challenge: Another way of creating a story is to draw a map of where the story takes place. Below is one I drew for Disappearing Act before completing the book. It helped me understand where my characters lived, what they saw around them, the places they visited, and how they travelled.




Draw a map for your story. Think about where your story is set, where your main character lives; is it in a village, town or city? It could be an entire kingdom, island, country or planet. Also think about places you’d like them to go; a library, a post office, a sweet shop, or up a mountain. What is around them; a cinema, an airport, a space station? Consider how it will look, some maps look flat like a road map, while others are 3D like a satellite view. Are you looking at it from the side, above or below? Is there anything underground?

Remember, if you prefer not to draw, try a collage or write a description.

Note: You’ll find loads of great maps in books if you need more inspiration.
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Chapter Three.pdf
Up a Tree

Cucumber climbed to the highest branch of the tallest
tree and deliberately started scuffing her shoes. She loved
them but the last few days had left her feeling very annoyed
so she’d taken her frustration out on the shiny patent
leather. Since Cassie’s accident, the adults had been
behaving strangely secretive and, as yet, The Boss hadn’t
asked her to take the starring role.

To add to the mystery, when she’d gone in search of

breakfast that morning, they’d been busy preparing a feast





the likes of which she’d never seen. Plates covered in cling
film were piling up filled with triangle-shaped sandwiches,
prawn cocktail crisps, cocktail sausages, slices of pepperoni
pizza, sweet popcorn, small pink wafers, oblong chocolate
biscuits, sugared doughnuts and rainbow coloured
cupcakes.

“Who’s this for?” Cucumber had asked, reaching up and
taking a slice of pepperoni pizza before hiding it in her
satchel.

“A special guest, my darling, why don’t you play outside,
it’s a lovely day,” was Bernard’s reply.

“Why are they coming here?” she’d tried again.

“You'll find out later Cucumber, now run along dear and
try not to get under our feet.”

They never had guests so, with no other way of finding
out what was going on, she climbed up the tree and started
spying on them.

Below her stood the old hospital. Once a glorious
building, it was now a shadow of its former self. The plaster
was cracking and large sections had crumbled off, lying in
heaps on the dry earth below. Some windows had complete

panes of glass, but the majority held shattered fragments or





were covered with ugly sheets of hardboard. The roof had
so many missing tiles it looked like a checkerboard and let
the rain in but, on the bright side, it provided the perfect
nesting place for Bernard’s doves.

Behind the main building was a wasteland of grit and
stones which had once been a car park. Mrs M’s grotty
looking caravan sat on its own in the far corner, as far away
as possible from the hospital. The Boss had left long before
Cucumber had woken, probably to one of her cleaning jobs,
and her lair stood silent and empty, its door firmly closed.

To the left were several outbuildings, held together with
rusty nails and glue, a forbidden place which Cucumber
often snuck into. In the distance, a scruffy hedge
botrdered an enormous field full of daisies. Harriet, the
youngest of the dogs, was playing below her, chasing her
tail.

Time ticked by slowly and boredom crept in so
Cucumber began plaiting a small section of her hair. It was
black and glossy but only reached to her chin so it didn’t
take long to finish. The little girl glanced down again and
was just wondering whether to give up and go inside when

Bernard came shuffling into view. Leaning forward, she





peered through the leaves as the old man placed a ladder
against a tree. Then, climbing to the top, he secured a
banner. Another adult appeared. It was Mrs S carrying cups
and saucers on her Zimmer frame. Considering she was so
ancient and had such a big load, it seemed miraculous that
nothing fell.

“You okay with that lot?” Bernard shouted over to her.

“Bernard, you old joker, course I am, years of practise,”
she chortled, laying the crockery out.

This made Cucumber laugh too until she remembered
she was cross.

Eventually, the other residents appeared. Mr I, bandy-
legged and supported by a walking stick. He looked about
102 years old. Mr D, dressed in a three-piece suit, complete
with an old-fashioned pocket watch on a chain. A slightly
younger Mr A, in a t-shirt and shorts and finally, Mrs D, in
a bright yellow boiler suit, purchased some thirty years
previously.

They began setting out tables and chairs which they
covered in bright blue fabric. Another few minutes ticked
by without incident until Mr and Mrs G arrived wearing

matching tracksuits in a deep shade of purple. Checking his





clipboard, Mr G began issuing instructions to his wife who
was busy polishing the cutlery.

“Make sure you’ve got a matching set, don’t want the old
goat coming home and kicking up a stink,” he barked.

“Darling, please try to relax,” she replied, “and please
don’t call Mrs M an old goat!”

“But she is,” he said under his breath.

Aunty H, her silver-white hair in rollers and fluffy
slippers on her feet, emerged from the old hospital. She was
carrying parcels wrapped in blue paper tied with gold ribbon
which she placed on the corner of a table.

As they worked, Mr and Mrs G continued to snap at one
another. Cucumber had never heard them speak like that
and it made her more determined to find out what they were
up to.

Once the preparations for the party were complete, the
adults huddled together and began talking in hushed tones.
Cucumber couldn’t hear them so she shuffled forward but
as she did, her legs wobbled and her bottom slid off the
branch. Her stomach lurched as she grabbed hold of the
branch with both arms, hugging it tightly. The adults

stopped talking and glanced over to where she clung on but





didn’t seem to spot her. After a few moments, they returned
to their conversation. Cucumber took a deep breath and
swung herself back up before clambering to the ground and
creeping under one of the covered tables. A few seconds
later Harriet, the dog, bounded in and, pleased to see the
little girl, started licking her face.

“Shhhh! Stop!” Cucumber soothed whilst scratching the
puppy behind the ears. “You’ve got to be quiet. I need to
find out what’s going on.”

Harriet carried on licking.

“...course, it'll be a success,” was the first thing she
heard Bernard say. “I know we haven’t done it for years but
it’s in our blood, we were born to it.”

“We were,” Mr G agreed, “but you’ve got to admit,
changing Cassie’s position could be dangerous, don’t you
think she could still do the routine, she’s got a little time to
recover?”

“I’'m sorry,” replied Bernard gravely, “but I don’t think
her leg can do the jumps and I’'m worried her arm won’t be
strong enough for the bit at the end. Let’s be honest, if it
goes wrong, it’ll be a disaster. I'm sad for the little mite,

she’s worked so hard but she knows the plan and I've





explained she’ll be sharing the spotlight. I've told her I'm
relying on her to get everyone into position.”

“You’re right Bernard, at least this way Cassie can still
perform,” agreed Aunty H.

“Absolutely, besides, I’'m sure we’ve been in worse
situations than this, haven’t we?” Bernard was trying to
sound positive.

Mr G looked at him doubtfully.

“Once Mrs M’s back we’ll see what she’s picked up and
then make the final changes, it’ll be fine.”

The others smiled, trying to catch his enthusiasm.

Bernard glanced at his pocket watch.

“We’ve got a few hours, let’s not waste them worrying.
We should put our feet up while we can.”

Everyone agreed and Cucumber waited while they
drifted back inside the old hospital before crawling from
underneath the table. The conversation hadn’t told her a
great deal, but she knew one thing. Whatever Mrs M was up
to, it was important.

Cucumber blinked in the brilliant sunshine as she
checked no one was watching. Then she raced across the

car park and slipped inside Mrs M’s caravan. Once there,





she took out her picture diary and carefully copied the

words on The Boss’s wall planner.

Reaching inside Mrs M’s wardrobe, she took out a long,

brown checked skirt and a purple shawl.






