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Disappearing Act
Chapter Four – Talking Bush


Listen to Chapter Four OR read it yourself / readalong:




Nicky isn’t behaving very responsibly, but this is a story and if he hadn’t agreed to go with Cassie, they’d be no adventure! Let me be clear about this, in real life, never go off with a stranger, no matter how old they are. 

Your task today is to write a postcard.

Write it from one character to another. Think how it will fit into your story. It could be they need help, they might even need rescuing? How about a warning, are they trying to tell someone about possible danger? It could be reassuring, telling their friend they are okay? Or, how about just plain silly, do they need to tell someone a funny joke they’ve heard, or about an amazing cake shop they’ve discovered, how about an alien they’ve befriended?

Or, if you’re stuck for an idea, write it from one character to another, telling them about their day.
And finally, as always, if you don’t want to write, do any of the above in picture form; draw, paint, collage on the postcard. Maybe you could describe your story by drawing stick figures on the lines.




Remember: you don’t need to print out the sheet, a piece of plain or lined paper will work fine.

Challenge: Write or draw a postcard or letter to a friend or family member, and, if you have a stamp, post it. You never know, they might write back!

If you find it difficult knowing where to start, begin by asking them how they are. Then tell them what you have been up to. Have a look at your picture diary from day one and tell them about some of your favourite things. Ask them about theirs. Also, don’t forget to tell them all about the amazing story you’re planning! There’s not much space on a postcard and you’ll be surprised how quickly it fills up.
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Talking Bush 
 


In the middle of the garden, arms held high, Nicky raised 


one leg and raced forward. Tucking his head in, he 


somersaulted up and over before bouncing back onto the 


balls of his feet. He focused and then launched into a 


cartwheel followed by another effortless somersault. 


Pleased with the routine, he pulled his body up straight and 


grinned, glancing over to where Edward sat in the 


treehouse. 


With Edward’s nose deeply engrossed in his magic book, 


Nicky could only see the top of his head. He wished his 
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brother would look up occasionally and give him feedback 


or even a little encouragement, but it was pointless. His 


brother didn’t have a clue about gymnastics and besides, he 


was happy in his own world, working out card tricks or how 


to saw people in half. Nicky hoped he’d never have to be 


his assistant! 


Ready for the next sequence, he was about to raise his 


leg when the bush nearest spoke. 


“Pssst!” it said. 


He stared at it for a few moments but it didn’t move, 


didn’t make a sound, so he lifted his leg again. 


“Pssst!” it repeated. 


“Ed, the b-b-bush is talking,” he stammered. 


“That’s good, Nicky,” replied Edward, not paying 


attention. 


Nicky tried to concentrate, he’d seen a gymnastics 


programme on the telly about audiences and the ways they 


could be distracting. Examples had been given of sweet bag 


rustling or loud coughing but there’d been no mention of 


talking shrubs. Nicky knew he had to focus so curled into a 


forward roll before pushing himself off the ground with his 


hands. His body flew high into the sky as he flipped over 
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and landed back on his feet facing the bush. In front of him 


stood a girl. 


She was older and taller than him, possibly Edward’s age 


or even as old as a teenager. Nicky thought she had a wise 


face. He liked her eyes, deep brown, huge, kind and 


confident. 


“Hello,” she whispered. “You’re fantastic, aren’t you?” 


“Th-th-thank you,” he whispered back. 


“Would you like a sweet?” she asked, offering him the 


bag. 


“Th-th-thank you,” he whispered again, helping himself 


to a strawberry shoelace. 


“We have them all the time back at camp,” said the girl. 


“It’s part of the training regime, keeps our energy up.” 


“Training regime?” Nicky looked quizzically at her while 


chewing. 


“Yes, oh sorry, I forgot to introduce myself. I’m Cassie, 


from the Gymnastics Training Programme, pleased to meet 


you,” she extended her hand. 


Nicky shook it, he’d never heard of the Gymnastics 


Training Programme but it sounded grand. 


“I’m a talent spotter, we travel the country spotting 
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talent.” 


Then, she produced a clipboard from behind her back 


and began studying it. 


“I’ve been making notes and I think with a little work 


you might be suitable.” 


Nicky couldn’t believe his ears. 


“Me? Are you joking? That’s wonderful!” His response 


was enthusiastic. 


“Steady on,” replied Cassie, trying to calm the little boy. 


“You have to pass the exam first!” 


“Will I?” Nicky waited patiently for further explanation. 


“Yes, but there’s something I need to tell you.” Cassie 


leant in, millimetres from his nose. “The Gymnastics 


Programme is a secret, a BIG secret.” 


Then she glanced secretively left and right before fixing 


her eyes on his. 


“Other countries are desperate to know about the 


programme, so we need to make sure we can trust you.” 


Again, she checked before continuing. “First, you need to 


come to the camp and then, if you pass the exam, we’ll let 


your family know and you can join the team.” 


“When can I come to the camp?” he asked. 
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“Today, but…” she paused again, purposefully glancing 


towards the top of Edward’s head. “If he discovers you’ve 


gone, before we know it, ‘nee nah, nee nah’, he’ll call the 


police and the secret will be out.” 


Nicky looked at her earnestly. 


“Don’t worry, Mummy’s away and our au pair doesn’t 


pay any attention when she’s watching telly,” his eyebrows 


knitted, a look of concentration on his face as he considered 


his escape. “I’ll tell Edward I’m doing my homework and 


mustn’t be disturbed.” 


Instantly he knew, by the look on her face, he’d have to 


come up with a better plan. 


He thought again. “I could tell him I’ve got a business 


meeting?” 


Cassie raised her eyebrows, suppressing a giggle. 


“No, you’re right, that’s even sillier, I don’t have a job.” 


Nicky glanced towards the treehouse, waiting for a 


lightbulb moment. There was no way he was going to let an 


opportunity like this slip through his fingers. 


Eventually, PING, it came to him. 


“Wait there, I won’t be long,” he said, before 
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somersaulting across the garden, into the house. 


By the time he returned Cassie had settled back in the 


bush with a large toffee. He waited while she crawled out 


and then placed a postcard at the bottom of the treehouse 


ladder. 


“Can I have another sweet please?” Nicky asked. 


“Sure!” she said, holding out the bag. 


Wafts of caramel, liquorice, bonbons and sherbet filled 


his nostrils, it was a difficult decision but finally, he selected 


a big juicy toffee and popped it on top of the postcard. 


“But how can I get out of here without being caught?” 


Nicky scratched his head. 


“You’ll see!” replied Cassie mysteriously and began 


walking towards the back door. 


Nicky followed eagerly, oblivious to one small detail. 


The Gymnastics Training Programme didn’t exist! 






