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Disappearing Act
Chapter Five – Barking Up the Wrong Tree


Listen to: Chapter Five OR read it yourself / readalong:




Cucumber has just packed her pencil and scissors away but it’s time for you to get yours out!
Your task today is to create a mystery for someone to solve.
Fold a piece of paper into six or eight boxes and get story mapping from the plan you did on day 3. You can draw stick figures, collage or write a more detailed description, it’s up to you. I always start with the beginning and the end. Once these two boxes are filled in the other parts are easier to work out.
If you’re struggling with your own story, do it for a fairy tale, or one of your favourite books. 
Now cut up the sections and plan where you are going to hide them. Turn over the first one and write a clue where the next one can be found. Repeat for the other pieces. Remember to hide them in safe places in your home (places you are allowed to go, like in your bed). Once you have set this up, ask a family member to see if they can find all the clues. You might want to tell the story as they find the pieces or leave it to the end. One handy tip is to write the number order on the back of each piece before you cut it up, this will help when you hide them.
Here’s one I did from my example on day 3:





Note: I left a biscuit at the end so my detective had something to nibble on while I told them the story.
Or, write each letter of the title of your story on a separate square of paper and the clues on the back. Hide them and once your detective has found all the pieces, see if they can unscramble it once they’ve heard the story!
Challenge: Write your story!

And finally!
Well done on your excellent work this week. Writing and illustrating can be fun and I hope you’ve enjoyed using your imagination. Remember, there’s never one way to be creative; write, draw, paint, collage…the list is endless. Just know you CAN do it!

Now, if you fancy putting your feet up and listening to another couple of chapters here you go:

Chapter Six, Chapter Seven OR read it yourself / readalong:
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The Disappearance

Time whizzed by and Edward hadn’t realised how late it
was when he finally emerged from the depths of his magic
book. He’d been enjoying it so much that only the sound of
his tummy and the nagging pain inside made him stop
reading.

He’d been studying the book for months in the hope
he’d learn enough to become a professional magician. So
far, he’d taught himself two rope tricks, three card tricks
and one with balls and a cup.

A magician who used doves had written the book. Soft





and silent they flew across the stage until 'BAM', he made

them disappear in a great big puff of smoke. Edward
fancied having a go himself and for several weeks had been
feeding the birds in the garden. Fat pigeons had been the
most interested, but Edward wasn’t sure they’d be right for

his act. They crashed out of the sky, landing with a heavy
'DOFF’ when they hit the ground, not at all as graceful as a

dovel!

His tummy rumbled and Edward realised it was way past
lunchtime. Much eatlier he’d heard Mr and Mrs Groucher
from Number 16 arguing as they’d set off in their car. They
were an odd-looking couple; she towering over him like an
enormous bison wearing a flowery dress and a wig of great
big orange curls. While Mr Groucher reminded Edward of
a hyena. Stringy, furtive and greying around the edges.

They’d already driven off when he’d glanced up but he’d
spotted Mrs M disappearing around the corner at the
bottom of the road, dragging her shopping trolley behind
her.

Now, as he stood at the top of the ladder, it was much
quieter. The fluffy tortoiseshell cat that lived at Number 13

lay on the warm tarmacked road basking in the sunshine. A

2





squirrel hopped along the ground. A fat pigeon crash-
landed on the pavement, and a puppy raced from a bush.
Edward chuckled as it chased the tortoiseshell cat up a tree
and a little old lady stumbled from the bush after it. She
looked like she was trying to catch a bar of soap in the bath.

At the bottom of the ladder, Edward saw a postcard
lying on the ground. He recognised his brother’s writing
straight away but couldn’t make out the words. On top,
Nicky had left a sweet wrapped in gold foil and cellophane.
Edward held it to his nose and inhaled deeply, it didn’t smell
like 2 normal toffee; it was lemonier, with a hint of floor
polish.

“Odd?!” said Edward out loud, but he was hungry and
eagerly unwrapped it before popping it in his mouth.

Closing his eyes for a few moments he savoured the
flavour, it really was scrummy, creamy and not lemony at
all. Eventually, he opened his eyes again and found the
bush-dwelling old lady standing next to him. At her feet sat
the puppy, enthusiastically licking the postcard.

“No!” Edward cried.

Desperately he tried to retrieve the postcard from the

puppy’s slobbering tongue but it was too late, the words





were all smudged.

“Oh dear,” whispered the old lady. “Was it important?”

“I don’t know,” replied Edward. “I didn’t have time to
read it. It was from my brother.”

“Oh well, why don’t you ask him?”

Her head tilted upwards but he couldn’t see her face
inside the heavy shawl.

“I don’t know where he is,” he replied, distracted by his
brother’s disappearance.

“Well, you know what little kids are like, they’re always
escaping,” she gigeled girlishly. “I’'m sure nothing bad has
happened... anyway, I want to know if there’s a place to
buy a costume around here?”

“What?” he replied, confused by the question.

“I thought you might know where to get one, does your
mother sew?”

The old lady waited for an answer, but Edward was
already walking away.

Then, remembering his manners, he turned.

“I’'m sorry but you must excuse me. I need to find my
brother, he’s only small and Mum likes me to keep an eye

on him.”





“While she’s making costumes?” Edward didn’t reply, so
she tried again. “I’'m sorry but I really must know. I have a
bus to catch.”

Edward glanced at the top of the hill.

“You mean that one?” he said, pointing at the bus
making its way slowly back towards Apple Blossom
Crescent.

The little old lady let out a tiny shriek before dashing
across the garden, the puppy scampering behind.

“You didn’t tell me your name.” Edward called after her.

The little old lady spun round.

“Oh, it’s Cuc...” she hesitated while scanning the
garden, her eyes coming to rest on the vegetable patch. “I
mean Cabbage, yes that’s it, Mrs Cabbage.”

“My mum doesn’t sew, Mrs Cabbage,” Edward yelled.

“Blast!” she replied.

As she reached the gate, Edward noticed a tiny piece of
paper flutter from her pocket. He called out, but it was too
late, she’d already gone.

Back inside the house, Edward told Claudette that he
and Nicky were playing hide and seek. Then he worked

meticulously through each room checking and re-checking





but by the time he’d reached the last one, he had to admit

his brother had disappeared, completely and utterly.
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The Party

Mrs M’s journey back to the old hospital took several

hours. The weight of the children inside the trolley meant
she couldn’t get on the bus without raising suspicion so she
had to walk all the way. But it didn’t bother her and she
strutted up Station Road like a determined flamingo.
Nicky was amazed how clean the inside of a vacuum
cleaner bag was and to begin with he sat quietly. However,
with every jolt of the trolley, Cassie’s elbows dug into his

ribs, making him wince. To distract himself, he started





nervously asking questions.

“W-w-where a-a-are w-w-we?”” he stammered.

“Where? Where do you think we are?” Cassie laughed.

“W-w-we’re inside the v-v-vacuum c-c-cleaner, I c-can’t
b-b-believe it! H-h-how?”” Nicky spluttered.

“Bernard invented it, you’ll meet him soon, it’s the best
feeling ever isn’t it, being sucked up by the vacuum? Now
stop wiggling, we’ll get back faster if you relax.”

Nicky tried, but excitement continued to bubble up
inside him.

“Will all the gymnasts be there?” he whispered.

“Sort of,” Cassie replied mysteriously. “Now sssshhbh!”

As the journey continued, Nicky listened to the rumble
of the street outside. Engines revved, cars beeped and
occasionally he could hear people chattering. Eventually, it
grew quieter, and they stopped.

“Where are we?” Nicky asked for the second time.

“Home!” shouted Cassie, unzipping the bag and
jumping out. “Come on, Nicky, everyone’s waiting!”

Once alone, Nicky felt anxious. His tummy growled, and
he began to think about the picnic Edward had promised

him. Breakfast had been a long time ago. Nervously he





picked his nose whilst wondering whether his brother had
found the postcard and a twinge of worry and another
rumble made his tummy twist.

Cassie’s head shot back in.

“What’s the matter, Nicky?” she asked kindly.
“Everyone excited to meet you, they’ve made tea, and the
band’s ready to play.”

Nicky held her hand tightly as he crawled into the
daylight and slowly rose to his feet. Blinking in the
afternoon sunshine he gazed left and right and then back
again. In front of him stood a line of old people, their
beaming faces putting him at ease. Behind, balloons and
streamers hung in the trees, framing a large blue banner. It
said, ‘Welcome Nicky’.

“Wowl!” he exclaimed. “Is this for mer”

One of the old people stepped forward, a gentleman
with great, big, grey, bushy eyebrows and twinkly eyes.
Immaculately dressed, he wore clean, pressed trousers and
a woollen tank top. He smelt of shaving foam and he’d
combed his shiny, grey hair straight back over the top of his
head.

“Hello Nicky, I’'m Bernard. Thank you for coming to see





us. Can I get you some food?”

“Oh yes please, Bernard. I'm starving.”

Nicky’s tummy rumbled again as Bernard crammed his
plate with treats and handed it to him. He took a bite out of
a doughnut covered with chocolate icing and tried not to
stare as Mrs M packed the vacuum cleaner back inside the
shopping trolley.

“Don’t feed him too much, Bernard. He needs to stay
light on his feet,” she snapped.

Bernard winked at the little boy and eased himself into a
battered old armchair, patting a small deckchair next to him.

“Come and take a seat young man, we’ve got a lot to talk
about,” he said warmly.

The band began to play. Mr A, on guitar, twanged while
Mrs D, on saxophone, swung. Mr G kept time, drumming
out a jaunty pace. Nicky couldn’t help but tap his feet in
time to the music.

“What do you think?”” asked Bernard.

“I think it’s wonderful,” Nicky replied, a great, big
cheesy grin on his face.

As the party continued, Nicky told Bernard about his

family. It made him happy to think of them, but also a little





homesick. All the time he wondered when he’d hear about
the training programme and, more excitingly, when he’d do
the exam Cassie had mentioned.

With dusk settling, Aunty H approached, her arms full
of presents.

“We’ve got a few bits and bobs for you, to make you feel
at home. You’ll need them later so why not open them
before it gets too dark?”

Inside the first parcel was a set of pyjamas which he
rubbed against his cheek, they were fluffy, the fluffiest he’d
ever felt and they smelt of lavender.

“Thank you, Aunty H.”

“Aren’t you a polite boy?”” she smiled delightedly at him.

Then she turned to Mrs M. “Doesn’t he have lovely
manners?”’

The Boss fixed him with a piercing stare.

“Manners are not important, he just needs to make sure
he does what he’s told,” and with that, she stalked off to her
caravan.

Aunty H rolled her eyes and grinned.

“Ignore her. She can seem a bit grumpy at times.”

The next present was a flannel with small golden stars





and his name embroidered across the middle in large
looping letters. A toothbrush came after in the same shade
of blue, at the end an ‘N’ in gold. Finally, a golden torch
covered in small sparkling stones which glittered, it was the
most beautiful torch he’d ever seen.

“Thank you very much,” he said, wondering why he’d
need it all.

“You’re welcome, they’ll come in handy.”

“When can I do the examination?”” he couldn’t wait any
longer.

“Well, the thing is Nicky, I have something to confess.
This might come as a bit of a shock, but we haven’t been
entirely honest with you.” Bernard had a grave look on his
face. “You see there is no Gymnastics Training
Programme.”

Nicky’s mind raced, no gymnastics, no training
programme?

Reading his thoughts, Bernard continued.

“I think it’s time to show you, it’s the easiest way to
explain, come with me young man,” and taking hold of
Nicky’s hand, he led him towards a gap in the hedge.

Behind sat an enormous field circled by trees. In the





middle, burning fiercely, was a huge bonfire and in the far
corner a large white van which had seen better days. Nicky
wondered why he hadn’t smelt the woody smoke of the fire
before but in some ways, was glad he hadn’t. The whole
thing felt sinister and then, to add to his worry, a figure
appeared out of the darkness.

Mrs M, dressed completely in black, positioned herself
in front of the fire. Nicky could see the outline of her body
as the flames leapt and crackled and, despite the heat, a chill
ran through his bones.

She was menacing, her face set in a haughty sneer, lip
curling on one side. One eyebrow lifted as she glared down
the bridge of her nose and her eyes glittered wickedly. He
looked for Cassie, for some kind of reassurance but realised,
with horror, he hadn’t seen her since their arrival.

Bernard nudged him and nodded towards Mrs M. The
little boy dragged his attention back to her, he’d never been
comfortable around the old lady. Recently he’d caught her
staring at him, a look of disgust on her face, and now it
dawned on him how much she reminded him of a
storybook villain. The type who stole children and cooked

them.





Nicky gulped as once more his tummy began to twist
and turn. Frantically he cast an eye about, wondering

whether he should make a run for it.






image1.png




image2.emf
Chapter Five.pdf


Chapter Five.pdf
Barking Up the
Wrong Tree

Cucumber sighed with relief when she finally made it to
the bus stop without either tripping or walking into a lamp
post. Mrs M’s borrowed skirt was far too long, and the
shawl kept falling over her face, making the journey
hazardous.

Once there, she briefly considered changing back into

her normal clothes but after catching her reflection in the





glass of shelter, decided against it. It was the perfect
disguise, and she chuckled as she congratulated herself,
certain no one would recognise her dressed as a little old
lady going about her little old lady business.

As the bus pulled up, the driver greeted her cheerily,
“Hey Cucumber, where are you off to?”

“How did you know it was me?” she replied
disappointedly.

“Your bag,” the driver pointed at the big yellow ‘C
stitched on the satchel. “You always have it with you.”

“Oh,” she turned it over quickly, hiding the letter.

“And now?” she asked hopefully.

“Sorry,” the driver laughed. “Never seen you before,
where are you going, Madam?”

Cucumber giggled.

“Here!” she said, holding out her picture diary with the
scribbled address.

The driver examined it.

“Yes, Madam, Apple Blossom Crescent’s on my route,
sit behind and I'll let you know when we get there.”

“Thank you,” replied Cucumber, but she’d only taken a

few steps when the driver called her back.





“Aren’t you forgetting someone?”

Cucumber followed her gaze to where Harriet sat on the
pavement, wagging her tail.

“Oh Harriet, you shouldn’t have followed me!” she
scolded, picking the puppy up.

With her arms full, she stuffed the ticket in her pocket
before clambering onto the seat immediately behind the
driver. Her feet didn’t touch the ground, so she held on
tightly, one hand on Harriet, the other gripping the seat and
tried to remember the conversation she’d overheard
between the adults. They were expecting Mrs M to pick
something up and as the bus trundled up Station Road,
Cucumber tried to guess what it might be. It wasn’t long
before she’d run out of ideas.

That was until a bright yellow dress, hanging in a shop
window, caught her attention and a small worm of an idea
began burrowing up through the earth in her brain. Cassie’s
costume wouldn’t fit her and Bernard, who usually made
them, wouldn’t have had time to rustle one up. What if Mrs
M had gone in search of a new costume?

As she thought about the adults’ odd behaviour, their

secretiveness and unwillingness to involve her in the party





preparations, her mind soon raced to a very unlikely
conclusion. They’d mentioned some changes, Cassie having
to share the spotlight, it could only mean one thing, the
party was for her! She bounced up and down imagining the
moment they’d present her with the new costume and ask
her to step in. Everyone would cheer and she’d dance and
it would be the best day ever...

“Madam,” the driver called again and then, “Cucumber.”

“Huh?” replied the little girl, remembering where she
was.

“This is Apple Blossom Crescent. Do you know which
way to go?”

“I think so,” she replied, sounding slightly confused.

“Number 8’s on the left, lovey.”

Cucumber thanked the driver and watched as the bus
disappeared over the brow of the hill before turning her
attention towards Apple Blossom Crescent.

A familiar figure emerged from a house and began
striding towards her, sending her into a panic. Frantically,
she dashed this way and that, trying to hide, but the skirt
kept tripping her and it was only at the last minute she

spotted a bush and dived in, Harriet landing on her with a





thud.

Luckily Mrs M hadn’t noticed. Her shopping trolley had
caught on some paving stones and Cucumber giggled as she
heaved the enormous bag backwards and forwards, trying
to drag it free. A few minutes into the struggle, a funny-
looking couple emerged from a house and began arguing
loudly. Mrs M stopped instantly and pretended to fiddle
with her cleaning lady’s headscarf until they’d driven away
and then started talking to the bag. Cucumber couldn’t hear
what she was saying, but it tipped forward on its own and
The Boss continued her journey. Finally, she disappeared
around the corner at the bottom of the road, as though
nothing had happened.

Cucumber, stunned, and more than a little confused by
what she’d witnessed, was keen to record it in her picture
diary.

Every day she pasted images from newspapers and
magazines and drew pictures in it, recording the day’s
events. Mostly, nothing of much interest happened, so she
allowed herself a bit of creativity, the odd dragon or football
player. It brightened the pages and made life a little more

fun. Today was different though, there was a lot going on





and she couldn’t wait to get started.

Taking the diary and a magazine from her satchel, she
began leafing through them while keeping an eye on
Number 8, Apple Blossom Crescent.

It was one of the biggest houses she’d ever seen and she
noticed, with a hint of jealousy, the spectacular trechouse in
the garden. She could see the top of a brown-haired head
and made a mental note to add it to her picture later.

With Harriet happily dozing by her side, she turned to
the page in her diary where she’d drawn Cassie’s routine.
She added a cheese sandwich, cut from a magazine, and it
made her gigele as she remembered Mrs M crashing to the
ground and Bernard flapping about like an old dodo.

After a while Harriet began to stretch, yawn and sniff.
She could smell the pepperoni pizza in Cucumber’s satchel
so the little girl took out the slice and shared it with the
puppy. Then she started searching the magazine for an
image of a dress similar to the one she’d seen in the shop.
Eventually, she found what she was after and had just
started cutting it out when she remembered the bus. Not
wanting to miss it, but keen to get a closer look at Number

8, she started packing her diary, scissors and glue away.






