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            Introduction

         

         Welcome to Puddletown High Street!

         Looks completely normal, doesn’t it?

         Normal baker’s selling normal bread. Normal shoe shop selling normal wellies. Normal toyshop selling normal bats and balls.

         But nestled between the hairdresser’s and the hardware store (which sells entirely normal brooms) is the most unusual shop: 7
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         8The Story Shop sells adventures you can BE in. With real characters you’ll actually meet!

         Shopkeeper Wilbur and his assistant Fred Ferret have props and plots galore.

         So, what are you waiting for? Step inside if you’re BRAVE enough.

         But be warned, anything might happen…
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            Chapter One
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         “Ready for another adventure, Fred?” asked Wilbur as they arrived at the Story Shop bright and early.

         Fred rubbed his paws together. “Can’t wait!”

         CLICK!

         Wilbur unlocked the door and they stepped inside.

         “I’ll just pop the kettle o—” Wilbur stopped and glanced around. “What’s that noise?” 11

         Fred’s ears pricked up. It was loud and gurgly. “Sounds like a blocked drain. Let’s investigate!”

         They followed the noise to the props’ barrel.

         Curled up inside it, snoring loudly, was … a customer.

         “A sleepy sloth?!” gasped Wilbur. “How did she get there?”

         Fred shrugged. “No idea.”
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         12He tickled her nose with his feather duster, and – “A-a-a-a-chooo!” she sneezed awake.

         One bleary eye opened. “Is it morning?” she asked.

         “Yes!” Fred and Wilbur nodded.

         Yawning, the sloth clambered out of the barrel.

         “I’m Wilbur,” said Wilbur. “And this is Fred.”

         “I’m Sloth.” She stretched her long arms. “But my friends call me Snoozy Suzy.”

         Suzy looked around. “I came in late yesterday afternoon. It was very busy, so I had a little power snooze and here I am.”

         “Gosh! I’m so sorry!” Wilbur cried. “I can’t think how we missed you.”

         “Don’t worry.” Suzy smiled. “I love snoozing. And now I’m first in the queue for my story adventure.”13

         “Our adventure,” grinned Fred. “I go too!”

         “I just need to find the perfect one,” said Wilbur. “Let’s see.”

         He set off around the shop finding costumes to “try for size”.
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         As Suzy placed the shepherd’s crook on the counter, it hooked a pair of gloves by the till.

         “Someone left those yesterday,” said Fred.

         “Interesting!” she replied. “Red gloves … a bold colour. And a strand of fuzzy golden hair. Did a lion drop by?”

         “Yes,” gasped Wilbur. “He hada fairytale adventure!”

         “Then I bet these gloves belong to him,” 15said Suzy. “I do enjoy a good mystery!”

         Wilbur chuckled. “Then I think I have just the thing!”

         He picked out two more costumes, passed one to Fred and hurried Snoozy Suzy to the changing room.

         When she came back out…
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         16“And I’m your assistant,” Fred called, waving a torch and notebook.

         “Let’s get started then!” said Wilbur. He whisked the feather off his hat and waved it over a patch of bare floorboards. They parted – SWISH! – and up rose a big black pot.

         “This is the Story Pot,” Fred told Suzy. She checked it out with her magnifying glass. An inky-blue liquid simmered softly. And hooked over the pot’s rim was a big silver spoon.

         Wilbur added some ingredients – whisks, tennis balls, tiaras and a good glug of letters from a jar.17
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         “Hey!” called Fred as Suzy’s eyelids drooped. “Those letters make the words in your story.” 18

         “W-what? Oh!” Suzy peered in. “Wow!”

         Wilbur handed Fred some props – a set of joke teeth, an icing bag and a clothes peg, which he popped in his rucksack.

         “They could get us out of sticky story twists, Suzy,” he said.

         Wilbur also slipped him the feather duster. “Might come in handy.” He winked.

         Finally, he gave Fred a small toy camera, which Fred tucked away in his pocket.

         “Now we stir,” said Fred, placing the spoon in the mixture. “Suzy – quick, or you’ll miss your adventure!”

         She flopped out an arm and her super-long nails closed around the spoon handle.

         As they started to stir…19
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         a jet of bubbles shot from the pot and whizzed off around the shop. They plipped off props and plopped off books.

         “Too fast!” wailed Suzy.

         But…
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         20the bubbles vanished. And Suzy and Fred were gone.
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            Chapter Two
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         They landed in a room full of children.

         “Too busy,” groaned Suzy. “Where are we?”

         Fred looked around and saw a sign above the door:
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         22“Hey, we’re in a museum,” he said, pointing to a map on the wall. “This is the schools’ section. Along the corridor is Terrific Tiaras. And downstairs are the Romans and Vikings!”

         All around, children were rushing about – pulling levers, spinning dials and pressing buttons to bring exhibits to life.

         “What does this say?” asked a girl, studying some hieroglyphs. As Suzy reached for her magnifying glass, her elbow hit a button on a nearby sarcophagus and…

         “Boo!” a recorded voice boomed out. “I’m Dozykarmun, a mummy who likes to nap. But as you’ve woken me, here’s my story…”

         “Grrr, not again!” came a voice from across the room. “That mummy needs to take LONGER naps! I can’t hear myself think.”23

         Fred and Suzy turned to see a grumpy-looking man setting up a display of strange floor lamps.

         Their bases were people-shaped, and balanced on top were outrageous lampshade-style “hats”. They were adorned with metal bows, neon tubes and big, fluffy ostrich feathers!

         
            [image: ]

         

         24Suzy and Fred wandered over. “Are you an artist?” asked Suzy.

         “Er – beret, twirly moustache … isn’t it obvious?” The man frowned. “I’m Ivar Plan. These are my Lamps of the Future. And you?”

         “We’re detectives!” piped up Fred.

         “So you’re here about the robbery?” Ivar asked. “Oi, kid! Paws off!” he yelled.

         “But we’re meant to touch stuff,” a child replied, stroking the feathery lampshade.

         “Not my stuff!” growled Ivar. “These are priceless. A-and delicate – so scram!”

         “Anyway,” said Suzy. “Did you say robbery?” She was buzzing at the sound of a proper mystery!

         “Three diamond-encrusted tiaras were stolen from the museum last night,” Ivar explained. “But I expect the robbers are long gone now.”

         Fred scribbled this down in his notebook.

         “Interesting,” said Suzy. “But we’re not here about that. We’re here to…”25

         She stopped, thinking hard. Then she remembered the joke teeth Wilbur had given them. She glanced at the sarcophagus and smiled.

         “… We’re here to solve ‘The Case of the Cursed Teeth’!” she said.

         “The w-w-what?!” Ivar jumped and the spanner he was holding tumbled to the floor – TRINNNNNNG!
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         26Suzy picked it up and handed it back.

         “That mummy – Dozykarmun…” She pointed over. “Chattering teeth have been heard inside the sarcophagus. And if they escape, there’s an ancient curse—”

         “There i-is? I mean – there IS!” Fred nodded, cottoning on to Suzy’s story.

         “… Which says,” she went on, “that anyone who sees the teeth will not sleep for a million billion years.”

         “Nasty!” Ivar winced.

         Suzy nodded. “So we’d better get on!”

         She steered Fred back to the Egyptian section.

         “There’s something odd about him,” Suzy whispered. “That’s why I pretended we weren’t here for the real robbery.”

         “A cover story – sneaky!” grinned Fred.

         Suzy smiled. “Ivar just seemed jumpy. 27Plus, his spanner had writing on it – ‘Property of the Town Hall’.”

         “Stolen?” asked Fred.

         “Maybe.” Suzy shrugged. “Let’s keep an eye on him – and check out the Tiara Room. Follow me!”

         They zigzagged through the hordes of children to the glass case which had contained the tiaras. A guard was standing watch nearby. Suzy read his name badge: Stanley Sidebottom.

         “Afternoon!” She smiled. “We’re detectives, investigating the tiara robbery.”

         Stanley nodded. “Weird, isn’t it – that no alarms sounded last night?”

         “Very,” said Suzy as Fred jotted this down in his notebook.

         They snooped around. No fingerprints, no footprints. Then…28

         “Look!” Suzy pointed. “The case bolts have been loosened.”

         “With a spanner – Ivar’s spanner?” asked Fred.

         “Hmmm.” Suzy raised an eyebrow. “Maybe…”
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         29They carried on searching. But after a while, Suzy’s eyelids were starting to droop. Fred tickled her with his duster and pointed to the corridor.

         “Ivar’s on the move.”

         “R-right!” spluttered Suzy. “After him!”

         They tailed Ivar to the museum’s back door and watched as he tapped in the alarm code and slipped outside. Fred and Suzy snuck out after him.

         They darted behind a tree near the staff Portakabin as Ivar crossed the car park to his van. He opened the back doors and unloaded a floor lamp on to a trolley. It was short and heavy looking with giant pompoms all over it.

         As he carted it back inside, Fred and Suzy could have sworn they heard Ivar talking to it.30
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         “Interesting,” Suzy whispered. “Let’s check out his van!”31

         They crept over and Suzy picked the lock with her super-long nails. Then they climbed inside and searched by torchlight.

         Suzy found three sacks, a rope, more tools, a large canvas sheet and several flasks and packets of sandwiches.

         “Clues?” asked Fred.

         “Maybe,” Suzy replied.

         Fred’s notebook was filling fast with “maybes”.

         “But it’s all so jumbled.” Suzy yawned, lifting up the canvas. “I reckon a short, sharp power snooze will help me think.”

         She wriggled under and tucked herself in!

         “Wait! You c-can’t sleep here!” gasped Fred.

         But Suzy was already snoring like a drain, and no amount of tickling could wake her.
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            Chapter Three
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         Suzy was still snoozing when the museum closed and Ivar returned to his van. Fred glimpsed his head through a window behind the front seats.

         VROOM! – as the van headed out of the car park, the sudden bumping woke Suzy.

         “Whoa! What’s going on?” she cried.

         “Shhh – Ivar’s taking off,” whispered Fred.

         Ten minutes later, Ivar parked in a layby and turned on the radio. A reporter was talking about the museum robbery.33

         “Huh!” Ivar sniggered.

         “He seems pleased,” said Suzy. “So, while I was sleeping just now, I was puzzling over his name. Ivar Plan – sounds like ‘I’ve a plan’, doesn’t it?”

         Fred shrugged.

         “Then there’s the spanner,” whispered Suzy, “for setting up his lamps. Well, spanners can loosen bolts as well as tighten them.”

         “Like on glass cases,” pondered Fred.

         “These sacks could be useful too,” went on Suzy.

         “Are you saying,” gasped Fred, “that Ivar might have stolen those tiaras?”

         Suzy raised an eyebrow. “Add it to our list of maybes!”

         Ivar polished off a pork pie, read the newspaper, then trimmed his moustache.34

         “It’s like he’s killing time,” said Suzy. “But why…?”

         Suddenly – DING! – went his phone.

         “He’s got a text,” whispered Suzy, and a moment later they were off down the road again.

         When Ivar parked this time, he jumped out and hurried round to the back of the van and opened the doors. Suzy and Fred dived under the canvas sheet and held their breath.
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         35Eeek!
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