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CHAPTER ONE

A BIG SURPRISE.
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“No wonder I made a big stink,” said Basil the shield bug who was Eric’s best friend. “There I was, minding my own business, not hurting anybody, quietly foraging under fallen apple tree leaves like I usually do, when some big brute comes along with flipping rake and starts clearing all my leaves away. Well, I ask you, how would you like it if it happened to you?”

“ I don’t know, but I don’t spend much time under leaves like you,” Eric replied.

“No, you spend all day sleeping—”

“Hoping to.”

“And hiding in the apples or bark of the tree. Think yourself pretty clever don’t you,” sniffed Basil.

“No, I’m mostly nocturnal so I sleep during the day, well try to, and go foraging at night. Can I go back to sleep now Basil? Please? Your pong has nearly gone – at last.”

“Oh, all right then. Nobody ever listens to me,” he grumbled.

“I’ve been listening to you for ages and now I want to sleep. I’ll listen to you again later after my nap,” said Eric who crawled into the top of an apple and promptly fell asleep.

But Eric’s sleep was soon disturbed again, not by Basil’s smell, not by Basil grumbling but by the apple where he was sleeping falling with a bump and a bang into a wheel barrow. The apple harvest had begun and Eric was harvested too!

Eric found himself being almost squashed as more and more apples were dropped into the wheelbarrow. He was buffeted from side to side and bounced up and down. This clumsy treatment wasn’t doing the apples or Eric much good.

“Where am I going? Whatever will happen to me? Will I ever find my way back to my favourite tree and all my friends?” Eric was frightened and bewildered but his adventure had only just started!

[image: images]




CHAPTER TWO

WHERE IS ERIC?

“Eric! Eric! Can you hear me?” shouted Basil. “Are you still fast asleep? Wake up. Don’t forget you promised to listen to me.”

“What’s all this noise?” asked Bumble as she emerged from her nest. “It’s enough to wake the dead!”

“It’s Eric, Bumble.”

“It ain’t Eric; it’s you!”

“No, I mean I’m trying to wake him up. It’s ages since I last saw him. I’m really worried. He was my bestest friend. He always listened to me.”

“Where did you last see him, Basil?”

“He was on an apple on this tree. Just above you.”

“Well, they’ve picked all the apples from this tree. I expect he’s crawled into the bark somewhere. And what’s that smell?”

“Sorry, Bumble. I can’t help it. I always cause a stink when I’m upset or frightened,” Basil replied. “If he was hiding in the bark of a tree he would have heard me shouting.”

“I certainly did. I’ve got to go now and collect the last bits of pollen to keep the queen alive during winter. If I see Zippy or Wayne I’ll ask them to keep a lookout for him. Okay?”

“Thanks Bumble. I’ll wait here in case he wakes up.”

Bumble flew away and Basil was on his own again and feeling very lonely. He kept shouting “Eric” but there was no reply. The orchard was silent except for the cooing of the woodpigeons. There was certainly no one to listen to Basil.

He was just about to hide under more fallen leaves when a loud buzzing startled him and Wayne the wasp flew in. Basil usually found Wayne annoying but now he was very welcome.

“O Wayne, it’s so good to see you!” said Basil.

“What’s up Stinky? Bumble told me you need some help,” said Wayne.

“Eric’s gone. I don’t know where he’s hiding.”

“If he’s bloomin’ playin’ tricks I’ll give him a right old buzzing!” said Wayne. “Have you looked in all the cracks in the bark of the tree?”

“No. It would take me too long and I’m not feeling very well,” Basil said.

“I’ll go search – won’t take me a minute or two. I’m fairly speedy at finding aphids so an earwig will be simple.” With that Wayne flew to the trunk and searched every crack and crevice but found no sign of Eric.

“Well he ain’t here so I dunno where he has gone.”

At that moment Zippy flew in closely followed by Holly Blue and the Admiral. 

“Watch’ya guys. I’m helping stinky Basil to find Eric,” said Wayne.

“I hear Eric has gone AWOL,” said the Admiral.

“I don’t think he’s gone to a wall,” Basil said. “He prefers trees.”

“AWOL is a military term meaning absent without leave,” the Admiral explained.

“I don’t think he took any leaves with him. He’s not as fond of leaves as I am,” Basil replied.

“No, no, not “leaves” but leave meaning permission,” the Admiral continued. “What we need is a plan. We need to organise a search party.”

“When did you last see him, Basil?” Holly asked.

“I didn’t see him but I heard him complaining that I was keeping him awake.”

“When was that?”

“Just before they took the apples away,” Basil replied. “Eric was hiding on one.”

“Right men, we need to find where they took those apples,” the Admiral said.

“What about me?” Holly asked.

“Sorry Holly, this is not a job for you.”
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“And me? I want to help as well,” Zippy stated. “I’m good at searching. Don’t forget it was me who found and rescued Wayne.”

“Zippy’s right. She were real good at hide and seek. I couldn’t hide nothing from her!” Wayne said.

“If Zippy’s joining the search so am I! Eric is a really nice earwig and I want to help rescue him so there!” Holly had never sounded so determined.

“Alright, you can both join the search. We will spread out and search the garden and report back here at 1200 hours,” the Admiral ordered.

“What time is that?” asked Wayne.

“Midday, noon. Basil, you stay here in case he comes back and let Bumble know what’s happening.”

“Right. Good luck everyone,” Basil called, as his friends took off to begin the search for Eric.
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