The Great Brain Robbery by PG Bell

Suzy’s rucksack was packed and ready, and hidden
under her bed. She pulled it out and hurriedly double-
checked the contents. She had a water bottle, a
notebook and pen, a towel and a small first aid kit.
But, most importantly, she had a large book bound in
dark red leather. Its cover was scarred and pitted,
with several deep slashes running across it, but the
title, embossed in gold, was still legible: The
Knowledge: An Instructional Handbook for Impossible
Postal Operatives. She pulled it out and flipped it
open to the handwritten dedication on the title page:

Deaw Sugy,

No-one ever became aPostie without a
coby of The Knowledge to-hand, so-I've
sent yow mine:.

Take ity words to-heart and they wonw't
let yow doww. ITy also-thick enough to-

use as v shield against angry Thrippian

bowmen (inv case yow were wondering
about the state of the cover).
See yow soond Sincerely, Wilmot v

As always, Suzy smiled at the words. Wilmot was a
troll. He was also her boss, the Postmaster of the
Impossible Postal Express, and her best friend, and
she had missed him more than anyone else these
past two months. The book, like all her
correspondence with the Impossible Places, had
magically appeared on the doorstep one morning,
probably via a remote spell of some sort. She knew it
couldn’t have been delivered by hand, as the Express
was out of action. But all that was about to change...

N

She flipped through the book until she found her invitation, kept
flat between the central pages. It was printed on thick, cream-
coloured paper and, in elaborate, looping handwriting it read:

ICis Crolltanic HMagesty,
King Amylum FS)]
ruler of all Croll Ceritory,

cordially invites you lo atiend the inauguration and re-launch
of the
Smpassible ' Rostal Ezpras at Rlatform 100 of
CGrinding Gkt Obtation, Trolbville.
CSformal dress required.

She replaced both the invitation and the book in her bag and
hurried to her wardrobe, throwing the doors wide. It was stuffed
full of winter coats, old jumpers and shoes, but she reached
through them, feeling for the secret hanger she had suspended
from a nail right at the back. She found it, and pulled out a uniform
of smart red felt and glimmering gold brocade. She paused to pick
a bit of fluff off the sleeve of its long coat and run her thumb over
the lettering of the badge pinned to its lapel:

The Impossible Postal Express

Deputy Postal Operative

Suzy changed quickly and took a moment to soak up the feeling
of finally being in her postal uniform. It felt very good indeed — the
uniform consisted of black trousers with gold piping down the
seams, a white shirt with a red waistcoat, and a red greatcoat that
fell to her knees. The coat had the same gold piping as the
trousers, large circular gold buttons embossed with the
Impossible Postal Service crest, and satisfyingly large pockets.
There was also a red cap with a black peak and, last of all, black
boots. After a moment’s thought, she left the boots in the
wardrobe and instead pulled on her trainers, which were also
black.

They were more comfortable than the boots and, on her last visit
to the Impossible Places, Suzy had done a lot of running —
mostly for her life. It certainly beats pyjamas and slippers, she
thought.

Suzy had barely laced her trainers up when there was a knock
on the door and Fletch let himself in without waiting to be asked.
“Ready to go and be a Postie?” he said.

Suzy shouldered her rucksack and gave him an enormous grin.
“Absolutely!”

Suzy could feel the excitement running through her as she
followed Fletch downstairs and along the hall to the cupboard
under the stairs.

“Here we go,” he said.

“What, in there?” she said, surprised. The cupboard was small,
and crammed full of cleaning equipment and spiders. At least, it
had been, because when Fletch opened the door, she saw a
dark and cavernous space, as big as her school assembly hall. It
was lit by a lamp standing on an old fashioned pump cart — a
simple rectangular platform on wheels, powered by a large see-
saw handle mounted in the middle — which in turn stood on a
pair of tracks that ran to the dark opening of a tunnel mouth
ahead of them.

‘I made a few adjustments,” said Fletch, starting towards the
pump cart. “You know how it is.”

As an interdimensional engineer for the troll railways, it was
Fletch’s job to lay new tracks when they were needed.
Sometimes that meant squeezing them, and the trains they
carried, into spaces that were never designed to take them. In
those cases, a little stretching of the local dimensions was called
for. This was all possible thanks to fuzzics, the strange collision
of science and magic that lay behind most troll technology.

“At least you didn’t take over the whole hallway this time,” Suzy
said, climbing up onto the pump cart with him.

“Yeah, well,” he said. “I'm being discreet.” Fletch released the
brake, and the cart began rolling towards the tunnel mouth. “Next
stop, Trollville,” he said, giving Suzy a wink.

Suzy trembled with excitement from her cap to her trainers. After
two months of waiting, she was finally heading back to the Union
of Impossible Places.
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DO NOW

Choose the correct word for each sentence:

cavernous cordially embossed

The guests were greeted when they entered the room.

The old library book had a russet coloured leather cover,
with gold lettering.

As the children explored further into the old house, they entered a
wood paneled hall.
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RETRIEVAL QUESTIONS

WHAT DO THESE MEAN? HOW CAN WE ANSWER THEM?

1. What was the title of the book?

2. Where was the inauguration and relaunch
of the Impossible Postal Express to take
place?

3. How else could the book be used?

4. Where could you find the words ‘Deputy
Postal Operative'?

5. Who iIs Fletch and what did he do as a
job?

6. Name four parts of the uniform Suzy wore.

Challenge:

Why do you
think the uniform
Suzy wears IS so
elaborate?




DAY 3

Vocabulary
Infer
Predict
Explain
Retrieve
Summarise




DO NOW

1. Find and copy one word in the first column which
means the same as ‘inscription’.

2. Find and copy one word in the second column which
means the same as ‘hung'.

3. Find and copy one word In the third column which
means the same as ‘attached’.

Challenge: Write your own Find and Copy
guestions.




The Great Brain Robbery by PG Bell

Suzy’s rucksack was packed and ready, and hidden
under her bed. She pulled it out and hurriedly double-
checked the contents. She had a water bottle, a
notebook and pen, a towel and a small first aid kit.
But, most importantly, she had a large book bound in
dark red leather. Its cover was scarred and pitted,
with several deep slashes running across it, but the
title, embossed in gold, was still legible: The
Knowledge: An Instructional Handbook for Impossible
Postal Operatives. She pulled it out and flipped it
open to the handwritten dedication on the title page:

Deaw Sugy,

No-one ever became aPostie without a
coby of The Knowledge to-hand, so-I've
sent yow mine:.

Take ity words to-heart and they wonw't
let yow doww. ITy also-thick enough to-

use as v shield against angry Thrippian

bowmen (inv case yow were wondering
about the state of the cover).
See yow soond Sincerely, Wilmot v
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Suzy changed quickly and took a moment to soak up the feeling
of finally being in her postal uniform. It felt very good indeed — the
uniform consisted of black trousers with gold piping down the
seams, a white shirt with a red waistcoat, and a red greatcoat that
fell to her knees. The coat had the same gold piping as the
trousers, large circular gold buttons embossed with the
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and crammed full of cleaning equipment and spiders. At least, it
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was lit by a lamp standing on an old fashioned pump cart — a
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saw handle mounted in the middle — which in turn stood on a
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carried, into spaces that were never designed to take them. In
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brake, and the cart began rolling towards the tunnel mouth. “Next
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INFERENCE QUESTIONS
WHAT DO THESE MEAN? HOW CAN WE ANSWER THEM?

1. Why did Wilmot give Suzy the book?

2. How did Suzy know that the book hadn’t
been delivered by hand?

Challenqge:

If you were able to
use fuzzics, how

. _ _ would you use it and
4. Why did Suzy decide to wear her trainers? why? Explain your

Do you think this was a good choice? answer.

3. Why was Suzy going to wear her uniform to
the ceremony?

5. Why was Suzy surprised that the way to the
ceremony was through the cupboard under
the stairs?
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DO NOW

Place these events in the text in the correct order:

1. Suzy trembled with excitement on the pump cart
2. Suzy looked at the invitation

3. Suzy had everything ready in her rucksack

4. Fletch came to get her

5. Suzy got dressed in her uniform

Challenge: Write your own retrieval questions.
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was lit by a lamp standing on an old fashioned pump cart — a
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Fletch’s job to lay new tracks when they were needed.
Sometimes that meant squeezing them, and the trains they
carried, into spaces that were never designed to take them. In
those cases, a little stretching of the local dimensions was called
for. This was all possible thanks to fuzzics, the strange collision
of science and magic that lay behind most troll technology.

“At least you didn’t take over the whole hallway this time,” Suzy
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EXPLANATION QUESTION
THE BIG QUESTION

Do you think there Is an
Interdimension?

Explain your answer.




PREDICTION QUESTION

What happens next in the
story? What is the role of the
express?

Explain your answer.




