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Year 6 
Home Learning Pack: 2
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LITERACY DAY 1
Reading
Read the Prologue. Collect descriptions of the shop. 
Writing
You are in the crowd on the evening of the opening. Write a diary entry of your experience.

[image: ]____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

LITERACY DAY 2
Reading
Order the events of the Prologue. 

Writing
Write a summary in fewer than 100 words.

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
LITERACY DAY 3
Reading
Read Chapter 1.

Writing
Draw a picture of the ‘man in the suit’. Remember to use descriptions from the text to help you.
________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
LITERACY DAY 4
Reading
Describe the magpies. Remember to use the text to help you. 

Writing
Design your own magical animal. What is it made of? What is special and magical about it?
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

LITERACY DAY 5
Reading
There is very little description of what Daniel Holmes looks like. Use your inference skills and imagination to write a description or draw him. 

Writing
Design a poster inviting people to the Nowhere Emporium.
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
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LITERACY DAY 6
Reading
Read the whole of the chapter and discuss it with someone at home. What questions does it raise? What does it make you think?
Writing
Write Alex’s diary for the day the police came to tell him his uncle had died.

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
LITERACY DAY 7
Reading
Character mind map for Alex Rider.
Writing
Write a police incident report for the car crash which killed Ian rider.



personality 					family/connections


				IAN RIDER


history							other
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LITERACY DAY 8
Reading
Character mind map for Ian Rider. 
Writing
If Jack goes back to America, imagine the letter Alex would write to her.

personality 					family/connections


				ALEX RIDER


history							other




Dear Jack, 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
LITERACY DAY 9
Reading
Create a timeline of events from this chapter. 
Writing
This story is called ‘Stormbreaker’. Predict what or who Stormbreaker is and how Alex is connected to it.



















I predict
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
LITERACY DAY 10
Reading
Summarise Alex’s life up to this point, in fewer than 200 words. 
Writing
Write the next chapter. What will happen to Alex? Use the clues he has uncovered to begin to solve the mystery of his uncle’s death.

_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
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“The shop from nowhere arrived with the dawn on 2
crisp November morning.

Word eravelled quickly around the village, and by
midday the place was abuzz with rumour and hearsay.

“There were four shops in the row yestrday. Today
there are five!”

“Did you hear? It sits between the butcher’ and he.

'Tb::gl—wtubixknsnﬁmgh(,-nlusprih
strangely i the lght!”

By cvening time, a curious crowd had begun to
gather around the myseerious building. They jostled
for position and traded strange and wonderful theories
abour where the shop had come from and what it
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‘might sell, all the while hoping to catch a glimpse of
‘movement through the darkened windows.

“The shop was indeed built from bricks the colour
of midnight, bricks that shimmered and sparkled
under the glow of the gas sercerlamps. Blocking the
doorway was a golden gate so fine and intricate that
some wondrous spider might have spun it. Over the
windows, curlng leteers spelled out 1 name:

There was a_glimmer of movement in the
entranceway, and a ripple of excitement passed
through the crowd. And then silence fell - 2 silence
5o deep and heavy that it scemed to hang in the
atmosphere like mise.

“The shop's door swung open. The fine golden gate:
tumed to dust,scattering in the wind.

“The air was suddenly alive with a hundred scents:
the perfume of toasted coconu and baking bread; of
salty sea air and freshly fallen eain; of bonfires and
meleing ce.
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A dove emerged from the darkness of the shop
and soared through the air, wings flashing white in
the blackness. The enchanted crowd warched as it
climbed until it was lose to the night. And then, as
one, they gasped. The black sky exploded with ligh
and colour, and a message in dazzling firework sparks
and shimmess spelled our:

THE NOWHERE EMPORIUM
IS OPEN FOR BUSINESS.

BRING YOUR IMAGINATION...

‘The writing hung in the air just long enough for
everyone to read it, and then the words began falling
to the ground, a rain of golden light. The crowd
laughed in delight, reaching out o catch the sparks
as chey fell.

Everybody whod gathered ourside the Emporium
was entranced. No one had ever seen a spectacle such
as this. One by one they walked forward, touched the
sparkling black brickwork, examined the tips of their
fingers. And then they stepped through the door to
find out what was waiting.

M
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Two days later, when the shop had vanished, a
stranger arrived in the village. He was polite, and
he paid for his room with stiff new banknotes. But
something about him — his scarcling height perhaps,
or the hungry look in his cold blue eyes — troubled
the villagers.

He asked questions abour a shop buile from
midnight bricks.

Bur the call man couldn'e find a single person in the
village who could recall the Emporium.

‘Wichin a day he too was gone, and all race of these
strange events faded from the history of the place.

Those whod walked through the Emporiumis
doors had no memory of anything they might have
scen inside. More imporeantly, none of them recalled
the price of admission  the lirle piece of themselves
theyd given for a glimpse at the Emporium’s hidden
sectets and wonders.

Bring your imagination, the sign in the sky had
requested.
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Glasgow, present day
“Look our! Coming through!”
“oir’

“Warch where youe goir, wee man!”

“Sorry!”

Daniel Holmes darted through the Sarurday
shopping crowds in Glasgow, pushing and twisting
and weaving. His lungs burned and his legs ached,
but he did no stop. He couldn' stop; Spud Harper
and his gang were chasing him. And everyone in the
children's home knew that i Spud Harper was after
you, you didn' slow down.

Daniel wheeled lefe ar a butcher shop, almost
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drawn to the book on the desk, which had begun to
cremble againse the dark geain of the wood, as f there
was something in the pages trying to get out.

“The man in the suit frowned. He glanced from
Daniel to the book and back. Then he snapped the
book shu, locked it away in his desk, and got up and
‘marched past Daniel to the door.

“See?” he said, pointing o a sign hanging on the
door that read CLOSED. “Closed.” He tried the
door handle, opened the door.”I could have sworn I
locked it” He spun back to face Daniel, searing ac him
through narrowed eyes.“Who after you?”

“Big boys. From my children’s home.’

“The man raised an eyebrow.

“You are an orphan?”

Daniel nodded.

The fire snapped and cracked.

“What happened to your parents?” said the man.

Daniel thought this was an odd question for a
stranger to ask, but he didn't want to be thrown back
out inco the stree, so he answered.

“Dad was a fisherman. Died ar sea. Mum only
asted a couple of years after that.”

This seemed to sasisfy the shopkeeper.

“And why are these big boys after you?” he said.
“There must be a reason.”

Danielfolded hisarms."Yeah,there s areason. Theyre
goons. Spud and his pals think they run the home. They
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cake chings from the other kids — important chings, like
reminders of cheir parents and seuff, And nobody ever
stands up to them. Bur I couldsit eake it any more. I
followed them. I found oue where they kep theirseash. I
gor everyones stuffback and I explained thar if the other
kids seick together, Spud and his gang can' get to them.
Spud did like tha”

‘The lietle man in the dusty suit jurted out his
botzom lip and nodded, disguising a smile. “Ah.
Bulies. I see” He wandered around from behind his
desk.“What is your name?”

“Daniel. Daniel Holmes."

“Well, Daniel Holmes, I know how it feels o live
life in che shadow of a bully. We have thatin common.”

“Really?”

“Mmm hmm. I'll tell you what. You can wai in here
unril you are sure Spud and his gang are gone.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you.”

“Its no trouble; said the man in the suit."Now, if
you'll excuse me, I have business to atcend to."

He turned and wandered towards a velvet curain
of rich, deep crimson at the back of the shop. As he
reached for the curtain, he paused.

“Daniel, do you have a favourite animal?”

“Animal?” Daniel thought for a moment. “It’s a bit
weird” he said, “but I like magpies. People say they're
the cleverest of the birds. Theres a thyme about
them..”
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slipping on a blood-red puddle. He turned into
a narrow sereee lined with old buildings housing
fashion boutiques, and coffee shops.
Carved stone angels and gargoyles scemed to watch
the sereet from high above.

Daniel’s head swung right to left. Where nexc?
He wondered how far he was from the bus starion.
He imagined jumping on a bus headed to the coast,
where he could stow away on a boat and escape from
Glasgow and St Catherines. Somewhere with no
Spud Harper would be nice.

“Not crying for your dad?” Spud yelled at him from
somewhere back among the crowds. You were wailing
like a baby in your sleep again last nighe. The whole
home heard you!“Daddy! Daddy! Dorit die, Daddy?
Ha, ha! Dorit worey, wee man, when were through
with you, you'l have somerhing else to cry about!”

Spud and his gang were bigger than Danicl, and
faster and stronger. Sooner or later theyd catch him.
He sprinted across the street,jinked into the nearest
shop and slammed the heavy door shut. He clutched
at his chest and warched through the darkened glass of
the door, crouching out of sight. He could hear Spuds
gang shouring as they thundered past.

“Whered he go? Where is the wee weasel?”

“Must be up here!”

Daniel’s shoulders sagged. He closed his eyes
and breathed deeply. The air was infused with the
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jumbled perfume of furnicure polish and dust, and
something like meleing chocolate. Then he opened
his eyes, and for the first time became fully aware of
his surroundings.

The shop was a cave of wonders. Everywhere he
looked, Daniel saw something he wanted to pick
up, to hold, to have as his own. Silver and gold and
crystal gleamed and sparkled in the light of a spitting
fire. Intricate wooden clocks and mirrors of varying
size and splendour covered the walls. Tiny fish
flashed like bars of copper in a glass tank. There were
porcelain dolls and wooden soldiers; rusted swords;
stuffed animals; columns of books as high as the
ceiling; jewels that seemed to glow with a silvery light.
A stuffed polar bear satin one corner, eyeing the shop
like a wachman. Even particles of dust, caught in a
bar of sunligh, seemed to glow like scars.

“How did you get in here? We're closed!”

‘The voice startled Daniel. In the far corner of the
room stood a grand desk with feet carved like an
cagle’s talons. Behind the desk sar a small man in a.
dusty suic. His wavy brown hair was wild and tangled,
falling over his handsome face. On the desk in front of
the man lay a bareered book. His hand hovered over
an open page, clutching a fountain pen. He stared at
Daniel with eyes the colour of thunderclouds.

“Sorry,” said Daniel. “Didnit mean to bother you.
Someones chasing me!” As he spoke, his eyes were
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“Ah;" said the man in the suit, ‘one for sorrow, two
for joy?"

“Aye, that's the one.”

“Very good; said the shopkeeper. He smiled to
‘himself, then said,“Well, I must be off.”

“See you, said Daniel.“Hey, maybe I'll come back
and buy something from you one day’”

A fleecing smile crossed the mans face. “Oh, I
wouldnit be too sure. Rerurn customers are very rare
in this place”

And with that he was through the cureain and
away.

Daniel peered out of the window, which was tinted
sepia so that the ourside world looked like an old
photograph. Grey Glasgow rain had begun to fall
in far drops. Puddles were already gathering on the
road.

Spud Harper and his gang were long gone, but
Daniel was keen to have one last look around before
he lefe. He wandered towards a table scarcered with
metal toy soldiers. He picked two of the soldiers up,
imagining that one was himself and the other Spud
Harper, and staged a fight between the two.

Daniel’s soldier was abou to throw Spud off the
cable when something scarcled him, a soft, flucering
sound. He dropped the toys and stared at the red
curcain to the back of the shop. Another flurrer. The
cureain waved gently.
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He edged forward, his heart racing. When he was
close enough, he reached out a trembling hand and
slowly .. gently ... ouched the marerial.

A burse of red velver, the sound of fapping wings,
and two silver birds exploded from behind the curcain.
Daniel ducked and spun, and the birds flew across the
store and landed on a column of stacked books.

They were magpies. But they were like no magpies
Daniel had ever seen.

‘They were made of brillint, gleaming slver.

Every feather, delicate as a shaving of ice, relected.
the flames of the coal fire. The silver magpies fixed
him wich shining ruby eyes, twitched their heads to
one side.

“How?" whispered Danicl, treading softly towards
them, though they did not shy away as he advanced.
When he was close enough, he reached out a hand.
“Are you real?”

His fingers rouched upon the cool silvr of one of the.
magpies wings. The bird let out an indignan call and
flapped away, eading ies owin back towards the curcain.
But when they reached the rich red velver, he birds did
not fly chrough. Instead, chey exploded with a flash, and
a shower of rubies rained down on the shop floor.

Daniels mouth hung open.

“Whas going on our there?” came the shop
owner's voice from behind the cureain. “What was
that sound? Nothing had better be damaged!”
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‘Suddenly unsure of exactly what hed seen, or what
kind of a place hed stumbled upon, Daniel made for
the door. A licele bell sang as he dashed out into the
£ain and down the stree.

A moment lacer, the short man in the dusty old
suit stepped from behind the curtain. He stared
around the shop. Then he leaned over and plucked
o of the magpie rubies from the floor, rolling them
berween his thumbs and fingers. His hands closed
around the stones, and when they opened once more,
the magpies were siteing in his palms, brillianc silver,
almost glowing in the gloom.

“The man in the suit released the birds and watched
as they circled the shop before setrling once again
on a column of books. Then he smiled a wide, clever
smile, and disappeared back through the curain.
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STORMBREAKER
Anthony Horowitz

FUNERAL VOICES

WHEN THE DOORBELL rings at three in the morning, it's never good news. Alex Rider was woken
by the first chime. His eyes flickered open, but for a moment he stayed completely stil in his bed,
lying on his back with his head resting on the pillow. He heard a bedroom door open and a creak of
wood as somebody went downstairs. The bell rang a second time, and he looked at the alarm clock
glowing beside him. There was a rattle as someone slid the security chain off the front door.

He rolled out of bed and walked over to the open window, his bare feet pressing down the carpet
pile. The moonlight spilled onto his chest and shoulders. Alex was fourteen, already well buitt, with
the body of an athlete. His hair, cut short apart from two thick strands hanging over his forehead,
was fair. His eyes were brown and serious. For a moment he stood silently, half hidden in the
shadow, looking out. There was a police car parked outside. From his second-floor window Alex
could see the black ID number on the roof and the caps of the two men who were standing in front
of the door. The porch light went on and, at the same time, the door opened.
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“Mrs. Rider?"
“No. I'm the housekeeper. What is it? What's happened?”
“This is the home of Mr. Ian Rider?”

“Yes.”

“I wonder if we could come in. . .

And Alex already knew. He knew from the way the police stood there, awkward and unhappy. But
he also knew from the tone of their voices. Funeral voices ... that was how he would describe them

later. The sort of voices people use when they come to tell you that someone close to you has died.

He went to his door and opened it. He could hear the two policemen talking down in the hall, but
only some of the words reached him.

*...:a car accident .. called the ambulance ... intensive care ... nothing anyone could do ... so

sorry.”
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It was only hours later, sitting in the kitchen, watching as the gray light of morning bled slowly
through the West London streets, that Alex could try to make sense of what had happened. His
uncle-Ian Rider-was dead. Driving home, his car had been hit by a truck at Old Street roundabout
and he had been killed almost instantly. He hadn' been wearing a seat belt, the police said.
Otherwise, he might have had a chance.

Alex thought of the man who had been his only relation for as long as he could remember. He had
never known his own parents. They had both died in another accident, this one a plane crash, a
few weeks after he had been bor. He had been brought up by his father's brother (never “uncle"-
Tan Rider had hated that word) and had spent fourteen years in the same terraced house in
Chelsea, London, between the King's Road and the river. The two of them had always been close.
Alex remembered the vacations theyd taken together, the many sports theyd played. the movies
theyd seen. They hadn't just been relations. theyd been friends. It was almost impossible to
imagine that he would never again see the man, hear his laughter, or twist his arm to get help with
his science homework.

Alex sighed, fighting against the sense of grief that was suddenly overwhelming. But what
saddened him the most was the realization-too late now-that despite everything, he had hardly

known his uncle at all.
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He was a banker. People said Alex looked a little like him. Ian Rider was always traveling. A quiet,
private man who liked good wine, classical music. and books. Who didn' seem to have any
girlfriends ... in fact. he didn't have any friends at all. He had kept himself fit. had never smoked,
and had dressed expensively. But that wasnt enough. It wasn't a picture of a life. It was only a
thumbnail sketch.

“Are you all right, Alex?" A young woman had come into the room. She was in her late twenties with
a sprawl of red hair and a round, boyish face. Jack Starbright was American. She had come to
London as a student seven years ago, rented a room in the house in retun for light housework and
baby-sitting duties and had stayed on to become housekeeper and one of Alexs closest
companions. Sometimes he wondered what the lack was short for. Jackie? Jacqueline? Neither of
them suited her and although he had once asked, she had never said.

Alex nodded. “What do you think will happen?- he asked.

“What do you mean?
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do. ..~

“What will happen?- Alex asked for the second time that day.

“You dontt have to worry," Crawley said. “The bank will take care of everything. Thats my job. You
leave everything to me.”

The day passed. Alex killed a couple of hours knocking a few balls around on his uncle's snooker
table and then felt vaguely guilty when Jack caught him at it. But what else was he to do? Later on
she took him to a Burger King. He was glad to get out of the house, but the two of them barely
spoke. Alex assumed lack would have to go back to America. She certainly couldn't stay in London
forever. So who would look after him? At fourteen, he was still too young to look after himself. His
whole future looked so uncertain that he preferred not to talk about it. He preferred not to talk at
all

And then the day of the funeral arrived and Alex found himself dressed in a dark jacket and cords,
preparing to leave in a black car that had come from nowhere surrounded by people he had never
met. ITan Rider was buried in Brompton Cemetery on the Fulham Road, just in the shadow of the
Chelsea soccer field, and Alex knew where he would have preferred to be on that warm Wednesday
afternoon. About thirty people had turned up. but he hardly recognized any of them. A grave had
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“To the house. To me. To you.”

‘I don't know.” She shrugged. °I guess lan would have made a will" she said. “Hel have left
instructions.”

“Maybe we should look i his office.”
“Yeah. But not today, Alex. Lets take it one step at a time."

Tan's office was a room running the full length of the house, high up on the top - It was the only
room that was always locked-Alex had only been in there three or four times, and never on his
own. When he was younger, he had fantasized that there might be something strange up there ... a
time machine or a UFO. But it was merely an office with a desk, a couple of filing cabinets, shelves
full of papers and books. Bank stuff-thats what Ian said. Even so, Alex wanted to go up there now.
“The police said he wasn't wearing his seat belt.~ Alex turned to look at Jack.

She nodded. “Yeah. Thats what they said.”

“Doesntt that seem strange to you? You know how careful he was. He always wore his seat belt. He
wouldnt even drive me around the comer without making me put mine on.
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Jack thought for a moment, then shrugged. *Yeah, it is strange." she said. "But that must have been
the way it was. Why would the police have lied?”

The day dragged on. Alex hadnt gone to school even though, secretly, he wanted to. He would
have preferred to escape back into normal life, the clang of the bell, the crowds of familiar faces,
instead of sitting here, trapped inside the house. But he had to be there for the visitors who came
throughout the morning and the rest of the afternoon.

There were five of them. A lawyer who knew nothing about any will but seemed to have been
charged with organizing the funeral. A funeral director who had been recommended by the lawyer.
A vicar-tall, elderly-who seemed disappointed that Alex refused to cry. A neighbor from across the
road-how did she even know that anyone had died? And finally a man from the bank.

“All of us at the Royal and General are deeply shocked." he said. He looked about thirty, wearing a
polyester suit with a Marks & Spencer tie. He had the sort of face you forget even while youre
looking at it and had introduced himself as Crawley. from personnel. “But if there's anything we can
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been dug close to the lane that ran the length of the cemetery, and as the service began, a black
Rolls-Royce drew up, the back door opened, and a man got out. Alex watched him as he walked
forward and stopped. Alex shivered. There was something about the new arrival that made his skin
crawl.

And yet the man was ordinary to look at. Gray suit. gray hair, gray lips, and gray eyes. His face was
expressionless, the eyes behind the square, gunmetal spectacles, completely empty. Perhaps that
was what had disturbed Alex. Whoever this man was. he seemed to have less life than anyone in
the cemetery. Above or below ground.

Someone tapped Alex on the shoulder and he turned around to see Mr. Crawley leaning over him.
“That's Mr. Blunt,” the personnel manager whispered. *He's the chairman of the bank.*

Alexs eyes traveled past Blunt and over to the Rolls Royce. Two more men had come with him, one
of them driving. They were wearing identical suits and, although it wasn' a particularly bright day.
sunglasses. Both of them were watching the funeral with the same grim faces. Alex looked from
them to Blunt and then to the other people who had come to the cemetery. Had they really known
Tan Rider? Why had he never met any of them before? And why did he find it so difficult to believe
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that they really worked for a bank?

*..a good man, a patriotic man. He will be missed.”

The vicar had finished his graveside address. His choice of words struck Alex as odd. Patriotic? That
meant he loved his country. But as far as Alex knew, Ian Rider had barely spent any time in it
Certainly he had never been one for waving the Union lack. He looked around, hoping to find lack.
but saw instead that Blunt was making his way toward him, stepping carefully around the grave.
“You must be Alex.” The chairman was only a little taller than him. Up close, his skin was strangely
unreal. It could have been made of plastic. "My name is Alan Blunt,” he said. “Your uncle often
spoke about you.”

“Thats funny,” Alex said. *He never mentioned you.”

The gray lips twitched briefly. “Weill miss him. He was a good man.

“What was he good at?" Alex asked. "He never talked about his work.”
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Suddenly Crawley was there. “Your uncle was overseas finance manager. Alex.” he said. “He was
responsible for our foreign branches. You must have known that.”

T know he traveled a lot.” Alex said. "And I know he was very careful. About things like seat belts.

“Well, sadly, he wasn' careful enough.” Blunts eyes, magnified by the thick lenses of his spectacles,
lasered into his own, and for a moment, Alex felt himself pinned down, like an insect under a
microscope. I hope well meet again,” Blunt went on. He tapped the side of his face with a single
gray finger. “Yes . ..~ Then he turned and went back to his car.

That was when it happened. As Blunt was getting into the Rolls-Royce, the driver leaned down to
open the back door and his jacket fell open, revealing a stark white shirt undemneath. There was a
black shape lying against it and that was what caught Alex's eye. The man was wearing a leather
holster with an automatic pistol strapped inside. Realizing what had happened, the driver quickly
straightened up and pulled the jacket across. Blunt had seen it too. He turned back and looked
again at Alex. Something very close to an emotion slithered over his face. Then he got into the car,
the door closed, and he was gone.

A gun at a funeral, Alex thought. Why? Why should bank managers carry guns?
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“Lets get out of here.” Suddenly Jack was at his side. “Cemeteries give me the creeps.”

“Yes. And quite a few creeps have turned up." Alex muttered.

They slipped away quietly and went home. The car that had taken them to the funeral was still
waiting. but they preferred the open air. The walk took them fifteen minutes and as they turned the
corner onto their street, Alex noticed a moving van parked in front of the house, the words
STRYKER & SON painted on its side.

“Whats that doing ...?" he began.

At the same moment, the van shot off, the wheels skidding over the surface of the road.

Alex said nothing as Jack unlocked the door and let them in, but while she went into the kitchen to
make some tea, he quickly looked around the house. A letter that had been on the hall table now

lay on the carpet. A door that had been half open was now closed. Tiny details, but Alex's eyes
missed nothing. Somebody had been in the house. He was almost sure of it.
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But he wasn't certain until he got to the top floor. The door to the office, which had always, always
been locked, was now unlocked. Alex opened it and went in. The room was empty. Ian Rider had
gone and so had everything else. The desk drawers, the closets, the shelves ... anything connected
to the dead man's work had been taken. Whatever the truth was about his uncle's past, someone
had just wiped it out.
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Police Report

Reporting Offcer's Name:
Date:

What happened?

Who saw it happer?

Who was the vctim?

‘What clues have been Left at the crime scene?.

What did witnesses sag?
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