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About this Book

This action-packed adventure story for 8–11-year-olds has Ayla frantically looking for her Uncle Bob, who is believed to have been kidnapped.

Ayla and her parents have moved house, and she doesn’t know much about the area or whether she’ll find any new friends there.

Is the old bridge safe? Can she get inside the castle without being found? Who is the Riddleman and how dangerous is he?

Ayla makes two new friends, Milly the dog and Jeffrey, both of whom will do anything to help her and keep her safe.

This fast-moving adventure places Ayla in difficult and dangerous situations. She has to solve many problems to ensure her safety and find Uncle Bob. She is also faced with actual puzzles, which appear from nowhere and, if she succeeds, allow her to return home and tell her story to a new schoolfriend who comes to hear all the news.


Dedication

For Ayla H-P, I hope you enjoy the adventure.

With thanks for the first readings to Kian H-P, Josie (& Mia), Alexa (& Luca).

Many thanks to my beta readers also – fellow writers Kate, Sheila G and Graham, John, and Carole.

To Brian for working for and with me on the illustrations.


Introduction

Ayla has moved into a new house and soon finds herself caught up in an exciting adventure after her uncle Bob mysteriously disappears and she seems to be the only one able to find and rescue him.

There are so many dangers and barriers on the way, including puzzles to solve and the frightening ‘Riddleman’, who intends to stop her.

Dad is too busy at work to help, and Mum is too upset that her brother has disappeared, so Ayla must cope on her own as she investigates the many possible places such as a lighthouse, an old castle, and anywhere else Uncle Bob may be trapped or being held.

She does manage to gain two friends on the way, though, and they both help and protect her.

When a new friend – you, the reader – comes to visit, Ayla tells the story directly to you, as she is still so excited by what has happened.
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Chapter 1: My New Bedroom

Ooh! You made me jump! You shouldn’t startle me like that. I wasn’t expecting you just yet.

The strangest things have started happening to me since the school holidays began. You won’t believe it, but I swear it’s true. Now shhh! Be quiet and I’ll tell you all about it.

I think it’s all to do with when we suddenly had to move house to here – Dad insisted on it. I’d heard him telling Mum that ‘My-8’ was worried that ‘THEY’ had caught Bob and were trying to catch us too.

I love Uncle Bob, so I rushed into the room all scared and panicky, and asked where he was and was he all right? Then I asked who THEY were, and who’s My-8?

I think I was shouting, as Mum and Dad both looked surprised. Then Mum said I shouldn’t listen at doors because it was rude to listen to other people’s private conversations, and I was old enough to know better!

She did go on a bit, and she never answered any of my questions; Dad didn’t say anything, as usual. I think he doesn’t like it when Mum tells me off.

I pointed out to her that I was twelve and one-third, but I guess she knows that already, doesn’t she? I also asked her how anyone could know that a conversation was private until they had listened to it. There shouldn’t be secrets in families anyway, should there?

She said, “Ayla, go to your room at once! I will call you when you can come down again.”

She always says that, but if I leave it about twenty minutes, she never seems to mind when she sees me back downstairs. She just gives me a hug and a quick kiss on my forehead and says, “Hi, Ayla!” She can be a bit soppy at times. So anyway, off I went upstairs.

By the way, I’m called Ayla because my mum’s dad (my grandad) said, “I love ya!” to me when I was born, and my parents thought Ayla sounded almost the same.

So now Dad makes awful jokes like, “Iloveya’s drawing again,” and, “Iloveya, what would that cat look like if you drew it?” instead of just saying Ayla. Cringe, cringe!

Like Mum said when she met you and your mum at the shops, I’ll be going to the same school as you next term. I don’t know what class I’ll be in yet, though. I hope it’s a nice school. Do you like it? What do you like doing? I love reading but also sport. I’m pretty good at running and racing against others, but I suppose I just like hurrying everywhere anyway. Strangely enough, I like maths too – no-one else seems to do. Do you? Does anyone at school? I hope so.

The teacher’s sent me some homework to do during the holidays to be sure I’m on the same level as all of you when I start, but to be honest, I’ve been too busy with the adventure that started on my first day in this new house.

I love drawing and painting the most, especially drawing landscape pictures; a lot of them I just make up in my head. I have a few favourites: the ones I love are some apple trees and other kinds of trees, an old bridge, a castle, and a garden shed. I’ve brought them with me, of course.

So, anyway, I went up to my bedroom like Mum said, which was good in a way, as I hadn’t really had a proper look at it.

How disappointing! I was just looking at the plain bedroom walls. They were painted a nice blue, but it was so boring. I thought I could put up my pictures and maybe draw some new ones too. Apart from my bed and chair, I also have my lovely ‘desk’, which is an old table with a couple of drawers really, and all my pencils and crayons. I hoped my sketchpad was there too.

Quickly, I went over and found my favourite pictures, including the lighthouse, which I’d forgotten about. I bobbed them onto my desk then added my old sketchpad to the pile, got out drawing materials and began to draw a new picture. I had a look out of the window and saw some of the things I’d imagined in my favourite drawings, but this time I could see the garden, a river, and all the other things I had drawn, but as if they were all in one picture.

Now, blue happens to be my favourite colour, so I started drawing the big blue river. I added some grass and some trees like the ones I’d drawn before, but I wasn’t sure what to draw next.

I was still puzzling about it when, out of the blue, literally, a single crystal doorknob appeared on the wall behind me.

Honestly, it did! I just saw it out of the corner of my eye.

It was a lovely yellowy-orange colour and sparkled a lot. But where had it come from, and why was it on my wall? I was a bit frightened for a moment but also quite curious.

Why on earth was it there?
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I crept over quietly to look at it. A lock suddenly appeared, but where was the key? I searched everywhere I could think of, but there were no hiding places yet in my new bedroom. I just couldn’t find it!

I was even more startled when a letterbox appeared. I glanced away to see if anything else in the room was changing, but it all looked exactly the same.

But then…another surprise, because when I looked back at the wall, there was a knocker above the letterbox. Shouldn’t it be on the outside of a door, I wondered, not inside on a wall?

Finally, a magic-eye safety viewer was there, and when I peered through it, I could see the picture I’d just drawn right outside the door!

How did it get there? That’s stupid, it must be a mistake, I thought.

Don’t laugh! What would you have thought? You don’t know how spooky it was – if you laugh I shan’t tell you anymore…

OK! This is what happened next.

I sprinted back to my desk and got a thick black pencil and drew the outline of a door around all the objects – the yellowy-orange doorknob, the lock, the letterbox, the knocker, and the safety viewer – but still there was no key. I tried turning the doorknob…nothing. I turned it twice more, and all of a sudden, the door in the wall flew open, and I went through!

Of course I did! I didn’t even think about it. I just walked straight through into my own picture! Well, what would YOU have done then? I bet you’d have done the same.

It was fantastic!

There I was, near a beautiful deep-blue river, sweeping along exactly as I had drawn it, and I could see a rickety-looking bridge in the distance. I was walking along a little grassy path with the trees above me blowing in the wind. It was so lovely it made me wish I could take a photo, and I tried to remember what it was like so I could make my drawing even better, but that was silly, as I was in my picture already.
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