
Trapped –Part 3 – The Conflagration -Sparks 

4.00pm  

Slam! Drop! Slam Drop! Slam Drop!   

Little Abdi Trapta’s feet struck the pavement of Rowdon 

Avenue. The ugly faces of the bullies he had just 

confronted stared up from the pavement slabs. 

 He felt exhausted and very hungry and he failed to 

understand why everyone directed their uncontrollable 

laughter at him and his twin sister, Abdina just because 

they had Achondroplasia, a disability that prevented them 

growing.   

The bullie’s uncontrollable laughter echoed in his ears and 

their shouts of: 

“Hey Dwarf! My two year old sister’s bigger than you.”  

Hit him like a wrecking ball! 

He waved at Marie their neighbour she was in her car 

outside his house. A  70 year old lady dressed in pink with 

pink hair she looked like a fluffy marshmallow had baked 

a huge chocolate cake for the Trapta children and 

delivered it early that morning.   

 

 



He entered the house and went straight into the kitchen, 

there on the table was his slice of cake but Soupy the 

kitten was on the table with her paw in it! Abdi shouted: 

Nooo! My cake! Soupy! 

He thought to himself: 

WHY is this happening to me?! 

Lyra entered the kitchen: 

“Hello. I saved you, your slice of cake…” 

Silence 

Abdi looked at her and Lyra looked at the cake and 

shrugged her shoulders: 

“Well how many times have I told you to come straight 

home? Abdina always manages it!” 

She then picked up Soupy and departed: 

He called after her, “Lyra, what’s for supper?” Lyra stuck 

her head around the door: 

“Bread and cheese.”  

Abdi stormed. “I’m not having bread and cheese again. I’m 

going to make myself some fried chicken!” 

Lyra said harshly: 

“No you’re not!  You can only cook with me, Matilda or 

Dad. 



Abdi muttered under his breath: 

“Stupid human! 

Lyra rushed into the kitchen braying like a Donkey: 

“What did you say?” 

Abdi looked down. 

Soupie gave a huge meow and leapt out from Lyra’s arms. 

Abdi picked up the stool and dragged it to the shelve  he 

stood on it and got down the cooking oil, taking it over to 

an empty sauce -pan on the stove he then climbed up on 

stool and poured oil a lot of it hit the floor. 

4.15pm 

Lyra entered her bedroom and felt a cold wave as the 

image of herself dead in a coffin hit her and hot tears 

welled up. She had found the drawing under her bed the 

day before. 

Suddenly Hogwarts castle appeared on the other side of a 

dark lake. Lyra in Hogwarts uniform was laughed and 

chatting with new friends.  

Lyra came to and said out loud. 

‘I’m going’. 

‘Purse. I can’t go. What about Markie’s medicine? Oyster 

Card? Yes I can. I’ve tried my best. I’m not meant to be 

their mother. Oh where is Dad!’ Make up bag?’  



She looked under her bed it had gone. Standing in the 

centre of her bedroom she shouted : 

“Soupy! Levitus!” 

Soupy jumped from top of the wardrobe. Delighted she 

scooped her up and put her in a bag doing up the zip she 

whispered: 

“Don’t worry you’re Cruickshanks now. 

Lyra strode out of the bedroom.  

Out loud she said:  

“I’ll be alright now.” 

Little did she know. 

Part Two 

Lyra reached the front door the keys were always kept on 

a small table by it. They were gone. Markie suddenly 

popped his head out of the basement door and with a 

smile said: 

“No keys.” 

A snarl erupted: 

“You sneaky little rat!” And went to grab him. Markie 

slammed the basement door shut. Standing like Super Girl 

Lyra yelled: 

“I’m going to Hogwarts and NO ONE can stop me now give 

me the keys!”  



Suddenly a high pitched squeaking noise hit her ears as 

Yasmine and Jasmine came sliding down the bannisters 

and leaping off said in unison: 

“We don’t mind you going but Soupy stays”.  

They went to grab Soupie’s bag but Lyra the head of the 

school hockey team beat them to it. Three sets of angry 

eyes. Then Yasmin spoke gently: 

“Lyra, Soupy isn’t Cruikshanks and she needs to stay with 

us.” 

Lyra gave a shout of frustration and Abdina leapt down 

the stairs, simultaneously the living room door opened 

and Mackenzie appeared, and Roger from the downstairs 

bathroom and Erica’s head appeared in between the 

second floor bannisters, her round face like a clown with 

Lyra’s favourite lipstick all over it. Lyra went very calm 

and said: 

“Ok just give me my makeup!” 

A huge Chuckey like grin spread over Erica’s face: 

“If you want it you can have it!” And then she hurled the 

opened make up bag at her through the bannisters. 

Lyra was hit on the head by her lipstick. Losing it she went 

to run up the stairs. Jasmine and Yasmine went for the bag 

with Soupy in. Lyra realised and managed to get there 

before them. Soupy gave a huge meow and started to 

scratch at the bag. 



Mackenzie appeared from the living room she stood and 

stared at Lyra and said: 

Mackenzie fixed her with a gentle stare and said: 

“Hogwarts doesn’t exist.” 

Lyra said impatiently: “You know it exists we were going 

together.” 

Mackenzie sighed and said: 

“We were playing a game.” 

A red cloud swooned in front of Lyra. She dropped 

Soupie’s bag. Eyes flashing, and moved towards her and in 

a frenzied scream yelled. 

Cruciatus! 

 “Stop!” 

Markie stood there and from the depths of his Dragon  

costume produced a cigarette lighter.  

Lyra’s hands went towards Mackenzies throat. 

Markie roared: 

“No!” and threw the lighter, The flame ignited the trickle of 

oil and it erupted into flames. The children screamed  and 

made for the stairs. 

The Ashes 



They say McDonalds food isn’t good for you but on that 

day it saved lives. Mrs Marshmallow had heard the 

screams, seen the smoke and as fast as her little chubby 

legs could carry her rushed indoors and dialled 999. 

 The Fire Brigade got there in three minutes and put out 

the fire. The eight children had been  in the attic  

screaming out of the windows  were all relieved but 

Abdina was distraught. Then they remembered. Little 

Abdi.  

Fortunately, Abdi had realised there wasn’t time to get his 

stool to reach the door knob and hid in the cupboard 

under the sink.  

Police and Social services all flocked to 10 Rowdon Avenue 

the children were brought back together by the disastrous 

event . Social Services wanted to take the children into 

Care but Mrs Mashmallow, persuaded her, husband Josh to 

take them in. And every one of the siblings grew closer 

together  as they waited for Abdi Trapta father of  nine to 

come home. 

 

 

  


