
Once upon a time 
there was a girl 
called Cherry, who 
was perhaps like lots 
of other little girls, 
and perhaps a little 
different.



She liked puppies, 
kittens and 
sunshine... and she 
liked to think about 

who, 
what, 
why, 
where, 
when, 
and how.



How do birds fly?

Why do dogs bark?

When do people 
leave their windows 
open?



And what is the 
best way to catch a 
robber?

All day everyday 
- she asked, and 
thought, and tried to 
work things out
and as she did - she 
could “thinkapic” 
the answers...

...or at least some 
answers!



One summer day - 
when she was almost 
grown up, but not 
quite - she sat at 
home, wondering 
what her life would 
bring in the future.

That’s when she saw 
an advertisement in a 
newspaper:

Who stole my 
piano?



A man had come 
home to find the  
piano in his house 
had been stolen. But 
there was no way to 
get the piano out of 
the room! 

No one could solve 
the crime. The only 
other thing that 
was stolen was his 
favourite bottle of 
brandy.



She looked and 
looked at the 
photograph of the 
room.

She saw that the man 
was a bad pianist. 

She saw that he 
lived next door to a 
postman who had to 
get up early in the 
morning. 

She saw the ashes 
in the fire grate - 
even though it was 
summer.



With her thinkapic 
working as hard as it 
ever had, she saw the 
postman climb into 
the room, push the 
piano into the fire, 
pour on the brandy, 
and burn the piano!



Hurriedly she wrote 
to the advertiser, a 
Mr Burton Coggles, 
telling him what 
she thought had 
happened and why.



A week later, while 
Cherry was making 
tea, she heard a 
knock on her door.

Even Cherry’s 
thinkapic couldn’t 
guess who was there 
to see her.



It was Mr Burton 
Coggles, and behind 
him stood - The 
piano burning 
postman!

“Thank you for your 
application to be my 
apprentice detective,” 
said Burton. “Your 
application is 
accepted.”



Cherry was 
surprised:  “But 
... the postman...
job application? .... 
detective?!” was the 
best she could do.

“Postman - my butler 
- Swanton Morley 
- job application - 
newspaper - your 
letter - apprentice 
detective - of course, 
apprentice!” he said, 
speaking like a man 
used to thinking fifty 
pics a second!



Then she had 
her biggest ever 
thinkapic.

Burton Coggles - 
the world’s greatest 
unliving detective 
needed an assistant. 
What better way to 
find one, than to 
make up a crime, and 
see who solved it!

“Thank you,” she 
said. “When do I 
start?”


