Activity 2 – Answer the questions
1) How does the author show that nan is a ghost? (2marks)
2) What is nan cross at when she enters the house? (1mark)
3) Why would Estelle use magic to make strawberries come in October? (1mark)
4) What are the 5 jobs that Estelle is supposed to be doing? (3 marks)
5) How does Estelle feel about staying within the boundaries of the house? (3marks – Use PEE)
6) Find the meaning of the following words:
a) orchard
b) humanity
c) irreplaceable
d) coalescing
e) [bookmark: _GoBack]fickle
Activity 1 - Words to find:
Estelle
orchard	
love-fest
Shook
Damsons
library
Knack
humanity
boundary
Brushing
Winterspell
Dusted
centuries
Distant
silence
Creatures
opposite
Well-trodden
plate
Enchanted
fickle
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Nan's a ghost, and my parents are only distant memoris.

Nan was the one who brought me up — with books
and gardening, with forest explorations, and adventures
through the trees. We spent so many days on the
outskirts of the forest, watching the creatures from
afar, while she told me their sccret ways and warned
me never to go beyond our well-trodden paths without
her. We tended our orchard and played hopscotch on
the crumbling patio by the back door. She made jam
sandwiches and told me tricksy tales of fac children and
enchanted treasures, of goblins and of the palace locked
decpin Winterspell Forest, lost to all, and she taught me
how to look after our home. Nan is pretty awesome, but
she's been a ghost since before I was born, and it’s hard
for her to do much these days.

When 1 was younger, she was a lttle more solid;
she could cook, and she could hold me. But as I got
older, she got thinner, and now she mainly hovers over
e, making sure I'm doing what I'm supposed to be
doing: keeping the herb garden going, harvesting the
vegetables, making the jam with the damsons and
gooscberics, feeding the chickens. Oh, and learning
the old spells that keep us safe here, hidden between the
realms of fac and humanity.
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“Estellel”

“Yes, Nan? 1 try to sound calm, but her voice often
sends a lttle wire of shock through me. She has a knack
for catching me just when I'm doing something I know
she wouldn't approve of, like using ancient words of
magic to make strawberries come in October. I pull a
disheloth over their growing red hearts and turn from
the sink as she billows out through the fireplace and
swidls in front of me, slowly gathering into her usual
shape.

“Ihis house is a mess. When was the last time you
dusted?” she asks, brushing at the front of her dress. “The
whole place needs a thorough going-over”

I think its OK, I say, looking around, fingering the
silver acorn at my neck. I mean, ifs  bit cluttered, and
actually I really can't remember the last time I dusted,
but I don't mind, and I'm the one /iving here, after all:
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She says we belong with neither, not while the
Shadow King reigns in Winterspell.

“How’sthe spell-work coming? she asks now, hovering
over the kitchen table, where the books are heaped in a
pile. ‘Oh, darling, you should look after these better —
some of them are centuries old! Irreplaceable!”

I know, I say, shoving them to one side, away from
the breakfast honey spill. ‘T am doing my best. But it's
lonely” There's a long silence. Her grey eyes starc into
mine, unblinking. ‘So I wondered if youd had the
chance to think about, um, if it would be OK if I . . .
you know ... I pull out one of the chairs and drop into
it, putting my chin in my hands and staring at Nan,
making my eyes as wide as they can go.

‘Oh no you don't, she says with a firm shake of her
head, coalescing into the chair opposite minc. ‘That
trick won't work on me, my dear. The answer is no.

‘Please, Nan My eyes start to prickle.
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“It’s just not a good idea, Stella, she says. Tm sorry,
but don't you have enough on your plate with looking
after this place and your lessons?”

She smiles, but it doesn't reach her eyes — she’s affaid
for me. We don't go far from the house any more. The
forest is forbidden now that she’s weaker, and we hide
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as much as we can from the real world too. I get it — or
at least part of it. The world of magic is not a sparkly
lovefest; it a dark, fickle wilderness. And we know
that better than most. Nan's taught me the spells to keep
our house protected from the fac, and we have a whole
library full of texts on fae and magic, so it i a fairly full-
time job, keeping the boundary live and looking after
everything else.
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Nan's a ghost, and my parents are only distant memoris.

Nan was the one who brought me up — with books
and gardening, with forest explorations, and adventures
through the trees. We spent so many days on the
outskirts of the forest, watching the creatures from
afar, while she told me their sccret ways and warned
me never to go beyond our well-trodden paths without
her. We tended our orchard and played hopscotch on
the crumbling patio by the back door. She made jam
sandwiches and told me tricksy tales of fac children and
enchanted treasures, of goblins and of the palace locked
decpin Winterspell Forest, lost to all, and she taught me
how to look after our home. Nan is pretty awesome, but
she's been a ghost since before I was born, and it’s hard
for her to do much these days.

When 1 was younger, she was a lttle more solid;
she could cook, and she could hold me. But as I got
older, she got thinner, and now she mainly hovers over
e, making sure I'm doing what I'm supposed to be
doing: keeping the herb garden going, harvesting the
vegetables, making the jam with the damsons and
gooscberics, feeding the chickens. Oh, and learning
the old spells that keep us safe here, hidden between the
realms of fac and humanity.
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“Estellel”

“Yes, Nan? 1 try to sound calm, but her voice often
sends a lttle wire of shock through me. She has a knack
for catching me just when I'm doing something I know
she wouldn't approve of, like using ancient words of
magic to make strawberries come in October. I pull a
disheloth over their growing red hearts and turn from
the sink as she billows out through the fireplace and
swidls in front of me, slowly gathering into her usual
shape.

“Ihis house is a mess. When was the last time you
dusted?” she asks, brushing at the front of her dress. “The
whole place needs a thorough going-over”

I think its OK, I say, looking around, fingering the
silver acorn at my neck. I mean, ifs  bit cluttered, and
actually I really can't remember the last time I dusted,
but I don't mind, and I'm the one /iving here, after all:
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She says we belong with neither, not while the
Shadow King reigns in Winterspell.

“How’sthe spell-work coming? she asks now, hovering
over the kitchen table, where the books are heaped in a
pile. ‘Oh, darling, you should look after these better —
some of them are centuries old! Irreplaceable!”

I know, I say, shoving them to one side, away from
the breakfast honey spill. ‘T am doing my best. But it's
lonely” There's a long silence. Her grey eyes starc into
mine, unblinking. ‘So I wondered if youd had the
chance to think about, um, if it would be OK if I . . .
you know ... I pull out one of the chairs and drop into
it, putting my chin in my hands and staring at Nan,
making my eyes as wide as they can go.

‘Oh no you don't, she says with a firm shake of her
head, coalescing into the chair opposite minc. ‘That
trick won't work on me, my dear. The answer is no.

‘Please, Nan My eyes start to prickle.
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“It’s just not a good idea, Stella, she says. Tm sorry,
but don't you have enough on your plate with looking
after this place and your lessons?”

She smiles, but it doesn't reach her eyes — she’s affaid
for me. We don't go far from the house any more. The
forest is forbidden now that she’s weaker, and we hide




image5.png
as much as we can from the real world too. I get it — or
at least part of it. The world of magic is not a sparkly
lovefest; it a dark, fickle wilderness. And we know
that better than most. Nan's taught me the spells to keep
our house protected from the fac, and we have a whole
library full of texts on fae and magic, so it i a fairly full-
time job, keeping the boundary live and looking after
everything else.




