WALT explain the author's choice of language.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Emma Carroll uses language to create tension in these extracts.  Using evidence from the text justify this statement. 
Gold: Using the vocabulary you have found, write your own extract, creating tension.
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Even more bizarre was the key in the door. However
much I twisted and jiggled it, the lock wouldn’t open.
1 was in a right old fluster, and ready to give up and
go home, when I saw a parcel. The postman had left it
on the doorstep, behind the empty milk bottles. I bent
down to pick it up. It was quite heavy, about the size
of a shoebox, and wrapped in brown paper that was
already wrinkled with damp. The name on the front
was Grandad’s: Mr Ezra Wilkinson. Ezra: a funny, old-
fashioned name that Mum said was always given to the
men in our family. My middle name - Ella—was as close
toitasa girl'sname could be.

Turning the parcel over to read the sender’s name, I
was in for a whopping great surprise.

Professor Selim Hanawati.
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It was the man who’d died, who’d left behind his feet.
And now it seemed he’d left something else, this time
specifically for Grandad.
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1 covered the short distance to Grandad’s at record
pace. It was getting dark, the street lamps already lit,
and the rain that’'d dampened me on the way back
from school had turned to sleet. For November, it was
unusually cold.

Grandad’s shop was shut up and dark. His rooms
above it had their own entrance round the back,
through a gate and down a side alley. As I lifted the
gate latch, something warm rubbed against my legs,
making me jump.

‘Oh, cat! I gasped out loud.
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Nefertiti bounded ahead of me down the alley to
wait on the back doorstep. It wasn’t pitch dark here by
any means: the streets all around were well lit. Yet a
strange, shivery feeling came over me. I didn’t want to
go any further. And I certainly didn’t want to go inside
Grandad’s flat.

Don’t be stupid, I told myself. I'd only been here a few
days ago for our usual Saturday afternoon tea. Yet even
that, usually my favourite part of the week, had been a
little bit odd.
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It was this I was thinking of now, as I stood at
Grandad’s door, telling myself not to be stupid. The
only difference with his flat tonight was Grandad
himself wasn’t here. Yet the odd, chilly feeling wouldn’t
go away. It wasn’t just me, either. The cat sensed it too.
In one swift leap, Nefertiti was up on the neighbour’s
wall, fur on end.

‘What’s the matter, crosspatch?’ I asked her.

She made a yowling noise that Grandad said was her
way of talking. She wouldn’t be coaxed down, not even
with a square of chocolate I'd found in my coat pocket.
So much for feeding her, when she wouldn’t even come

near me.




