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I hope that you will remember these extracts form a story that we did earlier this year. It was set in an old “stately home” which had been abandoned, except for three old people whose job it was to look after things.

[image: image2.jpg]T can assure you,” said I, ‘that it will take a very tangible ghost to
frighten me.” And I stood up before the fire with my glass in my hand.

‘It is your own choosing,’ said the man with the withered arm and
glanced at me askance.

‘Eight-and-twenty years,’ said I, ‘I have lived, and never a ghost have
I seen as yet.’

The old woman satstaring hard into the fire, her pale eyes wide open.
‘Ay,’ she broke in; ‘and eight-and-twenty years you have lived and
nevet seen the likes of this house, I reckon. There’s a2 many things to
see, when one’s still but eight-and-twenty.” She swayed her head slowly
from side to side. ‘A many things to see and sorrow for.’

I half suspected the old people were trying to enhance the spiritual
terrors of their house by their droning insistence. I put down my
empty glass on the table and looked about the room, and caught a
glimpse of myself, abbreviated and broadened to an impossible stout-
ness, in the queer old mirror at the end of the room. “Well,” I said,
‘if I see anything tonight, I shall be so much the wiser. For I come to

the business with an open mind.’ ‘ |
‘It’s your own choosing,” said the man with the withered arm once

more.




Some questions to stir your mind:

1. Explain how you know there is a young man in the room with the old people.

2. When he says “it will take a very tangible ghost to frighten me”, what does this mean ?

3. What is the young man planning to do ?

4. Which piece of description is used to make the old man seem hideous and frightening ?

5. Which phrase is used to show how dangerous the man’s plan to spend the night in The Red Room is ?

You will remember that the story was called The Red Room and that it was a ghost story …..

The second extract is the end of the story. Before you read it again please write a short summary of the things that happen in The Red Room.
(between 60 and 100 words).
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This extract is from the end of the story:

[image: image4.jpg]I stumbled and fell and whisked the cloth from the table in my fall.
My candle rolled away from me, and I snatched another as I rose.
Abruptly this was blown out, as I swling it off the table, by the wind
of my sudden movement, and immediately the two remaining
candles followed. But there was light still in the room, a red light
that stayed off the shadows from me. The fire! Of course, I could
thrust my candle between the bars and relight it!

I turned to where the flames were dancing between the glowing
coals, and splashing red reflections upon the furniture, made two steps
towards the grate, and incontinently the flames dwindled and vanished,
the glow vanished, the reflections rushed together and vanished, and as
I thrust the candle between the bars, darkness closed upon me like the
shutting of an eye, wrapped about me in a stiflling embrace, sealed
my vision, and crushed the last vestiges of reason from my brain.
The candle fell from my hand. I flung out my arms in a vain effort to
thrust that ponderous blackness away from me, and, lifting up my
voice, screamed with all my might—once, twice, thrice. Then I think
I must have staggered to my feet. I know I thought suddenly of the
moonlit corridor, and, with my head bowed and my arms over my face,
made a run for the door. ;

But I had forgotten the exact position of the door, and struck
myself heavily against the corner of the bed. I staggered back, turned,
and was either struck or struck myself against some other bulky
furniture. I have a vague memory of battermg myself thus, to and fro
in the darkness, of a cramped struggle, and of my own wild crying as I
darted to and fro, of a heavy blow at last upon my forehead, a
horrible sensation of falling that lasted an age, of my last frantic effort
to keep my footing, and then I remember no more.




A few more questions:

6. The picture on the last sheet shows a fire. Why is the fire so important at the end of the story ?

7. At the start of the story the young man was very calm and confident. How is he feeling at the end of the story ?

8. Explain what has happened to make him feel like this ?

9. I think that this ghost story is really frightening.

Use bullet points to list a least five different thing that make the story so scary.

Farthing House is another ghost story but it has a very different style to The Red Room. In some ways it isn’t as frightening, however there is a twist at the end which is truly horrifying.

The Red Room was written by HG Wells during the Victorian Period.
Farthing house is a modern story written by Susan Hill about twenty years ago.

Later on we’re going to be comparing the two stories but for know turn the lights down low and prepare for the horror that awaits.
If you want to hear me read the story you can download it from the  “Video Resource Centre” which is on our web-site.
You’ve also got the text here in this booklet.

Personally I’d listen once and then listen again while you follow the text.
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have never told you any of this before — I have never

told anyone, and indeed, writing it down and sealing
it up in an envelope to be read at some future date may
still not count as ‘telling’. But I shall feel better for it,
I am sure of that. Now it has all come back to me, I do
not want to let it go again, I must set it down.

It is true, and for that very reason you must not hear
it just now. You will be prey to enough anxieties and
fancies without my adding ghosts to them; the time
before the birth of a child one is so very vulnerable.

I daresay that it has made me vulnerable too, that
this has brought the events to mind.

I began to be restless several weeks ago. I was
burning the last of the leaves. It was a most beautiful
day, clear and cold and blue and a few of them were
swirling down as I raked and piled. And then a light
wind blew suddenly across the grass, scuttling the
leaves and making the woodsmoke drift towards me,
and as I caught the smell of it, that most poignant,
melancholy, nostalgic of all smells, something that had
been drifting on the edges of my consciousness blurred
and insubstantial, came into focus, and in a rush I
remembered . . .

It was as though a door had been opened on to the
past, and I had stepped through and gazed at what I
saw there again. I saw the house, the drive sweeping
up to it, the countryside around it, on that late
November afternoon, saw the red sun setting behind
the beech copse; beyond the rising, brown fields, saw
the bonfire the gardener had left to smoulder on gently
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by itself, and the thin pale smoke coiling up from its

heart. I was there, all over again.
I went in a daze into the house, made some tea, and

sat, still in my old, outdoor clothes at the kitchen table,
as it went quite dark outside the window, and I let
myself go back to that day, and the nights that
followed, watched it all unfold again, remembered. So
that it was all absolutely clear in my mind when the
newspaper report appeared, a week later.

I was going to see Aunt Addy. It was November, and
she had been at the place called Farthing House since
the New Year, but it was only now that I had managed
to get away and make the two hundred-mile journey to
visit her.

We had written, of course, and spoken on the
telephone, and so far as I could tell she sounded happy.
Yes, they were very nice people, she said, and yes, it
was such a lovely house, and she did so like her room,
everyone was most kind, oh yes dear, it was the right
thing, I should have done it long ago, I really am very
settled.

And Rosamund said that she was, too, said that it
was fine, really, just as Addy told me, a lovely place,
such kind people, and Alec had been and he agreed.

All the same, I was worried, I wasn’t sure. She had
been so independent always, so energetic, so very
much her own person all her life, I couldn’t see her in
a Home, however nice and however sensible a move it
was — and she was eighty-six and had had two nasty
falls the previous winter — I liked to think of her as she
was when we were children, and went to stay at the
house in Wales, striding over the hills with the dogs,
rowing on the lake, getting up those colossal picnics for
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us all. I always loved her, she was such fun. I wish you
had known her.

And of course, I wish that one of us could have had
her, but there really wasn’t room to make her
comfortable and, oh, other feeble-sounding reasons,
which are real reasons, nonetheless.

She had never asked me to visit her, that wasn’t her
way. Only the more she didn’t ask, the more I knew
that I should, the guiltier I felt. It was just such a
terrible year, what with one thing and another.

But now I was going. It had been a beautiful day for
the drive too. I had stopped twice, once in a village,
once in a small market town and explored churches
and little shops, and eaten lunch and had a pot of tea
and taken a walk along the banks of a river in the late
sunshine, and the berries, I remember had been thick
and heavy, clustered on the boughs. I'd seen a jay and
two deer and once, like magic, a kingfisher, flashing
blue as blue across a hump-backed bridge. I'd had a
sort of holiday really. But now I was tired, I would be
glad to get there. It was very nice that they had a
guest-room, and I didn’t have to stay alone in some
hotel. It meant I could really spend all my time with
Aunt Addy. Besides, you know how I've always hated
hotels, I lie awake thinking of the hundreds of people
who’ve slept in the bed before me.

Little Dornford 1'/zm.

But as I turned right and the road narrowed to a
single track, between trees, I began to feel nervous,
anxious, I prayed that it really would be all right, that
Aunt Addy had been telling the truth.

“You’ll come to the church’, they had said, and a row
of three cottages, and then there is the sign to
Farthing House, at the bottom of the drive.
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I had seen no other car since leaving the cathedral
town seven miles back on the main road. It was very
quiet, very out of the way. I wondered if Addy minded.
She had always been alone up there in her own house
but somehow now that she was so old and infirm, I
thought she might have liked to be nearer some bustle,
perhaps actually in a town. And what about the others,
a lot of old women isolated out here together? I
shivered suddenly and peered forwards along the
darkening lane. The church was just ahead, the car
lights swept along a yew hedge, a lych gate’, caught the
shoulder of a gravestone. I slowed down.

FARTHING HOUSE. It was a neat, elegantly lettered
sign, not too prominent and at least it did not proclaim
itself Residential Home.

The last night was fading in the sky behind a copse
of bare beech trees, the sun dropping down, a great
red, frost-rimmed ball. I saw the drive, a wide lawn,
the remains of a bonfire of leaves, smouldering by
itself in a corner. Farthing House.

I don’t know exactly what my emotions had been up
to that moment. I was very tired, with that slightly
dazed, confused sensation that comes after along drive
and the attendant concentration. And I was
apprehensive. I so wanted to be happy about Aunt
Addy, to be sure that she was in the right place to
spend the rest of her life — or maybe I just wanted to
have my conscience cleared so I could bowl off home
again in a couple of days with a blithe heart,
untroubled by guilt and be able to enjoy the coming

Christmas.
But as I stood on the black and white marbled floor

of the entrance porch I felt something else and it made

* lych gate: gate at the entrance to a churchyard
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me hesitate before ringing the bell. What was it? Not
fear or anxiety, no shudders. I am being very careful
now, it would be too easy to claim that I had sensed
something sinister, that I was shrouded at once in the
atmosphere of a haunted house.

But I did not, nothing of that sort crossed my mind.
I was only overshadowed by a curious sadness — I don’t
know exactly how to describe it — a sense of loss, a
melancholy. It descended like a damp veil about my
head and shoulders. But it lifted, or almost, the cloud
passed after a few moments. Well, I was tired, I was
cold, it was the back end of the year, and perhaps I had
caught a chill, which often manifests itself first as a
sudden change of mood into a lower key.

The only other thing I noticed was the faintest smell
of hospital antiseptic. That depressed me a bit more.
Farthing House wasn’t a hospital or even a nursing
home proper and I didn’t want it to seem so to Aunt
Addy, not even in this slight respect.

But in fact, once I was inside, I no longer noticed it
at all, there was only the pleasant smell of furniture
polish, and fresh chrysanthemums and, somewhere in
the background, a light, spicy smell of baking.

The smells that greeted me were all of a piece with
the rest of the welcome. Farthing House seemed like
an individual, private home. The antiques in the hall
were good, substantial pieces and they had been well
cared for over the years, there were framed
photographs on a sideboard, flowers in jugs and bowls,
there was an old, fraying, tapestry-covered armchair
on which a fat cat slept beside a fire. It was quiet, too,
there was no rattling of trolleys or buzzing of bells.
And the matron did not call herself one.

“You are Mrs Flower — how nice to meet you.” She put
out her hand. ‘Janet Pearson.’
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She was younger than I had expected, probably in
her late forties. A small King Charles spaniel hovered
about her waving a frond-like tail. I relaxed.

1 spent a good evening in Aunt Addy’s company; she
was so settled and serene, and yet still so full of life.
Farthing House was well run, warm and comfortable,
and there was good, home-cooked dinner, with fresh
vegetables and an excellent lemon meringue pie. The
rooms were spacious, the other residents pleasant but
not over-obtrusive.

Something else was not as I had expected. It had
been necessary to reserve the guest-room and
bathroom well in advance, but when Mrs Pearson
herself took my bag and led me up the handsome
staircase, she told me that after a serious leak in the
roof had caused damage, it was being redecorated. ‘So
I’ve put you in Cedar — it happens to be free just now.’
She barely hesitated as she spoke. ‘And it’s such a
lovely room, I'm sure you’ll like it.”

How could I have failed? Cedar Room was one of the
two largest in the house, on the first floor, with big bay
windows overlooking the garden at the back — though
now the deep red curtains had been drawn against the
early evening darkness.

‘Your aunt is just across the landing.’

‘So they’ve put you in Cedar,” Addy said later when we
were having a drink in her own room. It wasn’t so large
but I preferred it simply, I think, because there was so
much familiar furniture, her chair, her own oak
dresser, the painted screen, even the club fender we
used to sit on to toast our toes as children.

“Yes. It seems a bit big for one person, but it’s very
handsome. I'm surprised it’s vacant.’

Addy winked at me. ‘Well, of course it wasn’t ...’
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‘Oh.’ For an instant, that feeling of unease and
melancholy passed over me like a shadow again.

‘Now buck up, don’t look wan, there isn’t time.” And
she plunged me back into family chat and cheerful
recollections, interspersed with sharp observations
about her fellow residents, so that I was almost
entirely comfortable again.

I remained so until we parted at getting on for half
past eleven. We had spent much of the evening alone
together, and then joined some of the others in one of
the lounges, where an almost party-like atmosphere
had developed, with laughter and banter and happy
talk, which had all helped to revive my first
impressions of Farthing House and Addy’s place there.

It was not until I closed the door of my room and was
alone that I was forced to acknowledge again what had
been at the back of my mind all the time, almost like
having a person at my shoulder, though just out of
sight. T was in this large, high-ceilinged room because
it was free, its previous occupant having recently died.
1 knew no more, and did not want to know, had firmly
refrained from asking any questions. Why should it
matter? It did not. As a matter of fact it still does not,
it had no bearing at all on what happened, but I must
set it down because I feel I have to tell the whole truth
and part of that truth is that I was in an unsettled,
slightly nervous frame of mind as I got ready for bed,
because of what I knew, and because I could not help

wondering whether whoever had occupied Cedar
Room had died in it, perhaps even in this bed. I was, as

you might say, almost expecting to have bad dreams or
to see a ghost.

There is just one other thing.
: W)_Jen we were all in the lounge, the talk had
inevitably been of former homes and families, the past
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in general, and Addy had wanted some photographs
from upstairs. I had slipped out to fetch them for her.

It was very quiet in the hall. The doors were heavy
and soundproof, though from behind one I could just
hear some faint notes of recorded music, but the staff
quarters down the passage were closed off and silent.

So I was quite certain that I heard it, the sound was
unmistakable. It was a baby crying. Not a cat, not a
dog. They are quite different, you know. What I heard
from some distant room on the ground floor was the
cry of a newborn baby.

I hesitated. Stopped. But it was over at once, and it
did not come again. I waited, feeling uncertain. But
then, from the room with the music, I heard the
muffled signature tune of the ten o’clock news. I went
on up the staircase. The noise had come from the
television then.

Except, you see, that deep down and quite surely, I
knew that it had not.

I may have had odd frissons” about my room but
once I was actually in bed and settling down to read a
few pages of Sense and Sensibility before going to
sleep, I felt quite composed and cheerful. The only
thing wrong was that the room still seemed far too big
for one person. There was ample furniture and yet it
was as though someone else ought to be there. I find it
difficult to explain precisely.

I was very tired. And Addy was happy, Farthing
House was everything I had hoped it would be, I had
had a most enjoyable evening, and the next day we
were to go out and see something of the countryside
and later, hear sung evensong at the cathedral.

1 switched out the lamp.

* frissons: shivers
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At first I thought it was as quiet outside the house as
in, but after a few minutes, I heard the wind sifting
through the bare branches and sighing towards the
windows and away. I felt like a child again, snug in my
little room under the eaves.

I slept.

I dreamed almost-at once and with extraordinary
vividness, and it was, at least to begin with, a most
happy dream. I was in St Mary’s, the night after you
were born, lying in my bed in that blissful, glowing,
untouchable state when the whole of the rest of life
seems suspended and everything irrelevant but this.
You were there in your crib beside me, though I did not
look at you. I don’t think anything happened in the
dream and it did not last very long. I was simply there
in the past and utterly content.

1 woke with a start, and as I came to, it was with that
sound in my ears, the crying of the baby that I had
heard as I crossed the hall earlier that evening. The
room was quite dark. I knew at once where I was and
yet I was still half within my dream — I remember that
I felt a spurt of disappointment that it had been a
dream and I was actually there, a new young mother
again with you beside me in the crib.

How strange, I thought, I wonder why. And then
something else happened — or no, not ‘happened’.
There just was something else, that is the only way Il
can describe it.

1 had the absolutely clear sense that someone else
had been in my room — not the hospital room of my
dream, but this room in Farthing House. No one was
here now, but minutes before I woke, I knew that they
had been. I remember thinking, someone is in the next
bed. But of course, there was no next bed, just mine.
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After a while I switched on the lamp. All was as it
had been when I had gone to sleep. Only that
sensation, that atmosphere was still there. If nothing
else had happened at Farthing House, I suppose in
time I would have decided I had half-dreamed,
half-imagined it, and forgotten. It was only because of
what happened afterwards that I remembered so
clearly and knew with such certainty that my feeling
had been correct.

I got up, went over to the tall windows and opened
the curtains a little. There was a clear, star-pricked
sky and a thin paring of moon. The gardens and the
dark countryside all around were peaceful and still.

But I felt oppressed again by the most profound
melancholy of spirit, the same terrible sadness and
sense of loss that had overcome me on my arrival. I
stood there for a long time, unable to release myself
from it, before going back to bed to read another
chapter of Jane Austen, but I could not concentrate
properly and in the end grew drowsy. I heard nothing,
saw nothing, and I did not dream again.

The next morning my mood had lightened. There
had been a slight frost during the night, and the sun
rose on a countryside dusted over with rime’. The sky
was blue, trees set in dark pencil strokes against it.

We had a good day, Aunt Addy and I, enjoying one
another’s company, exploring churches and antique
shops, having a pub lunch, and an old-fashioned
muffin and fruitcake tea after the cathedral service.

It was as we were eating it that I asked suddenly,
‘What do you know about Farthing House?’

Seeing Addy’s puzzled look, I went on, ‘I just mean,
how long has Mrs Pearson been there, who had it

* rime: white frost
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before, all that sort of thing. Presumably it was once a
family house.’

‘I have an idea someone told me it had been a
military convalescent home during the war. Why do
you ask?’

I thought of Cedar Room the previous night, and
that strange sensation. What had it been? Or who? But
1 found that I couldn’t talk about it for some reason, it
made me too uneasy. ‘Oh, nothing. Just curious.’ I
avoided Addy’s eye.

That evening, the matron invited me to her own room
for sherry, and to ask if I was happy about my aunt. I
reassured her, saying all the right, polite things. Then
she said, ‘And have you been quite comfortable?’

‘Oh yes.” I looked straight at her. I thought she
might have been giving me an opening - I wasn’t sure.
And I almost did tell her. But again, I couldn’t speak
of it. Besides, what was there to tell? I had heard a
baby crying — from the television. I'd had an unusual
dream, and an odd, confused sensation when I woke
from it that someone had just left my room.

Nothing.

‘T've been extremely comfortable,’ I said firmly. ‘I
feel quite happy about everything.’

Did she relax just visibly, smile a little too eagerly,
was there a touch of relief in her voice when she next

spoke?

1 don’t know whether or not I dreamed that night. It
seemed that one minute I was in a deep sleep, and the
next that something had woken me. As I came to, I
know I heard the echo of crying in my ears, or in my
inner ear, but a different sort of crying this time, not
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that of a baby, but a desperate, woman’s sobbing. The
antiseptic smell was faintly there again too, my
awareness of it was mingled with that of the sounds.

1 sat bolt upright. The previous night, I had had the
sensation of someone having just been in my room.

Now, I saw her.

There was another bed in the opposite corner of the
room, close to the window, and she was getting out of
it. The room felt horribly cold. I remember being
conscious of the iciness on my hands and face.

1 was wide awake, I am quite sure of that, I could hear
my own heart pounding, see the bedside table, and the
lamp and the blue binding of Sense and Sensibility in
the moonlight. I know I was not dreaming, so much so
that I almost spoke to the woman, wondering as I saw
her what on earth they were thinking of to put her and
her bed in my room while I was asleep.

She was young, with a flowing, embroidered
nightgown, high necked and long sleeved. Her hair
was long too, and as pale as her face. Her feet were
bare. But I could not speak to her, my throat felt
paralysed. I tried to swallow, but even that was
difficult, the inside of my mouth was so dry.

She seemed to be crying. I suppose that was what I
had heard. She moved across the room towards the
door and she held out her arms as if she were begging
someone to give her something. And that terrible
melancholy came over me again, I felt inconsolably
hopeless and sad.

The door opened. I know that because a rush of air
came in to the room, and it went even colder, but
somehow, I did not see her put her hand to the knob
and turn it. All I know is that she had gone, and that T
was desperate to follow her, because I felt that she
needed me in some way.
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I did not switch on the lamp or put on my dressing
gown, I half-ran to catch her up.

The landing outside was lit as if by a low, flickering
candle flame. I saw the door of Aunt Addy’s room but
the wood looked darker, and there were some pictures
on the walls that I had not noticed before. It was still
so cold my breath made little haws of white in front of
my face.

The young woman had gone. I went to the head of
the staircase. Below, it was pitch dark. I heard
nothing, no footstep, no creak of the floorboards. I was
too frightened to go any further.

As I turned, I saw that the flickering light had faded
and the landing was in darkness too. I felt my way,
trembling, back to my own room and put my hand on
the doorknob. As I did so I heard from far below, in the
recesses of the house, the woman’s sobbing and a
calling - it might have been of a name, but it was too
faint and far away for me to make it out.

I managed to stumble across the room and switch on
the lamp. All was normal. There was just one bed, my
own. Nothing had changed.

1 looked at the clock. It was a little after three. I was
soaked in sweat, shaking, terrified. I did not sleep
again that night but sat up in the chair wrapped in the
eiderdown with the lamp on, until the late grey dawn
came around the curtains. That I had seen a young
woman, that she had been getting out of another bed
in my room, I had no doubt at all. I had not been
dreaming, as I certainly had on the previous night. The
difference between the two experiences was quite clear

to me. She had been there.
1 had never either believed or disbelieved in ghosts,
scarcely ever thought about the subject at all. Now, I
knew that I had seen one. And I could not throw off not
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only my fear but the depression her presence inflicted
on me. Her distress and agitation, whatever their
cause, had affected me profoundly, and from the first
moment of my arrival at the door of Farthing House.
It was a dark, dreadful, helpless feeling and with it
there also went a sense of foreboding.

I was due to leave for home the following morning but
when I joined Aunt Addy for breakfast I felt wretched,
tense and strained, quite unfit for a long drive. When
I went to Mrs Pearson’s office and explained simply
that I had not slept well, she expressed concern at once
and insisted that I stay on another night. I wanted to,
but I did not want to remain in Cedar Room. When I
mentioned it, very diffidently, Mrs Pearson gave me a
close look and I waited for her to question me but she
did not, only told me, slipping her pen nervously round
and round between her fingers that there simply was
not another vacant room in the house. So I said that of
course it did not matter, it was only that I had always
felt uneasy sleeping in very large rooms, and laughed

it off, trying to reassure her. She pretended that I had.

That morning, Aunt Addy had an appointment with
the visiting hairdresser. I didn’t feel like sitting about
reading papers and chatting in the lounge. They were
nice women, the other residents, kind and friendly and
welcoming but I was on edge and still enveloped in
sadness and foreboding. I needed time to myself.

The weather didn’t help. It had gone a degree or two
warmer and the rise in temperature had brought a
dripping fog and low cloud that masked the lines of the
countryside. I trudged around Farthing .House
gardens but the grass was soaking wet and the sngl.lt'of
the dreary bushes and black trees lowered my spirits
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further. I set off down the lane, past the three cottages.
A dog barked from one, but the others were silent and
apparently empty. I suppose that by then I had begun
to wallow slightly in my mood and I decided that I
might as well go the whole hog and visit the church
and its overgrown little graveyard. It was bitterly cold
inside. There were some good brasses and a wonderful
ornate eighteenth-century monument to a pious local
squire, with- florid rhymes and madly grieving angels.
But the stained glass was in ugly ‘uncut moquette”™
colours, as Stephen would have said, and besides it was
actually colder inside the church than out.

I had a prowl around the graveyard, looking here
and there at epitaphs. There were a couple of minor
gems but otherwise, all was plain, names and dates
and dullness and I was about to leave when my eye was
caught by some gravestones at the far side near to the
field wall. They were set a little apart and neatly
arranged in two rows. I bent down and deciphered the
faded inscriptions. They were all the graves of babies,
newborn or a few days old, and dating from the early
years of the century. I wondered why so many, and
why all young babies. They had different surnames,
though one or two recurred. Had there been some
dreadful epidemic in the village? Had the village been
much larger then, if there had been so many young
families?

At the far end of the row were three adult sized
stones. The inscriptions on two had been mossed over
but one was clear.

Eliza Maria Dolly.
Died January 20 1902. Aged 19 years.
And also her infant daughter.

* ‘uncut moquette’: type of furnishing fabric
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As I walked thoughtfully back I saw an elderly man
dismount from a bicycle beside the gate and pause,
looking towards me.

‘Good morning! Gerald Manberry, vicar of the
parish. Though really I am semi-retired, there isn’t a
great deal for a full-time man to take care of nowadays.
1 see you have been looking at the poor little Farthing
House graves.”

‘Farthing House?’

“Yes, just down the lane. It was a home for young
women and their illegitimate babies from the turn of
the century until the last war. Then a military
convalescent home, I believe. It’s a home for the
elderly now, of course.’

How bleak that sounded. I told him that I had been
staying there. ‘But the graves ...’ I said.

‘I suppose a greater number of babies died around
the time of birth then, especially in those
circumstances. And mothers too, I fear. Poor girls. It’s
all much safer now. A better world. A better world.’

I watched him wheel his ancient bicycle round to the
vestry door, before beginning to walk back down the
empty lane towards Farthing House. But I was not
seeing my surroundings or hearing the caw-cawing of
the rooks in the trees above my head. I was seeing the
young woman in the nightgown, her arms
outstretched, and hearing her cry and feeling again
that terrible sadness and distress. I thought gf the
grave of Eliza Maria Dolly, ‘and also her infant
daughter’.

I was not afraid any more, not now that I knew who
she was and why she had been there, getting out of her
bed in Cedar Room, to go in search of her baby. Poor,
pale, distraught young thing, she could do no one harm.

*
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I slept well that night, I saw nothing, heard nothing,
although in the morning I knew, somehow, that she
had been there again, there was the same emptiness in
the room and the imprint of her sad spirit upon it.

The fog had cleared and it was a pleasant winter day,
intermittently sunny. I left for home after breakfast,
having arranged that Aunt Addy was to come to us for
Christmas.

She did so and we had a fine time, as happy as we all
used to be together, with Stephen and I, Rosamund,
Alec and the others. I shall always be glad of that, for
it was Addy’s last Christmas. She fell down the stairs
at Farthing House the following March, broke her hip
and died of a stroke a few days later. They took her to
hospital and I saw her there, but afterwards, when her
things were to be cleared up, I couldn’t face it. Stephen
and Alec did everything. I never went back to Farthing
House.

1 often thought about it though, even dreamed of it.
An experience like that affects you profoundly and for
ever. But I could not have spoken about it, not to
anyone at all. If ever a conversation touched upon the
subject of ghosts I kept silent. I had seen one. I knew.
That was all.

Some years afterwards, I learned that Farthing House
had closed to residents, been sold and then
demolished, to make room for a new development — the
nearby town was spreading out now. Little Dornford
had become a suburb.

1 was sad. It had been, in' most respects, such a good
and happy place.

Then, only a week ago, I saw the name again, quite
by chance, it leaped at me from the newspaper. You
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may remember the case, though you would not have
known of any personal connection.

A young woman stole a baby, from its pram outside
a shop. The child had only been left for a moment or
two but apparently she had been following and
keeping watch, waiting to take it. It was found
eventually, safe and well. She had looked after it, so I
suppose things could have been worse, but the distress
caused to the parents was obviously appalling. You can
imagine that now, can’t you?

They didn’t send her to prison, she was taken into
medical care. Her defence was that she had stolen the
child when she was out of her right mind after the
death of her own baby not long before. The child was
two days old. Her address was given as Farthing House
Close, Little Dornford.

1 think of it constantly, see the young, pale,
distraught woman, her arms outstretched, searching,
hear her sobbing, and the crying of her baby.

But I imagine that she has gone, now that she has
what she was looking for.




The first thing you will need to do is write out a simple, “bullet point”, summary of the narrative – to make sure you’ve followed exactly what was going on in the story.
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Susan Hill’s style as a writer is to build up slowly and steadily the mysterious atmosphere of her story. It is only when you look back that you really see how she uses small details and incidents to help create a sense of mystery and foreboding in her writing.

Look at the following questions. Choose one of the suggestions, in bracket after each question, to help you answer if:
1. What is the mood of the female narrator on the first page of the story?

( she is: scared, anxious, compelled )

2. In the first few pages Susan Hill makes the story...?

( straightforward, hard to understand, feel as though something is going to happen )

3. As the woman drives to Farthing House the details are..?

( pretty pleasant, full of darkness / mystery, scary and frightening)
4. As the women enters Farthing House she feels..?

(concerned, anxious / scared, unsure)

5. Susan Hill makes the house mysterious by..?

(adding little details, introducing the Cedar Room in a certain way, making ghosts appear)

6. The crying of the baby is used to..?

( make you interested in the story, scare you, show that there is a mystery that needs solving)

7. The strange experience is not made too scary because..?

( the writer: wants it to feel real, wants to keep us in suspense, doesn’t want too much horror to soon in the story)

After you have answers these question, choose question to write about in detail -  explaining your choices and giving examples from the story to support your answers.

Vocabulary:

The atmosphere and tone of Susan Hill’s story is developed through her careful use of vocabulary.
Read each of these sentences / phrases, picking out the key vocabulary which makes the description so effective:

‘…and gazed at what I saw there again.’

‘…and the road narrowed to a single track…’

‘…and peered forwards along the darkening lane.’

‘She barely hesitated as she spoke.’

‘I dreamed almost at once with an extraordinary vividness…’

‘But I felt oppressed again by the most profound melancholy quality of spirit…’

‘Her hair was long too, and as pale as her face.’

‘…the flickering light had faded and the landing was in darkness too’

Now come up with some alternative words for each of the words you’ve underlined. Use a thesaurus, or the internet, to help you if you need it.

Characters:

In writing her story, Susan Hill takes some traditional elements of ghost story writing but also updates it. This is particularly true of the characters. The female narrator and, too a lesser extent, the ghost are complex characters. The woman is not a traditional heroine and the ghost is not one to scare us. 

Copy this table and then use the list of words underneath it to describe the narrator of the story.

Put the most appropriate words next to the part of the story that they fit best. You can use words more than once if you want to.

	Writes down rather than tells her experience
	

	Visiting her Aunt
	

	Making the journey to Farthing House alone
	

	Notices lots of details to do with nature and places
	

	Has a strange feeling when she goes into the house
	

	Scared, but follows the ghost
	

	No longer afraid to sleep in Cedar room once she knows the truth
	

	The way she reacts to the newspaper story
	


concerned hopeful thoughtful inquisitive sympathetic determined understanding apprehensive independent kind careful secretive observant confident anxious unsure intuitive intelligent
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Now give detailed answers to these questions:
(at least 50 words for each)

1. In your own words explain the character of the ghost. 

Why does she appear each night? 

What we are meant to think about her?  

What does the end of the story means?

2. What role do the secondary characters play? 

Look at these quotes about Janet Pearson and Gerald Manberry to help you answer this question.

‘Mrs Pearson gave me a close look and I waited for her to question me…slipping her pen nervously between her fingers.’

‘It’s all much safer now. A better world. A better world…I watched him wheel his ancient bicycle round to the vestry door…’
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An Extended Piece of Writing:

You are going to write a very dramatic part of a story, where the action has risen to the point where you, or your character see a ghost for the first time.
You need to build to the actual meeting with the ghost and then leave a cliff hanger.

(Please make sure you write at least 250 words)

When you’ve completed you final draft of this piece of writing use our 

“writing criteria” to analyse it and give yourself a grade.
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The Red Room and Farthing House:
The two ghost stories you have read are nearly 100 years apart. They d,o however have an awful lot in common.

Susan Hill and H.G. Wells were writing for different readers and this accounts for some of the differences in the motivations of the characters and the final outcomes.

Use the following list to help you compare the two stories:

· The setting 1. The building

· The setting 2. The room

· The mood inside each of the buildings

· The motivations of the main character

· The behaviour of the main character

· The secondary characters’ appearance and behaviour

· The journeys that are made in each story

· The ghosts. Their appearances and behaviour

· The way the stories end

· The way the stories are told

· How suspense and tension are created

· The sort of language that is used

Here’s an example:

The main characters in both stories go on a journey:

· In The Red Room the journey is to the room. It gets more and more scary.
· In Farthing House the journey is to the house. It is a nice journey and there isn’t much of a clue about what is coming in the story.
Report Writing:
You are going to write a report which will discuss and compare the two ghost stories. You will need to use the things that you’ve just written to help you do this.
The report will have:

Paragraph One:
An introduction (I’ve done this for you – see below)

Paragraph Two: 
The Red Room.
Use the answers you’ve just given to the questions above to write about The Red Room.
Think about things like : setting, mood, what the characters want, journeys, the ghosts, how the action rises, how the mood is established, the endings and vocabulary.


(at least 100 words)

Paragraph Three:
Farthing House.
Use the answers you’ve just given to the questions above to write about Farthing House.
Think about things like : setting, mood, what the characters want, journeys, the ghosts, how the action rises, how the mood is established, the endings and vocabulary.


(at least 100 words)

Paragraph Four
A conclusion where you explain which story you like the most and why.


(at least 50 words)
Report Writing:

Here is your introduction:

Ghost stories have been told for hundreds of years and are a specific genre in writing. This report is going to compare two ghost stories which were written almost 100 years apart.

The Red Room is a very traditional story which was written by HG Wells in the Victorian period. Like many ghost stories it is set in an old house, building slowly to a terrifying climax.

Farthing House is a modern ghost story. It was written by Susan Hill about twenty years ago and it is very different to The Red Room.
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Extended Writing:
The final part of this topic is going to ask you to write a long story (at least 500 words). This going to be an assessment piece so please take you time and make sure you do the best job you can !

You are going to write a ghost story which you can base on The Red Room, Farthing House, or if you wish – do you own thing !!

Your going to need several hours to do this. Please do this over several days – you won’t do a good job if you try and do this all at once.

Check our writing criteria before you start, and also at the end of every writing session, to make sure you’re doing what you need to do the whole way through the story. 
You will need to do at least two drafts and may word process if you wish.

Bradworthy Primary Academy

Writing Criteria – Year Six

You can use this grid to help you assess the quality of your writing. Please be honest with your assessment.

If you have written a long piece of writing (more than 200 words) you should use this grid to assess a part of your work, for example: the end of a story – roughly the last 150 words.

	How many words have you written ?


	

	How many different types of punctuation have you used ?


	

	How many new lines (paragraphs) have you used ?


	

	Give an example of somewhere you have started a new line to be dramatic.


	

	How many short (single clause) sentences have you written ?


	

	How many sentences with conjunctions (joining words) have you written ?


	

	How many long sentences (using commas and subordinate clauses) have you written ?


	

	Write our ten words which show you have used a good vocabulary.


	

	Have you used speech ?

Have you started new lines properly ?


	

	Have you used at least two pieces of detailed description (each at least five sentences long ) ? 


	

	What is the mood of your piece of writing ?

Give three examples from you writing that show how you have established this mood;


	

	Explain what you did at the start to make your reader want to keep reading your writing.


	

	Explain why you climax (the end) works well.


	

	Which person have you written in ?

(first (I), second (you) or third (characters with names))

Is this the same through your whole piece ?


	

	Is your spelling correct ?

If you have made mistakes write out five corrected words here.


	

	Write out two images that you have used.


	

	Make a list of things you are going to change when you do your second draft ?


	

	Give yourself a Grade.

Grade A: Pretty much perfect.

Grade B: A few changes would help a lot.

Grade C: Ok, but a lot of changes are needed.

Grade D: You haven’t been able to fill this grid.


	


If you need more space because this grid isn’t big enough, or if you haven’t printed it, write in your book.

If you are having problems with any of this please make sure you ask.
