Year 4

Poetry

INTRODUCTION

During terms 1, 2, and 3 children must experience poetry:-, 

Poems which have common themes

classical and modern poetry from a range of cultures

different forms of poetry

Included is a list of poetry books that may be useful, which have Caribbean origins.

Some specific poems are included.

TERM 3 POETRY DEFINITIONS

Haiku is a 3-line poem that has 5 syllables in the first line, 7 in the second and 5 again in the third.

e.g. Still hot, hot fanning

wish I stood barefoot in one big field of new snow!

(from "Playing a Dazzle'- James Berry ISBN 0-14-037831-6)

Cinquain is a 5- line poem with a definite pattern.

Couplets are poems where every two successive lines rhyme.

List is a poem/list of descriptive words around a theme.

Alphabets are alphabets displayed in poetic usually rhyming form such as the Calypso Alphabet book.

Monologue is a long speech from a play made by one person.

Concrete is a shape poem
Syllabic is a verse where every line has the same chosen number of syllables.

Epitaph is a poem written to commemorate the life of a dead person.

Prayers, songs, free verse and rhyming poems should also be experienced.

RESOURCES

Poetry Book List

Get Back Pimple! - John Agard ISBN 0-670-86198-7

When I Dance - James Berry ISBN 0-14034200-1

Isn't my Name Magical - James Berry ISBN 0-582-06232-2

Playing a Dazzler - James Berry ISBN 0-14-037831-6

Duppy Jamboree - Valerie Bloom ISBN 0-521 -40909-8

(poems & stories with some dialect)

Nathaniel's Talking - Eloise Greenfield ISBN 0-86316-200

(poems about the life and thoughts of a 9 or 1 0 year old Black American boy)

Meet Danitra Brown - Nikki Grimes ISBN 0-688-12073-3

(beautifully illustrated poems about a young girl that could compliment Nathaniel's Talking)

Come into my Tropical Garden - Grace Nichols ISBN 0-00-664036-6

Black Poetry - compiled by Grace Nichols ISBN 0-216-92430-8

Poetry Jump Up - Grace Nichols ISBN 0-14-034053-X(collection of poems. Grace Nichols is from Guyana and came to Britain in 1977)

Give Yourself a Hug - Grace Nichols ISBN 0-14-037218-0

Dear Mama - Tupac Shakur (music)

(Tupac Shakur is one of many musicians whose lyrics could be included in poetry studies.  Other musicians such as Bob Marley etc have messages to tell)

Samuel Coleridge -Taylor

(example of classical poet, e.g. Kubla Khan - In Xanadu did Kubla Khan, A stately pleasure dome decree etc)

Funky Chickens - Benjamin Zephaniah ISBN 0-14-036330-0

Talking Turkeys - Benjamin Zephaniah ISBN 0-670-86643-1

TEXTS

Life doesn't frighten me

Shadows on the wall

Noises down the hall

Life doesn't frighten me at all

Bad dogs barking loud

Big ghosts in a cloud

Life doesn't frighten me at all

Mean old Mother Goose Lions on the loose

They don't frighten me at all

Dragons breathing flame

On my counterpane

That doesn't frighten me at all.

I go boo

Make them shoo

I make fun

Way them run

I won't cry

So they fly

I just smile

They go wild

Life doesn't frighten me at all.

Tough guys in a fight

All alone at night

Life doesn't frighten me at all.  Panthers in the park

Strangers in the dark

No, they don't frighten me at all

That new classroom where Boys all pull my hair (Kissy little girls

With their hair in curls)

They don't frighten me at all.

Don't show me frogs and snakes

And listen for my scream,

If I'm afraid at all

It's only in my dreams.

I've got a magic charm

That I keep up my sleeve,

I can walk the ocean floor

And never have to breathe.

Life doesn't frighten me at all

Not at all

Not at all

Life doesn't frighten me at all.
(by Maya Angelou - taken from "Life doesn't frighten me at all - John Agard)

"Old Man's Weary Thoughts"

Sun- too much sun

Rain- too much rain

Grass- too much green

Sky- too much blue

"Lord dis world

Ah weigh me down for true"
(taken from Come into my Tropical Garden)

"Way down in the music"

I got way down in the music

Down inside the music

I let it wake me

take me

Spin me around and make me

Uh - got down

Inside the sound of the Jackson Five

Into the tune of Earth, Wild, and Fire

Down in the bass where the beat comes from,

Down in the horn and down in the drum

I got down

I
got down

I got way down in the music

Down inside the music

I lot it wake me

take me

Spin me around

  And shake me

I got down, down

I get down.

(taken from p.84 Black Poetry - Grace Nichols)

Proverbs

Trouble never blows conch shell

When it’s coming

Afraid of a frog,

You'll run from a crab
Trouble catches a man

A Child's clothes will fit him.

Never pull out your insides

And give them to a stronger then

Take dry leaves and stuff yourself

Sugar Cane knows how to trap

Sugar from sun and rain drops.
(Taken from Playing a Dazzler -James Berry)

Year 4

Story

Introduction

Examples of books recommended by C.L.P. E. for years 3 and 4 include;

Gregory Cool, Amazing Grace, Cric-Crac, and The Patchwork Quilt. Some of these books may have been previously read by pupils and some are suitable for Y2 and 3. Should texts always be challenging? Given the range of abilities in typical classrooms, revisiting these popular illustrated texts may stimulate the interest of pupils who may be still be working at level 2 

During Year 4, pupils must look at; historical novels, short novels, some which raise issues e.g. 

plays about bullying 

sci-fi and fantasy stories

stories in a series, by the same author, from a range of cultures

Included here is a list of some possible texts, which have Caribbean connections, along with some specific ideas about how they could be used in the "Literacy Hour"

Historical Novels

"A strong focus for literature should be leaving home and new beginnings, as they are a strong feature of settlers from the Caribbean and coincide with 50 years on from the arrival of the ship the Empire Windrush from Jamaica"

All of these books involve journeys:

Coming to England - Floella Benjamin

ISBN 1-85793-154-8

(Lengthy book, but good to take one or two extracts such as the opening chapter about "Life in Trinidad" compared to "Land Ahoy" and "Settling In" in England)

Gregory Cool - Caroline Binch

ISBN 0-7112-0890-5

(Gregory travels back for a holiday in Tobago.  Whole text would be suitable)

Grace and Family - Caroline Binch

ISBN

Hope Leaves Jamaica - Kate Elizabeth Ernest

ISBN 0416 18728 5

(Book is 123 pages long, therefore best to use only extracts such as first chapter looking at phrases and description which let us know that the story is set in the Caribbean)

Birds in the Wilderness - Kate Elizabeth Ernest

ISBN 0416 191363

(This is the sequel to "Hope Leaves Jamaica" where children arrive in London, e.g. in 1968.  Book has 157 pages so it's best just to look at single chapter concerning Hope's arrival "Welcome to the Country')

The Leaving Morning - Angela Johnson

ISBN 0-531 05992-8

(A short picture book with lyrical descriptions and beautiful illustrations about a family that are moving)

The Leaving Morning story by Angela Johnson

Paintings by David Soman

The Leaving happened on a soupy, misty morning, when you wish you could hear the street sweeper.

Sssshhhshsh....

We pressed our faces against the hall window and left cold lips on the pane.

It was the leaving morning.

Boxes of clothes, toys, dishes, and pictures of us everywhere.  The leaving had been long because we'd packed days before and said good-bye to everybody we knew.....

Our friends...

The grocer...

Everybody in our building...

And the cousins, especially the cousins.

We said good-bye to the cousins all day long.

Mama said the people in a truck would move us and take care of everything we loved, on the leaving morning.

We woke up early and had hot cocoa from the deli across the street.

I made more lips on the deli window and watched the movers on the leaving morning.

We sat on the steps and watch the movers.

They had blue moving clothes on and made bumping noises on the stairs.

There were lots of whistles and "Watch out, kids."

Got me a moving hat and a kiss on the head from Miss Maftie, upstairs.

And on the leaving morning she told me to watch myself in the new place when I cross the street, and think of her.  I sat between my mama and daddy, holding their hands.  My daddy said in a little while we'd be some place we'd love.  So I left lips on the front window of our apartment, and said good-bye to our old place, on the leaving morning.

YEAR GROUP 4 TERM 1

OBJECTIVES 1- 4

To investigate how settings and characters are built up from small details, and how the reader responds to them.

RESOURCES

The Quarrel – Philip Sherlock

This Anancy story is told in different ways from West Africa to the Caribbean. From the details at the start of the story we begin to find out about the character of Brother Anancy. The first details of working and resting in the fields begin to flesh out the character of Anancy. At first lazy, then clever and cunning. Finally he is a survivor – living on his wits. Similarly, from small details we can conclude that Monkey is at first suspicious and then vengeful. As children hearing this story perhaps 35 years ago, a resonance of Anancy is his ability to overcome all using his intelligence.

TEXT

THE QUARREL

In the beginning Anansi, Tiger- and Monkey were friends.  They rented some land down by the river and set about clearing it.  Every morning they went off to work, talking and laughing.  Anansi talked more than the others.  He carried the lunch-box.  He liked his lunch very much indeed.

Here was the field.  Monkey and Tiger set to work at once.  Anansi rested in the shade of the mango tree for a while.  Then he went out and worked with his friends for a little, Then he went back to the shade of the tree to see that the lunch was safe.  Then he worked a little more.  Then he rested a little more.  When lunch-time came Tiger and Monkey were very tired, but Anansi was very fresh.

When the field had been cleared, the friends planted Indian corn in it.  In the mornings they would go out to see how the young plants were growing.  The plants grew quickly and soon began to bear.  Before long the corn in the ears was full.  It was time to reap the corn.

One morning Monkey, Tiger, and Anansi were in the field looking at the fine crop of corn.  Suddenly Monk called out.

'Look,' he cried, 'look there.  Someone has been breaking the corn.  Someone has been stealing our corn!'

Tiger and Anansi looked.  It was true.  The corn had been reaped in one part of the field.  How angry they were! Anansi seemed the angriest of all.  He ' seemed to be so angry that Monkey began to wonder.  He knew Anansi well.  Could it be that Anansi himself had taken the corn?

Monkey told Tiger what he thought.  They decided to watch the field without telling Anansi.

When night came, Monkey and Tiger went to the field.  Monkey climbed the mango tree and sat out on a branch.  Tiger sat by the fence and watched.  There was a full moon, so both Tiger and Monkey could easily see what was happening.

One hour passed, and then another.  All was quiet.  This is very dull, thought Tiger.

Another hour passed.  It was twelve o'clock.  Time for bed, said Monkey to himself, rubbing his eyes.

What was that? Down by the southern fence something was moving.  There was no wind, but in that part of the field the leaves were bending as if a wind were blowing over them.

Monkey looked carefully.  He was quite sure that someone was there.  He decided to climb down from the tree quietly, warn Tiger, and then catch the thief.

Monkey jumped down from the branch to the ground.  It was an easy jump for him, and no one would have heard him if he had not jumped on to a dry stick that lay on the ground.  It broke with a noise like a pistol shot.  The noise frightened the thief. Both Monkey and Tiger heard the sound of running feet, and they followed as quickly as they could.  Out of the field they ran, then across the road and in among the trees.  The sound of footsteps became clearer.  They were gaining on the thief.  Now they could see him as he ran across a stretch of open ground.  It was Anansi.

Monkey and Tiger were very angry.  They ran all the more quickly.  Anansi could see that they would soon catch up with him.  Besides, he was already growing tired.

Suddenly Anansi saw a grain of corn on the path.  'Help me,' he cried.  'Hide me, hide me, grain of corn.'

The grain of corn opened and then closed again.  There was Anansi hidden inside the grain of corn.  Monkey and Tiger ran past.  They did not see the grain of corn.  They could not find Anansi.

Before long it was morning.  As the sun rose, Mr. Rooster flew down from his perch and set off down the path. to the river.  He was hungry and thirsty.  Ah, there on the path in front of him was a grain of corn.  He swallowed it quickly.  There was Anansi inside the grain of corn inside Mr. Rooster.

Mr. Rooster stood by the bank of the river.  He did not see someone who was very hungry.  He did not see Mr. Alligator until it was too late.  And now there was Mr. Anansi inside Mr. Rooster inside Mr. Alligator.

All this time Monkey and Tiger were looking for Anansi.  They looked here, they looked there, but they could not find him.

'I tell you what we will do,' said Monkey at last.  'We'll ask our oracle drum.'

'Yes, the oracle drum will tell us if we beat it in the right way,' said Tiger.

Monkey and Tiger placed the oracle drum carefully on the ground.  They stood, one on each side, and began to beat the drum.

'One, two and three, four,

Tell me what is true,

Tell me what is true,

One and two and one and twenty,

Where in the world is old Anansi?'

They stopped and the drum gave back these words:

'One and two and one and twenty,

This will lead you to Anansi.

By the river lives a strong one;

Open him and find a rooster,

Open him and find a grain,

And within the grain, Anansi.'

At first Monkey and Tiger could not believe this.  We have made a mistake, they thought.  But the oracle drum said the same thing every time they tried.

, Well, let us try,' said Tiger.  Down by the river they found the strong one, Mr. Alligator.  They cut him open.  Inside was the rooster; just as the oracle drum had said.

'Cut open the rooster,' shouted Monkey.

They cut open the rooster.  There was the grain of corn, just as the oracle drum had said.

'Cut open the grain of corn,' shouted Monkey, 'and I will catch Anansi as he jumps out.'

They cut open the grain of corn, but Anansi was too quick for them.  Like a flash he was off down the road.  Tiger and Monkey followed fast behind him.

Again Anansi could see that they were gaining on him.  As he passed a banana tree he called out, 'Banana tree, banana tree, help me.'

The banana tree gave Anansi one of its strong fibres.  He took the fibre and quickly climbed an orange tree near by.  Monkey and Tiger were catching up with him.  He tied the fibre to a branch, and then he swung with the loose end to a near-by branch.  To this he tied the other end, so that the fibre hung like a bridge between the two branches.

Monkey was climbing the tree.  Soon he would be on the branch.  Anansi climbed out to the middle of the fibre and waited.

The fibre was too weak to carry Monkey.  Anansi sat out in the middle of the fibre and laughed at Monkey.

'Come, Monkey,' he mocked, 'come and catch me.'

Tiger looked up.  'Just stay there, Monkey,' he said.  'Do not move.  He will soon want something to eat.'

Before long Anansi began to feel hungry.  He felt hungrier than ever when Monkey said, 'Look, Tiger, you go and have your breakfast.  When you come back I will go and have mine.' Tiger came back half an hour later, smiling and licking his lips.  Then Monkey went off while Tiger watched.  Half an hour later Monkey came back, smiling and licking his lips.  How hungry Anansi felt.

'Ah, there is a fly,' thought Anansi.  'If I go down, Tiger and Monkey will catch me.  If I stay here, perhaps I can find a way of catching the fly, and that will be food enough for me.' Slowly Anansi began to add another thread and then another to the fibre, until at last he made a web ... and in the web was the fly.

That is why Anansi the spider lives in a web.
TEXT LEVEL WORK

· Read, clarify and discuss objectives with pupils

· Identify main characters

· What do we learn about them – day by day, passage by passage.

· What feelings do the characters engender in the children?

· Map out time passing in the story 

WORD WORK 

To spell two-syllable words containing double consonants, e.g. beginning,  suddenly,  happening  rubbing,  followed, bubble, kettle, common

SENTENCE LEVEL WORK

Collect and classify examples of adverbs, e.g. for speed: quickly, swiftly, rapidly, sluggishly

ACTIVITIES

Write  lists of words that describe each of the three characters in the story.

Anansi

Tiger

Monkey

YEAR 4 TERM I
OBJECTIVES 3

To explore chronology in narrative using written or other media texts, by map how much time passes in the course of the story, e.g. noticing where there are jumps in time, or where some events are skimmed over quickly, and others t in detail

RESOURCES

Cotton -Tree Ghosts in 'The Future Telling Lady'- James Berry

TEXT

It was Sunday.  It was a very bright, glassy, sun-hot day in Flametree Village.  The village was settled along the edge of one big cattle-rearing estate.  Long ago, all this piece of Jamaica was Arawak Indians' land.  The white landowners, Afro-Caribbean people and a few Asian people lived here.  Now mostly Afro-Caribbean people lived in the settlement that became Flametree Village.

Today, most people had gone to church.  Those at home lounged about quietly on verandas or under backyard trees, reading, the Bible or just snoozing; No wonder Flametree Village was having its special Sunday-quiet.  The feeling of mystery in the day had a wide loneliness you couldn't escape - that amazing Sunday-atmosphere! But, out of it all, out of this day so imbued with holiness, something else, something most unexpected, happened.

Sherena Bignal was on the front veranda writing up her school work She looked up, looked round, stood up. And leaving her exercise book with her pen in it, and her notes pages opened.  Sherena went quietly, tiptoeing about.  She saw her father sleeping with the Bible beside him in the cool of the creeper-grown back veranda.  She saw her mother stretched out asleep on her bed, under the gently-moving curtains at the window.

Sherena left the house like a quiet flutter of breeze.  She carried her red-patterned raffia bag, empty, over her shoulder.  In her thin white dress, a floppy blue hat and blue canvas shoes, she was noticeable.  But nobody was about to see her.  She simply walked on nippily.  And her neat and slender feet took her quickly in the quiet and hot sunny day.  A short way along, Sherena turned off the village road.  She was amazed how there wasn't a single other human movement or sound anywhere.  And she loved it.  She opened the gate, dosed it and came into the big cattle pasture. , On Friday, the pasture was emptied of its cattle, taken 'elsewhere.  Sherena's excitement bounced up a bit more; she'd seen an almond tree.  But she ignored this one.  The tree was small and unreliable.  She remembered that this year the tree had no almonds at all.

Her craving for almonds sharpened.  Soon, she'd collect her bagful. Take them back break them open, and have a feast, eating them with coconut.  Then drink a cool, cool glass of lemonade.  Oh, what joy! Made your mouth water just thinking of it! Good thing she knew exactly where those two fabulous almond trees were.  All loaded with green almonds hanging.  All scattered around with dropped ripe nuts

Sherena came to the sharp and gritty slope.  Unexpectedly, she saw what seemed part of old ruins. Then she noticed what could have been an old entrance.  She stepped closer.  Almost hidden, covered with vines, under a tree branch it could be the ruins of an ancient gateway pillar.  Sherena was surprised, It seemed so mysterious! How's it she never seen it before? And not even known it exists? And the numberless times she'd been there! And, passed here! Then, thinking of her almonds, the pillar went out of her head.  She stepped off again knowing that the gritty slope led up to a surprising flat of grassland.  And best of all her two enormously towering and spreading almond trees were there.  And some flame-trees were there too, spreading themselves even wider than the almond trees.  Then, standing quite apart, there was the fantastic, thick and wide based Cotton-Tree.  Its vast trunk tapered up and up majestically, as if it wanted its top to touch the sky.

She came up to the top of the slope, with all her thoughts concentrated purely on collecting her bagful of almond nuts.  Sherena knew the land very well.  Her head down, she walked on hurriedly, thinking of exactly what she was going to do.  Then, with a smile on her face, Sherena looked up to greet her fabulous almond trees.  The smile disappeared from her face.  Her almond trees weren't there! Weren't there! The flametrees weren't there! Sherena looked round and round.  She saw a big old house with gardens and old-fashioned white people.  'The whole place is different!' she whispered.  What's happened? Jesu! Am I lost? The place is somewhere else.  I'm at strange people's place.  Hope they don't have bad dogs.  Hope I don't get in, trouble. Where, where am I?' It flashed through Sherena's head she most be dreaming.  But she couldn't remember lying down anywhere to go to sleep.  She was glad nobody seemed to see her.  She stood looking' at the old fashioned white gentlemen and white ladies, eating.  Picnicking under the great Cotton-Tree! She watched.  The people ate, drank, joked and laughed.  It was all very strange.  Almost with a shock, she noticed the children all white children - playing about.  Mostly girls -'in long old-fashioned clothes with lots of ribbons' Some of them rolled hoops along and ran behind them, striking the hoops with a stick to keep them going.  Other children played with a cup and a ball attached.  The ball was tossed up and caught in the cup.  Totally engrossed, Sherena stood watching, knowing she didn't want to be seen.  She didn't know how she'd get away.

 From nowhere, an older girl stood in front of her.  And the strange, freckled -face girl, with long untidy blonde hair, stretched her hand out to her.  As they clasped hands, the girl said, 'How do you do?' 'I'm well,' Sherena answered



'I know you are,' the strange girl said.

Amazed, Sherena said 'You know me?'

I know who you are."

Sherena stared into the freckled face and slowly shook her head 'No.  No I dohn know you at all.  From when and where you got to know me?'

'Ah, I'll inform you of the connection.  You are the offspring of your father's great-grandfather's father and his grandfather, who was William, our coachman ''William?'

'Yes, William: He brought us here every end-of week.  You see, we still love it here.'

'Children somebody called.  'Children! Come on!' 'That's Mother.  I must go.  My name is Magdalen Goodbye'

Sherena looked.  All the people had moved.  And everything cleared up! In a flash, there was nobody! She looked round.  She barely caught a glimpse of a carriage vanishing through the old gateway.  She stood stunned.  All was like the puzzle of a dream.  An almond fell from the tree and dropped at her feet.  Dreamily, she looked at the browny-yellow husk of the nut, shaped like a small egg.  She looked up again.  Everything had come back to normal! She saw every tree, every thing, was there, in place, as she knew the land.

A terror whipped round Sherena and gripped her.  She nearly fainted.  She saved herself with her dread, her terrible horror, of being alone.  Instead of fainting, she bit the Sunday-quiet, cutting through the day with 'Mamma'. And Sherena ran.  She found herself running like crazy.  She ran on and on, calling, 'Mamma' as if a monster chased her.

When Sherena's mother heard her alarmed voice, she was already in the yard. Breathless into her mother's arms in the sitting-room.' What’s the matter?  What's the matter?' Miss Bignal said Her father rushed up, looking as anxious as her mother, who begged her, 'Calm down, Sherena, Calm down please.’

Sherena thrashed about.  Mamma, I saw ghosts! I saw ghosts!

'Calm yourself, now.  Calm yourself!'

Shere? You seen ghosts?' Mr Bignal said excitedly., 'Yes, Daddy.  Yes!'

'Where? Where you seen ghosts?'

'At almond trees, where I go to get almonds.' '

That's not almond tree.  That’s Cotton-Tree! Round middleday now - Sunday.  Girl, you seen Cotton-Tree Ghosts! Easy.  They harmless’

‘You feeling better? Her mother asked.

Yes, Mam.'

'Come.  Si-down.  Si-down, now.'

'I'm still alive, Mam?'

The parents laughed.  'Yes, sweetheart,' her mother said.  'You still very much alive.'

'Dohn laugh! Mam.  Feel my hand.  Feel it. Is it ahright?,

'I feeling it.  Is ahright.'

‘I’m alive, yes?'

'Of course you're alive.'

'Mam, I shake hands with a ghost!'

'Huh-huh!' Mr Bignal said.  'You actually shake hands with Magdalen?'

'Yeahs! You know about Magdalen Dad? She's known about?'

'Yes, Sherena.  Magdalen is known about.  She always wahn to shake hands.  And she always leaves her name.

'Yeahs!' Sherena sat up crossly.  'Then how's it I knew nothing? Nothing - about Cotton-Tree Ghosts? Nobody ever said a word,'

'Children dohn know these things these days,' her mother said.  It's - it's a long long time since anybody mentioned the ghosts.'

''They always come at middleday, then?'

She did, didn' she?'

‘Yeh,' said Mr Bignal.  'And on a Sunday.  People who see them always see them around twelve a'clock -on Sunday, when all quiet.  When the hot middleday sunlight a-shimmer.  And nobody about.  And there's no human noise.  Only bird-singing.  And occasional animal cry.  And the ghosts come.  And bring all mother world altogether! Fantastic!' Sherena's dad became thoughtful.  Then he went on 'And, Shere - you saw actually saw - the whole family7'

'Yeahs, Dad! The whole white family and friends. With children playing about.  Incredible! Incredible! Is a dream you will never forget!  And I knew nothing.  Knew nothing about these incredible visitors!’

‘They harmless, sweetheart.  Harmless.  I tell you, I envy you.  I never seen them.  As a young fellow, I spent many Sundays at Cotton-Tree, waiting to see the white people ghosts.  And get a handshake from Magdalen.  But nothing. Jus' cahn see them”. 'Magdalen told me she knew who I was.' 

'Huh-huh! Did she?'

"She said, she could inform me of my connection.'

'Huh-huhl' her dad said. 'Go on then.' 

'She said - wait, I must remember this - said, "You are the offspring of your father's great-grandfather's father and his grandfather, who was William, our coachman.",

'Fantastic!'

‘Dad, did you know about a coachman William -going way back?'

‘No.  Not at all.  Not at all.  I But – I’ll tell you-‘

‘Isn’t there something,' Mrs Bignal said, ‘about the whole family drowning in the sea-flood of the Port Royal earthquake?' 

'Yeh, yeh.  I was going to say that.'

‘That was the earthquake of 1692,' Sherena said, 'that destroyed our town of Port Royal?'

‘Correct,' Mr Bignal said 'correct.  The story goes that the ol' man of the ghost family used to be wealthy.  It goes that he was a merchant and a law man at Port Royal.  And along with his town house, he owned the land here with its big country house.' 

'Yes yes’ Sherena said.' Magdalen said William used to drive them in their carriage to their country house at the end-of-week.'            ; I

'Fascinating.  Also,' Mr Bignal said, 'the story goes that the whole family died having lunch.  Drowned suddenly, in the crazy ringing of church bells, as the earthquake broke up the churches. And the bells all ringing their own ring till the sea swallowed them"

‘What did the ghosts women look like?' Mrs Bignal asked.

’Old fashioned, Sherena said.  'All old fashioned.  All puffed sleeves, long blown-out dresses.  And ribbons, ribbons, ribbons!'

'And the men?'

'Straight, oily looking long hair, parted in the middle.  And handlebar moustaches with a pointed twist at the end.'

'Shere, sweetheart,' Mr Bignal said, 'how did it actually feel, shaking hands with a ghost?'

Sherena shivered. 'Dad, Dad, dohn remind me.  Dohn remind me, please, please! Is too horrible now.' She looked at her hand.  'Hand, you held a ghost. You alright? You not turned white or shrivelled up or something?'

Her dad insisted.  'Sweetheart, when you holding on to Magdalen's hand, did it feel like air, or an ordinary hand or what?'

’Oh Dad! It was all ordinary, Like meeting any stranger.  The awful awful horrors come on afterwards.  Like now.'

‘Her voice - how did that sound?"' 'Her voice-‘

'Yes.' 

'When it was happening I expected it the way it sounded.  Now -  I imagine, her voice, like, very very ancient royal family voice.  Ever so, ever so, Ioaded.  With everything extra.'

‘I’ll bet you, Sherena,' her mother said, ‘'you not going again to pick up almonds when you dohn go church?' 

'Me, mam? Oh Lord have mercy! Never! Not on a Sunday.  Not anytime at Cotton-Tree.  Me one not ever going to that place again!'

‘Dohn  worry,' her dad said.  'Is all harmless if you dohn worry.'

'Why?' Sherena asked.  'Dad, why d'you think the ghosts leave from wherever they are to come back here?'

’I dohn know, Shere, sweetheart.  Maybe - they attached to the place.  They like to come back: Maybe because once the white people belonged to here - they always part of it.  Who knows?'

ACTIVITIES

To write independently, linking own experience to situations in historical stories,, e.g. using known stories as a basis

Use different ways of planning stories, e.g. brainstorming, notes, diagrams,

Plan a story identifying the stages of its telling

Write character sketches, focusing on small details to evoke sympathy or dislike

