
Read these extracts to see how the author has taken us into the story. 

 

Raindrops the size of bullets thundered on the castle windows for days on end; the 

lake rose, the flower beds turned into muddy streams, and Hagrid's pumpkins swelled 

to the size of garden sheds. Oliver Wood's enthusiasm for regular training sessions, 

however, was not dampened, which was why Harry was to be found, late one stormy 

Saturday afternoon a few days before Halloween, returning to Gryffindor Tower, 

drenched to the skin and splattered with mud.  

  

There was something wrong about the house in Eastfield Terrace. Something 

unpleasant.   

All the houses in the street were more or less identical: redbrick, Victorian, with two 

bedrooms on the first floor and a bay window on either the left or the right of the 

front door. Some had satellite dishes. Some had window boxes filled with brightly 

coloured flowers. But looking down from the top of the hill at the terrace curving 

round St Patrick’s church on its way to the Esso garage and All-Nite store, one house 

stood out immediately. Number twenty-seven no longer belonged there. It was as if it 

had caught some sort of disease and needed to be taken away. 

 

The city of Ash Harbour looked spectacular. Built inside a hollowed out mountain five 

kilometres across, its top roofed with a massive dome to keep out the ferocious 

elements, this was their whole world. Beyond those walls, deadly storms and freezing 

temperatures had stripped the planet bare. Sol gazed out at the city, and realized for 

the first time just how small their world was. 

 

Captain Teggs was a very worried dinosaur.  

Most days, he felt on top of the world - on top of any world. After all, he was in 

charge of the DSS Sauropod, the best ship in the whole Dinosaur Space Service. He 

had the finest, bravest crew any captain could hope for. And he even had a private 

larder crammed with three hundred types of delicious ferns. His life was one long 

exciting adventure in space - with just a spot of tummy-ache now and then. 

 

We were river people, fishermen. People of the River Spirit, Loma, who is slow and 

green and clever. We were not warriors, so when the fierce people from beyond the 

forest attacked our village we did not know what to do. They came out of the trees, 

howling, at the time of light-but- no-sun-yet, when my mother and the other women 

were waking the first fires. I picked up my young sister who was playing at the front 

of our house and ran with the others towards our boats. 

 


