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What have we read so far?
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Chapter 8 (pages 107-121)

The other mother removes the sleeping Coraline from the mirror. Coraline wakes and
suggests a challenge to the other mother: if she finds her parents and the three lost souls she
must be allowed to return home; if she is unable to do so, then she will remain dutifully with
the other mother and allow her to sew buttons into her eyes. The other mother agrees to the
wager and swears her agreement on her right hand. Coraline searches the house. By looking
through the hole in the stone, a grey glass marble is revealed to be the first flickering soul.
She finds the second soul clutched in the hand of a poorly formed version of the young Miss
Spinks and Miss Forcible, which exists in a form of cocoon adhered to a wall.

What have we read so far in Chapter 97?



Vocahulary Check

miser

noun[C] disapproving

UK4) /'marze’/ us+4) [‘marza/

someone who has a strong wish to have money and hates to spend it

indistinctly

UK®) /Indrstmkili/ us«4d / n.drstmktli/

in a way that is not clear:

+ He mumbled indistinctly, and | couldn’t tell what he wanted

+ The mangroves beyond the stream loomed indistinctly through the morning haze.

formless

adjective

UK¥) /fomlas/ us«4d) /formlas/

without clear shape or structure

expressionless

adjective

uk4) J/1k'spref®nles/ us ) /1k'spre[®nlas/

not showing what someone thinks or feels:

+ He has such an expressionless face/voice.
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miser formless
noun(C] disapproving adjective
uK¥) /[ marza’/ us4d /‘marza UK¥) /fomies/ us4) /frm.les
someone who has a strong wish to have money and hates to spend it without clear shape or structure
indistinctly expressionless
advert
adjective

uk«) /ndr'stnkili/ us«¥d / n.drstktli
UK 4} /1k'spre[*nles/ US4d /1k'spref°n.les
in a way that is not clear:

not showing what someone thinks or feels:
* He mumbled indistinctly, and | couldn’t tell what he wanted.

* The mangroves beyond the stream loomed indistinctly through the morning haze. « He has such an expressionless face/voice.



(R) What could Coraline smell when she
took a deep breath?

Terribly slowly, stiffly, heavily, a hinged square
of floor lifted: it was a trapdoor. It lifted, and through
the opening Coraline could see only darkness: She
reached down, and her hand found a cold switch.
She flicked it without much hope that it would work,
but somewhere below herabulb lit,and a thin yellow
light came up from the hole in the floor. She could
see steps, heading down, but nothing else.

Coraline put her hand into her pocket and
took out the stone with the hole in it. She looked
through it at the cellar but saw nothing. She put the
stone back into her pocket.

Up through the hole in ‘the floor came the
smell of damp clay, and something else, an acrid
tang like sour vinegar. |

Coraline let herself down into the hole, look-
ing nervously at the trapdoor. It was so heavy that if
it fell she was sure she would be trapped down in
the darkness for ever. She put up a hand and
touched it, but it stayed in position. And then she
turned towards the darkness below, and she walked
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down the steps. Set into the wall at the bottom of
the steps was another light switch, metal and rust-
ing. She pushed it until it clicked down, and a naked
bulb hanging from a wire from the low ceiling came
on. It did not give out enough light even for
Coraline to make out the things that had been
painted on to the flaking cellar walls. The paintings
seemed crude. There were eyes, she could see that,
and things that might have been grapes. And other
things, below them. Coraline could not be sure that
they were paintings of people.

There was a pile of rubbish in one corner of the
room: cardboard boxes filled with mildewed papers,
and decaying curtains in a heap beside them.

Coraline's slippers crunched across the cement
floot. The bad smell was worse now. She was ready
to turn and leave, when she saw the foot sticking
out from beneath the pile of curtains.

She took a deep breath (the smells of sour wine
and mouldy bread filled her head) and pulled away
the damp cloth to reveal something more or less
the size and shape of a person.

In that dim light, it took her several seconds to
recognise it for what it was: the thing was pale and
swollen, like a grub, with thin, stick-like arms and
feet. It had almost no features on its face, which had
puffed and swollen like risen bread dough.
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The thing had two large black buttons where
its eyes should have been.

Coraline made a noise, a sound of revulsion

and horror, and, as if it had heard her and awak-
ened, the thing began to sit up. Coraline stood
there, frozen. The thing turned its head until both
its black-button eyes were pointed straight at her. A
mouth opened in the mouthless face, strands of
pale stuff sticking to the lips, and a voice that no
longer even faintly resembled her father’s whis-
pered, ‘Coraline.’ 1

‘Well, said Coraline to the thing that had once
been her other father, ‘at least you didn't jump out
at me.' '

The creature’s twig-like hands moved to its
face and pushed the pale.clay about, making some-
thing like a nose. It said nothing.

‘Tm looking for my parents, said Coraline. ‘Or
a stolen soul, from one of the éther children. Are
they down here? '

‘There is nothing down here, said the pale
thing, indistinctly. ‘Nothing but dust and damp
and forgetting’ The thing was white, and huge, and
swollen. Monstrous, thought Coraline, but also
miserable. She raised the stone with the hole in it
to her eye, and looked through it. Nothing. The
pale thing was telling her the truth.
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‘Poor thing, she said. ‘I bet she made you come
down here as a punishment for telling me too
much.’

The thing hesitated, then it nodded. Coraline
wondered how she could ever have imagined that
this grub-like thing resembled her father.

‘I'm so sorry, she said.

‘She’s not best pleased, said the thing that was
once the other father. ‘Not best pleased at all.
You've put her quite out of sorts. And when she
gets out of sorts, she takes it out on everybody else.
It's her way.’

Coraline patted its haitless head. Its skin was
tacky, like warm bread dough. ‘Poor thing, she said.
‘You're just a thing she made and then threw away.’

The thing nodded vigorously; as it nodded, the
left button-eye fell off and clattered on to the
concrete floor. The thing looked around vacantly
with its one eye, as if it had lost her. Finally it saw
her, and, as if making a great effort, it opened its
mouth once more and said in a wet, urgent voice,
‘Run, child. Leave this place. She wants me to hurt
you, to keep you here for ever, so that you can never
finish the game, and she will win. She is pushing
me 5o hard to hurt you. I cannot fight her.’

“You can, said Coraline. ‘Be brave.’

She looked around: the thing that had once
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been the other father was between her and the steps
up and out of the cellar. She started edging along
the wall, heading towards the steps. The thing
twisted bonelessly until its one eye was again facing
her. It seemed to be getting bigger now, and more
awake. ‘Alas, it said. ‘T cannot.’

And it lunged across the cellar towards her
then, its toothless mouth opened wide.

Coraline had a-single heartbeat in which to
react. She could only think of two things to do.
Either she could scream, and t}y to run away, and
- be chased around a badly lit cellar by the huge grub-
thing — be chased until it caught-her. Or she could
do something else. ’

So she did something else.

As the thing reached her, Coraline put out her
hand and closed it around the thing’s remaining
button-eye, and she tugged, as hard as she knew how.

For a moment nothing hdppened. Then the
button came away and flew from her hand, click-
ing against the brickwork before it fell to the
cellar floor.

The thing froze in place. It threw its pale head
back blindly, and opened its mouth horribly wide,
and it roared its anger and frustration. Then, all ina
rush, the thing swept towards the place where
Coraline had been standing.
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But Coraline was not standing there any
longer. She was already tiptoeing, as quietly as she
could, up the steps that would take her away from
the dim cellar with the crude paintings on the walls.
She could not take her eyes from the floor beneath
her, though, across which a pale thing flopped and
writhed, hunting for her. Then, as if it was being
told what to do, the creature stopped moving, and
its blind head tipped to one side.

1f’s listening for me, thought Coraline. I must be
extra quiet. She took another step up and her foot
slipped on the step, and the thing heard her.

Its head tipped towards her. For a moment it
swayed and seemed to be gathering its wits. Then,
fast as a serpent, it slithered for the steps, and began
to flow up them, towards her. Coraline turned and
ran wildly up the last half-dozen steps, and she
pushed herself up and on to the floor of the dusty
bedroom. Without pausing, she pulled the heavy
trapdoor towards her, and let go of it. It crashed
down with a thump just as something large banged
against it. The trapdoor shook and rattled in the
floor, but it stayed where it was.

Coraline took a deep breath. If there had been
any furniture in that flat, even a chair, she would
have pulled it on to the trapdoor, but there was
nothing.
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She walked out of that flat as fast as she could,

/ b
without actually ever running, and she locked the | Reading Vipers
front door behind her. She left the door-key under Vobulury
the mat. Then she walked down on to the drive. Predict

Coraline had half expected that the other e
Sequence or Summarise

mother would be standing there waiting for her to
come out, but the world was silent and empty.
Coraline wanted to go home.
She hugged herself, and told herself that she

was brave, and she almost beliézved herself, and - -
then she walked around to the side of the house, in ) )
the grey mist that wasn't a mist, and she made for (R) What did, Coraline tell herself?

the stairs, to go up.
' (I) How do you think Coraline is
Peeling?
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Modelled Task = i

Model writing a summary of what happened when
Coraline first goes down the steps. (page 129 - 130)

How Do You Summarise?

Write e
the your - Include
Py own wWor .
?rlg(nﬁl t:m to restate the the matn
in a shorter i H
i important
version. points. Point

Shorter Version of Original

Use Your Own Words

Main Point




M 1st F 2021 NEIL GATMAN
WALT: Summarise o text Coraline,

Main Task

oasy

Write a summary of what happened when Coraline went =T
into the empty flat. (page 129 - 135) e o

Challenge: Decide what is the most important thing
that happened in this chapter and explain why. How Do You Summarise?

Write Use

the e Include
V] own words .
original text to restate the the main

ina sl‘sorter important point
version. points.

Shorter Version of Original

Use Your Own Words

Main Point




