Nemesis: Into the Shadows by Catherine Macphail

Read the following extract adapted from the opening of a novel: 

I stirred in my sleep. The cold was sleeping into my dream, turning the fire that surrounded me in my nightmare into flames of ice.  Tendrils of ice reached out to me, licking at my fingers, encircling my ankles, holding me back from running. And I had to run. There was just a desperate urge inside me to run, to hide. To keep on hiding.
Had I had this dream before? There was something familiar about it. The ice-cold fire, and the sound. A rhythmic thumping somewhere in the distance. Like the beat of a war drum. Something else to be afraid of. Warning me. Louder and louder. Closer and closer it came, dragging me from my dream.

I jumped awake. Cold concrete soaked through my clothes, through my skin and deep into my bones. I bolted upright. Where was I? Why could I never remember anything but the dreams? Since when? I couldn’t remember.
I was in a stairwell, a dark stairwell, with just a dim wink from a flashing bulb to lighten the shadowy corners. On a landing. And there were stairs going down and down and down. I didn’t want to think how far down. Too scary. I wasn’t alone. I could hear coughing. Echoing from somewhere below me, unhealthy, grating, racking coughs. Another derelict sleeping rough like me in the only warmth they could find: the stairwell of this tower block.
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Now something was coming back to me. The town by the river. I had arrived here yesterday. But from where? I didn’t know. I could remember someone pointing out the tower block on the hill. Wellpark Court. Telling me this was a place where the junkies and the derelicts came to sleep at night. For warmth. For shelter.

I was no junkie. Was I a derelict? I didn’t know what I was. Or who I was.
I had no memory. No memory before yesterday. Except for the nightmares.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

I tried to shake my head free of the noise, but it was still there.

Not a dream. 

Real.

But what was it?

My legs were stiff and sore as I stood up and moved to the door that led to the landing. I listened silently. The noise was coming from somewhere beyond that door. And suddenly I recognised what it was. The lift doors, trying to close, and then opening again. Open and close. As if something was blocking them.

I pulled at the door. I didn’t step through, not right away. Just in case there was someone waiting there, watching for me. 153, a brass number plate proclaimed. I was on the fifteenth floor. It was coming back to me – walking up the stairs, past junkies and the homeless. Stepping warily over them, hoping no one would notice me. Trying to find a landing that was empty, one that no one else was sleeping on. I hadn’t travelled up on the lift. I was afraid of lifts. That much I knew. Couldn’t step into one and not think of the drop below me. The drop into nothingness. I was afraid. Always afraid, it seemed to me. Always wary of what I might find. And though my mind was still fogged with the nightmare, hidden deep in some recess of the memory I no longer had, I knew that many times before I had been in danger.
Open and close. Open and close. Thump. Thump. 

Common sense told me to ignore the sound, but I didn’t seem to be strong on common sense. The landing turned into an L shape and I had to take a reluctant step to peer round the corner to see the lift. Directly facing it were two more doors into flats. 155 and 157. Now I could see what was stopping the door from closing.

Someone’s arm.

It lay outstretched on the ground, immobile. I almost stepped away. An old drunk, I thought, who had too much whisky and had collapsed. Comatose. Not my business.
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Until I saw the blood.

Still, I didn’t move closer. I waited and listened. A door was swinging shut, footsteps taking the stairs two at a time to the ground floor. Someone running from this? I held still, waiting for the sudden rush from one of the houses. Other people alerted by the sound. But no one came out on the landing. No doors opened. Either no one had heard, or, having heard, decided it was wiser to ignore it. No one wanted any trouble. 

This is crazy, I thought. I should be running. Running away from this. I almost took a step back, would have taken a step back, when all at once ……..

Answer the following questions
1. The story begins with the narrator having a nightmare. In your own words, describe what his nightmare is about.    (2 marks)                                                                                                                                      

2. Where exactly is the narrator when he wakes up?   (2 marks)
3. Why is he sleeping there?    (1 mark) 

4. What can he remember about who he is and where he has come from?      (2 marks)
5. The narrator asks himself lots of questions. What do these questions tell you about his state of mind?     (1 mark)  
6. What noises can he hear? Are they real or in his imagination?     (2 marks)  
7. Describe the setting. How does the writer make the setting unpleasant and frightening? (4 marks)                                                                                         

8. The narrator mentions being afraid several times. 

       a. What is he afraid of?           (3 marks)
       b. How can he be afraid when he can remember so little? Explain your answer in your own words.  (1 mark) 

9. How does the writer create an atmosphere of tension and suspense in lines 16 - 37? Explain, using evidence from the text. 

Include the writer’s use of:

· Sentences of different lengths;

· Non-sentences (a sentence that is not complete);

· Repetition; 

· Description of the setting and the narrator’s feelings.              (7 marks)                                                                                  
10. Look carefully at lines 26 to 48 and the six definitions below. For each definition, write down one word only from the text with the same meaning:

a. Announced publicly or showed something clearly.

b. Carefully. 

c. Hazy and muddled.

d. Not keen.    

e. Not moving.

f. Passed out.          (6 marks)
11. In your own words, explain what picture the writer is trying to create with words in the following phrases:

a. ‘Tendrils of ice reached out to me, licking at my fingers.’  (line 2)         (2  marks)
b. ‘Cold concrete soaked through my clothes, through my skin and deep into my bones.’  (line 7)  (2 marks)
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WRITING TASK

A. Nemesis Writing Task      
You have read the opening extract from a novel where Ram, the narrator, has lost his memory and finds himself in a stairwell in a disused block of flats. He wakes from a terrible nightmare to hear the noise of the lift door opening and closing, as if jammed by something. When he investigates, he sees an arm blocking the lift door. He is about to run away when something happens ….

Write a story continuation for the rest of the chapter.  

· Write about 500 words.

· Base your ideas on what you have already read in the text.

· Write in the first person.

· End the chapter in an interesting way.

Here are some prompts to help you:

· What happens next?

· Is the arm attached to a body or not?

· Is the owner of the arm alive or dead?

· Is it human?

· Did someone or something injure or kill this person? Why?

· Does anybody else arrive?

· Why has Ram lost his memory? What happened to him?

· Why is Ram so afraid? What danger has he been in before?

· Is somebody or something after Ram?

· What does Ram decide to do?

OR 

B. Write your own mystery story

Write the first chapter of a mystery/supernatural novel where the main character wakes up in a frightening setting. Use similar writing techniques to engage your readers as Catherine MacPhail (see question 9).






