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Read this extract from The Snow-Walker's Son by Catherine Fisher. You can listen to the extract here: 

https://soundcloud.com/talkforwriting/doors/s-ItAy0hpt715 

https://soundcloud.com/talkforwriting/doors/s-ItAy0hpt715
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A story which transports the characters into a magical world via a 

gate/wardrobe/magical tree or anything else the author might imagine. 

 

Clock Close: Part One 

There were no clocks in Clock Close. No ticks. No chimes. No hands or faces. No 

visible signs. Time died here long ago. The once thriving industrial ‘top-shops’ 

were now reduced to rubble and waste on either side of the road. A crumpled 

sign on the left provided the only echo of its past.  

Billy looked out over the industrial wasteland before him. A board nearby 

announced big changes – a new shopping centre was coming soon and one of 

the new shops, ironically, was to be called Top Shop!  

At that moment, something caught Billy’s eye. In the red rubble, Billy saw a flash 

– a glint. Cautiously, he crept forward and stared down. Below, on the old street 

cobbles was a small, battered box made of metal and cracked glass. A rusted 

key protruded from the side. Inside, tiny cogs whirled and clicked. Billy picked 

up the box, listened and then carefully tried to turn the corroded key. Nothing.  

Stuck. Strain. Then... 

Click. Click. Click.  

The world melted into darkness. Darker than darkness...  

Then...  

Tick.  

Tock. 

 Tick...  

Chime. Chime. Chime.  

Where was he? 

  



 

Match the words and phrases to their meaning. 

They will be in part one or part two (which we are 

reading tomorrow). The answers are on the next 

page: 

 

Thriving Covered in rust. 

Ironically Something that is extremely 
beautiful and delicate. 

Protruded Eyes that are shiny and unfocused 

Glint Sticking out of something. 

Corroded The day was over. 

Emerged Metal that has been destroyed 
over time by a chemical reaction. 

Exquisite Shining or twinkling in the light. 

Descended Doing extremely well. 

Glazed eyes Moving downwards. 

The day was 
done 

Came out of something. 

Rusted Similar to being sarcastic. 



Thriving Covered in rust. 

Ironically Something that is extremely 
beautiful and delicate. 

Protruded Eyes that are shiny and unfocused 

Glint Sticking out of something. 

Corroded The day was over. 

Emerged Metal that has been destroyed 
over time by a chemical reaction. 

Exquisite Shining or twinkling in the light. 

Descended Doing extremely well. 

Glazed eyes Moving downwards. 

The day was 
done 

Poking out of something. 

Rusted Similar to being sarcastic. 



A story which transports the characters into a magical world via a 

gate/wardrobe/magical tree or anything else the author might imagine. 

 

Clock Close: Part Two 

 

Faces and hands began to emerge. Billy was standing in a workshop – a clock-

shop. All around him, skilled clock-makers crouched and squinted over cluttered 

tables, building exquisite time pieces. The walls were filled with boxes of copper 

cogs, pointing hands and coiled springs. There were pendulums waiting to swing 

and keys waiting to twist and turn. 

Billy looked into the faces of those around him, their eyes wound tight with 

concentration. Could they see him? Their eyes were glazed – fixed in time. They 

were not of this time – our time.  

Another clock chimed. Clocking off time. The workers fixed their last cog, sat 

back and sighed. The day was done. As the shift ended, the workers chattered 

and laughed. Soon, the room began to empty. Billy stared at the small box made 

of metal and glass with the shiny key still in his hand. He began to place it on the 

workbench nearby but then... darkness descended. Darker than darkness. 

Then...  

Tick.  

Tock. 

Tick...  

Chime. Chime. Chime.  

The world emerged again. There were no clocks in Clock Close – except for the 

small box with a rusted key. Billy blinked once, trying to remember the scene. 

The time. The place. Had he seen an echo of the past?  

He tried to turn the rusted key. Stuck. Strain. Nothing…

 





 Complete 20 minutes quiet reading of a book 

of your choice, then complete the grid above using a new word from your book.  


