
L.O. Identify ways in which an author creates suspense 
 
Off in the distance, Stanley could see two more flashlights bobbing toward them in 
the darkness. He felt helpless in the hole. 
"You boys arrived just in the nick— " the Warden started to say. She stopped talking 
and she stopped walking. Then she slowly backed away. 
A lizard had crawled up on top of the suitcase. Its big red eyes glowed in the beam 
of the flashlight. Its mouth was open, and Stanley could see its white tongue moving in 
and out between its black teeth. 
Zero sat as still as a statue. 
A second lizard crawled up over the side of the suitcase and stopped less than an 
inch away from Zero's little finger. 
Stanley was afraid to look, and afraid not to. He wondered if he should try to 
scramble out of the hole before the lizards turned on him, but he didn't want to cause 
any commotion. 
The second lizard crawled across Zero's fingers and halfway up his arm. 
It occurred to Stanley that the lizards were probably on the suitcase when he handed 
it to Zero. 
"There's another one!" gasped Mr. Pendanski. He shined the flashlight on the box of 
Frosted Flakes, which lay on its side beside Stanley's hole. A lizard was crawling out of 
it. 
The light also illuminated Stanley's hole. He glanced downward and had to force 
himself to suppress a scream. He was standing in a lizard nest. He felt the scream 
explode inside him. 
He could see six lizards. There were three on the ground, two on his left leg, and one 
on his right sneaker. 
He tried to remain very still. Something was crawling up the back of his neck. 

* * * *  

A couple of thrushes squabbled overhead. The fat, happy cub kept close to 

his side, his bushy silver tail held high. 

Fat, happy and careless. 

Torak heard a twig snap behind him just as a large hand grabbed him by the 

jerkin and yanked him off his feet.  

Three hunters. Three lethal flint weapons. All aimed at him. 

Torak's mind whirled. He couldn't move. Couldn't see Wolf. 

The man gripping his jerkin was enormous. His russet beard was a bird's nest 

tangle; one cheek was pulled downwards by an ugly scar, and whatever 

had bitten him had taken off one ear. In his free hand he held a flint-edged 

knife, its point jabbed under Torak's jaw. 


