What do we learn about the narrator in this opening?
Identify: features of language and structure – refer to your book to remind you what these are

I am a girl who loves to be alone. Lottie, the silly creature, can’t do it. My sister though she is thirteen and older than me by two whole years and a bit, cannot even spend a quiet half an hour in her roo, reading or playing, without rushing back down the stairs to check where the rest of us are. Mummy says she must have skipped a stage growing up, that, at a certain stage, a baby believes someone disappearing from view no longer exists. I can see how this might make a tiny baby cry out loud, what a scary idea it is, but what I love are the little pockets of aloneness that come my way now that I am getting bigger and can be trusted not to open the door to strangers or set fire to the house myself.
Today I enjoy the silence that falls as the slam of the door disappears into the thick walls of the cottage and the cushions and the heavy curtains that cover the hard stone of our house, then I run to the window to make sure that they are really leaving. Yes, there they go, followed by the short shadows on the hot pavement: Mummy, upright as always, despite the heat, Lottie looking pale-faced and miserable at the thought of having to buy shoes for her new school, her straight hair already lank though she washed it this morning- kneeling down with her head over the bath and yelping because the water from the shower attachment either scalds you or makes your skull ache with the cold. Mummy’s mouth is moving, telling her off Lottie, perhaps for her sulkiness. They will walk to Market Square and then catch the bus into Braxtable, Mummy having never learnt to drive because she says, in London, one always took taxis or the tube and that she is too old to learn now. Her arm is linked through Lottie’s and she walks fast with her head up. Nothing could stop her progress you know; if a mountain should suddenly appear in front of her, she would simply march over it without a hint of surprise. But then, everyone in London walks that way. I remember this from the last time we went to stay with Aunt Harriet before they found cancer making itself at home in her bones and took her away to be fixed: all those people pushing themselves forward, eyes straight ahead, bodies moving through places without even noticing them. I once overheard Sandra Mills and Mrs Harvey talking about my mother in Kentons, the local supermarket, where Mummy refuses to shop unless she really has to, disliking the dusty looking shelves loaded with tinned vegetables and packet soups and the freezers with misted-up windows stacked with boxes of breadcrumbed or battered things- what she calls ‘wartime food’. 
(From ‘Catching the Light’, Karen Powell)

