Beowulf

Wolves of Willoughby Chase—Joan Aiken
It was dusk - winter dusk. Snow lay white and shining
over the pleated hills, and icicles hung from the forest
trees. Snow lay piled on the dark road across Willoughby
Wold, but from dawn men had been clearing it with
brooms and shovels. There were hundreds of them at
work, wrapped in sacking because of the bitter cold, and
keeping together in groups for fear of the wolves, grown
savage and reckless from hunger.
Snow lay thick, too, upon the roof of Willoughby Chase,
the great house that stood on an open eminence in the
heart of the wold. But for all that, the Chase looked an inviting home – a warm and welcoming stronghold. Its rosy
herringbone brick was bright and well cared for, its numerous turrets and battlements stood up sharp against
the sky, and the crenellated balconies, corniced with
snow, each held a golden square of window. The house
was all alight within, and the joyous hubbub of its activity
contrasted with the sombre sighing of the wind and the
hideous howling of the wolves without.

The Lion, the witch and the wardrobe—C.S. Lewis

Once there were four children whose names were Peter, Susan,
Edmund and Lucy. This story is about something that happened
to them when they were sent away from London during the war
because of the air-raids. They were sent to the house of an old
Professor who lived in the heart of the country, ten miles from
the nearest post office. He had no wife and he lived in a very
large house with a housekeeper called Mrs Macready and three
servants (their names were Ivy, Margaret and Betty, but they do
not come into the story much).

He himself was a very old man with shaggy white hair which
grew over most of his face as well as on his head, and they liked
him almost at once; but on the first evening when he came out to
meet them at the front door he was so odd-looking that Lucy
(who was the youngest) was a little afraid of him and Edmund
(who was the next youngest) wanted to laugh and had to keep on
pretending he was blowing his nose to hide it.

The house with chicken legs—Sophie Anderson

The Dollmaker of Krakow—R.M. Romero

Northern Lights—Philip Pullman

Lyra and her daemon moved through the darkening Hall, taking
care to keep to one side, out of sight of the kitchen. The three
great tables that ran the length of the Hall were laid already, the
silver and the glass catching what little light there was and the
long benches were pulled out ready for the guests.
Portraits of former Masters hung high up in the gloom along the
walls, Lyra reached the dais and looked back at the open kitchen
door and seeing no one, stepped up beside the high tables. The
places here were alid with gold, not silver and the fourteen seats
were not oak benches but mahogany chairs with velvet cushions.
Lyra stopped besides the Master’s chair and flicked the biggest
glass gently with a fingernail. The sound rang clearly through the
Hall.
“You’re not taking this seriously,” whispered her daemon.
“Behave yourself.”
Her daemon’s name was Pantalaimon and he was currently in the
form of a moth, a dark brown one so as not to show up in the
darkness of the Hall.

