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Language
and Literature
Reading, Writing and Your Year 5 Child
This chapter presents poems, stories, brief discussions of grammar and writing and
explanations of common sayings and phrases.
The best way to bring children into the spirit of poetry is to read it aloud to them and
encourage them to speak it aloud so that they can experience the music in the words. Until
children take pleasure in the sound of poetry, there is little reason to analyse it technically.
Most of the stories in this book are excerpts from longer works. If a child enjoys a
particular story, he or she should be encouraged to read the full book. Most of these stories
are available in child-friendly versions, if the young reader finds the original language of
eighteenth- and nineteenth-century authors too challenging at this stage.
Parents and teachers can help to draw children into stories by asking questions about
them. For example, you might ask:
‘What do you think is going to happen next?’
‘Why did one of the characters act as he did?’
‘What might have happened if... ?’
You might also ask the child to retell the story. Don’t be worried if children change
events or characters: that is in the best tradition of storytelling and explains why there are
so many versions of traditional stories.
You can also encourage children to write and illustrate their own stories. Some children
may be interested in beginning to keep a journal or writing letters to friends or relatives,
which are both good ways for children to cultivate their writing skills. Another way to
build vocabulary and foster language skills is by playing word games such as Scrabble,
Boggle or hangman, and doing crossword puzzles.
Standard written language has special characteristics that children need to learn, and
in Year 5 children continue to learn about language as they write it: identifying parts of
speech, using punctuation correctly and recognising sentence types. The treatment of
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grammar and language conventions in this book is an overview and the topics covered
here are not intended to represent an all-encompassing literacy resource. Rather, they
point students, teachers and parents towards further work that can be supported by
available resources such as Irina Tyk’s Butterfly Grammar and others included in the list
of suggested resources on page 69.
In the classroom, grammar instruction is a part, but only a part, of an effective English
language arts programme. Children should enjoy a rich diet of fiction, poetry, drama,
biography and non-fiction. They should be involved in the writing process, inventing
topics, discovering ideas in early drafts, revising towards ‘publication’ of polished final
drafts – all with encouragement and guidance along the way. They should practise
writing in many modes, including stories, poetry, journal entries, formal reports, dialogues
and descriptions.
The collection of familiar sayings that concludes every Language and Literature chapter
in the Core Knowledge UK series has been one of the most popular features of the books.
These sayings have such common currency in our language that children will hear them
repeatedly, without necessarily understanding what they are intended to convey. Parents
and teachers are encouraged to explain the meaning of these sayings by using the
explanation and example provided in each case, but then to encourage children to create
their own examples.

Poetry
The Rhinoceros
by Ogden Nash
The rhino is a homely beast,
For human eyes he’s not a feast.
But you and I will never know
Why Nature chose to make him so.
Farewell, farewell, you old rhinoceros,
I’ll stare at something less prepoceros.
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Monday’s Child
Monday’s child is fair of face,
Tuesday’s child is full of grace,
Wednesday’s child is full of woe,
Thursday’s child has far to go,
Friday’s child is loving and giving,
Saturday’s child works hard for a living,
But the child that is born on the Sabbath day
Is fair and wise and good and gay.

3
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The Pobble Who Has No Toes
by Edward Lear
The Pobble who has no toes
Had once as many as we;
When they said, ‘Some day you may lose them all’;
He replied ‘Fish Fiddle de-dee!’
And his Aunt Jobiska made him drink
Lavender water tinged with pink;
For she said, ‘The World in general knows
There’s nothing so good for a Pobble’s toes!’

The Pobble who has no toes
Swam across the Bristol Channel;
But before he set out he wrapped his nose
In a piece of scarlet flannel.
For his Aunt Jobiska said, ‘No harm
Can come to his toes if his nose is warm;
And it’s perfectly known that a Pobble’s toes
Are safe – provided he minds his nose.’
4
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The Pobble swam fast and well,
And when boats or ships came near him
He tinkledy-binkledy-winkled a bell,
So that all the world could hear him.
And all the Sailors and Admirals cried,
When they saw him nearing the further side,
‘He has gone to fish for his Aunt Jobiska’s
Runcible Cat with crimson whiskers!’

But before he touched the shore,
The shore of the Bristol Channel,
A sea-green Porpoise carried away
His wrapper of scarlet flannel.
And when he came to observe his feet,
Formerly garnished with toes so neat,
His face at once became forlorn
On perceiving that all his toes were gone.
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And nobody ever knew,
From that dark day to the present,
Whoso had taken the Pobble’s toes,
In a manner so far from pleasant.
Whether the shrimps, or crawfish grey,
Or crafty Mermaids stole them away –
Nobody knew; and nobody knows
How the Pobble was robbed of his twice five toes!
The Pobble who has no toes
Was placed in a friendly Bark,
And they rowed him back, and carried him up
To his Aunt Jobiska’s Park.
And she made him a feast at his earnest wish
Of eggs and buttercups fried with fish;
And she said, ‘It’s a fact the whole world knows,
That Pobbles are happier without their toes.’

Dreams
Fog
by Carl Sandburg

by Langston Hughes
Hold fast to dreams

The fog comes

For if dreams die

on little cat feet.

Life is a broken-winged bird

It sits looking

That cannot fly.

over harbour and city

Hold fast to dreams

on silent haunches

For when dreams go

and then moves on.

Life is a barren field
Frozen with snow.
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A Tragic Story
by William Makepeace Thackeray
There lived a sage in days of yore,
And he a handsome pigtail wore:
But wondered much, and sorrowed more,
Because it hung behind him.
He mused upon this curious case,
And swore he’d change the pigtail’s place,
And have it hanging at his face,
Not dangling there behind him.
Says he, ‘The mystery I’ve found –
I’ll turn me round,’ – he turned him round;
but still it hung behind him.
Then round, and round, and out and in,
All day the puzzled sage did spin;
In vain – it mattered not a pin –
The pigtail hung behind him.
And right and left, and round about,
And up and down, and in and out
He turned; but still the pigtail stout
Hung steadily behind him.
And though his efforts never slack,
And though he twist, and twirl, and tack,
Alas! Still faithful to his back,
The pigtail hangs behind him.
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Sky in the Pie
by Roger McGough
Waiter! There’s a sky in my pie,
Remove it at once if you please,
You can keep your incredible sunsets
I ordered mincemeat and cheese.
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I can’t stand nightingales singing
Or clouds all burnished with gold,
The whispering breeze is disturbing the peas
And making my chips go all cold.
I don’t care if the chef is an artist
Whose canvases hang in the Tate,
I want two veg and puff pastry
Not the Universe heaped on my plate.
OK I’ll try just a spoonful
I suppose I’ve got nothing to lose.
Mmm… the colours quite tickle the palette
With a blend of delicate hues.
The sun has a custardy flavour
And the clouds are as light as air,
And the wind a chewier texture,
(With a hint of cinnamon there?)
This sky is simply delicious
Why have I not tried it before?
I can chew my way through to Eternity
And still have room left for more.
Having acquired a taste for the Cosmos
I shall polish this sunset off soon,
I can’t wait to tuck into the night sky.
Waiter! Please bring me the moon!
9
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The Lady of Shalott
by Alfred, Lord Tennyson (abridged)

The Lady of Shalott by John William Waterhouse
The legend of King Arthur and his Knights of the Round Table has enthralled people for
hundreds of years. We have read stories about King Arthur and his knights in other books
in this series, and we will read ‘Sir Gawain and the Green Knight’ on page 22. In this extract
from a lovely poem by Alfred, Lord Tennyson, we hear the sad story of the Lady of Shalott,
who lives in a tower on an island where she spends her time weaving. She has been warned
that, if she ever looks out of her window towards Camelot, something terrible will happen.
So she sets up a mirror over her loom, where she can watch everything that is going
by without actually looking out of the window. The she sees the handsome knight Sir
Lancelot, reflected in her mirror…
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1 UK Year 5 L&L_CK5 07/07/2014 16:21 Page 11

Language and Literature

There she weaves by night and day

But in her web she still delights

A magic web with colours gay.

To weave the mirror’s magic sights,

She has heard a whisper say,

For often thro’ the silent nights

A curse is on her if she stay

A funeral, with plumes and lights

To look down to Camelot.

And music, went to Camelot:

She knows not what the curse may be,

Or when the moon was overhead,

And so she weaveth steadily,

Came two young lovers lately wed;

And little other care hath she,

‘I am half sick of shadows,’ said

The Lady of Shalott.

The Lady of Shalott.

And moving through a mirror clear

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,

That hangs before her all the year,

He rode between the barley sheaves,

Shadows of the world appear.

The sun came dazzling thro’ the leaves,

There she sees the highway near

And flamed upon the brazen greaves

Winding down to Camelot:

Of bold Sir Lancelot.

There the river eddy whirls,

A red-cross knight for ever kneel’d

And there the surly village-churls,

To a lady in his shield,

And the red cloaks of market girls,

That sparkled on the yellow field,

Pass onward from Shalott.

Beside remote Shalott.

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow’d;

An abbot on an ambling pad,

On burnish’d hooves his war-horse trode;

Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad,

From underneath his helmet flow’d

Or long-hair’d page in crimson clad,

His coal-black curls as on he rode,

Goes by to tower’d Camelot;

As he rode down to Camelot.

And sometimes through the mirror blue

From the bank and from the river

The knights come riding two and two:

He flashed into the crystal mirror,

She hath no loyal knight and true,

‘Tirra lirra,’ by the river

The Lady of Shalott.

Sang Sir Lancelot.
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She left the web, she left the loom,

Lying, robed in snowy white

She made three paces through the room,

That loosely flew to left and right −

She saw the water-lily bloom,

The leaves upon her falling light −

She saw the helmet and the plume,

Thro’ the noises of the night,

She look’d down to Camelot.

She floated down to Camelot:

Out flew the web and floated wide;

And as the boat-head wound along

The mirror crack’d from side to side;

The willowy hills and fields among,

‘The curse is come upon me,’ cried

They heard her singing her last song,

The Lady of Shalott.
In the stormy east-wind straining,

Heard a carol, mournful, holy,

The pale yellow woods were waning,

Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,

The broad stream in his banks complaining,

Till her blood was frozen slowly,

Heavily the low sky raining

And her eyes were darkened wholly,

Over tower’d Camelot;

Turn’d to tower’d Camelot.

Down she came and found a boat

For ere she reach’d upon the tide

Beneath a willow left afloat,

The first house by the water-side,

And round about the prow she wrote

Singing in her song she died,

The Lady of Shalott.

The Lady of Shalott.

And down the river’s dim expanse –

Under tower and balcony,

Like some bold seer in a trance,

By garden-wall and gallery,

Seeing all his own mischance –

A gleaming shape she floated by,

With a glassy countenance

Dead-pale between the houses high,

Did she look to Camelot.

Silent into Camelot.

And at the closing of the day

Out upon the wharfs they came,

She loosed the chain, and down she lay;

Knight and burgher, lord and dame,

The broad stream bore her far away,

And round the prow they read her name,

The Lady of Shalott.
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Who is this? And what is here?
And in the lighted palace near
Died the sound of royal cheer;
And they crossed themselves for fear,
All the knights at Camelot;
But Lancelot mused a little space;
He said, ‘She has a lovely face;
God in his mercy lend her grace,
The Lady of Shalott.’

Lines and Stanzas
Poetry is made up of lines. Sometimes the lines of a poem are grouped
into clusters called stanzas. In ‘The Lady of Shalott’, for example, each
stanza contains nine lines. The first four lines of each stanza rhyme with
each other, the fifth line rhymes with the ninth line, and the sixth,
seventh and eighth lines rhyme.

Stories and Myths
The Fire on the Mountain
An Ethiopian folk tale
People say that in the old days in the city of
Addis Ababa there was a young man by the
name of Arha. He had come as a boy from
the country of Guragé, and in the city he
became the servant of a rich merchant,
Haptom Hasei.

This story takes
place in Ethiopia.
Read about African
art, starting on page 163.
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Haptom Hasei was so rich that he owned everything that money could buy, and often
he was very bored because he had tired of everything he knew, and there was nothing new
for him to do.
One cold night, when the damp wind was blowing across the plateau, Haptom called
to Arha to bring wood for the fire. When Arha was finished, Haptom began to talk.
‘How much cold can a man stand?’ he said, speaking at first to himself. ‘I wonder if it
would be possible for a man to stand on the highest peak, Mount Sululta, where the coldest
winds blow, through an entire night without blankets or clothing and yet not die?’
‘I don’t know,’ Arha said. ‘But wouldn’t it be a foolish thing?’
‘Perhaps, if he had nothing to gain by it, it would be a foolish thing to spend the night
that way,’ Haptom said. ‘But I would be willing to bet that a man couldn’t do it.’
‘I am sure a courageous man could stand naked on Mount Sululta throughout an entire
night and not die of it,’ Arha said. ‘But as for me, it isn’t my affair since I’ve nothing
to bet.’
‘Well, I’ll tell you what,’ Haptom said.
‘Since you are so sure it can be done, I’ll
make a bet with you anyway. If you can
stand among the rocks on Mount
Sululta for an entire night without
food or water, or clothing or
blankets or fire, and not die of it, then
I will give you ten acres of good farm
land for your own, with a house
and cattle.’

‘Since you are so sure it can be done,
I’ll make a bet with you.’

Arha could hardly believe
what he had heard.
‘Do you really mean this?’
he asked.

‘I am a man of my word,’ Haptom replied.
‘Then tomorrow night I will do it,’ Arha said, ‘and afterward, for all the years to come,
I shall till my own soil.’
But he was very worried, because the wind swept bitterly across that peak. So in the
morning Arha went to a wise old man from the Guragé tribe and told him of the bet he
had made. The old man listened quietly and thoughtfully, and when Arha had finished
he said:
14
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‘I will help you. Across the valley from Sululta is a high rock which can be seen in the
daytime. Tomorrow night, as the sun goes down, I shall build a fire there, so that it can be
seen from where you stand on the peak. All night long you must watch the light of my
fire. Do not close your eyes or let the darkness creep upon you. As you watch my fire,
think of its warmth and think of me, your friend, sitting there tending it for you. If you
do this you will survive, no matter how bitter the night wind.’
Arha thanked the old man warmly and went back to Haptom’s house with a light heart.
He told Haptom he was ready, and in the afternoon Haptom sent him, under the watchful
eyes of other servants, to the top of Mount Sululta. There, as night fell, Arha removed his
clothes and stood in the damp, cold wind that swept across the plateau with the setting
sun. Across the valley, several miles away, Arha saw the light of his friend’s fire, which
shone like a star in the blackness.
The wind turned colder and seemed to pass through his flesh and chill the marrow in
his bones. The rock on which he stood felt like ice. Each hour the cold numbed him more,
until he thought he would never be warm again, but he kept his eyes on the twinkling light
across the valley, and he remembered that his old friend sat there tending a fire for him.
Sometimes wisps of fog blotted out the light, and then he strained to see until the fog
passed. He sneezed and coughed and shivered, and began to feel ill. Yet all night through
he stood there, and only when the dawn came did he put on his clothes and go down
the mountain back to Addis Ababa.
Haptom was very surprised to
see Arha, and he questioned his
servants thoroughly. ‘Did he stay
all night without food or drink or
blankets or clothing?’
‘Yes,’ his servants said. ‘He did
all of these things.’
‘Well, you are a strong fellow,’
Haptom said to Arha. ‘How did
you manage to do it?’
‘He thought he would never
be warm again, but he kept
his eyes on the twinkling
light across the valley.’
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‘I simply watched the light of a fire on a distant hill,’ Arha said. ‘What! You watched a
fire? Then you lose the bet, and you are still my servant, and you own no land!’
‘But this fire was not close enough to warm me, it was far across the valley!’
‘I won’t give you the land,’ Haptom said. ‘You didn’t fulfil the conditions. It was only
the fire that saved you.’
Arha was very sad. He went again to his old friend of the Guragé tribe and told him
what had happened.
‘Take the matter to the judge,’ the old man advised him.
Arha went to the judge and complained, and the judge sent for Haptom. When Haptom
told his story, and the servants said once more that Arha had watched a distant fire across
the valley, the judge said:
‘No, you have lost, for Haptom Hasei’s condition was that you must be without fire.’
Once more Arha went to his old friend with the sad news that he was doomed to the
life of a servant, as though he had not gone through the ordeal on the mountaintop.
‘Don’t give up hope,’ the old man said. ‘More wisdom grows wild in the hills than in
any city judge.’
He got up from where he sat and went to find a man named Hailu, in whose house he
had been a servant when he was young. He explained to the good man about the bet
between Haptom and Arha, and asked if something couldn’t be done.
‘Don’t worry about it,’ Hailu said aer thinking for a while. ‘I will take care of it for you.’
Some days later Hailu sent invitations to many people in the city to come to a feast at
his house. Haptom was among them, and so was the judge who had ruled Arha had lost
the bet.
When the day of the feast arrived, the guests came riding on mules with fine trappings,
their servants strung out behind them on foot. Haptom came with 20 servants, one of
whom held a silk umbrella over his head to shade him from the sun, and four drummers
played music that signified the great Haptom was here.
The guests sat on soft rugs laid out for them and talked. From the kitchen came the
odours of wonderful things to eat: roast goat, roast corn and durra, pancakes called injera
and many tantalising sauces. The smell of the food only accentuated the hunger of the
guests. Time passed. The food should have been served, but they did not see it, only
smelled vapours that drifted from the kitchen. The evening came, and still no food was
served. The guests began to whisper among themselves. It was very curious that the
honourable Hailu had not had the food brought out. Still the smells came from the kitchen.
16
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At last one of the guests spoke out for all the others:
‘Hailu, why do you do this to us? Why do you invite us to a feast and then serve
us nothing?’
‘Why, can’t you smell the food?’ Hailu asked with surprise.
‘Indeed we can, but smelling is not eating; there is no nourishment in it!’
‘And is there warmth in a fire so distant it can hardly be seen?’ Hailu asked. ‘If Arha
was warmed by the fire he watched while standing on Mount Sululta, then you have been
fed by the smells coming from my kitchen.’
The people agreed with him; the judge now saw his mistake, and Haptom was shamed.
He thanked Hailu for his advice and announced that Arha was then and there the owner
of the land, the house and the cattle. Then Hailu ordered the food to be brought in, and
the feast began.

The Wonderful Chuang Brocade
This folk tale is from a region in southern China called Chuang
For thousands of years the people of China have been
famous for their rich art in silken brocades. The
Chuang people of Kwangsi Province are especially
well known for their beautiful designs and pictures.
Some of them tell stories such as this one.

We learnt about
China in Year 3.

In this province, at the foot of high peaks, in a thatched cottage, lived an old widow
with her three sons: Lemo, Letui and Leju. The old mother was a most wonderful weaver
of brocades, which merchants and folks bought from her to make vests, bedcovers and
blankets. Her sons were woodcutters.
One day the old mother went to sell a fine brocade she had made. In the merchant’s
shop hung a painting of wondrous beauty. It showed a village with a rich, tall palace with
colourful gardens around it. Beautiful flowers and ripe vegetables were everywhere; ducks,
chickens and cows were all over. Never had she seen a more beautiful scene. Quickly she
sold her brocade and bought the painting, forgetting the rice and other foods she needed.
At home she proudly showed the painting. ‘How happy I would be to live in that palace
with its gardens,’ she said to her sons.
‘That is a dream, Ah-mee,’ spoke Lemo, the oldest son.
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‘Maybe we will live in such a place in our next life,’ said Letui, her second son.
en Leju, the youngest, said: ‘Ah-mee, you must weave a brocade just like the painting,
and when you look at your work you will think you are living in the palace with those gardens.’
‘You are right, son,’ said the old mother, and she set to work at once.
Day in, day out and nights as well, she worked at the wooden loom with silk threads,
and the scenes of the painting grew in beauty on the brocade.
She never stopped working.
Her old eyes hurt from the
smoke of the pine-oil lamps,
but she did not stop. After one
year, tears filled her eyes, but
instead of stopping, she put
her tears into the brocade and
made of them a singing river
and a shining pond full of fish.
After two years, drops of
blood fell from her eyes onto
the brocade. Out of these she
wove bright red flowers and a
glowing sun.
So the old near-blind
mother worked for three years
until she finished putting the
painting into the brocade. The
sons were so proud of her
Day in, day out, and nights as well,
work, they took it out of their
she worked at the wooden loom with
dark hut and put it in front of
silk threads, and the scenes of the painting
the door where there was
grew in beauty on the brocade.
enough daylight to see and
admire it. Everyone who saw it exclaimed, ‘What a wonderful Chuang brocade!’
All of a sudden a weird whirring wind came along and – whisht! – it picked up the brocade
and carried it high, high up into the sky and the brocade disappeared.
The old mother fainted, everyone shouted... but the brocade was gone. The mother
became very ill and no doctor could help her. She was forever crying for her brocade!
Seeing this, Lemo said, ‘Mother, stop grieving! I will find your beautiful brocade and bring
it back to you.’
18
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‘Go, son, and may good fortune go with you,’
Lemo set out over mountains and across rivers. One day he came to a mountain pass,
on one side of which stood a stone house. To the right was a stone horse, its mouth wide
open, bent over an arbutus bush full of red berries.
At the door sat an old white-headed woman.
‘Who are you and where are you going, young man?’ she asked Lemo.
He told her the tale of his mother’s beautiful brocade – how hard and long she had
worked at it and how the wind had carried it away, and how very ill she had become.
‘Young Lemo, I know all this. The winds of the mountains tell me many things. Your
brocade is now in the Sun Mountain of the East with the beautiful fairies who live there.
They saw the brocade and sent the wind for it. They are now copying your mother’s
beautiful work, and you can get it back only with the help of the stone horse. But the horse
will help you only if you give him two of your teeth for the ones he is missing in his mouth
so that he can eat the berries from the arbutus bush. Then he will take you far and wide
to the Sun Mountain of the East.
‘On the way you will come to a mountain of leaping flames through which you must
pass. You must do it in silence and without fear. If you cry out even once, you will turn
into charcoal.
‘Then you will come to a sea full of jagged ice with knife-cutting cold winds tearing at
you, but you must not cry out or even shiver with cold. If you do, you will be crushed by
the wild tossing ice and buried in the icy water.
‘If you go through these trials, you will get your mother’s brocade.’
Lemo was silent. His face turned blue with fear and he hung his head and thought –
for a long time. To lose his teeth and endure such terrible trials!
The old woman watched him. Then she said, ‘Son, your face tells your thoughts. It says:
it is too much! But you tried, so there is a little iron box full of gold nuggets. Go back
home and live well.’
Lemo took the box and thanked her and left. But he was thinking hard. ‘If I go home I
must share the gold with all my family! There will be little for me... No! I will go to the
city and live on my wealth.’ So he turned his steps toward the big city.
The old mother waited and waited, pining for her beautiful brocade. ‘If only I could
see it before I die,’ she cried continually.
Letui, her second son, said, ‘Mother, I will bring you your brocade,’ and he set off at
once. He, too, came to the stone house with the old lady and her stone horse, and she told
19
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him just what she had told Lemo. Letui also thought and thought, and the old woman
knew what was in his mind.
‘Son,’ she said, ‘I can tell you think the trials are too much for you, but you started
bravely, so here is a little iron box with gold nuggets. Go back and live happily.’ But Letui
thought as did Lemo, so instead of going home, he too turned towards the city.
At home the old mother waited, crying for her handiwork until her eyes gave out and
she became completely blind!
Leju, the youngest son, said, ‘Mother, I will go on the road to find your beautiful
brocade and bring it back to you. You will be with kind neighbours who will take care of
you while I am away.’
He bade her good cheer and went off. Like his brothers, he came to the stone house
with the stone horse and the old woman. She told him how he could get the brocade only
with the help of the horse, and of the dangers he must face.
Instead of thinking for a long time as his brothers had, Leju gave two of his teeth to the
horse and mounted it. The horse ate the berries and then went off, swift as the wind. Horse
and rider went through the burning mountain and the icy sea. But Leju sat firmly on the
horse, thinking only of helping his mother, and so he reached the Sun Mountain and the
palace where the lovely fairies were busy copying Ah-mee’s masterpiece.
Leju spoke to them, telling them of his mother’s sickness and blindness, and of how
she continued to cry for her lost brocade. ‘We will finish copying your mother’s wonderful
work by tomorrow morning,’ said one of the maidens. ‘Then you can take it back to your
Ah-mee.’ They gave him delicious fruits to eat, and he fell asleep. During the night the
fairies hung a big glowing pearl on the rafter and wove by its light.
A maiden in a red dress finished first. She looked at her own work, and then at Ahmee’s. She sighed, ‘I am afraid mine is not nearly as fine. I wish I could live in the beautiful
place that is on her brocade.’ So she began weaving her own image right near the fish pond
that Ah-mee had woven.
Leju slept in the palace of the fairies, but the next morning, before the maidens arose,
he took his mother’s brocade, mounted the stone horse, and in a wink of time they were
back at the stone house where the white-haired woman sat waiting for him.
‘Leju, your mother is very ill,’ she said. ‘Hurry back. The sight of her brocade will bring
her health.’ Then she took the two teeth from the horse’s mouth and put them back into
Leju’s. Next she put a pair of magic deerskin shoes on his feet and bade him good luck.
The shoes were like wings and took him swiftly to his home, where his mother was
lying in bed, thin as a stick and barely alive.
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‘Ah-mee,’ he shouted, ‘I have brought you your brocade. Here!’
No sooner did she touch it than she began to feel well again. Her eyes opened wide and
once again she could see! She got up and took her beloved work out into the open sunshine
and then... a miracle happened! The embroidery of her brocade became a real place. Trees!
Flowers! All were there before the rich palace, and by the fish pond stood the lovely
maiden in her red dress.
Leju married the maiden, and the two lived happily all their lives.
One day two beggars came to their village. They were Lemo and Letui. They had spent
all their gold, drinking, eating and making merry in the city, and now they were dressed
in rags and begging for food. When they saw the beautiful garden where Ah-mee, Leju
and his wife were walking and singing, they quietly slipped away, too ashamed to face
their mother and brother.

Horse and rider went through the burning mountain and the icy sea.
But Leju sat firm on the horse, thinking only of helping his mother.
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Sir Gawain and the Green Knight
The story of Sir Gawain is told in a poem written in the fourteenth century. We don’t know
the name of the poet, but he didn’t use rhyme in most of his verses. Instead, he used
alliteration, making several words in each line begin with the same letter or sound. You can
see what the poem was like in the last part of this re-telling.
Long ago, in the days when knights in armour served their ladies fair, the noblest of
them all was King Arthur. At Camelot he held his court, where his knights of the Round
Table were always ready to do his commands. They competed with each other to be the
noblest and the bravest, fighting for right against wrong and defending the weak against
the strong.
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It was New Year’s Day, and the knights and ladies of Camelot had all come to enjoy a
banquet in the hall of Arthur’s castle. There was plenty to eat, and all of the food was
delicious. All were served with large portions and were enjoying their feast, but Arthur
held back. He had developed a habit of not eating on New Year’s Day until he had heard
of some amazing adventure or some great deed of chivalry. On this particular day, his
wish was granted in a very unusual way.
In the middle of the feast, the great doors of the hall burst open and in came the most
frightening and gigantic knight on horseback, larger than any man who had ever been
seen, with massive muscles, a thick head of hair and a bushy beard. He carried an
enormous axe with a blade that glittered, it was so sharp. But the most astonishing thing
about him was – he was completely green!
‘Who is in charge of the noble company of knights?’ he asked. ‘I wish to speak with
that man.’
‘I am Arthur and I command these knights,’ said the King. ‘Will it please you to get
down off your horse and join us in our feast?’
‘No, Arthur,’ replied the Green Knight, ‘I will not stay here with you. I come only to
offer you a challenge, a game such as people like to play in this season.’
‘Nothing could please me more,’ replied Arthur. ‘What is your challenge?’
‘It is this,’ replied the giant. ‘I hold here in my hand an axe. I will offer it to any man
here, to give me a blow, as hard as he likes, in any part of my body. In one year to the day,
that man must come to find me, and I will return the blow. That is all.’
The knights were silent. What a terrible challenge!
‘Well, well, well,’ said the green man. ‘So this is the courage of the famous Round Table!
Not one of you will play a little game with me.’
At that, Sir Gawain, the nephew of King Arthur , stood up. ‘I will accept your challenge,’
he said, ‘although it is a foolish one. Never let it be said that the Round Table of Camelot
refused such an invitation.’
Gawain left his place at the table and came down into the centre of the great hall. The
Green Knight got down off his horse, gave Gawain his great glittering axe and bent down,
exposing his neck. Gawain lifted the axe high in the air and brought it swiftly down on
the green man’s neck. With a thud, the giant’s head hit the floor. Everyone gasped, but
what happened next left them speechless. The Green Knight didn’t stagger at all: he walked
forwards on his strong legs, picked up his head and got back on his horse. He held his
head to face the King and Gawain, and the lips started to talk.
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‘Be sure to keep your side of the bargain, Gawain. In a year to the day, you must come
to me for a return blow. I am known as the Knight of the Green Chapel to all men. You
will have no trouble in finding me – if you are brave enough to look!’
And with that, he pulled on the reins of his monstrous horse, turned it around and
galloped out of the hall, with sparks flying from the horse’s hooves.
ere was a stunned silence, until King Arthur tried to cheer people up. ‘Do not be
afraid,’ he said to Guinevere, ‘this is just the sort of astonishing event that is perfect for a
feast at New Year. I can eat my meal now, according to my custom. Hang up your axe,’ he
said to Gawain. ‘It has hacked enough.’ Gawain joined the others for the feast, and he ate
as much as he could, but he couldn’t help thinking about what he had to do in a year’s time.

The year passed and Christmas approached again. The knights and ladies of Camelot
begged Gawain not to go on his search for the Green Knight. ‘This is foolishness,’ they
said, ‘to throw away the life of one of the noblest knights of the Round Table, and all for
a game.’
But Gawain told them that he had to go. ‘We have all promised to be brave and truthful.
If I break my promise now, it will not only show me to be a coward and a liar, it will ruin
the reputation of the Round Table.’
He put on his armour, mounted his horse, and set out in search of the Knight of the
Green Chapel. Further and further he rode, he knew not where, until he found himself
travelling through the forests of Wirral and into North Wales. The landscape was bleak,
with very few people living there and many wild animals that threatened Gawain. The
weather was bitterly cold, and Gawain had to sleep in the open air, still wearing his armour
to stay warm. He asked everyone he met where he could find the Knight of the Green
Chapel, but no one knew the name.
Then one day he saw through the trees the most beautiful castle, surrounded by a green
park. He made his way to the gate and was welcomed by the lord of the castle, who was
called Sir Bertilak. Gawain was given fine clothes to wear, instead of his armour, and he
was led into a hall with a blazing fire, beside which he was served a delicious meal. The
knights and ladies asked him who he was and he told them that he was Sir Gawain, nephew
of King Arthur.
‘How lucky we are!’ the ladies and gentlemen said to each other. ‘We have here with us
the famous Sir Gawain, who will be able to tell us about the Round Table and the noble
deeds of its knights.’
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At that moment, the wife of Sir Bertilak entered the hall. She was beautiful and graceful,
but she was accompanied by an old woman who looked very different, being short, ugly
and covered in warts. Sir Gawain, who was courteous to all ladies, greeted them both with
equal politeness. They took him to sit by the fireside between them while Gawain told
them stories of the knights of the Round Table.
The feasting lasted for three days, at the end of which Gawain told Sir Bertilak that it
was time for him to leave. Sir Bertilak asked Gawain why he wanted to leave the castle in
such bitterly cold weather, so Gawain told him about the Green Knight and his challenge.
‘Do you know, my lord, of the Green Chapel, where this giant lives? I must be there on
New Year’s Day, and that is only four days away.’
Sir Bertilak laughed. ‘Now you will have to stay – you have no excuse for leaving at all!
The Green Chapel is only two miles from here. My servant will guide you there on the
morning of New Year’s Day.’
Sir Gawain was delighted. ‘In that case, my lord, I will gladly accept your offer and stay
in your beautiful castle for four more days.’
‘One thing more,’ said Sir Bertilak. ‘Let’s make a bargain. You are tired and need to rest
before you meet the Green Knight. Tomorrow, my men and I will go out hunting, while
you rest here with my wife for company. At the end of the day, I will give you whatever I
have caught during the day, and you must give me anything you have received here.’
Sir Gawain laughed. ‘This is a strange request, which I gladly grant.’ And so they made
their bargain, and departed for their beds.

Before dawn the next day, Sir Bertilak and his knights were on their horses dressed in
their finest hunting clothes. The huntsmen blew their horns and the bloodhounds bayed
as they came out of their kennels, then everyone rode into the forest to hunt for deer.
Sir Gawain was fast asleep in his comfortable bed, until he heard the latch move on the
door of his bedroom. He peeped over the sheets and saw that Lady Bertilak had come to
visit him. He was so surprised that he pretended still to be asleep, but she just sat on the
edge of his bed watching him. Eventually, he decided that it would be better to ask her
what she wanted, so he pretended to wake up and greet her.
‘Gracious lady,’ he said, ‘you do me too much honour to visit me in my room. Please
allow me to get up and dress myself, so that I will be fit to see you.’
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‘Not at all, Gawain,’ she replied. ‘I have you at my mercy now and I’m going to tuck
you in tightly. My husband is out hunting, and I have you all to myself, so now you can
tell me all about the noble deeds of the knights of the Round Table, and the perfect respect
with which they treat all ladies.’
‘With pleasure, my lady,’ said Gawain, and they spent the morning having a delightful
conversation. Finally, as Lady Bertilak got up to leave, she said: ‘Do you know, I wonder
if you are Sir Gawain at all. I’m sure that he would not have treated a lady as you have
treated me.’
Sir Gawain was shocked, fearing that he had said something rude without meaning it,
but that was not what Lady Bertilak had in mind.
‘Surely no knight of the Round Table, who knows how to behave with courtesy, could
have passed so much time with a lady without asking for a kiss.’
Sir Gawain laughed. ‘You put me to shame, my lady,’ he said. ‘Please grant your servant
the honour of a kiss.’
And so Lady Bertilak bent down and kissed him. Then she left him to get dressed, while
the servants prepared a delicious feast for the return of their master.
As evening fell, Sir Bertilak returned from the forest with the deer he and his huntsmen
had killed that day. As he came into the hall, he said to Gawain: ‘All of these animals that
we have hunted and killed, I give to you. What do you have for me in return?’
Sir Gawain thought to himself: ‘What have I been given today? Nothing – except a kiss
from Lady Bertilak!’ So he walked up to the lord of the castle and kissed him!
‘Well,’ said Sir Bertilak, ‘I wonder where you got that present! But I won’t ask, because
that wasn’t part of our bargain.’
They spent the evening feasting on the deer, and then went to bed. The next morning,
Sir Bertilak was up early again, leading the hunt, while Sir Gawain lay snug in bed. Once
again, he heard the latch on his door go up, and in came Lady Bertilak. She sat down on
the edge of his bed and kissed him.
‘Sir Gawain,’ she said laughing, ‘everyone knows that the knights of King Arthur’s
Round Table are the most faithful servants of their ladies fair. Please tell me some of the
stories of true love that you know of from Camelot.’
So Gawain told her tales of brave knights rescuing damsels in distress and proving true
to them even to death. Lady Bertilak was delighted by the romances and, at the end of the
morning, she kissed Gawain again and left.
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That evening, Sir Bertilak returned with an enormous boar that he and his huntsmen
had killed. ‘This is yours, Gawain,’ he said. ‘Now what do you have for me in return?’ Sir
Gawain surprised him again by giving him two kisses! ‘You’re doing well for yourself in
my castle!’ said Sir Bertilak, laughing. ‘And you are an honest man, giving me everything
you have received during the day. All honour to you, Gawain, and to the knights of the
Round Table. Now let us feast and be merry!’
At the end of the evening, they all departed to bed. Sir Bertilak slept soundly after his
hunting, but Gawain lay awake, thinking about the terrible trial that lay ahead of him. At
last he dozed off, but he was troubled by dreams until he heard the latch on his bedroom
door move, and there was Lady Bertilak sitting on the edge of his bed again. She bent
down and kissed him.
‘Good morning, Sir Gawain,’ she greeted him. ‘This is your last day with us, so we must
make the most of it.’ They spent the morning talking, with Gawain pretending to be
cheerful when really he couldn’t stop thinking about the Green Knight. Finally, Lady
Bertilak got up to leave, kissed him, and then gave him a strange present: a green silk sash,
to wear across his body underneath his armour. At first, Sir Gawain refused to accept it,
but she insisted. ‘This sash has magical powers,’ she told him. ‘Whoever wears it cannot
be wounded or killed. Please wear it to keep yourself safe, but don’t say anything about
this to my husband.’
With that, she kissed him a third time and left. When Sir Bertilak returned from that
day’s hunting, he presented Gawain with a fox that he had killed. ‘And what do you have
for me today?’ he asked. Gawain gave him three kisses, but he didn’t give him the green
sash. He knew that this was wrong because he was breaking the terms of their bargain,
but he really didn’t want to die the next day from the blow of the Green Knight’s axe.

Gawain arose early the next day and put on his armour, taking care to wear the sash
underneath everything else. He said farewell to Sir Bertilak, who told a young squire to
ride with Gawain as far as the Green Chapel. The two of them rode for two miles to a place
where the road went down into a valley.
‘That path will take you to the Green Chapel,’ said the squire, ‘but if you value
your life, you will not go there. Ride away – anywhere – and I promise I will say you did
your duty.’
‘That I cannot do,’ replied Sir Gawain, ‘for I would be a cowardly knight.’ He rode down
the path until he came to a cave overhung with moss. ‘This must be the Green Chapel,’ he
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thought, and he cried out: ‘Here I am, Gawain, knight of the Round Table, and if anyone
has any business with me, let him appear now.’
‘Here I am!’ boomed the Green Knight, appearing from the cave and looking even more
frightening than before. He held a massive axe, its shining blade showing that it had just
been sharpened. ‘Now prepare to take the blow I promised you a year ago!’
Gawain bowed down to expose his neck and the Green Knight raised his axe. Just as he
started to bring it down, Gawain glanced sideways at it and shrank away.
‘What!’ shouted the Green Knight, ‘Is this the courage of the Round Table that we hear
so much about?’
‘I flinched once,’ said Gawain, ‘but I won’t do so again. Do your worst.’
So the Green Knight raised the axe and brought it down swiftly, but stopped just before
it reached Sir Gawain’s neck.
‘Why are you tormenting me?’ asked Gawain. ‘Just give me the blow and have done
with it.’
‘Very well, here it comes,’ replied the Green Knight, and he brought down the axe with
terrible force – but it only nicked Gawain’s neck and drew a spot of blood. Gawain leapt
back and drew his sword.
‘That’s enough, you’ve had your bargain, and now I can defend myself.’
The Green Knight leant on his axe. ‘Don’t be so angry, Gawain,’ he said, ‘I have treated
you fairly. The first swing of my axe, which didn’t harm you, was for the first day you
spent in my castle, when you gave me the kiss my wife gave you. The second swing, which
also did you no harm, was for the second day, when you gave me the two kisses. But the
third swing, which grazed your neck, was for the third day, when you didn’t give me the
green sash my wife gave you. That was against our agreement. For you see, I am Bertilak,
the lord of that castle. The elderly lady who is my wife’s companion is Morgan La Faye, a
sorceress, who wanted to see if the knights of the Round Table are really as brave as people
say.
She turned me into the Green Knight and arranged for this little New Year’s game. And
now I invite you to return to my castle and celebrate the New Year with your friends there.’
But Sir Gawain was ashamed and would not go. He knew that he had not kept his
promise to Sir Bertilak, because he wanted to save his life. He returned to Camelot, and
told King Arthur, Guinevere and all the knights that he had disgraced himself, and that
he would wear the green sash for the rest of his life as a reminder of his bad behaviour.
King Arthur told him that he should not be so ashamed, because he had only failed in a
small way, and that, however hard we try to be good, we all fail sometimes.
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‘If you are determined to wear the green sash,’ said Arthur, ‘then I will make a new rule.
All knights of the Round Table must wear such a sash, clearly visible on their armour,
to remind us all that we are only human, and we make mistakes. The important thing is
to learn from your mistakes.’
So that is the story of Sir Gawain, whose green sash became the badge of the Round
Table, and a reminder of how we must always try to be good, even if we fail sometimes.
This is related in the writings of the most renowned romancers,
And ancient chronicles commonly confirm for us
That in Arthur’s reign this report was recited.
Many a tale is told of him
Whose fame was free from spot
When noble knights and ladies fair
Kept court in Camelot.

Robinson Crusoe Saves Friday
Adapted from Robinson Crusoe by Daniel Defoe
The English writer Daniel Defoe wrote Robinson Crusoe (published in 1719) after hearing
the story of a Scottish man who lived alone on a deserted island for almost five years. Defoe
began with the factual story, imagined how such a character must have felt and added
elements of danger and adventure to make a fictional story that readers would enjoy.
Robinson Crusoe was born in 1632 in York. He had always dreamed of seeing the world
as a sailor. One day he ran away to sea against his parents’ wishes. His first experience at
sea was scary as there was a massive storm. However, Crusoe decided to go back to sea again
and again. He lived through many other storms and adventures. On one trip his ship sank!
On another trip, his ship was captured by pirates off the coast of Africa. When Crusoe was
sailing in the Caribbean, his ship was wrecked and he was the only survivor. He lived alone
on a desert island for many years. Let’s read about what happened to Crusoe on that island.
I, poor miserable Robinson Crusoe, was shipwrecked during a dreadful storm. Our ship
sank and everyone else had drowned. I was almost dead and quite alone. I swam to the
shore of an island which I called ‘The Island of Despair’.
All the rest of the first day I spent thinking about everything that had gone wrong and all
of the problems I had. I no longer had anywhere to live and didn’t even have any clothes!
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They had been torn to shreds and washed away when I was saving myself from the
sinking ship.
I was very worried and I saw nothing but death before me. I was terrified that I would
be devoured (eaten alive) by wild beasts or murdered by monstrous people. I was also
scared of starving to death because I didn’t know where I would find any food on this
deserted island. I wrote down a list of all of my problems:

EVIL

I am alone on an abandoned island,
without any hope.

I am singled out and separated from
all the world to be miserable.
I am completely on my own.
I have no clothes.

I have nothing to protect me from
wild animals or violent people who
may want to kill me.
I have no one to talk to.

GOOD

But I am alive and have not drowned,
as all my ship’s company were.

But I am singled out, too, from all
the ship’s crew to be saved from the
shipwreck and maybe can be saved
from this island, too.
But I have not starved and have
some food to eat that I have found on
the island.
But it is so hot that, even if I had
clothes, I could hardly wear them.

But I am on an island where I see no
wild beasts to hurt me, as I have seen
on the coast of Africa.

But my ship luckily sank close enough
to the shore that I have been able to
bring useful things like tools from the
ship to the island so that I can look
after myself as long as I live.

I could not tell what part of the world this might be. I knew it must be part of America
and must be near the Spanish areas. But these areas are sometimes lived in by cannibals,
people-eaters who violently murder and eat any human they capture. I was terrified just
at the thought!
After two years of living alone on the island, one day I found a footprint in the sand on
the beach. I was surprised and wondered whose it could be. After I had seen the footprint,
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I walked about the whole island,
wandering more to the west point of
the island than I had ever done before.
During all of these years I had never
seen any human creature come near
the island. I was curious, but I also felt
dreadfully scared of falling into the
hands of cannibals.
After checking about the island, I
came back to my castle, as I called it,
although it was a basic tent and
campsite I had made for myself. It felt
safe, but that night I still lay awake
and wondered if I might be eaten
before morning!
Finally, I fell into a deep sleep and
I dreamt a strange dream. I dreamt
that, as I was going out in the
morning as usual from my castle, I
saw two canoes and eleven wildlooking cannibals landing on the
beach. With them was a prisoner, and
they were planning to kill him. All of a sudden, the prisoner jumped away and ran for his
life. I thought in my dream that he was running towards the trees near my castle to hide
there. I called to him and told him I would hide him. In my dream I saved him from the
cannibals. He became my companion and servant who would help me get food and
supplies, and eventually escape from ‘The Island of Despair’.
I awoke then and was thrilled at the idea of escaping from this island. But then I realised
that this was just a dream. I felt disappointed, and I became very sad at the thought of
spending more years alone on the island.
My dream didn’t come true immediately, and I spent another year and a half continuing
to live on the island like before. It was quite boring, though, with no one to talk to. Then
one day I was surprised to see five canoes on the beach! I didn’t see any people. Like in
my dream, I felt excited but also scared. If there were five canoes, there must be about
twenty or thirty people on the island. I didn’t know whether they were kind or cruel,
trustworthy or dangerous.
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I waited in my castle all morning, feeling safe there but always on the lookout for the
other people. I became impatient after a while, so I clambered up to the top of the hill. I
saw them! There must have been at least thirty people. They had gathered wood and made
a fire, and they had prepared meat to roast on it. I was mesmerised. I watched these strange
people dancing around the fire and making ferocious and monstrous gestures. Now I was
terrified! I thought they were cannibals.
While I watched, I noticed two miserable-looking prisoners who were dragged from
the canoes. One was violently knocked down with a wooden club. The other victim was
left standing by himself, waiting for when they wanted him. This poor prisoner wasn’t
tied up and saw that maybe he could become free. He made a run for it! He was fast and
ran incredibly quickly along the beach, right towards me.
I was dreadfully frightened. I saw him running my way and was afraid that all thirty
cannibals would run after him and see me. I felt calmer when I found there were only
three cannibals who ran after the escaped prisoner. I felt even better when I saw that the
escapee outran them easily.
There was a creek between them and my castle. Although it was high tide, the escapee
plunged in, swam about thirty strokes, landed and ran again. When the three cannibals
came after him and reached the creek, I saw that one didn’t know how to swim so
he couldn’t cross the creek. However, I was horrified to see that the other two cannibals
were fast swimmers and would catch up to the escapee. Like in my dream, I thought that
now was the time to get myself a companion. I also felt it was my duty to save this poor
man’s life.
I immediately ran towards him as fast as I could. I called to the escaped prisoner who
looked back at me. At first I think he was as frightened of me as he was of the cannibals.
I beckoned with my hand to him, asking him to come towards me. I slowly walked towards
the evil cannibals and I knocked one down. Then I saw that one of the other cannibals
had a bow and arrow and was preparing to shoot at me! To protect myself, I shot at him
first and killed him.
e poor escapee realised his enemies had been wounded or killed, but he was still so
frightened that he stood stock still. I called ‘Halloo’ again to him, and I made signs for him
to come towards me. I saw then that he stood trembling with fear, and that he was afraid of
me because he thought I would kill him. I beckoned to him again to come to me. I smiled
and encouraged him as much as I could to show him that I was friendly and not mean.
He came nearer and nearer, kneeling down every ten or twelve steps, to show he was
grateful to me for saving his life. Then he kissed the ground and set my foot on his head.
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I thought that this meant that he was swearing to be my slave forever. He then said a few
words to me in a strange language I didn’t know. Although I could not understand him,
it was lovely to hear him speak. It was the first time in many years that I heard another
person speak!
Then I carried the escapee to my tent on the far side of the island. I gave him bread and
a bunch of raisins to eat, and some water because he was very thirsty after running during
his grand escape.
He was a handsome fellow who was also very strong. I reckoned that he was about
twenty-six years old. His hair was long and black, and his eyes seemed to sparkle. He kept
making many gestures to show he was thankful to me for saving him. He also made all
the signs imaginable to let me know he would serve me for as long as he lived. Although
we didn’t speak the same language, I understood him generally because of his gestures.
Later I began to speak to my new companion and teach him to speak in English. I let
him know his name should be Friday, because that was the day I saved his life. I called him
Friday for the rest of our lives.
Robinson Crusoe and Friday had many other adventures together, which you can read about
in Daniel Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe.

A Voyage to Lilliput
Adapted from Gulliver’s Travels by Jonathan Swift
After the appearance of Robinson Crusoe in 1719, stories about voyages, shipwrecks and
distant islands became popular. Jonathan Swift’s Gulliver’s Travels (published in 1726)
benefited from this popularity, but Swift’s book was unlike any other travel book ever
written. For one thing, it is written as if it is a work of non-fiction, whereas in reality it was
the product of Jonathan Swift’s amazing imagination! He describes miniature people and
giants, talking horses and flying islands. In this extract, Gulliver describes Lilliput, where
the people stand only six inches tall.
My father had a small estate in Nottinghamshire; I was the third of
five sons. He sent me to Emanuel College in Cambridge at fourteen
years old, but he was unable to pay the fees, so I soon left Cambridge
to be apprenticed to Mr James Bates, a
successful surgeon in London. I became
Sir Francis Drake, whom
a doctor, and because I longed to see the
we read about in Year 4,
world, I decided to be a ship’s doctor.
also travelled to the West Indies.
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I sailed on voyages to the
East and West Indies, then
set out on a ship called the
Antelope on a voyage to the
South Sea. We set sail from
Bristol on 4 May 1699, and at
first all went well. However,
we sailed into a terrible storm
when we were north-west of
Van Diemen’s Land and the
ship was wrecked. I escaped
with some of my companions
in a small boat, but the
boat was drivenonto a rock
and sank. My companions
drowned, but I managed to
swim until I came to land. I
was so exhausted, I only just
managed to struggle onto the
beach, where I lay down and
fell into a deep sleep.
I tried to get up but found
that I couldn’t move. My
arms and legs were tied
down, and even my thick hair
was tied to the ground, so
that I couldn’t move my
head. I could feel something
– in fact lots of things –
crawling over me, and soon I
saw a tiny man, not six inches
high, standing on my chin.
I could feel a crowd of more
little people following behind him, so I made a painful effort to free my left hand and
some of my hair as I gave a great roar. They were so terrified that they ran away as fast
as their little legs could carry them, but not before they had shot me with arrows, which
felt like sharp pinpricks.
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However, they soon returned, together with many more people whom I could hear but
not see, as I could not turn my head. There was a sound of hammering and sawing that
went on for about an hour, and some of the little creatures cut the cords that bound the
left side of my head, so that I could turn it a little to the right. I saw that they had built a
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platform, almost as high as my head, and that a very important-looking man was standing
on it. He made a long speech, of which I could not understand one word, but he sounded
as if he was making both threats and promises to me, no doubt laying down conditions
for untying me. I managed to wrench my arms up from the ground and point my finger
towards my mouth to show that I was hungry, as I had eaten nothing since before the
shipwreck. He understood what I meant, and gave orders for food to be brought to me.
A whole procession of cooks appeared, carrying sides of beef and legs of lamb, all
beautifully cooked, but so small that each one was only a mouthful for me. When I indicated
that I was thirsty, they brought me two of their largest barrels, each one full of wine. When
I had finished eating and drinking, the important-looking man came and stood on my chest
to make another speech. Although I couldn’t understand what he was saying, he kept
pointing towards the towers of a city that could be seen in the distance, as if he wanted to
take me there. I tried to tell him that I wanted to be free from my ropes, but he shook his
head. en I fell into a deep sleep, as the wine they had given me contained a sleeping potion.
While I was asleep, the engineers brought a huge trolley on wheels which they used for
transporting the great tree trunks that are used to build ships. They then used a very clever
system of pulleys to raise my sleeping body, while the trolley was wheeled underneath me.
It took fifteen hundred of the largest horses they could find, each one about four-and-ahalf inches high, to pull me towards the city to see the Emperor of this country, which I
later discovered was called Lilliput.
When I woke up, I found myself in the largest building in the city. This building had
been a great temple, but it had not been used for many years. My ropes had been removed,
but I was fastened by chains to my ankle, so that I could only walk for short distances
within the temple. The Emperor came to see me and he tried to talk to me, but we could
not understand each other. He instructed six of the wisest men in the kingdom to teach
me their language, and he also set three hundred tailors to work to make me a new suit of
clothes, as the clothes I was wearing had been ruined by the seawater.
As soon as I could speak a few words of Lilliputian, I asked the Emperor to grant me
my freedom. He said that he could not do that immediately: it depended on how I behaved
and whether or not the Lilliputians found me trustworthy. Gradually, they began to lose
their fear of me when they found that I was gentle with them and let their children play
in my hand. One day, the Emperor decided to review all the soldiers in his army, so he
asked me to stand with my feet as far apart as possible while three thousand footsoldiers
and three thousand soldiers on horseback marched through my legs. The Emperor was
so pleased by this display that, a few days later, he granted me my freedom.
I soon found a way to repay the trust he had placed in me. To the north-east of Lilliput
is another country, the island of Blefuscu, which is divided from Lilliput by a channel only
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800 yards wide. Blefuscu and Lilliput were at war, and indeed they had been at war with
each other so often, over many years, that people had almost forgotten what they were
quarrelling about.
The people of Blefuscu had a great fleet, and the Emperor learnt from his spies that
they were preparing to sail to Lilliput to invade his kingdom. I told the Emperor that I
could help, if he would give me what I needed: strong ropes and bars of iron which I would
use to capture the whole navy of Blefuscu. Their ropes were not much thicker than cotton
thread, so I wound them together, three at a time, to make them stronger. Their iron bars
were like knitting needles, so I twisted them together to make strong hooks. I then took
off my jacket, shoes and stockings and waded into the sea.
I was able to walk most of the way, as the water was not much more than six feet deep,
but there was a stretch of about thirty yards in the middle of the channel where I had to
swim. As soon as I could feel the ground beneath my feet, I stood up and walked the last
part of the journey to Blefuscu.
When the sailors in the ships saw me rising up out of the water on my way towards
them, they were so terrified that they jumped out of their ships and swam to shore. I then
fixed my iron hooks on the prows of their ships and used a penknife that I carried in my
pocket to cut the chains holding the anchors. Each hook was attached to one of my strong
threads, so as I began to wade back towards Lilliput, I was dragging the whole fleet behind
me with the greatest ease.
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When the people of Blefuscu saw what I was doing, they began to fire hundreds of
arrows at me. The arrows were tiny, and only pricked me like pins, but I was afraid that
one would hit my eye. Fortunately, I had a pair of glasses in one of my pockets, and these
protected my eyes from the shower of arrows.
As I reached the middle of the channel, I was once again swimming, then for a long
way I was able to walk with just my head above the level of the water. As I approached
Lilliput, the Emperor and many thousands of his subjects were standing on the shore,
trying to see what had happened. When they saw the fleet of Blefuscu approaching, they
thought at first that they were being invaded, because they didn’t see my head above the
water. As I got closer to the land, I began to rise up out of the sea and the Lilliputians
cheered. ‘Long live the Emperor of Lilliput!’ I cried, and they cheered even more. The
Emperor was so delighted with me that he created me a nardac on the spot, which is the
greatest title of honour he ever bestows on his subjects.
The Emperor knew that his kingdom was now safe from the threat of invasion, but that
was not enough for him. He wanted me to make the people of Blefuscu his slaves. I told
him that I could never be responsible for destroying the liberty of a brave nation, and he
seemed to accept what I said, although I felt he was angry with me. The Emperor of
Blefuscu came to Lilliput to make peace, which was drawn up on terms that were very
good for the Lilliputians, but I knew in my heart that the Emperor would not forgive me
for refusing to carry out his plan to destroy their country entirely.
Shortly after this, Gulliver learns that the Emperor has decided to punish him for refusing
to enslave the people of Blefuscu, so Gulliver escapes to Blefuscu, from where he is able to
get back to England. He has many other adventures, visiting a land of giants and a land of
talking horses. You can read about them all in Gulliver’s Travels by Jonathan Swift.

Jim Hawkins in the Apple Barrel
Adapted from the novel Treasure Island by Robert Louis Stevenson
Jim Hawkins is the narrator of Treasure Island, which means that he tells us the story. He
is a young boy and we see everything through his eyes, which makes it even more exciting.
Jim helps his mother to run an inn, which stands in a lonely spot on the coast. One day an
old sailor called Billy Bones arrives and decides to stay. He is fierce and frightening, and
Jim soon realises that he is really a pirate! Billy Bones drinks too much and falls down dead.
Because he has not paid his bill, Jim’s mother searches his belongings to take the money that
he owed her. But Jim and his mother find more than money: they discover a map of an
island where treasure is buried!
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Jim shows the map to Dr Livesey, the local magistrate, who shows it to Squire Trelawney,
a rich man who lives nearby. Squire Trelawney says that he will pay for a ship to take them
both to find the treasure, and that Jim can go along as the cabin boy. Unfortunately, Squire
Trelawney can’t keep a secret. He tells people in Bristol, where the ship, called the Hispaniola,
is being fitted out, all about the treasure map. e Squire hires Captain Smollett to be the
captain of the Hispaniola, and Smollett looks for sailors to be the crew. Some pirates, who
know about the treasure map, decide to join his crew, and they are prepared to murder Dr
Livesey, Squire Trelawney and all the honest men on board to get their hands on the treasure.
e pirates are led by Long John Silver, hired as the ship’s cook, who has a wooden leg and
walks with a crutch. He seems to be kind and polite, but really he is ruthless and wicked.
One night, when young Jim Hawkins has finished his work, he decides to have an apple
from the apple barrel on the deck. As the barrel is almost empty, he has to climb inside to
reach the apples at the bottom. As he sits there eating his apple, the rocking of the ship lulls
him to sleep. He is woken by two people talking who don’t know he is in the barrel and can
hear them. One of these people is Long John Silver. Let’s find out what Jim heard…
I climbed inside the apple barrel and managed to find a nice juicy red one to eat. I decided
to have a rest and began to munch on my apple. As I sat there in the dark, listening to the
sound of the waves crashing against the side of the Hispaniola, I started to doze off. This
was the life; enough apples to keep my hunger at bay and the ship rocking me gently to
sleep. Suddenly, thump! A great, heavy man sat down next to the barrel, which shook as
he leant his shoulder against it. I was just about to jump out of the barrel when the man
began to speak. It was Long John Silver’s voice! I lay there, trembling and listening, afraid
but curious. What was I about to overhear? He was talking to someone about pirates,
particularly one really famous and wicked pirate called Flint – and worse than that, Long
John Silver had actually sailed with him! So Long John Silver wasn’t just our ship’s cook
– he was a pirate himself.
‘Yes, I knew Captain Flint well enough. I sailed with him for years,’ said Silver.
‘Ah!’ cried another voice, which I knew was that of one of the youngest sailors on board.
‘He was the finest of them all, was Flint!’
‘He was the terror of the high seas,’ replied Silver. ‘What he went after, he got. No ship,
no crew and no captain was safe, once Flint had ’em in his sights. Once Flint and his men
boarded a ship, it was time for everyone on that poor vessel to start saying their prayers,
because they weren’t long for this world. No mercy, he’d kill ’em all and get their treasure.
What a man! Ain’t no one ever come near him for plundering ships. Big ones, small ones,
he’d get whatever was on board and burn the ship to ashes. You had to have a strong
stomach to sail with Flint, but we all got rich. I saved two thousand pounds while I was
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sailing with him. A nice little fund to retire on. That ain’t bad for a sailor and it’s all safe
in the bank, far away from thieving hands. Not all in the same bank mind you – a bit here,
a bit there. Not too much in one place, in case anyone gets suspicious.’
‘So you all got rich with Flint? That’s the life for me!’ said the young sailor. It was
horrible to hear this young man being corrupted by the evil old pirate.
‘No lad, not all,’ said Long John. ‘Because some of me shipmates weren’t as careful as
I was with their money. Most of Flint’s men are on board with us now, and they sure needs
the money. Poor as church mice, they are. I’ve seen some of ’em begging in the streets.
Spent everything they ever got on drink and enjoying themselves as soon as they got to
port. I likes to have a good time every now and then, but you has to think o’ the future.
Who’s going to look after an old pirate when he can’t sail the seven seas no more? No one
– so make sure you’ve put something by. No good being rich just for a while when you’re
in port, I aims to be rich for the rest o’ me life and live like the best of ’em – Dr Livesey,
Squire Trelawney, Captain Smollett an’ all. But this here little trip with Squire Trelawney
should set us all up. We’ll be rich men when we gets our hands on their treasure and then
− then it’s a life of luxury for old Long John Silver, my lad.
The Hispaniola is going to be my last ship.’
‘And what happens to the Doctor, the Captain
and the Squire then?’ asked the young sailor.
‘What do you think? They walk the
plank. Ain’t you never heard the saying,
dead men tells no tales?’
My blood ran cold. This wicked
man was planning to kill my friends
and probably me, when all the time
he was being as nice and polite as
anything to us.
‘Well, I tell you now,’ replied the
young sailor, ‘I didn’t much like the
idea of what you was talking about
till I had this talk with you, John; but
I think I’ve changed my mind!’
‘And a brave lad you are, and smart
too, smart as paint. I see’d that when I
set my eyes on you, and I’ll talk to you
like a man, not a boy,’ answered Silver,
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slapping with the sailor so hard on his back that the barrel shook. ‘A finer gentleman of
fortune I never clapped me eyes on.’
‘What’s a gentleman of fortune?’ asked the now thoroughly corrupted young sailor.
‘Why a pirate, lad,’ said Long John Silver. ‘For you know, we don’t always tell the truth
exactly about what it is we do! Some folks seem mighty prejudiced against pirates, and to
speak honest, it ain’t the life for everyone. Gentlemen of fortune, they lives rough, and
they risk hanging, but they eat and drink like strong men, and when a cruise is done, why,
it’s hundreds of pounds instead of hundreds of pennies in their pockets.’
Another pirate had by now joined Silver and his young companion. ‘Now look’ee here,
Long John,’ said the other pirate, who was called Israel, ‘here’s what I want to know, how
long are we a-going to wait before we attack? I’ve had about enough of that Cap’n Smollett;
he’s ordered me about long enough, by thunder! I want to go into that cabin, I do. I want
to take their fine food and wines and enjoy some of that myself.’
‘Israel,’ said Silver, ‘you’re not the brainiest man in the crew, but listen to me; after all
your ears are big enough! Now, here’s what I say: you’ll knuckle down, and you’ll work
hard, and you’ll keep your mouth shut tight, and you’ll wait till I give the word; d’ye hear
that, my son?’
‘Of course I do,’ growled Israel. ‘What I say is, when? When can we do it?’
‘When! By the powers!’ cried Silver. ‘I’ll tell you when. The last moment I can manage,
and that’s when. Cap’n Smollett is a good sailor, and Squire Trelawney has got the treasure
map – I don’t know where it is, do I? Neither do you. Well then, I let Trelawney find the
treasure and get it aboard this ship. Then we’ll see. If I was sure I could trust you all, I’d
have Cap’n Smollett sail us half-way back home again before I struck a blow. Wait for
now is all I say; but when the time comes, why, let her rip! You can have your fine food
and your fines wines, Israel, there’s only one thing I claim – I claim Squire Trelawney. I’ll
wring his head off his body with these hands! Hey old chap,’ he said to the young sailor,
‘you just jump up, like a sweet lad, and get me an apple, to wet my pipe like.’
I was absolutely terrified! If they discovered I was listening to their evil plan, they would
throw me overboard for sure! I should have leapt out and run for it if I had found the strength,
but my legs wouldn’t move. I heard the man begin to get up, and then Israel stopped him.
‘Oh, forget the apples! Let’s have a swig of the rum.’
As the pirates each took swigs of the rum, a sort of brightness fell upon me in the barrel.
I looked up and saw the moon had risen and was shining white on the sails. Almost at the
same time the voice of the lookout shouted, ‘Land ho!’ We were in sight of the island
where our map told us the treasure was buried.
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Young Jim Hawkins now knows Long John Silver’s evil plan. Will the
pirates get away with it? What will Jim do next? And will they find the
treasure? Read the rest of Treasure Island by Robert Louis Stevenson to
find out.

The Happy Prince
Adapted from a story by Oscar Wilde that was published in 1888.
High above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the Happy Prince. He was covered
all over with thin leaves of fine gold, for eyes he had two bright sapphires and a large red
ruby glowed on his sword-hilt.
One night there flew over the city a little Swallow, on his way to Egypt. ‘Where shall I rest?’
he said. en he saw the statue on the tall column. ‘I will rest there,’ he cried; ‘it is a fine
position with plenty of fresh air.’ So he alighted just between the feet of the Happy Prince.
‘I have a golden bedroom,’ he said softly to himself as he looked round, and he prepared
to go to sleep; but just as he was putting his head under his wing a large drop of water fell
on him. ‘What a curious thing!’ he cried, ‘there is not a single cloud in the sky, and yet it
is raining.’
Then another drop fell.
‘What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?’ he said; ‘I must look for a
good chimney-pot,’ and he determined to fly away.
But before he had opened his wings, a third drop fell, and he looked up, and saw – Ah!
What did he see?
The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears, and tears were running down his
golden cheeks. His face was so beautiful in the moonlight that the little Swallow was filled
with pity.
‘Who are you?’ he said.
‘I am the Happy Prince.’
‘Why are you weeping then?’ asked the Swallow.
‘When I was alive and had a human heart,’ answered the statue, ‘I lived in the palace of
Sans-Souci, where sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the daytime I played with my friends
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in the garden, and in the evening I led the
dance in the Great Hall. Round the garden
Sans-Souci means No Worries.
ran a very high wall, but I never cared to ask
what lay beyond it, everything about me was
so beautiful. My courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and happy indeed I was, if pleasure
be happiness. But now that I am dead they have set me up here so high that I can see all
the misery of my city, and though my heart is made of lead, I cannot choose but weep.’
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‘Far away,’ continued the statue in a low musical voice, ‘far away in a little street there is
a poor house. One of the windows is open, and through it I can see a woman seated at a
table. Her face is thin, and she has red hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is a
seamstress. She is embroidering flowers on a satin gown for the loveliest of the Queen’s
maids-of-honour to wear at the next court ball. In a bed in the corner of the room her little
boy is lying ill. He has a fever, and is asking for oranges. His mother has nothing to give
him but river water, so he is crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you not bring
her the ruby out of my sword-hilt? My feet are fastened to this pedestal and I cannot move.’
‘I am waited for in Egypt,’ said the Swallow. ‘My friends are flying up and down the
Nile, and talking to the large lotus-flowers.’
‘Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,’ said the Prince, ‘will you not stay with me for one
night, and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, and the mother so worried.’
The Happy Prince looked so sad that the little Swallow was sorry. ‘It is very cold here,’
he said; ‘but I will stay with you for one night, and be your messenger.’
‘Thank you, little Swallow,’ said the Prince.
So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from the Prince’s sword, and flew away with
it in his beak over the roofs of the town.
At last he came to the poor house and looked in. The boy was tossing feverishly on his
bed, and the mother had fallen asleep, she was so tired. In he hopped, and laid the great
ruby on the table beside the woman’s thimble. Then he flew gently round the bed, fanning
the boy’s forehead with his wings. ‘How cool I feel,’ said the boy, ‘I must be getting better.’
He sank into a delicious slumber.
Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy Prince, and told him what he had done. ‘It is
curious,’ he remarked, ‘but I feel quite warm now, although it is so cold.’
‘That is because you have done a good action,’ said the Prince. And the little Swallow
fell asleep.
When day broke he flew down to the river and had a bath. ‘Tonight I go to Egypt,’ said
the Swallow, and he was in high spirits at the prospect. He visited all the public
monuments, and sat a long time on top of the church steeple. When the moon rose he
flew back to the Happy Prince. ‘Have you any messages for Egypt?’ he cried; ‘I am just
about to leave.’
‘Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,’ said the Prince, ‘will you not stay with me one
night longer?’
‘I am waited for in Egypt,’ answered the Swallow. ‘Tomorrow my friends will fly up to
the beautiful waterfall. At noon the yellow lions come down to the water’s edge to drink.
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They have green eyes and their roar is louder than the roar of the waterfall.’
‘Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,’ said the Prince, ‘far away across the city I see a young
man in an attic. He is leaning over a desk covered with papers, and in a glass by his side
there is a bunch of withered violets. He is trying to finish a play for the Director of the
Theatre, but he is too cold to write any more. His fire has gone out, and hunger has made
him faint.’
‘I will wait with you one night longer,’ said the Swallow, who really had a good heart.
‘Shall I take him another ruby?’
‘Alas! I have no ruby now,’ said the Prince; ‘my eyes are all that I have left. They are
made of rare sapphires, which were brought out of India a thousand years ago. Pluck out
one of them and take it to him. He will sell it to the jeweller, and buy food and firewood,
and finish his play.’
‘Dear Prince,’ said the Swallow, ‘I cannot do that.’ He began to weep.
‘Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,’ said the Prince, ‘do as I command you.’
So the Swallow plucked out the Prince’s eye, and flew away to the student’s attic room.
It was easy enough to get in, as there was a hole in the roof. Through this he darted, and
came into the room. The young man had his head buried in his hands, so he did not hear
the flutter of the bird’s wings, and when he looked up he found the beautiful sapphire
lying on the withered violets.
‘This is from some great admirer,’ he cried. ‘Now I can finish my play!’
The next day the Swallow flew down to the harbour. He sat on the mast of a large ship
and watched the sailors hauling big chests out of the hold with ropes. When the moon
rose he flew back to the Happy Prince.
‘I am come to bid you goodbye,’ he cried.
‘Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,’ said the Prince, ‘will you not stay with me one
night longer?’
‘It is winter,’ answered the Swallow, ‘and the snow will soon be here. In Egypt the sun
is warm on the green palm trees, and the crocodiles lie in the mud and look lazily about
them. Dear Prince, I must leave you, but I will never forget you, and next spring I will
bring you back two beautiful jewels in place of those you have given away. The ruby shall
be redder than a red rose, and the sapphire shall be as blue as the great sea.’
‘In the square below,’ said the Happy Prince, ‘there stands a little match-girl. She has let
her matches fall in the gutter, and they are all spoiled. Her father will be angry if she does
not bring home some money, and she is crying. She has no shoes or stockings, and her little
head is bare. Pluck out my other eye, and give it to her, and her father will not beat her.’
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‘I will stay with you one night longer,’ said
the Swallow, ‘but I cannot pluck out your
eye. You would be quite blind then.’
‘Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,’ said the
Prince, ‘do as I command you.’

Do you remember
reading Hans Christian
Andersen’s sad story of The
Little Match Girl in Year 4?

So he plucked out the Prince’s other eye,
and darted down with it. He swooped past
the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into the palm of her hand. ‘What a lovely bit of glass,’
cried the little girl; and she ran home, laughing.
Then the Swallow came back to the Prince. ‘You are blind now,’ he said, ‘so I will stay
with you always.’
‘No, little Swallow,’ said the poor Prince, ‘you must go away to Egypt.’
‘I will stay with you always,’ said the Swallow, and he slept at the Prince’s feet.
All the next day he sat on the Prince’s shoulder, and told him stories of what he had
seen in strange lands. He told him of the Sphinx, who is as old as the world itself and lives
in the desert, and knows everything; of the merchants, who walk slowly by the side of their
camels, and carry amber beads in their hands; and of the little people who sail over a big
lake on large flat leaves, and are always at war with the butterflies.
‘Dear little Swallow,’ said the Prince, ‘you tell me of strange things, but stranger than
anything is the suffering of men and of women. Fly over my city, little Swallow, and tell
me what you see there.’
So the Swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich people having parties in their
beautiful houses, while the beggars were sitting at the gates. He flew into dark lanes, and
saw the white faces of starving children looking out hopelessly at the black streets. Then
he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen.
‘I am covered with fine gold,’ said the Prince, ‘you must take it off, leaf by leaf, and give
it to my poor; the living always think that gold can make them happy.’
Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow picked off, till the Happy Prince looked quite
dull and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine gold he brought to the poor and the children’s
faces grew rosier, and they laughed and played games in the street. ‘We have bread now!’
they cried.
Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost. The poor little Swallow grew
colder and colder, but he would not leave the Prince. He tried to keep himself warm by
flapping his wings, but at last he knew that he was going to die. He had just strength to fly
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up to the Prince’s shoulder once more. ‘Goodbye, dear Prince!’ he murmured, ‘will you
let me kiss your hand?’
‘I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little Swallow,’ said the Prince, ‘you have
stayed too long here; but you must kiss me on the lips, for I love you.’
‘It is not to Egypt that I am going,’ said the Swallow. ‘I am going to die.’
And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down dead at his feet.
At that moment a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as if something had broken.
The fact is that the heart, which was made of lead, had snapped right in two.
Early the next morning the Mayor was walking in the square below in company with
the Town Councillors. As they passed the column he looked up at the statue: ‘Dear me!
How shabby the Happy Prince looks!’ he said. ‘e ruby has fallen out of his sword,
his eyes are gone, and he is golden no longer. ere is actually a dead bird at his feet!’
said the Mayor.
So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince and melted it down in a furnace.
‘What a strange thing!’ said the overseer of the workmen at the foundry. ‘This broken
lead heart will not melt in the furnace. We must throw it away.’ So they threw it on a dustheap where the dead Swallow was also lying.
‘Bring me the two most precious things in the city,’ said God to one of His Angels; and
the Angel brought Him the leaden heart and the dead bird.
‘You have rightly chosen,’ said God, ‘for in my garden of Paradise this little bird shall
sing for evermore, and in my city of gold the Happy Prince shall praise me.’

Learning about Language
Parts of Speech
In English, there are eight parts of speech, which means there are
eight possible jobs a word can do in a sentence. You know some
of them from learning about language in Years 3 and 4. Here they
are with examples of how each one can be used in sentences:

Noun: a word that names a person, place, animal, thing or idea
I love pizza and lemonade.
Measles is a terrible disease.
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Adjective: a word that modifies, intensifies or tells something about a noun
It was a dark and stormy night.
My sister is really intelligent.

Pronoun: a word that takes the place of a noun
She loved to play hide and seek, but they did not.

Verb: a word that describes an action or a state of being
We caught and released 17 fish.
I am an insomniac.

Adverb: a word that adds to the meaning of a verb by telling
how, or in what manner, the action occurred
She reads well.
We ran quickly to the porch.

Conjunction: a word that joins words, ideas or phrases in
a sentence
The lady bought a new hat and a new bag.
Since they pulled my teeth, I can neither eat nor sleep.

Preposition: a word that tells you where one thing is in relation to another thing
The horse galloped over the brow of the hill and out
of sight.
I stored my suitcase under the bed.

Interjection: a word
expressing sudden emotion
I like it, but, good grief, it
was expensive!
Ouch! That hurt.
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Words have jobs, just like people. And, they can change jobs just as we do. For example,
you might think that the word ‘run’ is always a verb because it describes an action. But
look at the way it is used in each of the following sentences.
I run two miles a day.
Here, run is a verb; it describes an action.
My run lasts about 20 minutes.
Here, run is a noun; it names a thing.
In order really to understand a sentence, you have to recognise the words and also
understand what job each word is doing in the sentence.

Complete Sentences
Every sentence must contain a verb. It tells us what the subject of the sentence is doing,
and without it, you don’t have a sentence! For example, is this a sentence?
Gulliver the land of Lilliput.
No, because we don’t know how Gulliver and the land of Lilliput are supposed to be
joined together. Is this a sentence?
Gulliver visited the land of Lilliput.
Yes it is. The verb links Gulliver – the subject of the sentence – with Lilliput − the place
he visited.
Sometimes verbs are very small words, like ‘is’ and ‘do’, but they are still important!
For example:
No one knows where Neverland is.
Do your homework before dinner.

Subject-Verb Agreement
Whenever you write sentences, make sure that your subject and your verb agree. We don’t
say ‘he run’ or ‘they runs’. We say ‘he runs’ and ‘they run’. A singular subject takes a
singular verb, and a plural subject takes a plural verb. See if you can pick the right verb
form for each of the following sentences:
Pizzas is / are delicious.
My friends live / lives in the same street.
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A flock of birds was flying /
were flying around my swing.
The last sentence is a little tricky. It might
seem like there are many birds, so the subject
must be plural. But really the subject of the
sentence is flock, and there’s only one flock.
That’s why we say: ‘A flock of seagulls was
flying overhead.’ A noun which describes a
group of people, animals or things is called a
collective noun. Here are some examples:
A herd of cows
A pride of lions
A stamp collection
A football team
Collective nouns always take singular verbs:
The choir is practising hard for the concert.
The older class enjoys cross-country runs.

Active and Passive Voice
Usually, we have sentences like the ones we saw above where the subject of a sentence is
at the beginning and does the action of the verb. We say these sentences are in the active
voice. However, sometimes we want to use the passive voice when we change the order to
show that the subject is having the verb done to them. Here are some examples:

50

Active voice

Passive voice

Juan is reading a book.

The book is being read
by Juan.

The postman delivered
the letters.

e letters were delivered
by the postman.

The ball hit Angelica.

Angelica was hit by
the ball.
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We get a different sense of the meaning of a sentence depending on whether it is in the
active or the passive voice. Although most sentences in English are in the active voice,
sometimes we want to use the passive voice because we don’t know who or what ‘did’ the
verb. Look at these sentences to see why.

Active voice

Passive voice

Lily took a picture of the winner.

A picture was taken of the winner.

Jake broke the window
with his football.

The window was broken
by a football.

Sometimes writers use the passive voice to provide some variety, but don’t use passive verbs
too oen as it can become boring! We usually want be told clearly who is ‘doing’ the verb.
Here are some sentences with verbs in the active voice. Try turning them around to
make them passive.
Jenny’s mother baked a chocolate cake.
Maths takes up a lot of homework time.
Polar bears inhabit the Arctic.
Now try turning these passive verbs into active verbs.
Michael Morpurgo was chosen by most of the children as their
favourite author.
The car was driven all the way to school by my father even though
the petrol gauge was registering empty.
Fish are eaten by bears.

Kinds of Sentences
There are different kinds of sentences. In Year 4, we learnt about the following kinds
of sentences:
G

A declarative sentence makes a statement and usually ends with a full stop.

G

An interrogative sentence asks a question and ends with a question mark.

G

An imperative sentence is an order or a command. It can end with a full stop or,
when it is said with great emotion, with an exclamation mark.
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In which category would you put the sentences below?
Read chapter two.
It’s hot today.
Go to your room!
Did you ask Mum?
The dog wagged its tail when Toni got home from school.
Exclamatory sentences are sentences that are exclaimed, or shouted out, like ‘Get out
now!’ or ‘That’s disgusting!’ Both of these are complete sentences, but sometimes when
we are very excited, we don’t speak in complete sentences. Then we might make
exclamatory statements like these:
Yuck!
Yippee! The big jackpot!

Commas
Commas tell readers when to pause within a sentence and which groups of words to read
together. Here are some situations in which we use commas:
between the city and the county in an address
Southampton, Hampshire
between items in a list (but not when the word ‘and’
links the last two words in the list)
That man is mad, bad and dangerous to know.
to separate the words in a subordinate clause from
the rest of the sentence
I chose roses, even though they were very expensive
at that time, to give to my mother on Mother’s Day.
when you want to let the reader know that you are introducing another idea, without
starting a new sentence
I wrote the thank-you letter with my very best pen, but there were still a few blots on the paper.
after the words ‘yes’ and ‘no’
No, you may not stay up all night.
inside quotation marks, when writing dialogue
‘I’m so glad to see you,’ said Pollyanna.
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Colons and Semi-Colons
A semi-colon, like a comma, causes the reader to pause, but it causes a bit more of a break
in the flow of the sentence. It links together clauses and ideas that belong together in the
same sentence. This means that the words following the semi-colon should be on the same
subject as the words before it. Semi-colons should not be used too often, but they can
provide variety and give you another way of breaking up the sections of a sentence in a
way that makes it clear to the reader which words belong together.
He enjoyed his triumph; the regret came later.
Sit still while I tell you what I have just done; the explanation for my actions can wait.
We love to spend the summer holidays at the seaside; Cornwall, Devon and Guernsey
have some of our favourite beaches.
A colon introduces a list of things that are all related to the first part of the sentence, before
the colon.
In geography we learnt about the seven continents:
Europe, Africa, Asia, North America, South America,
Australia and Antarctica.
I have been to Stratford-upon-Avon to see several
plays by Shakespeare: A Midsummer Night’s Dream,
Hamlet and Othello.
Before crossing the road, you should practise the
Green Cross Code: look right, look le, look right again.
Commas, semi-colons and colons all put a pause or
break into a sentence, but they are not all of equal length.
A comma gives you the shortest pause, then a semi-colon,
then a colon.

We learnt in Music
about the number
of beats in a crotchet
(one), a minim (two)
and a semibreve
(four). Commas, semicolons and colons are
a bit like that.

Apostrophes
Apostrophes are used to show possession.
Singular nouns show possession by adding ’s.
My brother’s bicycle is too big for him.
The school’s intake was drawn from a wide area.
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Suppose the singular noun already ends in s?
Then you still add ’s.
The princess’s bed was so uncomfortable that she
couldn’t sleep.

We read the story
of the Princess and
the Pea in Year 2.

The ambulance took her to St Thomas’s Hospital.
There were leaves on the bus’s roof.
Some people prefer not to add the s to the end of a word that ends in s when they are
making it possessive. For example:
King Midas’ daughter turned to gold when he touched her.
This is also correct! Possession in the singular can be indicated with or without the
addition of s at the end of nouns ending in s.
Plural nouns usually end in s. To indicate possession, you just add an apostrophe.
The elephants’ tusks were made of ivory.
The candidates struggled with some of the examiners’ questions.
Prince Charming was dazzled by the beauty of the princesses’ ball gowns.
Some nouns have plurals that do not end in s. We call them irregular plurals. Here are
some of them.

Singular

Plural

man

men

woman

women

child

children

tooth

teeth

mouse

mice

To indicate possession, we just add ’s in the usual way.
The men’s room is smaller than the women’s room.
Mrs Danvers very nearly fell over the children’s toys.
Do you know the plural of goose? Or ox? Or sheep? (That’s a tricky one!)
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Apostrophes are also used in
contractions to show that some letters
have been le out. e contraction
that’s is short for that is. e
apostrophe tells you the letter i has
been le out. Similarly, the contraction
we’re is short for we are. I’m is short
for I am. Which letters are missing
from don’t, wouldn’t and it’s?

Do you remember the difference
between its and it’s?
It’s is short for it is, as in: ‘It’s a long
way from home.’
Its is a possessive pronoun, as in:
‘The shirt had lost its buttons.’

Speech Marks
Use speech marks when you want to distinguish somebody else’s words from your own
words. For instance, if you were writing a story about a head teacher giving advice to her
students when they are leaving the school, you might use speech marks like this:
‘You have all done well in your exams,’ said Ms Philpot, addressing
the final assembly, ‘but you will find that you need to keep working
hard in your next school if you want to build on that success.’
Quotation marks are also used for titles of poems, songs, short stories and magazine articles.
We read ‘Dreams’, a poem by Langston Hughes.

Synonyms and Antonyms
A synonym is a word that means the same thing, or almost the same thing, as another
word. Quick and fast are synonyms, and so are costly and expensive. Antonyms are words
that are opposites. Soft and hard are antonyms. So are good and evil. See if you can match
the words on the left with the synonyms and antonyms on the right.
Synonyms
bad
buccaneer
friend
evil
pirate
mate
try
spotless
clean
attempt

Antonyms
victory
expensive
true
fail
succeed
shy
cheap
defeat
bold
false
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Prefixes
Prefixes are groups of letters that are added to the front of words to make new words,
with different meanings. In Year 4 we learnt a few prefixes, and we’ll learn more now.
im- and in- mean not.
Something that’s impossible is not possible.
Someone who’s inconsistent is not consistent.
non- also means not.
A nonfiction book is not fictional – that is, it’s a true story.
A nonviolent protest is not violent.
mis- means wrong, wrongly, bad or badly.
If you misspell a word, you’re spelling it incorrectly.
If you misbehave, you behave badly.
en- means in or into.
To endanger someone is to put that person in danger.
To entrap someone is to draw the person into a trap.
pre- means before, or earlier.
A preview lets you see or know about something
in advance.
A prehistoric event took place long ago, before people
began recording history.

Suffixes
Suffixes are a lot like prefixes, but they
are added to the end of a word.
-y is a suffix that can be used to
make adjectives.
Does anyone you know display greed?
Then that person is greedy.
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about the Ice Age.
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Are you ready to go to sleep? Then you must
be sleepy, like Frère Jacques.
We sang ‘Frère Jacques’
(‘Brother John’) in Year 2.
-ly and -ily are suffixes that are often used to
make adverbs.
Take the adjective quick, add -ly and you
get the adverb quickly.
In the same way, easy becomes easily.
-ful is a suffix meaning full of.
A thoughtful person is full of thoughts, and a playful baby is full of play.
-able or -ible is a suffix that means capable of or worthy of a specific action.
If a shirt is capable of being washed, we say it is washable.
If you can bend and flex your arms and legs well, we say you are flexible.
-ment is a suffix used to make verbs into nouns.
If everybody in the room agrees (verb), you have achieved agreement (noun).
If you amaze (verb) your parents, they are in a state of amazement (noun).
It’s useful to know commonly used prefixes and suffixes because sometimes you can
work out what a difficult word means by breaking it down into prefix, root and suffix.
For example, you may never have read or heard the word ‘misrule’. But if you break it
into two parts – mis-rule – you can guess that it means to rule badly.

Writing and Research
Once you’ve learnt how to write sentences, you can practise putting sentences together
into paragraphs and longer works. In Year 4 we learnt about writing reports and formal
letters. Here are some things you might try writing:
1. A letter to a friend or family member
2. A short story
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3. A summary of what you did today
4. A description of an object or of a person
5. A poem
6. A report
To write a report, first choose a topic you’d like to learn more about. Then go to your
school library or local library and ask the librarian to help you find information on your
topic. (You can also find information by searching the Internet.) As you learn interesting
facts or read quotations that you think you might want to use in your report, write them
down, making a note of where you found them. Whenever you find something in a book,
write down the title of the book, the author, where the book was published, by whom and
when. Most of this information can be found in the first few pages of a book.
When you write your report, think of it as a set of paragraphs, each of which should
have its own purpose. Before you start writing, you should have a good idea of what each
paragraph is intended to accomplish. For instance, if you were writing a report on
Australia, you might have an introduction about why you chose to
write about Australia, a paragraph about the people who live there,
another on the animals that can be found in the Outback and a third
on Australia’s Great Barrier Reef where
beautiful sea creatures live. Your last
paragraph should be your conclusion, in
See what else you can
find in Australia on page 99.
which you restate your point and finish
up your report.

Kangaroos live in
Australia’s Outback.
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many different sea creatures you can
find on the Great Barrier Reef.
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At the end of your report, you’ll want to include a bibliography. A bibliography is a list
of books and articles you used to write your report. Here’s what some entries from a
bibliography on Australia might look like:
Bodden, Valerie. Great Barrier Reef. London: Franklin Watts, 2011.
Moriarty, Aleta. Australia. Dunfermline: Franklin Watts, 2013.
Wojahn, Rebecca Hogue and Wojahn, Donald. An Australian Outback Food Chain: A
Who-Eats-What Adventure. Minneapolis: Lerner Publishing, 2009.
Notice that the entries in a bibliography are listed alphabetically, by the author’s last
name. The titles of the books should also be italicised or underlined. Writing a report isn’t
easy, but, like other things in life, you can get good at it by practising.

Familiar Sayings
Every culture has some sayings and phrases that can be difficult to understand if you have
never heard them before. In this section we introduce a handful of common English sayings
and phrases and give examples of how they are used.

Beauty is only skin deep
People use this saying to mean that you can’t
judge a person’s character by how good he or
she looks.
‘That new girl is very pretty,’ Kim said.
‘Yes, but I wonder if she’s nice, too,’ Carol
said. ‘After all, beauty is only skin deep.’

Live and let live
This saying means mind your own business and let other people live as they wish to live.
‘You need a haircut, Trevor.’ Fatima put her hands on her hips. ‘And look at those ugly
shoes! You need to buy some new ones.’
‘Listen, Fatima, I like the way my hair looks, and I think these are cool shoes,’ Trevor
said. ‘I’m going to keep dressing the way I want to dress. As for you, you’d better learn to
live and let live.’
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As the crow flies
When a bird flies from place to place, it flies through the air and takes the most direct route.
But when people walk or drive, they usually have to follow roads and oen have to go further.
When people give a distance ‘as the crow flies’, they mean the shortest distance between the
two points, not the distance you would have to travel if you followed the roads.
As Vishal and his mother drove along the river, they could see the beach on the opposite
side. Vishal asked, ‘How far is it to the beach?’
‘It’s only about a quarter of a mile as the crow flies,’ his mother said. ‘But we have to
drive three miles north to the bridge and then three miles south once we cross the bridge.’

The bigger they are, the harder they fall
When a huge oak falls in the forest, it makes a tremendous crash. When a small sapling
falls, you can barely hear it. When people use this saying, they mean that the larger or more
powerful something is (it could be a person, a team, a country or something else), the bigger
the shock will be when a setback occurs.
‘We’ll never be able to beat United,’ the captain told his manager. They’re at the top of
the Premier League and they haven’t lost a game yet this season!’
‘Never mind that,’ said the manager. ‘If we play our best game, we can beat them – the
bigger they are, the harder they fall!’

Bury the hatchet
This phrase comes from Native American
culture. When two nations declared war on
each other, they were said to take up the
hatchet. When they agreed to end their war,
they were said to bury the hatchet. To bury the
hatchet means to stop holding a grudge and
make peace with someone else, to let bygones
be bygones and forgive and forget.
Colin could not forgive his sister for breaking his tennis racket. He kept up a sulky silence
for days whenever he was around her. Finally, his sister said: ‘Oh, Colin, can’t we bury
the hatchet? I hate it when you give me the silent treatment!’

60

1 UK Year 5 L&L_CK5 07/07/2014 16:22 Page 61

Language and Literature

Birds of a feather flock together
We use this saying to mean that similar people, or people who have similar interests, like to
be with each other.
‘Those guys always eat lunch together,’ Tina said, nodding towards a group of boys in the
cafeteria.
‘Yes,’ said June. ‘They’re all in the cricket team and all they want to talk about is runs
and wickets.’
Tina nodded. ‘Birds of a feather flock together!’

Blow hot and cold
This phrase comes from one of Aesop’s
Fables, in which a man blows on his
fingers to warm them up and then
blows on his soup to cool it down.
In both cases, the man is blowing air,
but with a different effect. If a person
says one thing and later says the
opposite, we say that the person is
blowing hot and cold.
‘Is Felicia going to try out for the
swimming team this year?’ Stacy asked.

Do you remember reading some
of Aesop’s Fables in Years 1 and 2?

‘I don’t know,’ Tricia replied. ‘Last
week she was saying yes, but this week she’s saying no. She’s really blowing hot and cold.’

Breaking the ice
Before ice-breaking ships were invented, sailors who wanted to sail during the winter had
to walk out onto frozen water and break up the ice before the boat could move forward.
Nowadays people use the phrase ‘breaking the ice’ to refer to ending an awkward silence by
beginning a conversation. People also use ‘ice-breakers’, which are usually fun and silly
games, to help people to get to know each other in new groups.
It was the first day of Guide camp. The four girls began to unpack their clothes and make
up their beds in silence. None of the girls knew each other, and no one knew what to say.
Finally, one of them broke the ice by saying: ‘Hey, where’s everybody from?’
61

1 UK Year 5 L&L_CK5 07/07/2014 16:22 Page 62

What Your Year 5 Child Needs to Know

Bull in a china shop
If a person is clumsy in a place where things can be upset or broken, or handles a delicate
situation badly, we say the person is acting like a bull in a china shop.
Kemar slammed the door behind him. A painting fell off the wall and his mother’s crystal
vase wobbled on the dining room table. ‘I’m home!’ he yelled, then tripped on the doormat
and fell onto the floor.
‘Honestly, Kemar,’ his mother said as she helped him up, ‘sometimes you’re just like a
bull in a china shop!’

Don’t count your chickens
before they hatch
Because not every egg in a nest hatches a baby
chicken, people use this saying to mean that
you may be disappointed if you count on
having something before it is really yours.
‘I’ve got some really cool headphones to go
with the iPod I’m getting for my birthday,’
Elliot told Alex.
‘How do you know you’re getting an iPod
for your birthday?’ Alex replied. ‘Don’t count
your chickens before they hatch.’

In Year 3 we learnt about
the cycle of life and how
chicks hatch from eggs.

Don’t put all your eggs in one basket
Once upon a time a girl went to her family’s henhouse to gather eggs for breakfast. Instead
of taking only a few eggs, she packed all the eggs into her basket. On the way back to the
house, she tripped and broke the eggs so there was nothing left for her family to eat that day.
She then wished she hadn’t put all her eggs in one basket. If someone tells you not to put all
your eggs in one basket, the person is reminding you what can happen when you rely too
heavily on one plan and don’t think about what could go wrong.
‘Dan’s older brother wants to go to Cambridge. He says he won’t even apply to any
other universities.’
‘But what will he do if he doesn’t get into Cambridge? Maybe he shouldn’t put all his
eggs in one basket.’
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Can’t hold a candle to
Before electricity, servants had to hold candles for their masters to light the way. When we
say one person or thing can’t hold a candle to another person or thing, we mean that the
former is not nearly as good as the latter.
‘How’s the frozen pizza?’ the girls’ mother asked.
‘It’s okay,’ said Isabel. ‘But it can’t hold a candle to your homemade pizza!’

Go to pot
This phrase was originally used in the
kitchen. All of the leftover scraps that
weren’t good for anything else went to pot.
That is, they were thrown into a big pot to
make a stew. Eventually, the meaning
changed. Now when we say something has
gone to pot, we mean it has not been taken
care of and has gone bad or been ruined.
‘Have you checked the garden recently?’ Dan asked.
‘No,’ Pete replied, ‘not for a week or so.’
‘You’d better get out there, or the weeds will take over and the whole thing will go
to pot.’

More haste, less speed
This saying means that when you rush you don’t do as good a job as when you are careful
and take your time. When you make mistakes by rushing, it could take you longer in the
end to finish things properly.
It was Tony’s night to do the dishes. He quickly rinsed all of the dinner plates, then ran
the cutlery under the tap.
‘What’s your hurry?’ his father asked.
‘I told Karl I’d meet him at the park!’
‘If you aren’t more careful cleaning these dishes,’ his father said, picking up a plate with
spaghetti sauce on the rim, ‘you’ll have to do them again. Then you’ll really be late. More
haste, less speed.’
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Lightning never strikes twice in the same place
We use this expression to mean that if something unfortunate has happened, the chances
are that it probably won’t happen again in exactly the same way.
‘Hey, Josie, don’t stand there! Remember last month when a lightbulb fell and hit Mr
Vasquez right on the head?’
‘Yes, I remember. But what are the chances of that happening again? Lightning never
strikes twice in the same place.’

Half a loaf is better than none
This means that having something is better than having
nothing, even if it’s not everything you want.
Anna was looking forward to the school dance and had asked
her mother to buy her a new dress and shoes to match.
When her mother told her she could only afford the dress,
Anna was disappointed, but her mother told her: ‘You
should be glad to have a new dress, Anna. Half a loaf is
better than none.’

Laugh, and the world laughs with you; cry, and you cry alone
This saying means that when you are happy, people want to share your happiness, but when
you are sad, people don’t want to be with you.
‘Come on, Tom, cheer up!’ Jo shook Tom’s shoulder. ‘Why are you in such a bad mood?’
‘Oh, I don’t know,’ Tom said. ‘Nobody likes me.’
‘Well, what do you expect, with that big frown on your face?’ Jo smiled. ‘Laugh, and
the world laughs with you; cry, and you cry alone!’

Make ends meet
When someone is having trouble making enough money to pay the bills, we say that person
is struggling to make ends meet.
‘Where’s your Dad?’ Sarah asked.
‘He’s at work,’ Elizabeth explained. ‘He has to work overtime every night to pay the
bills, and on weekends, too. He says he has to, just to make ends meet.’
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It never rains but it pours
When people say this they mean that something that starts out bad can turn into a disaster,
or that sometimes many bad things can happen all at once instead of being spread out
over time.
Keith limped into the kitchen and collapsed on a chair.
‘What happened to you?’ his brother asked.
Keith grimaced. ‘What a rotten day! First I missed the bus and had to walk to school.
When I got there, I was in trouble for being late. Then I messed up on my maths test, left
my lunch at home this morning, twisted my ankle in gym class and now I think I’m getting
a cold. It never rains but it pours!’

Money burning a hole in your pocket
Sometimes when you have some money, you are
really tempted to spend it. You want to spend it
so quickly that it seems like it’s burning a hole in
your pocket.
‘A lot of people on my paper round gave me tips
for Christmas,’ Luke said. ‘I’m rich!’
‘So why don’t you open a savings account and
start putting your money in the bank?’ Julie
asked. ‘Otherwise, that money’s just going to
burn a hole in your pocket!’

Once in a blue moon
A blue moon is the second full moon in a calendar month. Blue moons are rare, so something
that happens only once in a blue moon happens very rarely.
‘Lara,’ Amira said excitedly, ‘remember that skirt
I liked? I just found it in the summer sale with 75
per cent off!’
‘Wow! How often does that happen?’ Lara replied.

We learnt about
the phases of the
moon in Year 4.

‘Once in a blue moon!’ cried Amira.
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One picture is worth a thousand words
Often a picture can explain something
better than words.
‘Here’s a picture of Rick after he won
his diving medal.’ Sonia showed Mrs
Smith the photograph.
‘Goodness!’ Mrs Smith
‘Doesn’t he look proud!’

said.

‘Yes, he does,’ Sonia said. ‘Just look
at his face. A picture is worth a
thousand words!’

Prevention is better than cure
People use this saying to mean that it’s better to anticipate a problem and try to prevent it
than to wait until it gets really bad later on.
‘If you don’t brush your teeth more often, you’ll get cavities,’ Rajen’s sister said, ‘and then
you’ll have to get fillings when you go to the dentist.’
‘Yikes, I don’t want that to happen!’ Rajen said. ‘I suppose you’re right: prevention is
better than cure.’

Shipshape
When a ship is ready to sail, with all its decks cleaned and equipment in good order, it is
shipshape. We use this saying to describe anything that is in perfect order.
Mrs Walters waved her hand around the messy classroom. The desks were littered with
sheets of coloured paper, pots of paint, pans of water and paintbrushes. ‘Pay attention!’
she called out. ‘Nobody goes to lunch until this room is shipshape.’

Run-of-the-mill
We use this saying to describe anything that is very ordinary.
‘How was your day, Carmen?’ Mrs Morello asked.
‘It was pretty run-of-the-mill,’ Carmen replied. ‘But I’m really looking forward to our
field trip to the museum tomorrow.’
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Through thick and thin
If you’re riding a horse in the forest, it’s harder to ride through thick woods (with lots of
trees close together) than it is to ride through thin woods. But a determined rider will ride
through thick and thin to get to his or her destination. We use this expression to describe
someone who persists through good times and bad.
‘Maleek and I are best friends,’ Dwayne explained. ‘He’s stuck with me through thick and thin.’

Timbuktu
Timbuktu is a famous town in Africa. When people use this term, however, they usually
mean a place that seems exotic or very far away.
When Julie’s mother asked her to get a pint of milk from the shop, Julie said that first she
would have to change her shoes. Then she wanted a different T-shirt, and finally started
turning out her cupboard looking for a pair of sunglasses.
‘For goodness sake, Julie,’ said her mother, ‘you’re going to the corner shop,
not Timbuktu!’

Seeing is believing
This saying means that you can’t necessarily believe that something exists or is true unless
you see the evidence for yourself.
‘You should have seen the fish
I caught,’ Eddie said. ‘It was
this big!’ He spread his arms
as wide apart as he could.
‘Yeah, right,’ said Mollie,
shaking her head. She knew
Eddie liked to exaggerate.
‘I’m not kidding!’ exclaimed
Eddie. He ran into the house,
then staggered out holding a
gigantic fish. ‘Wow!’ said
Mollie. ‘Seeing is believing.’
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Make hay while the sun shines
Farmers need dry weather to make hay, so they take advantage of sunny weather when it
comes. This saying means that you should take advantage of good times when you have
them, because they may not last forever.
Daniel and Jonathan were watching a detective programme on TV when the
advertisements came on. They were both surprised to see one of the most famous football
players in the country advertising a new after-shave.
‘Why does he even bother making
ads?’ asked Daniel. ‘He makes millions
just playing football.’
‘But for how long?’ replied Jonathan.
‘He’s just trying to make hay while the
sun shines. Who’s going to care what
after-shave he wears in ten years’ time?’

You can lead a horse to water, but you can’t make it drink.
This saying means that you can show people what you want them to do, but you cannot
force them to do it.
Rachel disliked bowling. Her friends insisted that she come with them to the bowling alley,
though, because they needed an extra person on their team.
‘Who cares whether or not you hit a bunch of pins with a stupid ball,’ Rachel thought
to herself. When it was her turn to play, she crossed her arms over her chest and refused.
She explained: ‘Just because you got me to come with you doesn’t mean I’m going to play.
You can lead a horse to water, but you can’t make it drink!’
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Suggested Resources
Poetry
Heard It in The Playground by Allan Ahlberg (Puffin) 1991
The Poetry Store by Paul Cookson (Hodder Children’s) 2005
101 Poems for Children chosen by Carol Ann Duffy (Macmillan) 2013
Oxford Book of Story Poems edited by Michael Harrison (OUP) 2006
A Little, Aloud, for Children edited by Angela Macmillan (David Fickling) 2012
The Highwayman by Alfred Noyes, illustrated by Charles Keeping (Oxford) 2013
Classic Poetry selected by Michael Rosen (Walker) 2009

Stories
Robin Hood and a World of Other Stories by Geraldine McCaughrean (Orion) 2011
Sir Gawain and the Green Knight, retold by Michael Morpurgo, illustrated by Michael
Foreman (Walker Books) 2005
East of the Sun, West of the Moon by Jackie Morris (Frances Lincoln) 2013
The Wanderings of Odysseus: The story of the Odyssey retold by Rosemary Sutcliff (Frances
Lincoln) 2002
Gulliver’s Travels by Jonathan Swift, retold by Martin Jenkins, illustrated by Chris Riddell
(Walker Books) 2009

Learning About Language
Oxford Primary Grammar, Punctuation and Spelling Dictionary (Oxford University Press)
2013
Oxford Junior Illustrated Dictionary (Oxford University Press) 2011
Improve Your Grammar by Rachel Bladon (Usborne) 2000
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Junior Dictionary and Thesaurus by Cindy Leaney and Susan Purcell (Miles Kelly) 2011
Perfect Pop-Up Punctuation Book by Kate Petty and Jenny Maizels (Bodley Head) 2006
You Can Do It! Grammar by Andy Seed and Roger Hurn (Hodder Children’s) 2011
The Butterfly Grammar by Irina Tyk (Civitas) 2008

Mobile Apps
Grammaropolis (Grammaropolis LLC) app for iPhone and iPad [Practising parts of
speech; free]
Mad Libs (Penguin) app for iPhone [Practising parts of speech]
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