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Reading for Pleasure Text

The River Trade

“Grab on Claudio. What are you doing? We can't lose it.” | am str
the perpetual roaring of the engine, but he just gawps at me, his

ashen.

Claudio is only seven and slight for his age, scrawny even, but I gl
he hesitates, his knuckles white from clenching the hook. The pas
water as it carves its way down the Amazon to Belém laden with |
looms above us now and our canoe is like a toy next to its bulk. Tl
of dark green, separating the muddy water from the vast darkenit
the canopy, where caiman lurk and jaguars stalk, is my small woor
stilts above the flooded forast. Thera my eight hungry siblings are

today and Claudio, however young he is, has his part to play.

I grip the oars and steer our craft assuredly until we are even clos
Claudio launches into action and hooks us on to the speeding cral
we lurch forward and are dragged along like a rag doll. I have no ¢
myself as we whip dangerously close to the stern and to the engit
canoe disappears into the dark water as we become submerged i
is immersed up to his waist, his thin shorts sodden and the water
around him. I try to avoid his big brown eyes which look helpless!
that the propellers are not far away. Instead, | concentrate on wh
rope firmly, passing one hand over the other, hauling us closer an
we can reach the metal railings. | tie the canoe securely, its nose 1

and we clamber on to the lower deck, laughing to shake off our re

Dystopi

Sat on a racky outcrop, high above the desolate land,  father an
Despite the overwhelming heat, they both wore heavy metal ma
of oxygen strapped to their backs. When they spoke to each othe
helmets. A newspaper drifted past on the gentle breeze. The you

was dated the day before, 24th December 2050

unable to

here, dad?” the be
landscape.

“This was all rainforest when | was  boy,” his father began, “but
The problem was, we wanted everything. It started with ofl and §
50 toxic that nothing could SUrVive and s We started farming eve
more trees needed to come down. Everything needzd paim oil b
ground, it was palm oil. One oil or the other helped ta destroy pr
puting money into chopping down the forests and stopped recy

their perch. Fi it was
landscape. They hadn’t been formed by earthquakes or drought
of those since he'd been bor - instead, they were the marks left
‘maving in and out of the area. O their way out, he'd heard, the,
“Why didvt you stop them?* he asked the obvious question. He'

his voice quivered and his eyes dampened.

“We did, for a while. Governments came and went, and we blam

Iti-coloured h: ,

Aseaof awalts us — the are
caterpillars as they while away the hours or days they have to get
river is the only highway available in these parts and these boats

many.

take responsibility, trakeitse
“What lived here, back when it was green?”

“Here in India, there were giant creatures called elephants, astal
trunks that sprouted from their face like an arm. Around them, s

Example Text: Setting Narrative
Weather Sign

I should have known a distant angry sky like that was an omen of
inevitability. Its clouds gathered to a billowing deep grey and
waited — like an agitated guard. They beckoned my father, they
called his name and marked time to take him — take him from us.
Then, in that very sky, they threw down shards of fork lightning
which pierced the ocean below; this tormente,

. I Kindertransport
s Iy "

As I sit here on a train bound for England, my heart is sinking at what | am leaving behind I hope

The waves rallied, heaved and spiked all at di
created an irregular landscape. They hurled 3

white horses that crashed into one anotl

shoreling, 2 wooden boat attempted to steady by a man sat within
it. His efforts powerless, as the uneven seas forced their temper
upon it.

The rocks that divide my father from us seemed to echo the
incensed sea. Their jagged edges too dangerous to navigate in
such conditions. I recall vividly their dark crevices that homed
spaces for poppies; scarlet poppies that took root, somehow
protected a little. The swarming winds still trembled them. They
lined a path of remembrance to the shore.

We watched, clutching one anocther for safety from the weather,
the seas and felt the pain of emptiness that this forever
separation drenched upon us. | will always remember the day he
left, those scarlet poppies, and an anxious last glance on his face
that had once held a smile.

Giant squirrels feapt from tree to tree, and hunting dogs chased £acn QENEr TTOUEN TNE 10N grass.

the mask.

down s cheeks as he spoke,

far below. He imagii 8

Dear Fat’ -
. that we
bearFaner, Example Text: Letters
Can you believe that | am writing this letter fom the plushest 1o oo by 1 Some of
, and itis beyond my wildest dreams. White Star |  on before
o . . I have not laid sight upon you again today so leave this letter under your e meet our
-t believe the size of the dining hall. It barely seem pillow. I write this in the early hours fram my work room to give you an ¢ 1 promise
explanation for my ongoing absence. | hope that we can soon spend time
thing that floats. Mother i looking forward to dan o . sther and |
togather - once my ambitions have been realised.
dark weod, winds its way up grand staircases thal
own, I'm sure. Not that I'm complaining, of course. Your gener | hzye been working tirelessly with every minute God gives me toscaffold vdidn’t
could have asked for. my thinking around the construction of a unique invention: a fantastical 1ave broken
nsid | arm ucky to have the suite to myself Th contraption that only existed in my imagination. MNow you see, this e stopped
inside my own room, | am lucky to have the suite to myse o i B .
aspiration is becoming a reality which will finally enable me to soarlike a  They
softslk sheets ond the fluffest pllow. | don't suppose Ishall e ¢ &y e T ey e
- was kosher,
quite possible that you have spoiled me, Father! ’
Do you remember when we stayed at The Grand in London, a1 3 and night, | have meticulously hammered, trimmed, sewn and
were? Well, these are justas dvine but on a mimature scaie 1 SLeoned the finest of feathers —thousands of them. I have considered all son w3
- mrm’ e il of London and shrank ther down the working components, given great thought to the materials needed ‘and handed
i m the middle of London and shrank them down to
® and selected the strongest silk sheeting to capture the air. Collectively, ssion. it has
1 N 3
to do such a thing! these very measures will help me take lift from the ground and steady what isgoing
1 do feel ke quite the rascal, | must say. Its not even close to«  th@ Unkindest of weathers. Flight is upon me.
set out to investigate the tea room! It is packed with round, wi Jisala
| could hear the constant latte of china cups and teapots ins I know that these words may disinterest you as it is my time you crave. | =7 o&
understand this, particularly at your young age, which guilts my heartand 'O thetrain
attention to myself, so | left rather hastily. | can't wait to dine t »dl others

furrows my brow. But | now find myself at the very brink of conquering
When we arrived in Southampton this morning, justafter 9,11 the skies.

of people milling about trying to board, and | didn't want to bi

Man can and will take flight one day soon, and that man will be me. The

wery image of this drives my persistence and determination.

efficient company indeed—and I'm now a litle bored as we w

&t midday and make our way to France by this evening. When

Your father.



