
Thursday 2nd April 2020

LO: to make predictions
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Brediction Questions

I. What do youw think will happen in the roce?

Viocabulary
2. What would you do if you were one of the
characters. in the story? sa.bu,ta.gz
selfish

3. What do you think Bill mill do? good samaritan
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As usual she divided them in fives, With
one left over. This time it was Paul, sg she
sent him off in a heat of his own. He
pranced along in his curxogs, loping
fashion, and threw himself merrily over the
finishing line.

Tm in the finals now! I won my heat!’

Mrs Collins pushed the hair back from
her face. She was hot.

‘Small break before this final,” she called.
‘All of you stay here quietly while I slip
inside for a moment. Whispering only!’

And she hurried off to fetch a quick
drink.

Bill tucked the pink frock in tightly
around his legs and lay back. The grass felt
tickly under his arms and his neck. Above,
the fat clouds sailed over an enormous sky.
The cool breeze fanned his: face. He felt
perfectly happy. == =

He heard Astrid whispering in his ear:

“You're in this final, aren’t you? You won
your heat. So did I. So did Talilah and
Kirsty.” e
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‘And Paul,” Bill reminded Astrid. ‘He won.
his heat, t00.” - =
He narrowed his eyes against the sunligh
to make them water and form \bc
between his eyelashes.
Kirsty will win,’ said Astri
best runner in the whole class..
won my heat because Nicky tr
‘Races aren’t nearly
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gded serpent float over the wide sky

a
> head, and turn, slowly, slowly, into a

over
ant wheelbarrow.

¢ The whispering athis side wentonand on.

Then:

‘Right,” Kirsty said. “That'ssettled.” -

She turned to Bill.

‘Now don'’t forget,” she whispered sternly.
7ust as you're reaching the line, you get a
really bad attack of stitch. You can’t go on.
You let Paul go past you. You let Paul win, is
that understood?’ ==

Bill took a last look at his cloud
wheelbarrow. One of its handles was just

floating away. = == = =
‘Right-ho,” he agreed. It wasn’t exactly his
idea of a really good race — letting Paul win.

sn't it? Pu

But that was girls for y
n¢ to whisper,

them in a group
s 18| this.
And what did it matter on such a lovely
afternoon? If it would make Paul happy, let
him win the race. >
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to come up with
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Talilah, ‘when vyoyu kno

going to win.” . e Who'
Tt must be much Worse,’

Kirsty, ‘if you're someone like

know you’re going to lose.”

M;faul can’t have won a race in his whe

Bill bl_inked the rainbows away. Now he
was seeing shapes in clouds — 4 Pig, ajug, a
serpent with three heads, a wigwam.

Beside him, the girls were in one of their
huddles, still whispering away.

‘What if Paul did win, though?’

‘He’d be so thrilled.”

‘Wouldn’t his Mum be pleased? She’s so
nice. She sees me over Blackheath Road
every morning.” >

‘She’d think we’d fixed it so her Paul won,
though. And so would Paul.”

‘Not if we were clever.” : :

‘Not if we thought it out first, and made it
look good.” o

Bill barely listened. ‘He was distracted by
the clouds still. He watched his three-
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