
Monday – Extract 1 

 

On the first day of my first term I set out by taxi in the afternoon with my 
mother to catch the paddle-steamer from Cardiff Docks to Weston-super-
Mare. Every piece of clothing I wore was brand new and had my name in it. I 
wore black shoes, grey woollen stockings with blue turnovers, grey flannel 
shorts, a grey shirt, a red tie, a grey flannel blazer with the blue school crest 
on the breast pocket and a grey school cap with the same crest just above the 
peak. Into the taxi that was taking us to the docks went my brand new trunk 
and my brand new tuck-box, and both had R. DAHL painted on them in black. A 
tuck-box is a small pinewood trunk which is very strongly made, and no boy has 
ever gone as a boarder to any English Prep School without one. It is his own 
secret store-house, as secret as a lady’s handbag, and there is an unwritten law 
that no boy, no teacher, not even the Headmaster himself has the right to pry 
into the contents of your tuck-box. The owner has the key in his pocket and 
that is where it stays. At St Peter’s, the tuck-boxes were ranged shoulder to 
shoulder all around the four walls of the changing-room and your own tuck-box 
stood directly below the peg on which you hung your games clothes. A tuck-box, 
as the name implies, is a box in which to store your tuck. At Prep School in those 
days, a parcel of tuck was sent once a week by anxious mothers to their 
ravenous little sons, and an average tuck-box would probably contain, at almost 
any time, half a home-made currant cake, a packet of squashed fly biscuits, a 
couple of oranges, an apple, a banana, a pot of strawberry jam or Marmite, a bar 
of chocolate, a bag of Liquorice Allsorts and a tin of Bassett’s lemonade powder. 
An English school in those days was purely a money-making business owned and 
operated by the Headmaster. It suited him, therefore, to give the boys as little 
food as possible himself and to encourage the parents in various cunning ways to 
feed their offspring by parcel-post from home. ‘By all means, my dear Mrs Dahl, 
do send your boy some little treats now and again,’ he would say. ‘Perhaps a few 
oranges and apples once a week’ – fruit was very expensive – ‘and a nice currant 
cake, a large currant cake perhaps because small boys have large appetites do 
they not, ha-ha-ha …Yes, yes, as often as you like. More than once a week if you 
wish … Of course he’ll be getting plenty of good food here, the best there is, 
but it never tastes quite the same as home cooking, does it? I’m sure you 
wouldn’t want him to be the only one who doesn’t get a lovely parcel from home 
each week. 
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Mark your choices with an H or a tick to show that it is a 
healthy snack. 

 

 

 

 

 



Tuesday – Extract 2 

 

The sweet-shop in Llandaff in the year 1923 was the very centre of our lives. To 
us, it was what a bar is to a drunk, or a church to a Bishop. Without it, there 
would have been little to live for. But it had one terrible drawback, this sweet-
shop. The woman who owned it was a horror. We hated her and we had good 
reason for doing so. Her name was Mrs Pratchett. She was a small skinny old hag 
with a moustache on her upper lip and a mouth as sour as a green gooseberry. 
She never smiled. She never welcomed us when we went in, and the only times 
she spoke were when she said things like,‘I’m watchin’ you so keep your thievin’ 
fingers off them chocolates!’ Or ‘I don’t want you in ‘ere just to look around! 
Either you forks out or you gets out!’ But by far the most loathsome thing about 
Mrs Pratchett was the filth that clung around her. Her apron was grey and 
greasy. Her blouse had bits of breakfast all over it, toast-crumbs and tea stains 
and splotches of dried egg-yolk. It was her hands, however, that disturbed us 
the most. They were disgusting. They were black with dirt and grime. They 
looked as though they had been putting lumps of coal on the fire all day long. 
And do not forget please that it was these very hands and fingers that she 
plunged into the sweet-jars when we asked for a pennyworth of Treacle Toffee 
or Wine Gums or Nut Clusters or whatever. There were precious few health 
laws in those days, and nobody, least of all Mrs Pratchett, ever thought of using 
a small shovel for getting out the sweets as they do today. The mere sight of 
her grimy right hand with its black fingernails digging an ounce of Chocolate 
Fudge out of the jars would have caused a starving tramp to go running from the 
shop. But not us. Sweets were our life-blood. We would have put up with far 
worse than that to get them. So we simply stood and watched in sullen silence 
while this disgusting old woman stirred around inside the jars with her foul 
fingers. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Wednesday – Extract 3 

We called them masters in those days, not teachers, and at St Peter’s the one I 
feared most of all, apart from the Headmaster, was Captain Hardcastle. This 
man was slim and wiry and he played football. On the football field he wore 
white running shorts and white gymshoes and short white socks. His legs were 
as hard and thin as ram’s legs and the skin around his calves was almost exactly 
the colour of mutton fat. The hair on his head was not ginger. It was brilliant 
dark vermilion, like a ripe orange, and it was plastered back with immense 
quantities of brilliantine in the same fashion as the Headmaster’s. The parting in 
his hair was a white line straight down the middle of the scalp, so straight it 
could only have been made with a ruler. On either side of the parting you could 
see the comb tracks running back through the greasy orange hair like little 
tram-lines. Captain Hardcastle sported a moustache that was the same colour as 
his hair, and oh what a moustache it was! A truly terrifying sight, a thick orange 
hedge that sprouted and flourished between his nose and his upper lip and ran 
clear across his face from the middle of one cheek to the middle of the other. 
But this was not one of those nailbrush moustaches, all short and clipped and 
bristly. Nor was it long and droopy in the walrus style. Instead, it was curled 
most splendidly upwards all the way along as though it had a permanent wave put 
into it or possibly curling tongs heated in the mornings over a tiny flame of 
methylated spirits. The only other way he could have achieved this curling 
effect, we boys decided, was by prolonged upward brushing with a hard 
toothbrush in front of the looking-glass every morning. Behind the moustache 
there lived an inflamed and savage face with a deeply corrugated brow that 
indicated a very limited intelligence. ‘Life is a puzzlement,’ the corrugated brow 
seemed to be saying, ‘and the world is a dangerous place. All men are enemies 
and small boys are insects that will turn and bite you if you don’t get them first 
and squash them hard.’ Captain Hardcastle was never still. His orange head 
twitched and jerked perpetually from side to side in the most alarming fashion, 
and each twitch was accompanied by a little grunt that came out of his nostrils. 
He had been a soldier in the Great War and that, of course, was how he 
received his title. But even small insects like us knew that ‘Captain’ was not a 
very exalted rank and only a man with little else to boast about would hang on to 
it in civilian life. It was bad enough to keep calling yourself ‘Major’ after it was 
all over, but ‘Captain’ was the bottoms. 

 



Thursday – Extract 4 

 

One day when we lifted it up, we found a dead mouse lying among our treasures. 
It was an exciting discovery. Thwaites took it out by its tail and waved it in 
front of our faces. ‘What shall we do with it?’ he cried. ‘It stinks!’ someone 
shouted. ‘Throw it out of the window, quick!’ ‘Hold on a tick,’ I said. ‘Don’t throw 
it away.’ Thwaites hesitated. They all looked at me. When writing about oneself, 
one must strive to be truthful. Truth is more important than modesty. I must 
tell you, therefore, that it was I and I alone who had the idea for the great and 
daring Mouse Plot. We all have our moments of brilliance and glory, and this was 
mine. ‘Why don’t we,’ I said, ‘slip it into one of Mrs Pratchett’s jars of sweets? 
Then when she puts her dirty hand in to grab a handful, she’ll grab a stinky dead 
mouse instead.’ The other four stared at me in wonder. Then, as the sheer 
genius of the plot began to sink in, they all started grinning. They slapped me on 
the back. They cheered me and danced around the classroom. ‘We’ll do it today!’ 
they cried. ‘We’ll do it on the way home! You had the idea ,’ they said to me, ‘so 
you can be the one to put the mouse in the jar.’ Thwaites handed me the mouse. 
I put it into my trouser pocket. Then the five of us left the school, crossed the 
village green and headed for the sweet-shop. We were tremendously jazzed up. 
We felt like a gang of desperadoes setting out to rob a train or blow up the 
sheriff’s office. ‘Make sure you put it into a jar which is used often,’ somebody 
said. ‘I’m putting it in Gobstoppers,’ I said. ‘The Gobstopper jar is never behind 
the counter.’ ‘I’ve got a penny,’ Thwaites said, ‘so I’ll ask for one Sherbet Sucker 
and one Bootlace. And while she turns away to get them, you slip the mouse in 
quickly with the Gobstoppers.’ Thus everything was arranged. We were strutting 
a little as we entered the shop. We were the victors now and Mrs Pratchett was 
the victim. She stood behind the counter, and her small malignant pig-eyes 
watched us suspiciously as we came forward. ‘One Sherbet Sucker, please,’ 
Thwaites said to her, holding out his penny. I kept to the rear of the group, and 
when I saw Mrs Pratchett turn her head away for a couple of seconds to fish a 
Sherbet Sucker out of the box, I lifted the heavy glass lid of the Gobstopper 
jar and dropped the mouse in. Then I replaced the lid as silently as possible. My 
heart was thumping like mad and my hands had gone all sweaty. ‘And one 
Bootlace, please,’ I heard Thwaites saying. When I turned round, I saw Mrs 
Pratchett holding out the Bootlace in her filthy fingers.  

The flush of triumph over the dead mouse was carried forward to the next 
morning as we all met again to walk to school. ‘Let’s go in and see if it’s still in 



the jar,’ somebody said as we approached the sweet-shop. ‘Don’t, ‘Thwaites said 
firmly. ‘It’s too dangerous. Walk past as though nothing has happened.’ As we 
came level with the shop we saw a cardboard notice hanging on the door. We 
stopped and stared. We had never known the sweet-shop to be closed at this 
time in the morning, even on Sundays. ‘What’s happened?’ we asked each other. 
‘What’s going on?’ We pressed our faces against the window and looked inside. 
Mrs Pratchett was nowhere to be seen. ‘Look!’ I cried. ‘The Gobstopper jar’s 
gone! It’s not on the shelf! There’s a gap where it used to be! ‘It’s on the floor!’ 
someone said. ‘It’s smashed to bits and there’s Gobstoppers everywhere!’ 
‘There’s the mouse!’ someone shouted. We could see it all, the huge glass jar 
smashed to smithereens with the dead mouse lying in the wreckage and 
hundreds of many-coloured Gobstoppers littering the floor. ‘She got such a 
shock when she grabbed hold of the mouse that she dropped everything,’ 
somebody was saying. ‘But why didn’t she sweep it all up and open the shop?’ I 
asked. Nobody answered me. We turned away and walked towards the school. All 
of a sudden we began to feel slightly uncomfortable. There was something not 
quite right about the shop being closed. Even Thwaites was unable to offer a 
reasonable explanation. We became silent. There was a faint scent of danger in 
the air now. Each one of us had caught a whiff of it. Alarm bells were beginning 
to ring faintly in our ears. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Friday – Extract 5 

 

I inserted the front stud into one side of front of the shirt and slipped the 
shirt over my head. With the help of a mirror, I now set about pushing the top 
of the front stud through the first of the two slits in the front of the collar. It 
wouldn’t go. The slit was so small and stiff and starchy that nothing would go 
through it. I took the shirt off and put both of the front slits in my mouth and 
chewed them until they were soft. The starch didn’t taste of anything. I put the 
shirt back on again and at last I was able to get the front stud through the 
collar-slits. Around the collar but underneath the butterfly wings, I tied a black 
tie, using an ordinary tie-knot. Then came the trousers and the braces. The 
trousers were black with thin pinstriped grey lines running down them. I 
buttoned the braces on to the trousers, six buttons in all, then I put on the 
trousers and adjusted the braces to the correct length by sliding two brass 
clips up and down. I put on a brand new pair of black shoes and laced them up. 
Now for the waistcoat. This was also black and it had twelve buttons down the 
front and two little waistcoat pockets on either side, one above the other. I put 
it on and did up the buttons, starting at the top and working down. I was glad I 
didn’t have to chew each of those button-holes to get the buttons through 
them. All this was bad enough for a boy who had never before worn anything 
more elaborate than a pair of shorts and a blazer. But the jacket put the lid on 
it. It wasn’t exactly a jacket, it was a sort of tail-coat, and it was without a 
doubt the most ridiculous garment I had ever seen. Like the waistcoat, it was 
jet black and made from a heavy serge-like material. In the front it was cut 
away so that the two sides met only at one point, about halfway down the 
waistcoat. Here there was a single button and this had to be done up. From the 
button downwards, the lines of the coat separated and curved away behind the 
legs of the wearer and came together again at the backs of the knees, forming a 
pair of ‘tails’. These tails were separated by a slit and when you walked about 
they flapped against your legs. I put the thing on and did up the front button. 
Feeling like an undertaker’s apprentice in a funeral parlour, I crept downstairs. 
My sisters shrieked with laughter when I appeared. ‘He can’t go out in those!’ 
they cried. ‘He’ll be arrested by the police.’ ‘Put your hat on,’ my mother said, 
handing me a stiff wide-brimmed straw-hat with a blue and black band around it. 
I put it on and did my best to look dignified. The sisters fell all over the room 
laughing. 

 



Tuesday - Mathematics 
 
 
 
 
 

1.Colour ½ of the circle red. 

2.Colour ¼ of the circle blue. 

3.Colour ¼  of the circle yellow. 

4. How many quarters are equal to a 
half? 
 
 
 
 
1. Colour half of the circle blue. 
 
2. Colour ¼ of the circle green. 
 
3. Colour 2/8 of the circle yellow. 
 
4. How many eighths are equal to a  
quarter? 
 
5. Split your green-coloured quarter into two eighths by 
drawing a line. Now count all of the eighths. 
 
6. How many eighths are equal to ½ ? 
 



Wednesday 
 
 
 

Equivalent fractions match-up  
 

1 
5 

 

2 
10 

1 8 
8 

½ 4 
8 

1 
8 ¼ 

 

½ 5 
10 

2 
16 

3 
12 

1 
3 
 

4 
12 

1 
4 

5 
20 

 
 

 

 

 

 



Thursday 

Fraction Wall 
 

 
Fill in the fractions on the fraction wall. For example the top row is 
one whole unit, the row below contains two halves (½).   
Using the completed fraction wall to help you, identify which of 
these statements is True, and which is False: 
 
a) Two quarters is equivalent to one half T/F 
b) Four sixths is equivalent to two thirds T/F 
c) Three fifths is equal to eight tenths T/F 
d) Six twenty-fourths is equal to one quarter T/F 
e) One fifth is half of one tenth T/F 
f) One eighth is half of one quarter T/F 
g) One sixth is half of one third T/F 
h) One third is half of one sixth T/F 
i) One tenth is half of one fifth T/F 
j) One tenth is double one fifth T/F 
k) One twentieth is half of one tenth T/F 
l) Two forty-eighths are one twenty-fourth T/F 

Can you create 
some statements 

of truth for 
yourself, based 
on the fractions 
in the fraction 

wall? 



Fraction Wall - ANSWERS 

 
 
 

Fill in the fractions on the fraction wall. For example the top row is 
one whole unit, the row below contains two halves (½).   
 
Using the completed fraction wall to help you, identify which of 
these statements is True, and which is False: 
 
a) Two quarters is equivalent to one half T/F 
b) Four sixths is equivalent to two thirds T/F 
c) Three fifths is equal to eight tenths T/F 
d) Six twenty-fourths is equal to one quarter T/F 
e) One fifth is half of one tenth T/F 
f) One eighth is half of one quarter T/F 
g) One sixth is half of one third T/F 
h) One third is half of one sixth T/F 
i) One tenth is half of one fifth T/F 
j) One tenth is double one fifth T/F 
k) One twentieth is half of one tenth T/F 
l) Two forty-eighths are one twenty-fourth T/F 
 
 

 

 

Can you create 
some statements 

of truth for 
yourself, based 
on the fractions 
in the fraction 

wall? 



Friday 

Focus:  To be able to identify Equivalent 
fractions. 

 
This just means fractions that are the same as each other! 

 
Use your fraction wall to help you answer the following 
questions in your books. 
 

1) How many halves make up one whole? 
 

2) How many quarters (4ths) make up one half? 
 

3) How many sixths make up one whole? 
 

4) How many eighths make up three quarters? 
 

5) How many eighths are the same as three sixths? 
 

6) How many tenths make up one whole? 
 

7) How many eighths make up one quarter? 
 

8) How many sixths would be the same as three thirds? 
 

9) How many twentieths would be the same as five 
tenths? 

 
10) How much would three halves give you (write your 

answer in decimal format)? 


