Year 6 to 7 Transition in English
A message from Mrs Traverse
September will be here before you know it and we are very much looking forward to meeting you all. Until
then, we have put together a reading challenge to ensure you have the foundations needed to make
excellent progress at The Prescot School.
In this pack there are some suggestions for reading you might choose to undertake, with an explanation
about how this will help you as a starting point for secondary studies.
At The Prescot School we want you to enjoy English and understand the value of being a life-long reader.

Looking forward to seeing your wonderful projects,
Mrs Traverse
Head of English
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Reading for pleasure and for understanding
will support your learning throughout
secondary school. During the summer, we
invite you to take on The Prescot School
READING CHALLENGE
The choice of reading material is up to you, but here are some of our recommendations:
 Roald Dahl, as during your first unit you will study Boy and how Dahl uses the influences in his life
to create his characters (an extract from Matilda has been included to help you)
 Poetry, try taking a look at: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/ for inspiration
 We will also be studying Michael Morpurgo, so highly recommend anything by him including:
o Adolphus Tips: A heart-warming tale of courage and warmth, set against the backdrop of
the Second World War, about a cat who survives against the odds. It’s 1943, and Lily
Tregenze lives on a farm, in the idyllic seaside village of Slapton. Apart from her father being
away, and the ‘townie’ evacuees at school, her life is scarcely touched by the war. Until one
day, Lily and her family, along with 3,000 other villagers, are told to move out of their
homes – lock, stock and barrel.
o Dancing Bear: A gentle and deeply moving story of a young girl and her bear, told with great
charm by a master storyteller. High in the mountains, in a tiny village, an abandoned bear
cub is adopted by a lonely orphan child. Soon they are inseparable, beloved by the whole
village – safe, until the arrival of a glamorous film crew who need a dancing bear…
o Alone on a Wide, Wide Sea: There were dozens of us on the ship, all up on deck for the
leaving of Liverpool, gulls wheeling and crying over our heads, calling good-bye…That is all I
remember of England. When six-year-old orphan Arthur Hobhouse is shipped to Australia
after WWII he loses his sister, his country and everything he knows. Overcoming enormous
hardships with fellow orphan Marty, Arthur is finally saved by the extraordinary people he
meets and by his talent for boat-design and sailing. Now he has built a special boat for his
daughter Allie – a solo yacht designed to carry her to England in search of his long-lost
sister. Will the threads of Arthur’s life finally come together?
o We’ve included some extracts to get you started and you can always check his website:
https://www.michaelmorpurgo.com/ for more ideas.
Non-fiction. Don’t forget, reading doesn’t just mean sitting down and reading a book. You may wish to read
newspaper articles and magazines. Why not read the autobiography of a celebrity you admire? This will
help you when we start studying Boy.
Reading Challenge: How to take part…
•
•

Complete as many reading challenges as you can from the grid.
You must provide evidence for each challenge completed.

This could be:
•
•

A photo
Blog
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•
•
•
•

Diary entry
Review (online, video or written)
PPT presentation
Changing the format of the text you have read, for example, turning a novel into images or poems.

Prizes will be awarded for the best entries in September.
How many Reading Challenge activities can you complete?:
Read out loud to someone

Read in an unusual (safe!)
spot

Read a book from a library

Try out a book you don’t
like (just try it. You don’t
need to finish it!)

Read a book that has been
made into a film

Read some poetry

Read a newspaper

Read a book set in your
local area, or by a local
author

Read a book
recommended by a friend

Read a book from when
you were small

Read a play, film or TV
script

Write a piece of fan fiction

Read a book translated
from a different language

Read something set in a
different time

Read something relevant
to a subject other than
English

Read a page of a book
backwards

Read a short story

Read something by an
author under 30

Read a graphic novel

Read something that has
won an award

Matilda Extract
Matilda
Matilda is the world's most famous bookworm, no thanks to her ghastly parents. Her father thinks she's a
little scab. Her mother spends all afternoon playing bingo. And her headmistress, Miss Trunchbull? She's
the worst of all.
By the time she was three, Matilda had taught herself to read by studying newspapers and magazines that
lay around the house. At the age of four, she could read fast and well and she naturally began hankering
after books. The only book in the whole of this enlightened household was something called Easy
Cooking belonging to her mother, and when she had read this from cover to cover and had learnt all the
recipes by heart, she decided she wanted something more interesting.
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‘Daddy,’ she said, ‘do you think you could buy me a book?’
‘A book?’ he said. ‘What d’you want a flaming book for?’
‘To read, Daddy.’
‘What’s wrong with the telly, for heaven’s sake? We’ve got a lovely telly with a twelve-inch screen and now
you come asking for a book! You’re getting spoiled, my girl!’
Nearly every weekday afternoon Matilda was left alone in the house. Her brother (five years older than
her) went to school. Her father went to work and her mother went out playing bingo in a town eight miles
away. Mrs Wormwood was hooked on bingo and played it five afternoons a week. On the afternoon of the
day when her father had refused to buy her a book, Matilda set out all by herself to walk to the public
library in the village. When she arrived, she introduced herself to the librarian, Mrs Phelps. She asked if she
might sit awhile and read a book. Mrs Phelps, slightly taken aback at the arrival of such a tiny girl
unaccompanied by a parent, nevertheless told her she was very welcome.
‘Where are the children’s books please?’ Matilda asked.
‘They’re over there on those lower shelves,’ Mrs Phelps told her. ‘Would you like me to help you find a nice
one with lots of pictures in it?’
‘No, thank you,’ Matilda said. ‘I’m sure I can manage.’
From then on, every afternoon, as soon as her mother had left for bingo, Matilda would toddle down to
the library. The walk took only ten minutes and this allowed her two glorious hours sitting quietly by
herself in a cosy corner devouring one book after another. When she had read every single children’s book
in the place, she started wandering round in search of something else.
Mrs Phelps, who had been watching her with fascination for the past few weeks, now got up from her desk
and went over to her.
‘Can I help you, Matilda?’ she asked.
‘I’m wondering what to read next,’ Matilda said. ‘I’ve finished all the children’s books.’
‘You mean you’ve looked at the pictures?’
‘Yes, but I’ve read the books as well.’
Mrs Phelps looked down at Matilda from her great height and Matilda looked right back up at her.
‘I thought some were very poor,’ Matilda said, ‘But others were lovely. I liked The Secret Garden best of all.
It was full of mystery. The mystery of the room behind the closed door and the mystery of the garden
behind the big wall.’
Mrs Phelps was stunned. ‘Exactly how old are you, Matilda?’ she asked.
‘Four years and three months,’ Matilda said.
Mrs Phelps was more stunned than ever, but she had the sense not to show it. ‘What sort of a book would
you like to read next?’ she asked.
Matilda said, ‘I would like a really good one that grown-ups read. A famous one. I don’t know any names.’
Mrs Phelps looked along the shelves, taking her time. She didn’t quite know what to bring out. How, she
asked herself, does one choose a famous grown-up book for a four-year-old girl? Her first thought was to
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pick a young teenager’s romance of the kind that is written for fifteen-year-old schoolgirls, but for some
reason she found herself instinctively walking past that particular shelf.
‘Try this,’ she said at last. ‘It’s very famous and very good. If it’s too long for you, just let me know and I’ll
find something shorter and a bit easier.’
‘Great Expectations,’ Matilda read, ‘by Charles Dickens. I’d love to try it.’
I must be mad, Mrs Phelps told herself, but to Matilda she said, ‘Of course you may try it.’
Over the next few afternoons, Mrs Phelps could hardly take her eyes from the small girl sitting for hour
after hour in the big armchair at the far end of the room with the book on her lap. It was necessary to
rest it on the lap because it was too heavy for her to hold up, which meant she had to sit leaning forward in
order to read. And a strange sight it was, this tiny dark-haired person sitting there with her feet nowhere
near touching the floor, totally absorbed in the wonderful adventures of Pip and old Miss Havisham and
her cobwebbed house and by the spell of magic that Dickens the great story-teller had woven with his
words. The only movement from the reader was the lifting of the hand every now and then to turn over a
page, and Mrs Phelps always felt sad when the time came for her to cross the floor and say, ‘It’s ten to five,
Matilda.’
During the first week of Matilda’s visits, Mrs Phelps had said to her, ‘Does your mother walk you down
here every day and then take you home?’
‘My mother goes to Aylesbury every afternoon to play bingo,’ Matilda had said. ‘She doesn’t know I come
here.’
‘But that’s surely not right,’ Mrs Phelps said. ‘I think you’d better ask her.’
‘I’d rather not,’ Matilda said. ‘She doesn’t encourage reading books. Nor does my father.’
‘But what do they expect you to do every afternoon in an empty house?’
‘Just mooch around and watch the telly.’
‘I see.’
‘She doesn’t really care what I do,’ Matilda said a little sadly.
Mrs Phelps was concerned about the child’s safety on the walk through the fairly busy village High Street
and the crossing of the road, but she decided not to interfere.
Within a week, Matilda had finished Great Expectations which in that edition contained four hundred and
eleven pages. ‘I loved it,’ she said to Mrs Phelps. ‘Has Mr Dickens written any others?’
‘A great number,’ said the astounded Mrs Phelps. ‘Shall I choose you another?’
Over the next six months, under Mrs Phelps’s watchful and compassionate eye, Matilda read the following
books:
- Nicholas Nickleby by Charles Dickens
- Oliver Twist by Charles Dickens
- Jane Eyre by Charlotte Brontë
- Pride and Prejudice by Jane Austen
- Tess of the D’Urbervilles by Thomas Hardy
- Gone to Earth by Mary Webb
- Kim by Rudyard Kipling
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- The Invisible Man by H. G. Wells
- The Old Man and the Sea by Ernest Hemingway
- The Sound and the Fury by William Faulkner
- The Grapes of Wrath by John Steinbeck
- The Good Companions by J. B. Priestley
- Brighton Rock by Graham Greene
- Animal Farm by George Orwell
It was a formidable list and by now Mrs Phelps was filled with wonder and excitement, but it was probably
a good thing that she did not allow herself to be completely carried away by it all. Almost anyone else
witnessing the achievements of this small child would have been tempted to make a great fuss and shout
the news all over the village and beyond, but not so Mrs Phelps. She was someone who minded her own
business and had long since discovered it was seldom worth while to interfere with other people’s
children.
‘Mr Hemingway says a lot of things I don’t understand,’ Matilda said to her. ‘Especially about men and
women. But I loved it all the same. The way he tells it I feel I am right there on the spot watching it all
happen.’
‘A fine writer will always make you feel that,’ Mrs Phelps said. ‘And don’t worry about the bits you can’t
understand. Sit back and allow the words to wash around you, like music.’
‘I will, I will.’
‘Did you know,’ Mrs Phelps said, ‘that public libraries like this allow you to borrow books and take them
home?’
‘I didn’t know that,’ Matilda said. ‘Could I do it?’
‘Of course,’ Mrs Phelps said. ‘When you have chosen the book you want, bring it to me so I can make a
note of it and it’s yours for two weeks. You can take more than one if you wish.’
From then on, Matilda would visit the library only once a week in order to take out new books and return
the old ones. Her own small bedroom now became her reading-room and there she would sit and read
most afternoons, often with a mug of hot chocolate beside her. She was not quite tall enough to reach
things around the kitchen, but she kept a small box in the outhouse which she brought in and stood on in
order to get whatever she wanted. Mostly it was hot chocolate she made, warming the milk in a saucepan
on the stove before mixing it. Occasionally she made Bovril or Ovaltine. It was pleasant to take a hot drink
up to her room and have it beside her as she sat in her silent room reading in the empty house in the
afternoons. The books transported her into new worlds and introduced her to amazing people who lived
exciting lives. She went on olden-day sailing ships with Joseph Conrad. She went to Africa with Ernest
Hemingway and to India with Rudyard Kipling. She travelled all over the world while sitting in her little
room in an English village.

Extract of Kensuke’s Kingdom
In the story the main character and narrator, Michael, and his dog Stella, are washed up on an island in the
Pacific. The only other human being on the island is an old man who claims the island belongs to him, and
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banishes Michael to one side of the island while the old man lives on the other side. Desperate to be
rescued Michael builds a signal fire on top of a hill, planning to light it when a ship passes.
Just before the events of the extract printed below a ship (called a junk) goes past the island, but the old
man destroys Michael’s signal fire before it can be lit. Michael is furious and decides to take his revenge.
I stood there watching the junk until it was nothing but a spot on the horizon, until I could not bear to
watch any more. By this time I had already decided how best I could defy him. I was so enraged that
consequences didn’t matter to me. Not anymore. With Stella beside me I headed along the beach, stopped
at the boundary line in the sand and then, very deliberately stepped over it. As I did so, I let him know
precisely what I was doing.
“Are you watching old man?” I shouted. “Look! I’ve crossed over. I’ve crossed your silly line. And now I’m
going to swim. I don’t care what you say. I don’t care if you don’t feed me. You hear me old man?”. Then I
turned and charged down the beach into the sea. I swam furiously, until I was completely exhausted and a
long way from the shore. I trod water and thrashed the sea in my fury – making it boil and froth all around
me. “It’s my sea as much as yours”, I cried. “And I’ll swim in it when I like”.
I saw him then. He appeared suddenly at the edge of the forest. He was shouting something at me, waving
his stick. That was the moment I felt it, a searing, stinging pain in the back of my neck, then my back, and
my arms too. A large, translucent white jellyfish was floating right beside me, its tentacles groping at me. I
tried to swim away but it came after me, hunting me. I was stung again, in my foot this time. The agony
was immediate and excruciating. It permeated my entire body like one continuous electric shock. I felt my
muscles going rigid. I kicked for the shore, but I could not do it. My legs seemed paralysed, my arms too. I
was sinking, and there was nothing I could do about it. I saw the jellyfish poised for the kill above me now. I
screamed, and my mouth filled with water. I was choking. I was going to die, I was going to drown but I did
not care. I just wanted the pain to stop. Death I knew would stop it.
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This is an example of the sort of questions we will use to analyse texts.
1. In the first paragraph Michael describes himself as being ‘so enraged that consequences didn’t
matter to me’. Explain in your own words what you think he means by this.
2. Find TWO pieces of evidence from the first and second paragraphs that tell you that Michael is upset
and angry with the old man.
3. What do the following words from the second and third paragraphs mean: thrashed; translucent;
excruciating?
4. In the third paragraph Michael “thrashed the sea in my fury – making it boil and froth around all me”.
Explain in your own words what you think this description means and how it reflects Michael’s mood.
5. In the third paragraph the jellyfish attack is described in detail. Find TWO pieces of evidence that
create tension and a feeling of danger in this paragraph. Explain in your own words why they are
effective.
Fancy a Writing Task to do?
Read the extract from Kensuke’s Kingdom again. Continue the story for at least another two paragraphs,
making up the things that happen next to Michael. Do not introduce any new characters.
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