Short term Plan

	Year

9


	Objectives

Reading - Study of literary texts

13. review and develop their own reading skills, experiences and preferences, noting strengths and areas for development;

18. discuss a substantial prose text, sharing perceptions, negotiating common readings and accounting for differences of view.

Writing - Plan, draft and present

2. record, develop and evaluate ideas through writing, e. g. essays, journals;

Speaking and Listening - Speaking

2. use standard English to explain, explore or justify an idea;



	
	Starter
	Introduction
	Development
	Plenary
	Notes

	Lesson 1


	Starter activity – book covers.  Which would they choose/reject? 

Give reasons for  their answers 
	Outline Lesson objective OHT1:1

Explain that the lesson will focus on why they choose books.  The reading strategies we will be focussing on are as follows:

how we can predict as readers and how we use prior knowledge and expectations when we choose books.

Extracts of openings of a range of  texts, student sheet 1.2


	Pair work, chart reactions to the books using student sheet 1.3

Explain to the class that they will need to be prepared to justify their thinking.
	Gather class reactions on OHT

Can we categorise the openings?

(i.e. Starting with a question; dialogue; description of setting; straight into action etc)

 
	Need collection of books or copies of book covers (e.g. from Amazon web site)

Opening extracts  either  past medal winners or own selection.

 Examples included.

	Lesson 2


	Outline some reading you may have done recently.

How do you read?

Where do you read?

How do you read – Do you read for different purposes? (Students will begin to discuss which strategies they may have used recently)

(Use of Telegraph reading survey here?)
	Lesson objective OHT2:1

Reading strategies cards – card sort 2:2 teacher demonstration of the kinds of strategies used

Read extract ( e.g. Kite Rider example student sheet 2.3 or one from the shortlist)  Which reading strategies did you use? What other strategies might be useful?

Snowball responses until it moves to whole class feedback
	Using the extract , students work in pairs to answer the question:

How does this extract work as an opening?

Use of ‘openings’ student sheet 2:4.


	Can we generate success criteria which we could apply to other texts? (+ and – factors)

Gather responses.  Write onto flip chart or sugar paper.  Retain as a reference.


	Extract from Kiterider

Openings sheet

Reading strategies cards


	Lesson 3


	Who makes judgements about their reading?

Brainstorm ideas on whiteboards


	Outline lesson objective – OHT 3.1

Teacher outlines Carnegie criteria – and issues relating to how we judge books, including people  who mediate the text they see. (i.e Parents – librarian – publisher – teachers – friends)

Key questions:

Who makes the judgements?  How do they make these judgements?  


	· Divide class into groups of 3.  Label groups A,A1, B,B1, C, C1 etc.  The A groups looking at plot; Bs at characterisation; Cs at style.  

Give out resource cards relevant to the group.  Remind them that they will need to feedback their findings in the class forum in the plenary.  Remind the class of a recent class novel or short story.  Use this to focus on the question:

Are these criteria useful in order to help you make a judgement?

Are they useful?

Are there any you don’t understand?

Collate findings for feedback in the plenary
	Using OHT 3:4 (criteria discussed by the group, teacher leads feedback.

Which ones didn’t we understand as a group?

The teacher annotates difficult criteria and class brainstorm answers to these
	


OHT 1:1

You will be learning 

how to review and develop 

your own reading skills, 

experiences and preferences.
1

The Red Rock Runner

      Like a bad-tempered queue-jumper, the train rolled up against its buffers and gave a vicious jolt. Then it gave another, in the opposite direction – a jerk which travelled from one coach to the next, tipping passengers back into their seats or forward out of them. Skillets and coffee pots clattered to the floor. Above Cissy’s head, a pair of spurs scraped on the carriage roof, and a saddle slithered past the window, flailing its stirrups. But still the train did not move off.

      From end to end came the noise of men and children imitating the guard’s whistle, but another ten minutes crawled by without the train making a move, and every second the carriage became hotter and hotter.

      “I paid for first class tickets!” protested a latecomer, hopping up and down outside the carriage door in a red-faced rage.

      “All first class on thissun,” said the Negro guard and he offered the latecomer a leg-up on to the roof. “Make room. ‘nother one a-coming!” he announced cheerily, and there was a crump and an outburst of curses from over Cissy’s head. She had never in her life heard so many curses as she had heard today.

      She glanced sideways at the couple alongside her: a pasty pair, both shaped like cottage loaves whose dough was still rising as they cooked in the sweltering heat. She half expected their crusts to turn brown. When they had got in and plumped themselves down beside her, they had smelt of cinnamon and biscuits, but now they smelt more like old cheese.

      Though she had been straining her ears for the sound all morning, Cissy never did hear the cannon, pistol-shot, or whatever signal it was that set things moving. That was drowned out by the noise of the whistlers  and the groaning old people and the quarrelling children and the cries of, “….bought a first-class ticket!” The train simply gave another shuddering jerk, blew its own whistle, and set off.

Stop the Train by Geraldine McCaughrean

one

“I, one Rashid Rashid, am dead. Dead and yet alive. Well, I must be alive if I’m writing this, because dead men tell no tales and this is a tale and it’s straight up. Nothing underhand is afoot, as Herbert used to say. I know it’s silly, like other things he invented, but I feel a bit guilty about him now. He comes into the story later. The last time I left him he was in trouble, but it’s not good to give the game away so I’ll tell you about him in another chapter because I’ve got to get there first.

      I got that about being dead and yet alive from a book which I found in the library of this jail. I’m in jail, right? Inside. Away. Locked up. A cheater and a porridge-eater. But before you get excited, let me tell you I’m not a criminal. I’m not even accused of nothing except being foreign and I’m waiting for my case to come up and they’ll deport me. Maybe. To where? They don’t know and I don’t know and that’s their problem till they do it and then it becomes my problem, because I’ll maybe land up in a place which I don’t know, and they may not have any Social or Sally Army or nothing, so I’ll just have to tough up and see what goes down. 

      I told Kristina that I’ve got no people, no mum and dad, and she knew I was lying.

      I’m fourteen years old and I’m writing this down to pass the time. Kristina says maybe she can sell it for me and I can have the dosh.

      There’s not much to do here. Most of the geezers don’t even understand English. They’re all Romanian and Afghan and Kurdish and they probably can’t understand a word on the telly because they switch on the comedy shows, right, and just sit and stare at them. They don’t laugh. They laugh at the ads and wait for football.

      They’re sad in here. Like some of them reckon they are Mafia, but if they were, then their mates would have come and got them out. Stands to reason. But they’re still rotting in here, lining up in the corridors for the toilet in the morning and coughing to show they’re in there because all the bolts are bust. So the Mafia theory is zapped, but still I stay away from those guys. One never knows.

Run by Farrukh Dhondy

1

The sound came again, cutting through the night: a sharp, metallic tap that carried even to the first floor where Sam lay sleeping. Ella stood over him and listened for it again but all she heard was rain spattering against the window. There was a storm coming – a fine start to the summer holidays – but that wasn’t the problem.

     The problem was being alone in the house at ten o’clock at night looking after Sam. She wished now that Fin hadn’t slipped out to see Billy but it was her own fault: she’d insisted he go, telling him Mum and Dad would never know as long as he was back before they returned from the pub. 

     But that could be ages. Billy’s parents had gone with them, which meant Mum and Mrs Meade would be yakking non-stop and Mr Meade would be trying to talk Dad into buying a new car from his showroom or joining the Save-the-Lighthouse project. They wouldn’t leave the pub before eleven and Fin would take his time, especially as she’d promised him she was all right.

     But she wasn’t all right. She was terrified.

     The sound came again, downstairs. She crept to the door. At least she hadn’t undressed for bed. She’d been thinking of it but she was still in the jeans, T-shirt and trainers she’d slopped around in all day, and now she was glad of it. It made her feel less vulnerable – though only a little.

     She glanced at Sam. He looked so peaceful as he slept. She didn’t remember sleeping like that when she was three and now, at thirteen, she hardly slept at all. She was scared of the dark, scared of the noises she heard in this ancient house, and now, after Mr Fenner’s lecture in assembly about the need to be vigilant with strangers, she was even scared someone was stalking her round the village, though she knew that must be ridiculous.

     Tap! The sound came again. She knew she ought to go down and investigate. Fin would. E might be small for fifteen but he’d go straight down and look the thing in the face. She made herself walk to the head of the stairs. Below her, the hall stretched away in eerie stillness. 

Storm Catchers by Tim Bowler

Part One

1 The Coram Man

“Oi! Meshak! Wake up, you lazy dolt!” The sound of the rough voice set the dogs barking. “Can’t you see one of the panniers is slipping on that mule there! Not that one, you nincompoop,” as the boy leapt guiltily from the wagon and darted in an agitated way among the overloaded animals, “that one – there – fifth one back! Yes. Fool of a boy. Why was I so cursed with a son like you? I don’t have to have eyes in the back of my head to know that one of the mules had his load slipping. What goes on inside that addled brain of yours?”

      A man and his boy were coming out of the forest with a wagon and a train of six mules. They were heading for the ferry at Framilodes Passage, which would take them across the River Severn and on to the city of Gloucester.

      “Why I don’t ditch you is more than I can say. Thank your lucky stars that blood is thicker than water. Tighten him up properly. Don’t want no hold ups now. We can just catch the ferry before nightfall if we hurry!”

      Otis Gardiner, pots man, Jack-of-all-trades and smooth-tongued entrepreneur, ranted non-stop. It was a side of Otis that not everyone saw; he could be so attractive, so charming, so sweetly spoken. A young man still, he had wide, appealing brown eyes and shoulder-length red-brown hair drawn back to show off his broad, handsome brow. He could barter the hind leg off a donkey – especially if the donkey was a lady. By flirting with the wives, bantering with the gentleman, demonstrating magic tricks to little children, he could persuade a customer to part with twice as much money as they should, all the while making them think they had themselves a bargain. 

      Meshak tightened the straps round the mule’s belly. He ignored the faint kitten-like wails which came from the sacks and tried not to look at the sneering face of the man he called his father. From his driving seat otis peered round the covered wagon and flicked his whip at him. Jester, the brown scraggy lurcher, shadowed Meshak among the mules as the boy tried to compensate for his negligence by meticulously checking all the panniers. The other dogs, tied to the wagon by bits of string, barked their heads off and leapt and twisted in a frenzied bid to pull free. They didn’t calm down till Meshak and Jester were back on the wagon.

Coram Boy by Jamila Gavin

1

      Life’s like football.

      Being in the right place at the right time. That can make you a hero. Score a goal, you win. Save a goal, you survive.

      The Game of Life.

      But, if you’re in the wrong place at the wrong time….Bad luck, you miss out.

      Death or Glory.

      Coach says I’m a natural goalscorer, born with quick feet and brain. And he should know. He was once captain of the national team – football in summer, ice hockey in winter. A real all-rounder and National Hero.

      Now he trains our Dinamo Kiev club.

      In another time and place I could have been a star; maybe gone on to play for my country. Just think of that! I might have travelled abroad, been cheered on by thousands of fans, earned enough to look after Mum and Dad, and my three sisters.

      Not now. This is wartime. No time for games.

      My home town is Kiev, capital of the Ukraine. If you look it up on the map, you’ll see that we’re on the route from Berlin to Moscow. So we stood in the way of the German army’s march on the Soviet capital.

      Now we’re occupied by German troops, under the Nazi jackboot.

      That’s what I mean by being in the wrong place at the wrong time. If I’d been born in Timbuktu or Washington, I’d be safe. Mind you, I might not have played football…

      It was football that put me in jail. More than that: it got me sentenced to death!

      So here I sit on my wooden bunk, writing down my story. I hope I finish it before they lead me out to the city square. Hangman’s Square we call it now.

      The Gestapo like an audience, like the public to witness what they do to those who defy them. There’s nothing better than stringing up young boys, watching them cry, kick, and squirm till their necks snap, and they swing slowly to and fro, to and fro, like willow branches in the breeze.

      Swine. Heartless swine! We hate them as much as they hate us.

      How can the nation that gave the world Mozart and Beethoven be so brutal, so inhuman, so cruel?

      I’m sitting in my cell because there’s barely room to stand, let alone walk. Four paces from cell door to far wall. I pace them out: four steps forward, four steps back. I stretch out my arms and touch the ceiling and opposite wall. 

      It’s more like a stone coffin than a prison cell.

The Match of Death by James Riordan

Chapter 1

LAGOS, NIGERIA

Survivors

Sade is slipping her English book into her schoolbag when Mama screams. Two sharp cracks splinter the air. She hears her father’s fierce cry, rising, falling.

“No! No!”

The revving of a car and skidding of tyres smother his voice.

Her bag topples from the bed, spilling books, pen and pencil to the floor. She races to the verandah, pushing past Femi in the doorway. His body is wooden with fright.

“Mama mi?” she whispers.

Papa is kneeling in the driveway, Mama partly curled up against him. One bare leg stretches out in front of her. His strong hands grip her, trying to halt the growing scarlet monster. But it has already spread down her bright white nurse’s uniform. It stains the earth around them.

A few seconds, that is all. Later, it will always seem much longer.

A small gathering began to swell the house, tense and hushed. Sade stared numbly out of the sitting-room window to where Joseph stood nervously on guard. At each new bang, rattle or hoot, he peered anxiously through the crack between the metal gates. His head moved painfully forwards and backwards like that of an old tortoise. His fingers floundered and fumbled each time he had to wrench back the bolt. He had been a witness. One second he had been casually pushing back one of the gates so his master could drive off to work. The next second, his madame lay slumped on the ground and a white car was screeching away through the wide avenue of palm trees.

The Other Side of Truth, by Beverley Naidoo
Student sheet 1:3

	Name of text
	Genre prediction.

(Note three clues which made you think this)
	Interest rating for you as a reader

(green – yes, I’d like to read this

amber/yellow – maybe if there was nothing else

red – no thank you!)
	Story prediction/outcome
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OHT 2:1/OHT 3:1

You will be continuing to explore 

how to review and develop 

your own reading skills, 

experiences and preferences.

You will also be learning how to 

negotiate common readings 

and account for 

differences of view.
Reading strategies cards 2:2 

Reading Strategies: things we do in our heads as we read

	using prior knowledge
	drawing on what I already know about the topic, theme



	monitoring my understanding
	knowing when I don’t understand, re-reading to confirm



	re-reading
	particularly when I don’t understand



	questioning
	to clarify what puzzles me: why does X do that? What does Y mean? What does Z signify? 



	summarising
	being able to explain what’s happened so far; key facts to remember



	predicting
	Where is this going? What do I think will happen next?



	visualising
	Can I picture what is going on?



	seeing patterns


	seeing links between different parts of the text e.g. noticing repetition of words, phrases, motifs.




	filling gaps & reading between the lines
	Can I work out what this character is like from what they say and do? What is the writer getting at here?



	relating the text to previous reading/viewing


	making links between this text and other things I’ve read or seen?

	relating the text to personal experiences


	Does this remind me of anything I’ve done?



	empathising
	feeling emotionally involved: I know how X feels



	processing vocabulary
	Can I work out what this word means here? Can I wait and come back to the word later?



	evaluating
	making judgements e.g. on the plot, characters, use of language, layout (e.g. this layout is confusing)



	skimming
	to gain an overall impression – useful before you read closely



	scanning
	looking for specific information e.g. a key word, a date, the name of a place or person




Student sheet 2.3

The Kite Rider by Geraldine McCaughrean

Chapter 1 – Testing the winds

Gou Haoyou knew that his father’s spirit lived among the clouds.  For he had seen him go up their with a soul, and come down again without one.

It happened down at the harbour, the day the Chabi put to sea.  When she set sail, Haoyou’s father, Gou Pei, would be among her crew and gone for months on end.  So Haoyou went with him, down to the docks, to make the most of him on this, their last day together.  “When I get home this time, “ said Pei, “ we must see about you becoming an apprentice seaman.”

Haoyou quickened with fear and pride at the thought of stepping out of childhood and into his father’s saltwater world. 

For the first time ever, Pei took him aboard – showed him where the anchor was lodged, where the sailors slept, how the ship was steered, where the cargo would be stowed.  And the biggest excitement of all was still to come: soon, the Chabi’s captain would be ‘testing the wind’, checking the omens for a prosperous voyage.  

Further along the harbour wall, a great commotion started up, as a ship, newly arrived from the South, disembarked its passengers: a travelling circus.  For the first time in his life, Haoyou saw elephants, ponderously picking their way across the gangplank while tumblers somersaulted off the ship’s rail and onto the dockside.  There were acrobats jade-green, close-fitting costumes, twirling banners of green and red, and jugglers and stilt-walkers, and a man laden from head to foot with noisy bird cages.  There were horses, too, ridden ashore across the sagging gangplank as recklessly as if it were a pack bridge, by Tartar horsemen in sky-blue shirts.

“Ragamuffin beggars,” grunted Haoyou’s father – which made Haoyou laugh, since the gorgeous circus people finding his father’s tattered, rice-straw jacket, would probably have fed it to one of their elephants.  The Gou family was not exactly the cream of elegant Dagu society.  Still, he sensed that he should not ask to see the circus perform: circus people were obviously respectable – especially when they included Tartars.  

The ship on which his father Pei was about to set sail had a Tartar name now.  Last season she had had a perfectly good Chinese name, but in an effort to curry favour with the conquering barbarians, the captain had renamed after the Khan’s favourite wife: Chabi.  Pei muttered gloomily about it.  Her hull had been re-timbered, a new layer of wood hammered on over the old, so that she was beamier than the year before.  “It looks as if the Khan’s wife has been eating too many cakes,” said Pei.  He laughed and put a loving arm round Haoyou’s shoulders.  

“Impertinent dog,” said a voice close behind them, and the Chabi’s First Mate took hold of Pei by his jacket and pushed him over the edge of an open hatchway.  

It was not great way to fall, but Pei landed awkwardly, his leg twisted under him, and lay gasping on top of the sacks of rice which were the ship’s provisions.  Haoyou went to the hatchway and lowered one leg over its edge, going to the help of his father.  But the First Mate took hold of him by the collar, wrestled him along the gangplank, and threw him off the ship.  

Haoyou wondered whether to run home and tell his mother, or stay and see what happened.  His father injured on the eve of a voyage?  It was not good, not lucky.  Lucky for Haoyou (who hated his father going away for months on a voyage), but not for the family dependent on his sailor’s wages.

Haoyou decided his mother should know, and turned to run.  But he found his way barred by the corpulent bellies of the merchants mustering on the dockside.  Word had gone out that the Chabi was testing the wind this morning, and it seemed as if every merchant in Dagu had hurried down to judge the omens for themselves.  The prosperity of the whole voyage depended on how the ‘wind-tester’ behaved.  Only if it flew well would they entrust their cargoes to the Chabi.  If it flew badly, they would use some rival ship.

	Openings

	Character

What characters are introduced?

What do you learn about the characters?


	
	Viewpoints

Who is telling the story?  Through whose eyes is the story told?

· First person narrator

· Third person narrator as on-looker

· Third person narrator through on character’s eyes

	Setting and mood

Where does the opening take place?

What is the mood of the opening?

· Images, sounds, moods, feelings
	
	Themes and ideas

Can you tell what theme the story might deal with?

· Family relationships; friendships; cruelty; discovery; loneliness; growing up; love etc

	Category of opening lines

· Description of setting; description of character; use of a question; use of dialogue etc
	
	Plot

What do you think will happen next?




Student sheet 2:4

	The CILIP Carnegie Medal is awarded annually for an outstanding book for children and young people.

	Criteria
The book that wins the Carnegie Medal should be a book of outstanding literary quality. The whole work should provide pleasure, not merely from the surface enjoyment of a good read, but also the deeper subconscious satisfaction of having gone through a vicarious, but at the time of reading, a real experience that is retained afterwards. 

All criteria will not necessarily be relevant to every title nominated. Where appropriate, consider and assess the following: 

	The plot: 

Is it well-constructed? 

Does the author appear in control of the plot, making definite and positive decisions about the direction events take and the conclusions they reach? 

Do events happen, not necessarily logically, but acceptably within the limits set by the theme? 

Is the final resolution of the plot credible in relation to the rest of the book? 




	The CILIP Carnegie Medal is awarded annually for an outstanding book for children and young people.

	Criteria
The book that wins the Carnegie Medal should be a book of outstanding literary quality. The whole work should provide pleasure, not merely from the surface enjoyment of a good read, but also the deeper subconscious satisfaction of having gone through a vicarious, but at the time of reading, a real experience that is retained afterwards. 

All criteria will not necessarily be relevant to every title nominated. Where appropriate, consider and assess the following: 

	Characterisation: 
Are the characters believable and convincing? 

Are they well-rounded, and do they develop during the course of the book?

Do they interact with each other convincingly? 

Are the characters' behaviour and patterns of speech consistent with their known background and environment?

Do they act consistently in character throughout the book? 

How effectively are the characters revealed through narration, dialogue, action, inner dialogue and through the thoughts, reactions and responses of others? 




	The CILIP Carnegie Medal is awarded annually for an outstanding book for children and young people.

	Criteria
The book that wins the Carnegie Medal should be a book of outstanding literary quality. The whole work should provide pleasure, not merely from the surface enjoyment of a good read, but also the deeper subconscious satisfaction of having gone through a vicarious, but at the time of reading, a real experience that is retained afterwards. 

All criteria will not necessarily be relevant to every title nominated. Where appropriate, consider and assess the following: 



	Style: 
Is the style or styles appropriate to the subject and theme?

How successfully has the author created mood, and how appropriate is it to the theme? 

Do dialogue and narrative work effectively together? 

How effective is the author's use of literary techniques and conventions? 

How effective is the author's use of language in conveying setting, atmosphere, characters, action etc.? 

Where rhyme or rhythm are used, is their use accomplished and imaginative?

Where factual information is presented, is this accurate and clear?




Student discussion cards 3:2/OHT3:4
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