This cal must learn to fight

Guided Reading, week commencing 25" January 2021

Task 3, Wednesday.

TASK 3: Guided reading — Varjak Paw Chapter 9

L/O: Use of imagery and figurative language What |
think

My
teacher
thinks

| can remember to:

Find words that create a mood.

O

Describe how words can create an image.

O

Write full sentence answers in response to questions.

O

0000

Punctuate sentences correctly.

O

Read the text again, quietly to yourself. Focus on the way in which the female cat talks to Varjak, and the words

that she uses.

1) What is her attitude towards Varjak in the first two pages? What does she say to support your ideas?

2) How does her attitude change in the second two pages? What does she say to support your ideas

3) How does her attitude again change in the final two pages? What does she say to support your ideas?

Some examples of what the cat says have been highlighted in the text for you.

Chapter Nine

It was dark as midnight in the
" hut. It felt close and damp,
JIl' - but at least inside was drier
i/l than Outside. Varjak was safe
| at last. He relaxed. And then
I lalow growl ripped the air.

/| [

i The door slammed shut
| behind him.

[‘Don’t move a muscle,’]
said a gravelly voice. You're
surrounded.’

Varjak’s claws slid out,
ready to fight. ‘Put those
claws away,’ commanded the

' voice.

A Varjak opened his €yes
wide. It was another cat! She
had spiky black-and-white fur
and mustard-coloured €yes:
She looked about the same

i ius, but
age as him; younger than JaS"“"C“] l:)’f](‘l‘]l:‘“ ko
harder, as if she’d seen too muc
alr‘f?fz not looking for a fight,’ s.he said, ‘but if ym{
don't put the claws away, I'll rip you to shr eds.
Something in her gravelly voice left Varjak in no
doubt that she meant it. i

‘I'm not looking for a fight either,” he said, a‘nd
put away his claws. The rain thudded on the roof of
the hut like a nervous heartbeat.

‘OK,’ she said. ‘This is my hut, my shelter.
Everyone knows that. What are you doing here?’

Varjak glanced at the door. ‘It’s raining.’

‘And?’

‘And this was the only shelter I could find.’

[ ‘Can’t you see it’s taken?’]she growled.

‘Isn’t it big enough for both of us?’

‘There’s only room for one.’

That certainly wasn’t true, but Varjak didn’t think
she’d appreciate him saying it. He stared silently at
the soggy timber floor. A puddle had already formed
around him. He couldn’t face going out again.
Besides, she was the only cat he’d met since leaving
home. She was nothing like a Mesopotamian Blue,
but she wasn't like the Gentleman’s cats either.
There was nothing strange or scary about her —
though you wouldn’t want her for an enemy.

Varjak tried to smile through the dark at her.







