King David High School

ENTRANCE EXAMlNATION
January 2013

" English Reading Booklet

Full Name %

Present School




In the following extract, Roald Dahl tells of his experiences on holiday in Norway. Read
the extract and answer the questions in the answer booklet.

After breakfast, we collected our bathing things and the
whole party, all ten of us, would pile into our boat.

Everyone has some sort of a boat in Norway. Nobody sits
around in front of the Rotel. Nor does anyone sit on the beach

5 because there aren’t any beaches to sit on. In the early days, i

we had only a row-boat, but a very fine one it was. It carried
all of us easily, with places for two rowers. My mother took .
one pair of oars and my fairly ancient half-brother took the |
other, and off we would go. '

Word Bank:
rowlocks - holders attached to the edge of
a boat that hold the oars in place
the sound - a long, relatively wide stretch
of water - -
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[O My mother and the half-brother (he was somewheére
around eighteen then) were expert rowers. They kept in ;
perfect time and the oars went click-click, tlick-click in their |
wooden rowlocks, and the rowers never paused once during
the long forty-minute journey. The rest of us sat in the boat

IS trailing our fingers in the clear water and lookirig for jellyfish. f

" We skimmed across the sound and went whizzing through
narrow channels with rocky islands on either side, heading as
always for a very secret tiny patch of sand on a distant island
that only we knew about. In the early days we needed a place

2o  like this where we could ‘paddle and play about because my
youngest sister was only one, the next sister was three and I
was four. The rocks and the deep water were no good to us.

Every day, for several summers, that tiny secret sand-patch
on that tiny secret island was our regular destination. We

2S5  would stay there for three or four hours, messing about in the 1
water and in the rockpools and getting extraordinarily
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In later years, when we were all a little older and could
swim, the daily routine became different. By then, my
mother had acquired a motor-boat, a small and not very
seaworthy white wooden vessel which sat far too low in the
water and was powered by an unreliable one-cylinder engine.

' The fairly ancient half-brother was the only one who could

make the engine go at all. It was extremely difficult to start,
and he always had to unscrew the sparking-plug and pour
petrol into the eylinder. Then he swung a flywheel round and
round, and with a bit of luck, after a lot of coughing and
spluttering, the thing ‘would finally get going.

" When we first acquired the motor-boat, my youngest sister
was four and I was seven, and by then all of us had learnt to
swim. The exciting new boat made it possible for us to go
much farther afield, and every day we would travel far out
into the fjord, hunting for a different island. There were

- hundreds of them to choose from. Some were very small, no

more than thirty yards long. Others were quite large; maybe
halfa mile in length. It was wonderful to have such a choice of
places, and it was terrific fun to explore each island before we

went swimming off the rocks. There were the Woodeg :
skeletons of shipwrecked boats on those islands, and big-

So white bones (were they human bones?), and wild raspberries,

and mussels clinging to the rocks, and some of the islands had
shaggy long-haired goats on them, and even sheep.
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- Word Bank:

spark of electricity

' between steep cliffs

sparking-plug - a device that creates q

fjord - a long narrow stretch of water
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Now and again, when we were out in the open water
beyond the chain of islands, the sea became very rough, and
that was when my mother enjoyed herself most: Nobody,
not even the tiny children, bothered with lifebelts in those
days. We would cling to the sides of our funny little white
motor-boat, driving through mountainous white-capped
waves and getting drenched to the skin, while my mother
calmly handled the tiller. There were times, I promise you,
when the waves were so high that as we slid down into a
trough the whole world disappeared from sight. Then up and
up the little boat would climb, standing almost vertically on
its tail, until we reached the crest of the next wave, and then it
was like being on top of a foaming mountain. It requires great
skill to handle a small boat in seas like these. The thing can
easily capsize or be swamped if the bows do not meet the great
combing breakers at just the right angle. But my mother

. knew exactly how to do it, and we were never afraid. We
loved every minute of it, all of us except for our long-suffer-

ing Nanny, who would bury her face in her hands and call
aloud upon the Lord to save her soul.

In the early evenings we nearly always went out fishing. ;
We collected mussels from the rocks for bait, then we gotinto -
- either the row-boat or the motor-boat and pushed off to drop .

anchor later in some likely spot. The water was very deep and
often we had to let out two hundred feet of line before we
touched bottom. We would sit silent and tense, waiting for a
bite, and it always amazed me how even a little nibble at the
end of that long line would be transmitted to one’s fingers. “A
bite!” someone would shout, jerking the line. “I've got him!
It’s a big one! It’s a whopper!” And then came the thrill-of
hauling in the line hand over hand and peering over the side
into the clear water to see how big the fish really was as he
neared the surface. Cod, whiting, haddock and rnaclgerel, we
caught them all and bore them back triumphantly to the hotel
kitchen where the cheery fat woman who did the cooking
promised to get them ready for our supper. ‘
I tell you, my friends, those were the days.

Woid.Bank:

| tiller - & lever used to steéraboat




