Use the description from the extroct below to drow a picture .of Tom.
On yowur picture, label the features you retrieved from the text. Lnclude
as much detail .as you can.

"Smells like rain," said Tom, leaning out of the front window. "You got boots?"
Willie shook his head. "No, mister."

"Best put yer mackintosh on, anyways."

The three of them trooped out into the hallway. Willie stared at the ladder.
"That's your room up there. Sort of attic."

"Mine?" He didn't understand. Did Mr. Oakley mean he was going to have a room to himself? Tom nodded.
Sammy leaped up excitedly.

"Hang on a minute, Sam. We's jes' goin'.
Tom looked at Willie's mac on the way out and noticed how thin it was.

They walked down the pathway and out the gate, Sammy leading, Tom striding after him and Willie
running to keep up with them. It was late afternoon now. The sun hung in a fiery ball above the trees. A
mild breeze shook the leaves and a few dark clouds scudded across the sky. Sammy ran backwards and
forwards barking ecstatically.

"That dog's half mad," Tom said to Willie, but found that he was talking to the air, for Willie was several
yards behind, still trying to keep up, his cheeks flushed with the effort.

"You're a quiet 'un. Why didn't you tell me I was goin' too fast?" But Willie could not answer and only
gasped incoherently.

Tom slowed down and Willie walked beside him. He stared up at the gruff old man who was so kind to
him. It was all very bewildering. He looked down at Tom's heavy brown ankle boots, his thick navy
overcoat and the green corduroy cap with the tufts of white hair sticking out at either side. A small empty
haversack dangled over his shoulder.

"Mister," he panted. "Mister!" Tom looked down. "Can I carry your bag, mister?"
Tom mumbled something to himself and handed it to him. Willie hung on to it tightly with both hands.

The narrow road sloped gently upwards. Willie could just make out, in all the speed of their walking, the
wild hedgerows flashing in low green lines beside him. It felt very unreal, like a muddled dream. When
they reached the top of the hill Willie saw a row of small thatched cottages standing on either side of the
road ahead. He tugged at Tom's sleeve.

"Mister," he gasped, "they got straw roofs." "That's thatch," said Tom.

"Wot's . . ." But he bit his lip and kept silent.

Tom glanced down. "I got some pictures of them at home. We'll have a look at them tonight."

Challenge: If you finish, you could read the whole of chapter 2, which is called
‘Reading GNMT Chapter 2 Text in Day 2 .on the website.



