
A Bear Called Paddington: by Michael Bond 

“A bear? On Paddington station?”  Mrs. Brown looked at her husband in amazement.  “Don’t be silly, 

Henry. There can’t be!” 

Mr. Brown adjusted his glasses.  “But there is,” he insisted.  “I distinctly saw it.  Over there – near the 

bicycle rack.  It was wearing a funny kind of hat.” 

Without waiting for a reply he caught hold of his wife’s arm and pushed her through the crowd, round a 

trolley laden with chocolate and cups of tea, past a bookstall, and through a gap in a pile of suitcases 

towards the Lost Property Office. 

“There you are,” he announced triumphantly, pointing towards a dark corner, “I told you so!” 

Mrs. Brown followed the direction of his arm and dimly made out a small, furry object in the shadows.  It 

seemed to be sitting on some kind of suitcase and around its neck there was a label with some writing 

on it.  The suitcase was old and battered and on the side, in large letters, were the words WANTED ON 

VOYAGE. 

Mrs. Brown clutched at her husband.  “Why, Henry,” she exclaimed.  “I believe you were right after all.  

It is a bear!” 

She peered at it more closely.  It seemed a very unusual kind of bear.  It was brown in colour, a rather 

dirty brown, and it was wearing a most odd-looking hat, with a wide brim, just as Mr. Brown had said.  

From beneath the brim two large, round eyes, stared back at her. 

Seeing that something was expected of it the bear stood up and politely raised its hat, revealing two 

black ears.  “Good afternoon,” it said, in a small, clear voice. 

  



Sarah, Plain and Tall: by Patricia MacLachlan 

Sarah came in the spring.  She came through green grass fields that bloomed with Indian paintbrush, red 

and orange, and blue-eyed grass… 

Caleb and I did our chores without talking.  We shoveled out the stalls and laid down new hay.  We fed 

the sheep.  We swept and straightened and carried wood and water.  And then our chores were done. 

Caleb pulled on my shirt. 

“Is my face clean?” he asked.  “Can my face be too clean?”  He looked alarmed. 

“No, your face is clean but not too clean,” I said. 

Caleb slipped his hand into mine as we stood on the porch, watching the road.  He was afraid. 

“Will she be nice?” he asked.  “Like Maggie?” 

“Sarah will be nice,” I told him. 

“How far away is Maine?” he asked. 

“You know how far.  Far away, by the sea.” 

“Will Sarah bring some sea?” he asked. 

“No, you cannot bring the sea.” 

The sheep ran in the field, and far off the cows moved slowly to the pond, like turtles.   

“Will she like us?” asked Caleb very softly. 

I watched a marsh hawk wheel down behind the barn. 

He looked up at me. 

“Of course she will like us.” He answered his own question. “We are nice,” he added, making me smile. 

We waited and watched.  I rocked on the porch and Caleb rolled a marble on the wood floor.  Back and 

forth.  Back and forth.  The marble was blue. 

We saw the dust from the wagon first, rising above the road, above the heads of Jack and Old Bess.  

Caleb climbed up onto the porch roof and shaded his eyes. 

“A bonnet!” he cried.  “I see a yellow bonnet!” 

  



Harry Potter and the Philosopher’s Stone:  by J.K. Rowling 

“Potter, Harry!” 

As Harry stepped forward, whispers suddenly broke out like little hissing fires all over the hall. 

“Potter, did she say?” 

“The Harry Potter?” 

The last thing Harry saw before the hat dropped over his eyes was the hall full of people craning to get a 

good look at him.  Next second he was looking at the black inside of the hat.  He waited. 

“Hmm,” said a small voice in his ear.  “Difficult.  Very difficult.  Plenty of courage, I see.  Not a bad mind, 

either.  There’s talent, oh my goodness, yes – and a nice thirst to prove yourself, now that’s interesting… 

where shall I put you?” 

Harry gripped the edges of the stool and thought, “Not Slytherin, not Slytherin.” 

“Not Slytherin, eh?” said the small voice. “Are you sure?  You could be great, you know, it’s all here in 

your head, and Slytherin will help you on the way to greatness, no doubt about that – no?  Well, if 

you’re sure – better be GRYFFINDOR!” 

Harry heard the hat shout the last word to the whole hall.  He took off the hat and walked shakily 

towards the Gryffindor table.  He was so relieved to have been chosen and not put in Slytherin, he 

hardly noticed that he was getting the loudest cheer yet.  Percy the Prefect got up and shook his hand 

vigorously, while the Weasley twins yelled, “We got Potter! We got Potter!”   

  



Matilda:  by Roald Dahl 

 “What do you want to talk to me about, Matilda?” 

“I want to talk to you about the glass of water with the creature in it,” Matilda said.  “You saw it spilling 

all over Miss Trunchbull, didn’t you?” 

“I did indeed.” 

“Well, Miss Honey, I didn’t touch it. I never went near it.” 

“I know you didn’t,” Miss Honey said.  “You heard me telling the Headmistress that it couldn’t possibly 

have been you.” 

“Ah, but it was me, Miss Honey,” Matilda said.  “That’s exactly what I want to talk to you about.” 

Miss Honey paused and looked carefully at the child. “I don’t think I quite follow you,” she said. 

“I got so angry at being accused of something I hadn’t done that I made it happen.” 

“You made what happen, Matilda?” 

“I made the glass tip over.” 

“I still don’t quite understand what you mean,” Miss Honey said gently. 

“I did it with my eyes,” Matilda said.  “I was staring at it and wishing it to tip and then my eyes went all 

hot and funny and some sort of power came out of them and the glass just toppled over.”  

Miss Honey continued to look steadily at Matilda through her steel-rimmed spectacles and Matilda 

looked back at her just as steadily. 

“I am still not following you,” Miss Honey said.  “Do you mean you actually willed the glass to tip over?” 

“Yes,” Matilda said.  “With my eyes.” 

  



Charlotte’s Web: by E.B. White 

“I’ve got something to tell you, Edith,” he said.  “You better sit down.” 

Mrs. Zuckerman sank into a chair.  She looked pale and frightened.  

“Edith,” he said, trying to keep his voice steady, “I think you had best be told that we have a very 

unusual pig.” 

A look of complete bewilderment came over Mrs. Zuckerman’s face.  “Homer Zuckerman, what in the 

world are you talking about?” she said. 

“This is a very serious thing, Edith,” he replied.  “Our pig is completely out of the ordinary.” 

“What’s so unusual about the pig?” asked Mrs. Zuckerman, who was beginning to recover from her 

scare. 

“Well, I don’t really know yet,” said Mr. Zuckerman.  “But we have received a sign, Edith – a mysterious 

sign.  A miracle has happened on this farm.  There is a large spider’s web in the doorway of the barn 

cellar, right over the pigpen, and when Lurvy went to feed the pig this morning, he noticed the web 

because it was foggy, and you know how a spider’s web looks very distinct in a fog.  And right spang in 

the middle of the web there were the words ‘Some Pig.’ The words were woven right into the web.  

They were actually part of the web, Edith.  I know, because I have been down there and seen them.  It 

says, ‘Some Pig,’ just as clear as clear can be.  There can be no mistake about it.  A miracle has happened 

and a sign has occurred here on earth, right on our farm, and we have no ordinary pig.” 

“Well,” said Mrs. Zuckerman, “it seems to me you’re a little off.  It seems to me we have no ordinary 

spider.” 

  



Mercy Watson Goes for a Ride: by Kate DiCamillo 

The car screeched.  The car shuddered.  The car careened.  The car caromed.  And finally, the car 

stopped.  Mercy was very surprised.  Suddenly, she was not driving the car.  Suddenly, she was not even 

in the car.  Suddenly, Mercy was airborne.  Mr. Watson was wearing his seat belt.  He did not fly out of 

the car.  Baby Lincoln was wearing her seat belt.  She did not fly out of the car.  Officer Tomilello was 

safe in his police cruiser.  He did not fly out of his car.  Only Mercy flew.   

“Oh, dear,” said Baby. 

“It’s an emergency!” shouted Mr. Watson.  “Alert the fire department!” 

“Was that pig wearing a seat belt?” Officer Tomilello asked. 

“No,” he answered himself.  “That pig most certainly was not.” 

“Have laws been broken here?” asked Officer Tomilello. 

“Most certainly, most definitely, laws have been broken here.” 

Mr. Watson and Baby Lincoln and Officer Tomilello watched Mercy fly.  They watched her land. 

“Oooofff!” 

Mr. Watson got out of the car.  He ran to Mercy.  He wrapped his arms around her and held her tight.   

“My darling, my dear,” he said.  “Please tell me that you are all right.” 

“Oink?” said Mercy. 

She snuffled Mr. Watson’s neck. 

“Hooray!” said Baby.  “She is fine.” 

“Oh, thank you,” said Mr. Watson.  “Thank you, thank you, thank you.” 

He bent his head and covered the tips of Mercy’s ears with kisses. 

“You are a miracle, a prodigy, a dear,” Mr. Watson said.  “You are a porcine wonder.  But even porcine 

wonders cannot drive.  In fact, porcine wonders should never be allowed to drive.  Ever.” 

Mercy sighed.  She was glad the ride was over.  She felt a tiny bit dizzy.  And a little bit dazed.  She 

wanted, very much, to go home. 

 


