Thursday 4™ June 2020

WALT: The Wind in the Willows - Prediction

This is a children's literary classic. Set along the river bank, it recounts the humorous
adventures of Toad, who relies on his helpful friends Mole, Ratty and Badger to keep him
safe from a series of disasters that he seems to bring upon himself. Toad is adventurous
and mischievous, Mole is cautious and shy, Rat is confident and popular and Badger is
grumpy but kind-hearted.

1) Read Mole in the Wild Wood extract

2) Discuss whether Mole will be OK. What can Mole hear in the wood? Is there actually
something there or is he just scaring himself?

3) Continue the story using a similar style of writing to describe what you think will
happen next.



Mole longs to meet Badger but Ratty says that Badger does not like people calling on him and he will
turn up soon. Mole waits for months and there is no sign of him so eventually he sets out through the
Wild Wood to find him.

There was nothing to alarm him at first
entry. Twigs crackled under his feet, logs
tripped him, funguses on stumps resembled
caricatures, and startled him for the moment
by their likeness to something familiar and
far away; but that was all fun, and exciting. It
led him on, and he penetrated to where the
light was less, and trees crouched nearer and
nearer, and holes made ugly mouths at him on
either side.

Everything was wvery stll now. The dusk
advanced on him steadily, rapidly, gathenng In
behind and before; and the light seemed to be
draining away like flood-water.

Then the faces began.

It was over his shoulder, and indistinctly, that
he first thought he saw a face; a Intle evil wedge-
shaped face, locking out at him from a hole
When he turned and confronted it, the thing
had vanished.

He quickened his pace, teling himself
cheerfully not to begin imagining things, or there
would be simply no end to it. He passed another
hole, and another, and another; and then - yes! -
no! - yes! certainly a little narrow face, with hard
eyes, had flashed up for an instant from a hole,
and was gone. He hesitated - braced himself
up for an effort and strode on. Then suddenly,
and as If it had been so all the time, every hole,
far and near, and there were hundreds of them,
seemed to possess its face, coming and going
rapidly, all fixing on him glances of malice and
hatred: all hard-eyed and evil and sharp.

If he could only get away from the holes in

the banks, he thought, there would be no more
faces. He swung off the path and plunged into
the untrodden places of the wood.

Then the whistling began.

Very faint and shrill it was, and far behind him,
when first he heard it; but somehow it made him
hurry forward. Then, still very faint and shrill it
sounded far ahead of him, and made him hesitate
and want o go back. As he halted in indecision
It broke out on either side, and seemed to be
caught up and passed on throughout the whole
length of the wood to its farthest imit. They were
up and alert and ready, evidently, whoever they
were! And he - he was alone, and unarmed, and
far from any help; and the night was closing in.

Then the pattering began.

He thought it was only falling leaves at first, so
slight and deficate was the sound of it. Then as it
grew It took a regular rhythm, and he knew it for
nothing else but the pat-pat-pat of little feet still
a very long way off. Was it in front or behind? It
seemed to be first one, and then the other, then
both. It grew and it multipbed, till from every
quarter as he listened anxiously, leaning this way
and that, it seemed to be dosing In on him, As
he stood still to hearken, a rabbit came running
hard towards him through the trees. He waited,
expecting it to slacken pace, or to swerve from
him into a different course. Instead, the animal
almost brushed him as it dashed past, his face
set and hard, his eyes staring. ‘Get out of this,
you fool, get out! the Mole heard him mutter as
he swung round a stump and disappeared down
a friendly burrow.



The pattering Increased till it sounded like
sudden hall on the dry leaf-carpet spread
around him. The whole wood seemed running
now, running hard, hunting, chasing, closing In
round something or - somebody? In panic, he
began to run too, aimlessly, he knew not whither,
He ran up against things, he fell over things and
into things, he darted under things and dodged
round things. At last he took refuge In the deep
dark hollow of an old beech tree, which offered
shelter, concealment - perhaps even safety, but
who could tell? Anyhow, he was too tired to run

any further, and could only snuggle down into
the dry leaves which had drifted into the hollow
and hope he was safe for a ime. And as he lay
there panting and trembling, and listened to the
whistlings and the patterings outside, he knew it
at last, in all its fullness, that dread thing which
other little dwellers In field and hedgerow had
encountered here, and known as thelr darkest
moment - that thing which the Rat had vainly
tried to shield him from - the Terror of the Wild
Wood!



