Thursday 27" May

LO: Comprehension

Out at Sea

here’s nothing quite like paying a lot of money to  The old love of the sea swells in Jamie’s chest. He
feel really sick. Jamie is finally riding on a real watches the sailors unfurling the topgallant sails far
sailing frigate, and he’s never felt so ill in his life. above him. He sees the prow cut boldly through the
“You know why they call feeling really sick nausea,  green water. Jamie plants his feet firmly against the
don‘t you?” Aleksander moans. “Naus means ship in rolling of the deck and smiles. The sea may make

Greek. It's the sea that makes you sick.” landlubbers sick, but not Jamie. Jamie is a sailor.
It does, it does! None of them have ever felt so ill in

their lives—especially when they remember what
they've paid for it. The sailors mock them privately, as
sailors have always laughed at landlubbers. It is the
worst birthday present ever.

“What about the romance of the sea?” asks
Aleksander. His face is an unhappy shade of green.

“| was wrong!” Jamie cries. “| hate the sea!”

Yet Jamie doesn’t feel quite so ill when he climbs up
on deck in the morning. A quiet little zephyr tousles
his hair and catches in the sails, pushing the ship along.

Out at Sea

here’s nothing quite like paying a lot of money to
feel really sick. Jamie is finally riding on a real
sailing frigate, and he’s never felt so ill in his life.

"You know why they call feeling really sick nausea,
don’t you?” Aleksander moans. “Naus means ship in
Greek. It's the sea that makes you sick.”

It does, it does! None of them have ever felt so ill in
their lives—especially when they remember what
they've paid for it. The sailors mock them privately, as
sailors have always laughed at landlubbers. It is the
worst birthday present ever.

“What about the romance of the sea?” asks
Aleksander. His face is an unhappy shade of green.

“| was wrong!” Jamie cries. “| hate the sea!”

Yet Jamie doesn’t feel quite so ill when he climbs up

on deck in the morning. A quiet little zephyr tousles
his hair and catches in the sails, pushing the ship along.

The old love of the sea swells in Jamie’s chest. He
watches the sailors unfurling the topgallant sails far
above him. He sees the prow cut boldly through the

green water. Jamie plants his feet firmly against the
rolling of the deck and smiles. The sea may make

landlubbers sick, but not Jamie. Jamie is a sailor.
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