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Look closely at the front cover and, the title page. Where do- you think the, book is
set?

Wheo do youw think the PaperBag, Prince 18? Is that his real, name? How did he gets
his name?

Whol&thi&per\som?

What does he do?

Where is he?

Has he beerv here before? Explain how youw knous.

’PAPERBAG |
¢ PRINCE

- Colin Thompson




TG&Z.RMQMMH\&MMWU ' between Facts and

We will begin to read our class text “The Paper Bag, Prince’. The focus for the
next two- tasks s fack and, opinion

Out past the edge of a big untidy town was a
beautiful green valley. Hidden behind its tall
trees were bright flowers and bushes full of
birds. In the middle of this lovely place, the
people of the town dumped their rubbish.
Every day lorries went down to the end of the
narrow lane and tipped out the city’s leftovers.
There should have been a pretty village in the
valley but instead there was a terrible mess.
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N ew rubbish was thrown on top of old

rubbish. At the bottom of the pile, dark green
moss clung to the seats of cars that had almost
vanished into the earth. Between the old cars

there were wildflowers growing, and trees had
begun to live in the oldest corners of the dump.
Nature never gave up. Wherever there was a
tiny gap something green managed to survive.

Read page |. Tick (v) one box for eachs statement, to- showr whether i s as fact or
.

Fact Opinior

The valley was beautifuls
The valley was green.
The town was big.
The town was untidiy.
The councils dumped, its waste irv the, countryside.
The council; did not care about the countryside.
The people of the city produced a lob of rubbishu

oy wene because
e e ﬁdﬁﬁm their Lefy @gmwwemw day

‘Nature neser gave up.” Based on the information onv page 2, decide whether this
statement is o fact or opinion. Explain.
I think this & because




Task 3. Give inion and i ing linked to- the text.

Conbirwe to- read the ne»d‘z(j:ew passag,e&(ﬁmm‘The Paper\Bag/ Prince .

Animals lived there too, not just mice and
insects but larger creatures like cats and weasels
and foxes. For them it was a wonderful place,
safe from the attentions of Man. The twisted,
torn bodies of refrigerators, pressing into the
flattened frames of old beds, made a hundred
little corridors and highways. Under an old
clock lazy dormice slept. Inside a television a
family of sparrows made their home. There
was life everywhere. Even in a tiny puddle in
a worn-out shoe there were mosquito larvace
watching for summer.

Humans didn’t like to be near the rubbish. For
them it was a dangerous place, with rusty metal
and broken glass and rotting things that smelt of
disease. In a back corner there was the Poison

Pool where large metal drums leaked into a
brown pond and nothing, not even the smallest
plant, could live. The animals were cleverer than
Man. They kept away from the Poison Pool and
thrived in their man-made environment.
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B y the entrance to the dump was a

tumble- down railway carriage. Once it had been
bright and new with red velvet seats and brass
lights, and had run through the countryside
behind a shiny steam engine. Then the line had
closed down and all the carriages were taken
away on long low lorries.

Some had gone to cricket fields where they

were painted white and fitted with tea machines.
Others had gone to the seaside for people to stay
in on their holidays, but this carriage had come
to the council rubbish dump and now it sat in the
grass on piles of broken bricks.
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Task L. Conhnu&foreadﬂwsfom(yand:an&mwmpnehms&omquesﬁon&.
Contirwe to- read the shared text belows

Evcry morning, before the first lorry arrived at
the dump, the Paperbag Prince cycled slowly up
the lane, unlocked the gate and went into the
shed. He was an old man in old clothes and

he moved slowly and quietly. No one knew
what his real name was. A lorry driver had
called him the Paperbag Prince one day

and now everyone did.

A few minutes after the old man went into his
shed, smoke began to trickle from the tin
chimney. Out of the rubbish, animals began to
appear. There were blackbirds and a crowd of
chattery sparrows, and some mornings a shy fox.
Now and then a small dog, and even a brown
rat, emerged from the ugly jungle.

06 hen the stove was alight, the old man came

back out and sat down on a chair by the door.
Out of a paperbag he brought food. The cats
came straight over and rubbed round his legs.
The birds hopped onto the back of his chair,
where they could keep an eye on the cats. The
fox crept up, crawling flat on the ground like a
sheep-dog. The dog, which didn't come often,
was the most nervous of all and kept well back.

“Come on, Princess,” the old man said softly. The
dog put her head on one side and stayed where
she was. She was very thin, and when he threw
her food she ate it as if she hadn't eaten for days,
but no matter how he tried, she would never

come any closer.

By the time the lorries began to arrive, the
animals had vanished back into the rubbish.




Answer the, guestions.
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2. Looks abs the, paragraphy beginning: When the stove was alight...

List two ways the PaperBag, Prince makes himself ot home b, the, dumg.
.
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3. What could, be the reasorv the dog doesnt come close to- the Paperbag Prince
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Task 5. Take a closer look ab words in context.

All day long lorries came, tipping black bags
and broken bits of houses into untidy piles.
Seagulls gathered to fight and flap over

the mountains of new bags.

The old man poked through everything. He
collected wood for his stove and old clothes to
wear. He smoothed out old paperbags and piled
them up inside wardrobes. Next to his shed there

were twelve wardrobes all jammed tight with
thousands of paperbags. That was how he got
his name.

People seemed to throw stuff away for no reason
at all. His carriage was full of last year's radios and
beautiful coloured bottles. He had eighty-seven
odd shoes, fourteen video recorders, and nineteen
television sets, but he had no electricity nor

any wish for it

. How has the word mountains beery used irv this sentence?

Continue orv reading on the next; page.



Om- day the lorries stopped coming,

The | aperbag Prince sat on his seat in the summer

sunshine. A skylark was singing high in the air
above him and along the lane it was silent.
There was no thundery rumble of he avy lorries

approaching. There was nothing, just the skylark.
It was wonderful.

“Peorh- i’ : " :
Perhaps it's a holiday,” he said o no one in
particular, but it wasn't. He leaned back i in his

chair with his face tipped up towards the warm
sun, and was soon fast asleep

2. Whabdowwmmmbgznomwpw‘t{adaﬂ
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A( lunchtime someone shook him awake.

“Hello,” said a young lady.

“What? Eh?" said the man, coming back to
life, “Who are you?"

“I'm Sarah. I'm from the council.”
“Where are the lorries?” asked the old man.

“That's why I'm here,” said Sarah. She spoke loudly
and slowly as if the old man was an idiot.

“There’s no need to shout. I'm not an idiot.”

“Of course you're not,” Sarah shouted.
“The rubbish dump’s been closed. We're
going to burn all the rubbish in a

new machine.”

At last, thought the old man and said,
“What about this place?”

“It’'s yours again,” said Sarah, handing him
some papers. “The council don't
need it any more. You can have it back.”




