Mentor Texts: Roald Dahl

None of us dared to sit up in bed, but all eyes
were on the Matron now, watching to see what
she was going to do next. She always had a pair
of scissors hanging by a white tape from her
waist, and with this she began shaving thin sliv-
ers of soap into the palm of one hand. Then she

went over to where the wretched Tweedie lay
and very carefully she dropped these little
soap-flakes into his open mouth. She had a
whole handful of them and I thought she was
never going to stop. (The Matron, 31)

They were delicious, those Sherbet
Suckers. The sherbet fizzed in your
mouth, and if you know how to do
it, you could make white froth come
out of your nostrils and pretend you
were throwing a fit. (The bicycle and
the sweet-shop, 15)

My turn came at last. My mind was swimming and
my eyes had gone all blurry as I went forward

to bend over. I can remember wishing my mother
would suddenly come bursting into the room
shouting, ‘Stop! How dare you do that to my son!’

But she didn't. All I heard was Mrs Pratchett’s
dreadful high-pitched voice behind me screeching,
‘This one's the cheekiest of the bloomin’ lot,
‘Eadmaster! Make sure you let 'im ‘ave it good
and strong!" (Mrs Pratchett's revenge, 29)

The bicycle and the sweet-shop



Excerpt from Chapter 3 in Boy: Tales of Childhood by Roald Dahl

But here again, | can remember very little about the two years | attended Llandaff
Cathedral School, between the age of seven and nine. Only two moments remain clearly in
my mind. The first lasted not more than five seconds but | will never forget it.

It was my first term and | was walking home alone across the village green after
school when suddenly one of the senior twelve-year-old boys came riding full speed down
the road on his bicycle about twenty yards away from me. The road was on a hill and the
boy was going down the slope, and as he flashed by he started backpedaling very quickly
so that the free-wheeling mechanism of his bike made a loud whirring sound. At the same
time, he took his hands off the handlebars and folded them casually across his chest. |
stopped dead and stared after him. How wonderful he was! How swift and brave and
graceful in his long trousers with bicycle-clips around them and his scarlet school cap at a
jaunty angle on his head! One day, | told myself, one glorious day | will have a bike like that
and | will wear long trousers with bicycle-clips and my school cap will sit jaunty on my head
and | will go whizzing down the hill pedaling backwards with no hands on the handlebars!

| promise you that if somebody had caught me by the shoulder at that moment and
said to me, 'What is your greatest wish in life, little boy? What is your absolute ambition? To
be a doctor? A fine musician? A painter? A writer? Or the Lord Chancellor?' | would have
answered without hesitation that my only ambition, my hope, my longing was to have a
bike like that and to go whizzing down the hill with no hands on the handlebars. It would be

fabulous. It made me tremble just to think about it.



