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How to tackle 
challenging 

reading…

Question: 
What’s your 

impression of 
the place 

described here:

Fog everywhere. Fog up the river, where it flows among 
green aits and meadows; fog down the river, where it 
rolls defiled among the tiers of shipping and the 
waterside pollutions of a great (and dirty) city. Fog on the 
Essex marshes, fog on the Kentish heights. Fog creeping 
into the cabooses of collier-brigs; fog lying out on the 
yards and hovering in the rigging of great ships; fog 
drooping on the gunwales of barges and small boats. Fog 
in the eyes and throats of ancient Greenwich pensioners, 
wheezing by the firesides of their wards; fog in the stem 
and bowl of the afternoon pipe of the wrathful skipper, 
down in his close cabin; fog cruelly pinching the toes and 
fingers of his shivering little ‘prentice boy on deck. 
Chance people on the bridges peeping over the parapets 
into a nether sky of fog, with fog all round them, as if 
they were up in a balloon and hanging in the misty 
clouds.















Fog everywhere. Fog up the river, where it flows among 
green aits and meadows; fog down the river, where it 
rolls defiled among the tiers of shipping and the 
waterside pollutions of a great (and dirty) city. Fog on the 
Essex marshes, fog on the Kentish heights. Fog creeping 
into the cabooses of collier-brigs; fog lying out on the 
yards and hovering in the rigging of great ships; fog 
drooping on the gunwales of barges and small boats. Fog 
in the eyes and throats of ancient Greenwich pensioners, 
wheezing by the firesides of their wards; fog in the stem 
and bowl of the afternoon pipe of the wrathful skipper, 
down in his close cabin; fog cruelly pinching the toes and 
fingers of his shivering little ‘prentice boy on deck. 
Chance people on the bridges peeping over the parapets 
into a nether sky of fog, with fog all round them, as if 
they were up in a balloon and hanging in the misty 
clouds.

Summary: Okay, So we know it’s foggy

Monitoring: I’ don’t know what aits is

Linking: I do know it’s talking about a 
‘river’ and a ‘meadow’

Questioning: ‘ait’ therefore must be a 
piece of nature, perhaps it’s the old way 

of saying the bank of a river?

Looking it up: It’s a small island 
of land in a river – so we were 

close!



Fog everywhere. Fog up the river, where it flows among 
green aits and meadows; fog down the river, where it 
rolls defiled among the tiers of shipping and the 
waterside pollutions of a great (and dirty) city. Fog on the 
Essex marshes, fog on the Kentish heights. Fog creeping 
into the cabooses of collier-brigs; fog lying out on the 
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Summary: The word ‘defiled’ has an ed, so 
could be a verb

Linking: I know what ‘filed’ is 
and de must be the opposite

Questioning: ‘defiled’ could 
then mean broken or ugly

Looking it up: sully, mar, or 
spoil. So w were close!
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rolls defiled among the tiers of shipping and the 
waterside pollutions of a great (and dirty) city. Fog on the 
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and bowl of the afternoon pipe of the wrathful skipper, 
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Summary: The word fog comes 
up alot

Linking: If the word is used a lot, 
then it is probably important

Questioning: Why has the writer 
spent so much time describing 

the fog

Looking at the other language, it looks 
like this wants to paint a negative 

picture of the place. 



Task:
Break down 

this text, and 
write about 

what’s 
happening?

Challenge: 
can you find a 

challenging 
article to 

read?

The room in which the boys were fed, was a large stone hall, with a 

copper [a large, heated copper pot] at one end: out of which the 

master, dressed in an apron for the purpose, and assisted by one or 

two women, ladled the gruel [a watery cereal like very thin 

oatmeal] at mealtimes. Of this festive composition each boy had 

one porringer [small bowl], and no more—except on occasions of 

great public rejoicing, when he had two ounces and a quarter of 

bread besides. The bowls never wanted washing. The boys 

polished them with their spoons till they shone again; and when 

they had performed this operation (which never took very long, 

the spoons being nearly as large as the bowls), they would sit 

staring at the copper, with such eager eyes, as if they could have 

devoured the very bricks of which it was composed; employing 

themselves, meanwhile, in sucking their fingers most assiduously 

[diligently], with the view of catching up any stray splashes of 

gruel that might have been cast thereon. Boys have generally 

excellent appetites. 
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