
Reading Writing 
Activity 1 

Use this link 

(https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BaN_Ps5KJKM&list=PLm9lGIu-

fnWYAD-hZLwGvOwY2DSIwsD0s&index=2) to listen to Chapter 5-10 

ONLY of our new class book (or use the extract below) – There’s a 

boy in the girl’s bathroom and answer the following questions. 

 
1. Copy two quotes from the chapter which demonstrates the 

author’s sense of humour. (Chapter 6) 
2. Copy three adverbs used in Chapter 7 (adverbs describe the 

action of the verb ie. Mrs Cashmore moved slowly towards the 
front of the classroom). 

3. Copy two contrasting short sentences. (Chapter 8) 

 
Chapter 5 

4. Apart from his parents and classmates, explain who you think 
Bradley is lying.  Why do you think this? 

5. Why do you think Jeff is being so kind to Bradley?   
6. What is the purpose of the ellipses (…) in this sentence? 

The teacher first checked to make sure he had a hall pass. Then 
she said: “The counselor’s office … let’s see. Go down this hall 
to the end, turn right, and it’s the third door on your left.” 

7. In Chapter 7 why are the words There’s a boy in the girls’ 
bathroom written in italics? 
Chapter 8 

8. “Peanubudder sanage,” said Bradley.  Why does the author 

Activity 1 
Research the author of our class book (Louis Sachar) and write a 
biography about him.  Your biography should: include a question 
or interesting opening statement to hook the reader, include key 
events of the person’s life, be written in the past tense, third 
person (he, she, it, they).  Try to vary your sentence types and 
punctuation, your closing paragraph to summarise the main 
achievements in the Louis’ life and how he will be remembered.  
See the example below. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BaN_Ps5KJKM&list=PLm9lGIu-fnWYAD-hZLwGvOwY2DSIwsD0s&index=2
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BaN_Ps5KJKM&list=PLm9lGIu-fnWYAD-hZLwGvOwY2DSIwsD0s&index=2


write in this way and what does it show you about Bradley? 

 

Remember to: 
Point: answer the basic question 
Explanation: why? 
Evidence: can you prove it? (Examples from the text). 

9. What do you think Bradley’s mother was thinking when she saw 
no ‘A Papers’ for Bradley and that he had no gold stars?  Explain 
your answer. 

10. Explain what the state of the Counsellor’s room and clothing 
suggest about what type of person she is? 

11. Tell me why you think the counsellor is so keen to meet Bradley. 
12. In Chapter 10 the line “Last seat, last row” is repeated from 

earlier in the book.  Why do you think this is? 

Activity 2 
Make a list of all the words and phrases that describe Bradley - 
his personality, the type of person he is – lies, not very nice and 
so on.  Draw a life-size poster with a red heart in the middle.  
Then write an ‘I am’ poem from Bradley’s point of view.  (See the 
‘I am’ plan and example below).   
Challenge – choose one of the other characters and write from 
their viewpoint.   

Activity 2 

In each group of words below, one word does not belong with the 

others.  Draw a line through the word that does not belong.  Then 

decide what the other three words have in common.  

 

Example:  library            bathroom             problems            office 

                  they are all rooms in a school 

1.       Table                   chairs                   desk                  session 

2.       hospital               door                    floor                   wall  

3.       paper                   crayons              scribbled                  

4.       milk                      sweet                 water                 coffee 

5.       hand                    face                      think                 head 

6.       karate                  teacher                counsellor       doctor 

7.       Mrs Ebbel           Bradley                Carla                Mr Chalkers 

8.       Mouse                 elephant             dollar               dog 

9.       Floor                    carpet                  geography     sidewalk 

 

Activity 3 
Think of a list of questions that you would ask one of the 
characters in the book.  Take on the role of the character that you 
have thought of and now answer the questions that you have 
written in role of the character. 

Challenge:  Write a journal in character which incorporates the 
answers to all of the questions you have thought of. 

Activity 4 
Make character profiles for the new characters that have been 
introduced in the chapters.  What do they look like?  What are 
their personalities like?  What kind of things do they say?  How do 
other people respond to them?  What type of friend would they 
be?  For the artistic amongst you collate all the information as a 
book, so you will need a front and back cover. 



 

Activity 3 

Creating a Picture 

Draw one of the scenes the author describes in the chapters 1-10 of 

There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom.  Then write your description of 

what you have drawn. 

Activity 4 

Here are six words from the book.  Look up the words in the 

dictionary, write the definition and then use those words in a 

sentence of your own. 

1. language 

2. criminal 

3. auditorium 

4. delicious 

5. flabbergasted 

6. appointment 
 

ICT- Websites 
Spelling Shed, Education City, Topmarks 

Home Learning 

Choice Grid 6 

Year 5 - English 

 

 

You need to select at least 

one of these activities 

daily. 



 

 



 

Spellings - Year 5 Words - Practise 

Complete the different activities for the Spelling Mat Pack 5.  Practise your kinetic handwriting on the attached 

template or in your home learning book. 



 

Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 5) 

 

 At dinner Bradley’s father asked how the meeting with Bradley’s teacher 

went. 

 

  Bradley looked down at his mashed potatoes. 

 

  “Fine,” said his mother. “Bradley is doing very well.” 

 

  “Good. Glad to hear it,” said his father. 

 

  Bradley was glad to hear it too. 

 

  Later that evening his mother came into his room. “I met Miss Davis, the 

new counsellor,” she said. “You’re going to begin seeing her tomorrow.” 

 

  “No,” said Bradley. “I won’t go!” 

 

  “Please, Bradley. Don’t be that way. She can help you if you’ll let her.” 

 

  “I don’t need any help. You said I was doing very well.” 

 

  “Did you want me to tell your father the truth? Do you want to be sent 

to military school? Maybe he’s right. I don’t know. Maybe that’s what you 

need.” 

 

  “You said I was doing very well. I heard you.” 

 

  “Please, Bradley,” said his mother. “Give Miss Davis a chance. Please.” 

 

  “You should have taken me to the zoo.” 

 

It was drizzling the next morning as Bradley walked to school. He wore red 

rubber boots and a yellow raincoat. He stamped in every puddle along the 

way, making big splashes. 

 

  He suddenly stopped when he saw Jeff standing next to the school, under 

the overhang. Bradley’s right foot remained in the centre of a puddle as he 

stared at his one and only friend. 

 

  He took a deep breath, then slowly walked toward Jeff. “He has to like me,” 

he tried to convince himself. “I gave him a dollar.” 

 

  “Hi, Bradley,” Jeff greeted him. 

 

  He didn’t answer. 

 

  “If you want, I can help you with your homework sometimes,” Jeff offered. 

“I know I’m new here, but I’m pretty smart, and we learned the same stuff at 

my old school.” He shrugged modestly. 

Bradley looked at Jeff as if he were from outer space. “I don’t need any help,” 

he said. “I’m the smartest kid in class. Ask anyone.” 

 

  They headed for Mrs. Ebbel’s room, side by side but not necessarily 

together. 

 

 



Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 6) 
 

Jeff Fishkin was hopelessly lost. He clutched his hall pass as he looked down 

the long empty corridor. The school seemed so big to him. 

 

  He was on his way to see the new counsellor. She was supposed to help him 

“adjust to his new environment.” Now he not only didn’t know how to get to 

her office, he had no idea how to get back to Mrs. Ebbel’s class either. 

 

  The floor was slippery. It had started raining during recess and the kids had 

tracked water and mud inside with them. 

 

  A teacher carrying a stack of papers stepped out of a door and Jeff hurried 

up to her. “Can you tell me where the counsellor’s office is, please?” he 

asked. His voice trembled. 

 

  The teacher first checked to make sure he had a hall pass. Then she said: 

“The counsellor’s office … let’s see. Go down this hall to the end, turn right, 

and it’s the third door on your left.” 

 

  “Thank you very much,” said Jeff. He started to go. 

 

  “No, wait,” said the teacher. “That’s not right, she’s in the new office in the 

other wing. Turn around and go back the way you just came, then turn left at 

the end of the hall and it’s the second door on your right.” 

 

  “Thank you,” Jeff said again. 

 

  He walked to the end of the hall, turned right, counted to the second door 

on his left, and pushed it open. 

 

  A girl with red hair and a freckled face was washing her hands at the sink. 

When she saw Jeff, her mouth dropped open. “What are you doing in here?” 

she asked. 

 

  “Huh?” Jeff uttered. 

   “Get out of here!” she yelled. “This is the girls’ bathroom!” 

 

  Jeff froze. He covered his face with his hands, then dashed out the door. 

 

  “THERE’S A BOY IN THE GIRLS’ BATHROOM!” the girl screamed after 

him. 

 

  He raced down the hall. Suddenly his feet slipped out from under him. 

He waved his arms wildly as he tried to keep his balance, then flopped 

down on the floor. 

 

  “Oh no, no, no, oh no, no, no,” he groaned. “What have I done? Oh, 

why didn’t I just read the sign on the door? This is the worst day of my 

whole life!” 

Suddenly he realized he was no longer holding the hall pass. He stood up 

and frantically looked around. “Don’t tell me I dropped it in the girls’ 

bathroom.” 

 

  He heard someone coming and hurried off in the opposite direction. He 

rounded the corner, then spotted what looked like some kind of storage 

room. It was cluttered with boxes.  He ducked inside and closed the door 

behind him. 

 

  “Hello,” said a voice. 

 

  He spun around. 

 

  A woman stepped down off a yellow ladder. “You must be Jeff,” she 

said. “I’m Carla Davis.” She smiled and held out her hand. “I’m so glad 

you’ve come. I was afraid you might get lost.” 



Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 7) 

 

Jeff sat at the round table. The counsellor sat across from him. 

 

  “So how do you like Red Hill School?” she asked. 

 

  He stared straight ahead. There’s a boy in the girls’ bathroom echoed inside his 

head. 

 

  “I imagine it must seem a little scary,” said the counsellor. 

 

  He didn’t answer. 

 

  “I think it’s scary,” she said. “It seems so big! Anytime I try to go anywhere, I get 

lost.” 

 

  He smiled weakly. 

 

  “It’s hard for me because I’m new here,” she explained. “Today is only my second 

day of school. I don’t know anybody. Nobody knows me. The other teachers all look 

at me strangely. It’s hard for me to make friends with them. They already have their 

own friends.” 

 

  “I know what you mean,” Jeff said. 

 

  “Maybe you can help me,” said the counsellor. 

 

  “Me?” said Jeff. “How can I help you? I’m the one who needs help!” 

 

“Well, maybe we can help each other. What do you think about that?” 

 

  “How?” 

 

  “We’re the two new kids at school,” she said. “We can share our experiences and 

learn from each other.” 

 

  Jeff smiled. “Okay, Miss Davis,” he said. 

 

  “Jeff,” she said, “if we’re going to be friends, I want you to call me Carla, not Miss 

Davis.” 

 

  He laughed. 

 

  “Do you think Carla is a funny name?” 

“Oh, no! I just never called a teacher by her first name, that’s all.” 
 
  “But we’re friends. Friends don’t call each other Miss Davis and Mr. 
Fishkin, do they?” 
 
  Jeff laughed again. “No,” he said, then he frowned. “The kids in my class 
call me Fishface.” 
 
  “Have you made any friends?” asked Carla. 
 
  “I sort of made one friend,” said Jeff, “but I don’t like him.” 
 
   
 



 

Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 7…Continued) 

  
“How can he be your friend if you don’t like him?” 
 
  “Nobody likes him. At first, I felt sorry 
 
for him because nobody wanted to sit next to him. Mrs. Ebbel said it out loud 

right in front of the whole class. ‘Nobody likes sitting there,’ she said. It was 

like he wasn’t even there. It’s bad enough when a kid says something like 

that, but a teacher.” 

 

  “It must have hurt his feelings,” said Carla. 

 

  “No. He just smiled.” 

 

  “He may have been smiling on the outside, but do you think he really was 

smiling on the inside?” 

 

  “I don’t know. I guess not. I guess that’s why I tried to be friends with him. I 

told him I liked sitting next to him. But then he said, ‘Give me a dollar or I’ll 

spit on you.’ “ 

 

  “What did you do?” 

 

  “I gave him a dollar. I didn’t want him to spit on me. But then, later, he said, 

‘I’ll give you a dollar to be my friend.’ So, I took it. It was my dollar! So does 

that mean I have to be his friend, even though I just broke even?” 

 

  “What do you think friendship is?” Carla asked him. 

 

  “I don’t know. I mean I know what it is, but I can’t explain it.” 

 

 

“Is it something you can buy and sell? Can you go to the store and get a quart of 

milk, a dozen eggs, and a friend?” 

 

  Jeff laughed. “No. So does that mean I don’t have to be friends with him?” 

 

  “I won’t tell you what to do,” said Carla. “All I can do is help you think for 

yourself.” 

 

  “I don’t even know if Bradley wants to be my friend,” said Jeff. “Today, at recess, 

we hung around together but we didn’t do anything. He acted like I wasn’t there. 

Then, when it started to rain, he ran around trying to push little kids into the 

mud.” 

“Could you share your feelings with him?” asked Carla. “That’s the real way to 

build a friendship: by talking, and by being honest and by sharing your feelings. 

Like the way we’re talking and being honest with each other now. That’s why 

we’re friends.” 

 

  “But Bradley’s different than you and me,” said Jeff. 

 

  “I think you’ll find that if you’re nice to Bradley, he’ll be nice to you. If you are 

honest and friendly with him, he’ll be honest and friendly with you. It’s just like 

with the dollar. You always break even.” 

 

  Jeff smiled. “Are you going to see Bradley, too?” he asked. 

 “Yes, later today.” 

 

  “Do you think you’ll be able to help him?” 

 

  “I don’t know.” 

 

 



 

Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 7…Continued) 

 

 “I hope so. I think he needs help even more than me. You won’t tell him anything I said, will you?” 

 

  “No, that’s one of my most important rules. I never repeat anything anyone tells me here, around the round table.” 

 

  “Never?” 

 

  She shook her head. 

 

  “What about to other teachers?” 

 

  She shook it again. 

 

  “What about to the principal?” 

 

  “Nope.” 

 

  “Okay,” said Jeff. He took a breath. “Here goes.” He grimaced. “On the way here, I got a little lost, and, um, accidentally went into the girls’ bathroom!” He covered 

his face with his hands. 

 

 
 



 

Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 8) 

 

Mrs. Ebbel was teaching geography. Everybody in the class had a map of the United 

States on his or her desk. 

 

  Bradley’s map was different from all the others. California was above Wisconsin. 

Florida stuck out of Texas. He picked up his pair of scissors and carefully cut out 

Tennessee. He was a good cutter. The edge of his scissors never left the black line. 

 

  He wondered what was happening to Jeff. He knew he was at the counsellor’s 

office. He imagined she was doing all kinds of horrible things to him. He had tried to 

tell Jeff at recess not to go see her. 

 

  He taped Tennessee to Washington. He was a very messy taper. His piece of tape 

twisted and stuck to itself. 

 

  He looked up as Jeff entered the room and watched him hang the hall pass on the 

hook behind Mrs. Ebbel’s desk. Then he looked away as Jeff headed for the seat next 

to him. 

 

  When the bell rang for lunch, he shoved his map into his desk and pulled out his 

paper sack. Because of the rain, everyone had to eat inside, in the auditorium. He 

and Jeff walked there together—sort of. He’s walking next to me, Bradley thought, 

but I’m not walking next to him. 

 

  The auditorium was hot, steamy, and noisy. Long tables with benches had been set 

up across the room. 

 

  “Where do you want to sit?” asked Jeff. 

 

  Bradley ignored him. He stood on his tiptoes and looked around the room as if he 

was trying to locate his real friends. 

 

  Jeff walked away and sat at one of the tables. 

 

 Bradley walked behind where Jeff was sitting. “Hmm, I think I’ll sit here,” he said 

aloud, as if he didn’t know Jeff was there. He stepped over the bench and sat 

down next to him. 

 

  “Hi,” said Jeff. 

 

  Bradley faced him for the first time. “Oh, it’s you,” he said. 

 

  They ate their lunches. 

 

  “What are you eating?” asked Jeff. 

 

  “Peanubudder sandige,” said Bradley. As he spoke, bits of peanut butter and 

bread flew from his mouth. “Wha’ bou’ you?” 

 

  “Tuna fish,” said Jeff. 

 

  Bradley swallowed his food and said, “I hate tuna fish.” 

 

  “My mother makes it good,” said Jeff. “She chops apples in it.” 

 

  “I hate apples,” said Bradley. He sucked the last drop of milk through his straw, 

then continued to suck, making a gurgling noise. 

 

  Sitting two tables away from Jeff and Bradley were three girls; Melinda Birch, 

Lori Westin, and Colleen Verigold. They were talking and laughing about 

something funny that had happened to Colleen that morning. 



 

Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 8…Continued) 

 

Colleen, who had red hair and a freckled face, covered her mouth with her hand. 

“There he is!” she whispered. “It’s him!” 

 

  “Where?” asked Lori. 

 

  “Don’t look at him!” said Colleen. “He’s right there, sitting next to Bradley 

Chalkers.” 

 

  “Bradley Chalkers,” said Lori. “I think I’m going to throw up!” 

 

  “Don’t look,” whispered Colleen. 

 

  Bradley stopped sucking on his straw. “What’d the counsellor do to you?” he asked. 

 

  Jeff shrugged. “Nothing.” 

 

  “Did she yell a lot? Was she mean and ugly?” 

 

  “No. She was nice. I think you’ll like her.” 

 

  “Me?” asked Bradley. “I’m not going to see her. I didn’t do anything wrong.” 

 

  “She’s good at helping you solve your problems,” said Jeff. 

 “I don’t have any problems,” said Bradley. He bit ferociously into a red delicious 

apple. 

 

  “I thought you said you hated apples,” said Jeff. 

 

  Bradley shoved the apple back inside the paper sack. “That wasn’t an apple,” he 

said. “It was a banana.” 

 

Jeff’s face suddenly changed colour, first white, then bright red. 

 

  “Ooh, I think he sees you,” said Melinda. 

 

  Lori laughed. 

 

  Colleen blushed. 

 

  “C’mon,” said Lori. “Let’s go talk to him.” She stood up. Lori Westin was a 

short, skinny girl with long straight black hair. 

 

  Melinda got up from the table too. She was nearly twice the size of Lori. She 

had short brown hair. 

 

  “No, don’t go!” pleaded Colleen. 

 

  “What’s the matter?” asked Bradley. 

 

  “Uh, nothing,” said Jeff. “So, did I miss anything in class?” 

 

  “No. Mrs. Ebbel gave everybody a map.” 

 

  “I got one.” 

“Don’t lose it,” said Bradley. “Mrs. Ebbel wants them back.” 

 

  Two girls were giggling behind them. 

 

  Jeff and Bradley turned around. 



 

Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 8…Continued) 

 

“Colleen thinks you’re cute,” said Lori. 

 

  Jeff blushed. “Who?” he asked. 

 

  The girls laughed. 

 

  “What’s your name?” asked Melinda. 

 

  Jeff blushed again. 

 

  “Colleen wants to know,” said Lori, then she and Melinda laughed again. 

 

  “He doesn’t have a name!” said Bradley, coming to Jeff’s rescue. He hated Lori. She 

had the biggest mouth in the whole school. She was always laughing, too. He could 

hear her laugh from one end of the school to the other. 

 

  “E-uuu, Bradley Chalkers!” said Lori, holding her nose. 

 

  “Lori Loudmouth!” said Bradley. “We’re not talking to you, Bradley,” said Melinda. 

“Get out of here or I’ll punch your face in,” he replied. 

 

  “You wouldn’t hit a girl,” said Melinda. 

 

  “That’s what you think.” He shook his fist. 

Melinda and Lori backed away. “We only wanted to know his name,” said Melinda. 

 

  “And what he was doing in the girls’ bathroom!” screeched Lori. 

 

   

 

 

The two girls laughed and ran back to Colleen. Bradley slowly turned and 

looked at Jeff, amazed. Jeff sat with his head on the table and his arms over 

his head. 

 

  “You went into the girls’ bathroom?” Bradley asked. 

 

  “So what?” said Jeff from under his elbow. “Carla says—” 

 “Me too!” declared Bradley. “I go all the time! I like to make them scream!” 

 

  He smiled at Jeff. 

 



Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 9) 

 

“Bradley Chalkers! What are you doing out of class?” 

 

  It was a teacher. Bradley didn’t know her, but it seemed as though every teacher in 

the school knew him. “I got a hall pass!” he told her. 

 

  “Let me see it.” 

 

  He showed it to her. “Mrs. Ebbel gave it to me. Go ask her if you don’t believe me.” 

 

  “Where are you going?” 

 

  “Library,” he said. “To get a book.” 

 

  “Okay, but make sure you go straight to the library. No detours, Bradley.” 

 

  He had lied. He wasn’t even allowed to check books out of the library. 

 

  The door to the counsellor’s office was open, so he walked right in. “I’m here,” he 

announced. “Whadda ya want?” 

 

  Carla smiled warmly at him. “Hello, Bradley,” she said. “I’m Carla Davis. It’s a 

pleasure to see you today.” She held out her hand. “I’ve been looking forward to 

meeting you.” 

 

  He was amazed by how young and pretty she was. He had been expecting an ugly 

old hag. 

 

 

She had sky-blue eyes and soft blond hair. She wore a white shirt 
covered with different-coloured squiggly lines, like some kid had 
 
scribbled on it. But as he stared at the shirt he realized that it was 

made to look that way, on purpose. 

 

  “Aren’t you going to shake my hand?” she asked. 

 

  “No, you’re too ugly.” He walked past her and sat down at the round 

table. 

 

  She sat across from him. “I appreciate your coming to see me,” she 

said. 

 

  “I had to come. Mrs. Ebbel made me.” 

 

  “For whatever reason, I’m glad you came.” 

 

  “I meant to go to the library,” he explained. “I came here by 

accident.” 

 

  “Oh, I don’t believe in accidents,” said Carla. 

 

  “You don’t believe in accidents?” That was the craziest thing he’d 

ever heard. 

 

  She shook her head. 

 

  “What about when you spill your milk?” 



 

Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 9…Continued) 

 

 “Do you like milk?” asked Carla. 

 

  “No, I hate it!” 

 

  “So maybe you spill it on purpose,” she said. “You just think it’s an accident.” She 

smiled. 

 

  He stared angrily down at the table. He felt like he’d been tricked. “I don’t drink 

milk,” he said. “I drink coffee.” 

 

  He glanced around the room. It was full of all kinds of interesting-looking objects. 

“This place is a mess,” he said. 

 

  “I know,” Carla admitted. “I like messy rooms. Clean rooms are boring and 

depressing. They remind me of hospitals.” 

 

  “Don’t you get in trouble?” 

 

  “Why should I?” 

 

  He didn’t know the answer to that. But he knew that if it were his room and it was 

this messy, he’d get in trouble. “I didn’t do anything wrong!” he declared. 

 

  “Nobody said you did.” 

 

  “Well, then how come I have to be here?” 

 

  “I was hoping you’d like it here,” said Carla. “I was hoping we could be friends. Do 

you think we can?” 

 

 

“No.” 

 

  “Why not?” 

 

  “Because I don’t like you.” 

 

  “I like you,” said Carla. “I can like you, can’t I? You don’t have to like me.” He 

squirmed in his seat. 

 

  “I was also hoping you’d be able to teach me things,” said Carla. 

 

  “You’re the teacher, not me.” 

 

  “So? That doesn’t matter. A teacher can often learn a lot more from a student 

than a student can learn from a teacher.” 

 

  “I’ve taught Mrs. Ebbel a lot,” Bradley agreed. “Today I taught her geography.” 

 

  “What do you want to teach me?” Carla asked. 

 

  “What do you want to know?” 

 

  “You tell me,” said Carla. “What’s the most important thing you can teach 

me?” 

 

  Bradley tried to think of something he knew. “The elephant’s the biggest 

animal in the world,” he said. “But it’s afraid of mice.” 

 

 



 

Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 9…Continued) 

 

“I wonder why that is,” said Carla. 

 

  “Because,” said Bradley, “if a mouse ran up an elephant’s trunk, it would get stuck 

and then the elephant wouldn’t be able to breathe and so it would die. That’s how 

most elephants die.” 

“I see,” said Carla. “Thank you for sharing that with me. You’re a very good teacher.” 

 

  He suddenly felt like he’d been tricked again. He didn’t want to share anything with 

her. He hated her. 

 

  “What else do you want to teach me?” she asked. 

 

  “Nothing,” he said coldly. “You’re not supposed to talk in school.” 

 

  “Why not?” 

 

  “It’s a rule. Like no sticking gum in the water fountains.” 

 

  “Well, in this room there are no rules,” said Carla. “In here, everyone thinks for 

himself. No one tells you what to do.” 

 

  “You mean I can stick gum in the water fountain?” 

 

  “You could, except I don’t have a water fountain.” 

 

  “Can I break something?” he asked. 

 

  “Certainly.” 

 

  He looked around for something to break, then caught himself in time. It was 

another trick. He’d break something and then get in trouble, and nobody would 

believe him when he said that she had said there were no rules. “I’m not in the 

 

“All right, but if you are ever in the mood, there are a lot of things you can 

break—things I like very much and things that other children use.” 

 

  “I will!” he assured her. “I know karate.” He raised his hand sideways over the 

table. “I can break this table in half with my bare hand.” 

 

  “I’d hate to see you hurt your hand.” 

 

  “Nothing ever hurts me,” he told her. “I’ve broken every table in my house,” 

he declared. “The chairs, too. Call my mother if you don’t believe me.” 

 

  “I believe you,” said Carla. “Why shouldn’t I?” 

 

  “You should.” 

 

  She did, too. For the rest of the meeting, no matter what he told her, she 

believed him. 

 

  When he told her that his parents only fed him dog food, she asked him how it 

tasted. 

 

  “Delicious!” he said. “Meaty and sweet.” 

 

  “I’ve always wanted to try it,” said Carla. 

 

  When he told her that the President had called him on the phone last night, 

she asked what they talked about. 

 

  “Hats,” he answered right away. 



mood,” he said. 

Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 9…Continued) 

 

“Hats? What did you say about hats?” 

“I asked him why he didn’t wear a hat like Abraham Lincoln.” 

 

  “And what did he say?” 

 

  Bradley thought a moment. “I can’t tell you. It’s top secret.” 

 

  Near the end of the session, Carla gave him a piece of construction paper and asked 

him if he wanted to draw a picture. He chose a black crayon from the big box of 

crayons and stayed with it the whole time. He scribbled wildly all over the paper. 

 

  Carla leaned over to look at it. “That’s very nice,” she said. 

 

  “It’s a picture of nighttime,” he told her. 

 

  “Oh. I thought it was a picture of the floor of a barber shop, after someone with 

black curly hair got his hair cut.” 

 

  “That’s what it is!” Bradley declared. “That’s what I meant.” 

 

  “It’s very good,” said Carla. “May I have it?” 

 

  “What for?” 

 

  “I’d like to hang it up on my wall.” 

 

He looked at her in amazement. “You mean here?” 

 

  “Yes.” 

 

  “No, it’s mine.” 

 

  “I was hoping you’d share it with me,” said Carla. 

 

  “It costs a dollar.” 

 

  “It’s worth it,” said Carla. “But I only want it if you’re willing to share it.” 

 

  “No,” he said. 

 

  “Okay, but if you ever change your mind, I’ll still want it.” 

 

  “You can make me give it to you,” he suggested. 

 

  “No, I can’t.” 

 

  “Sure you can. Teachers make kids do things all the time.”  Carla shook her 

head.  It was time for him to return to class. 

 

  “I’ve enjoyed your visit very much,” said Carla. “Thank you for sharing so 

much with me.” She held out her hand. 

 

  He backed away from it as if it were some kind of poisonous snake. Then he 

turned and hurried out into the hall. 

 

  When he got to Mrs. Ebbel’s class, he crumpled his picture into a ball and 

dropped it in the wastepaper basket next to her desk. 



 

Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 10) 

 

Bradley sat at his desk in the back of the room. Last seat, last row. He felt safe there. 

The counsellor had scared him. She was even worse than he had imagined.  He 
looked at Jeff, who smiled at him and then returned to his work. 
 
  Bradley was glad Jeff was his friend. Jeff and me are a lot alike, he thought. 
We’re both smart. We both hate the counsellor. And we both like sneaking 
into girls’ bathrooms. 
 
  Actually, Bradley never had been inside a girls’ bathroom. It was something 
he’d always wanted to do, but he’d never had the courage even to peek into 
one. But now that he and Jeff were friends, he hoped Jeff would take him 
inside one. He was dying to know what they looked like. 
 
  He imagined they were carpeted in gold, with pin 
 
k wallpaper and red velvet toilet seats. He thought girl toilets would look 

nothing like boy toilets. They’d probably be more like fountains, with 

coloured water. 

 

  “So, how’d you like Carla?” Jeff asked him after school. They were walking 

along the sidewalk next to the school building, carrying their raincoats. It was 

no longer raining. 

 

  “She’s we-ird!” he replied. “She likes to eat dog food!” 

 

  Jeff made a face. “Did she say that?” 

 

   

 

Bradley nodded. “She asked me why the President doesn’t wear a hat! 

How am I supposed to know that?” 

 

  Jeff shrugged and said, “I don’t know.” 

 

  “You don’t like her, do you?” Bradley asked. 

 

  “She’s o—” 

 “I hate her!” said Bradley. 

 

  “Me too,” said Jeff. “I hate her!” 

 

  Bradley smiled his distorted smile. “You want to go sneak inside the girls’ 

bathroom?” he asked. 

 

  “You mean now?” 

 

  “Why not?” 

 

  “Um, now’s not a good time,” said Jeff. 

 

  “Why not?” 

 

  Jeff thought a moment. “There won’t be any girls there now,” he said. “They 

all go home to use their own bathrooms.” 

 

  “You’re right,” Bradley agreed. “Good thinking. 

 

  We’ll do it tomorrow during recess.” 

 

  Jeff smiled weakly. 



 

Extract from ‘There’s a Boy in the Girls’ Bathroom’ by Louis Sachar (Chapter 10…Continued) 

 

They walked around the corner of the building. 

 

  “Hello, Jeff,” said Lori Westin. 

 

  “Hi, Jeff,” said Melinda Birch. 

“Hi, J—” Colleen said so quietly that the “eff” couldn’t be heard. 

 

  They’d been waiting for him to come by. Somehow they had found out his name. 

 

  “Hello, hi, hi,” Jeff answered, blushing. 

 

  Lori laughed. Then the three girls hurried away. 

 

  “Stupid girls,” said Bradley. 

 

  “Yeah,” Jeff muttered. 

 

  “I hate them!” said Bradley. 

 

  “Me too!” said Jeff. 

 

  “Why’d you say hello to them?” 

 

  “They said hello to me, first,” Jeff replied. 

 

  “So?” 

 

Jeff shrugged. “Whenever anybody says hello to me, I always say hello 

back.” 

 

  “Why?” 

 

  “I don’t know. I can’t help it. It’s like when someone says ‘thank you.’ 

Don’t you automatically say ‘you’re welcome’?” 

 

  “No.” 

 “I do,” said Jeff. He shrugged again. “I guess it’s like a reflex. Like when you 

go to the doctor and he taps your knee, you have to kick. You can’t help it. 

It’s the same thing. When someone says hello to me, I always have to say 

hello back.” 

 

  Bradley tried to make sense out of what Jeff said. “I know what you can 

do,” he suggested. “The next time one of those girls says hello to you—kick 

her!” 



 



 











 


