[bookmark: _GoBack]“Now, I do not want you to play by the old canal,” Mrs Mac warned. “You know it’s playing with fire,” she added, digging her hands deep into the washing up bowl. Tom and Lee nodded as if they understood. 

As the moon began to appear, they reached the old canal. Cautiously, they peered over the edge. Littering the bank, they could see rusted shopping trollies, old crisp packets and soggy newspapers. A frayed rope swing dangled above the canal waters, which looked deep and dirty. Tom grinned at his brother and headed towards the rope swing. Lee froze. His Mum’s warning echoed in his head. 

Tom took the rope swing that dangled from an overhanging branch and leapt out over the canal. Swinging backwards and forwards, he whooped like a siren. Although Lee was laughing, a bead of sweat formed on his brow and trickled down his face. What would their Mum think?

“You scared?” asked Tom, staring at him. “Course not!” replied Lee puffing his chest out. Lee did not want his brother to think he was a coward so leapt out and wobbled across the canal gripping the rope tightly. Without warning, the rope snapped and Lee crashed down into the deep and dirty water. Tom gasped. Lee couldn’t swim!

Desperately, Tom leapt in. At first, he could see nothing but darkness and felt weeds tangling around his feet. Then he saw red! It was Lee’s hoodie. Frantically, Tom grabbed it and tugged Lee to the side. Lee lay on the bank. He gasped and wheezed like an old man. 

As the street lights shone through the kitchen window, the boys stood in front of Mrs Mac looking sorry. They explained what happened. “You’re both grounded for a week!” Mrs Mac scolded. “I told you that canal was dangerous!” 
The Canal

LO: I can tell you a model text.
