
MY FAMILY, CHILDHOOD AND DAILY ROUTINES 

STUDENT´S WORKSHEET 

 

Task 1: Look at the family tree and make the sentences using the table: 

 

 

Stuart 

Pam 

Gary 

Peggy 

Bill 
Peter 

Amy 

Elisabeth 

Mark 

David Susan 

John 

Lucy 

Jim 

Claire 

Kate  

Jack 

Paul 

Jane 

Mary 



 

 

If I am 

Bill 

then 

Jim 

is my 

granddaughter 
Peggy Jack son 

Claire Jane grandfather 

Susan Amy uncle 
John Paul mother 

Jane Susan father 
David Gary nephew 

Jim Claire niece 

Elisabeth Peter aunt 

Mary Stuart sister-in-law 

etc. etc. etc. 

 

  



Chilhood 

Task 3: Read this extract from a well-known book: 

 
"What does Bessie say I have done?" I asked. 

"Jane, I don't like cavillers or questioners; besides, there is 

something truly forbidding in a child taking up her elders in that manner. Be 

seated somewhere; and until you can speak pleasantly, remain silent." 

A breakfast-room adjoined the drawing-room, I slipped in there. It contained a 

bookcase: I soon possessed myself of a volume, taking care that it should be one 

stored with pictures. I mounted into the window-seat: gathering up my feet, I sat 

cross-legged, like a Turk; and, having drawn the red moreen curtain nearly 

close, I was shrined in double retirement. 

With Bewick on my knee, I was then happy: happy at least in my way. I feared 

nothing but interruption, and that came too soon. The breakfast-room door 

opened. 

"Boh! Madam Mope!" cried the voice of John Reed; then he paused: he found 

the room apparently empty. 

"Where the dickens is she!" he continued. "Lizzy! Georgy! (calling to his 

sisters) Joan is not here: tell mama she is run out into the rain--bad animal!" 

"It is well I drew the curtain," thought I; and I wished fervently he might not 

discover my hiding-place: nor would John Reed have found it out himself; he 

was not quick either of vision or conception; but Eliza just put her head in at the 

door, and said at once - "She is in the window-seat, to be sure, Jack." 

And I came out immediately, for I trembled at the idea of being dragged forth by 

the said Jack. 

"What do you want?" I asked, with awkward diffidence. 

"Say, 'What do you want, Master Reed?'" was the answer. "I want you to come 

here;" and seating himself in an arm-chair, he intimated by a gesture that I was 

to approach and stand before him. 

John Reed was a schoolboy of fourteen years old; four years older than I, for I 

was but ten: large and stout for his age, with a dingy and unwholesome skin. 

John had not much affection for his mother and sisters, and an antipathy to me. 

He bullied and punished me; not two or three times in the week, nor once or 

twice in the day, but continually: every nerve I had feared him, and every morsel 

of flesh in my bones shrank 

when he came near. There were moments when I was bewildered by the terror 

he inspired, because I had no appeal whatever against either his menaces or his 

inflictions; the servants did not like to offend their young master by taking my 

part against him, and Mrs. Reed was blind and deaf on the subject: she never 

saw him strike or heard him abuse me, though he did both now and then in her 



very presence, 

more frequently, however, behind her back. 

"What were you doing behind the curtain?" he asked. 

"I was reading." 

"Show the book." 

I returned to the window and fetched it thence. 

"You have no business to take our books; you are a dependent, mama says; you 

have no money; your father left you none; you ought to beg, and not to live here 

with gentlemen's children like us, and eat the same meals we do, and wear 

clothes at our mama's expense. Now, I'll teach you to rummage my bookshelves: 

for they ARE mine; all the house belongs to me, or will do in a few years. Go 

and stand by 

the door, out of the way of the mirror and the windows." 

 

(adopted) 

 


