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 Vocabulary 




Mr Sugden was passing speedily across one end of the room, beaming down the corridors and counting the boys as they changed. He was wearing a blue tracksuit. The top had cloth with badges on, displaying lots of ridges, and on the breast a glistening athlete carried the Olympic torch. The legs were tucked into football socks, folded at his ankles, and his football boots were polished as black and shiny as the bombs used by assassins in comic strips. The laces that bound them had been cleaned until white, and both boots had been fastened identically: two loops of the foot and one of the ankle, and tied in a orderly bow under the tab at the back. 
(Adapted from ‘A Kestrel for a Knave’ by Barry Hines.) 
Genres


The Red Room by H.G Wells
"I can assure you," said I, "that it will take a very tangible ghost to frighten me." And I stood up before the fire with my glass in my hand. 
"It is your own choosing," said the man with the withered arm, and glanced at me askance. 

"Eight-and-twenty years," said I, "I have lived, and never a ghost have I seen as yet." 

The old woman sat staring hard into the fire, her pale ayes wide open. "Ay," she broke in; "and eight-and-twenty years you have lived and never seen the likes of this house, I reckon. There’s a many things to see, when one’s still but eight-and-twenty." She swayed her head slowly from side to side. "A many things to see and sorrow for." 

I half suspected the old people were trying to enhance the spiritual terrors of their house by their droning insistence. I put down my empty glass on the table and looked about the room, and caught a glimpse of myself, abbreviated and broadened to an impossible sturdiness, in the queer old mirror at the end of the room. "Well," I said, "if I see anything tonight, I shall be so much the wiser. For I come to the business with an open mind." 

"It’s your own choosing," said the man with the withered arm once more. 

I heard the sound of a stick and a shambling step on the flags in the passage outside, and the door creaked on its hinges as a second old man entered, more bent, more wrinkled, more aged even than the first. He supported himself by a single crutch, his eyes were covered by a shade, and his lower lip, half averted, hung pale and pink from his decaying yellow teeth. He made straight for an arm-chair on the opposite side of the table, sat down clumsily, and began to cough. The man with the withered arm gave this new-comer a short glance of positive dislike; the old woman took no notice of his arrival, but remained with her eyes fixed steadily on the fire. 

"I said – it’s your own choosing," said the man with the withered arm, when the coughing had ceased for a while. 

"It’s my own choosing," I answered. 

The man with the shade became aware of my presence for the first time, and threw his head back for a moment and sideways, to see me. I caught a momentary glimpse of his eyes, small and bright and inflamed. Then he began to cough and splutter again. 

Features of Descriptive Writing

Features of descriptive writing
	Feature
	Definition 
(muddled up)
	Example

	Adjective
	Describes the action of a verb


	Huge

	Adverb
	A doing word


	Gently

	Powerful verb
	The beginning letters of words are, or sound, the same.
	Clench

	Senses
	Describes a noun


	Damp Smell

	Alliteration
	A comparison of two objects using the words “like” or “as”

	Sheer Suspense

	Onomatopoeia
	A comparison of two things saying something is something else


	Boom! Boom! Boom!


	Simile
	When an inanimate object is given human features


	Like gleaming white teeth

	Metaphor
	Sight, sound, taste, touch, feel


	...to pour through the air

	Personification
	The word sounds like the word being read


	Like gleaming white teeth


Describe a Visit to a Graveyard

I walked towards the graveyard and a chill passed down my spine - one that built with every step.  The night was cool but dry.  The graveyard wouldn’t be visible until I turned the final corner but already my expectations and the sheer suspense of it all were building to a peak.  Sounds were beginning to pour through the air.  The leaves rustled; birds hooted gently in the trees.  The moon was bright and the clouds seemed somehow unearthly and weird.

Then I arrived!  The first thing I saw was the huge metal gates and railings that surrounded the cemetery.  They gleamed in the moonlight like arrows or daggers.

The next thing that hit me was the damp smell that seems unique to graveyards; a mingling of leaves and decay.  My senses were overwhelmed.  My eyes were transfixed by the gravestones that shone in the moonlight, like gleaming white teeth.

My heart pounded in my chest, “Boom! Boom! Boom!” I could feel my palms begin to sweat and my hands clench in fear.  This was going to be a night to remember.

Setting


DON’T READ AHEAD UNTIL YOU HAVE COMPLETED THE FIRST TASK!

A few miles south of Soledad, the Salinas River drops in close to the hill-side bank and runs deep and green. The water is warm too, for it has slipped twinkling over the yellow sands in the sunlight before reaching the narrow pool. On one side of the river the golden foothill slopes curve up to the strong and rocky Gabilan mountains, but on the valley side the water is lined with trees – willows fresh and green with every spring, carrying in their lower leaf junctures the debris of the winter’s flooding; and sycamores with mottled, white, recumbent limbs and branches that arch over the pool. On the sandy bank under the trees the leaves lie deep and so crisp that a lizard makes a great skittering if he runs among them. Rabbits come out of the brush to sit on the sand in the evening […]. 
Structure and Paragraphing 

Extract from ‘Oliver Twist’ by Charles Dickens

Chapter I: Treats of the place where Oliver Twist was born, and of the circumstances attending his birth.

Among other public buildings in a certain town, which for many reasons it will be prudent to refrain from mentioning, and to which I will assign no fictitious name, there is one anciently common to most towns, great or small: to wit, a workhouse; and in this workhouse was born; on a day and date which I need not trouble myself to repeat, inasmuch as it can be of no possible consequence to the reader, in this stage of the business at all events; the item of mortality whose name is prefixed to the head of this chapter. For a long time after it was ushered into this world of sorrow and trouble, by the parish surgeon, it remained a matter of considerable doubt whether the child would survive to bear any name at all; in which case it is somewhat more than probable that these memoirs would never have appeared; or, if they had, that being comprised within a couple of pages, they would have possessed the inestimable merit of being the most concise and faithful specimen of biography, extant in the literature of any age or country. Although I am not disposed to maintain that the being born in a workhouse, is in itself the most fortunate and enviable circumstance that can possibly befall a human being, I do mean to say that in this particular instance, it was the best thing for Oliver Twist that could by possibility have occurred. The fact is, that there was considerable difficulty in inducing Oliver to take upon himself the office of respiration,- a troublesome practice, but one which custom has rendered necessary to our easy existence; and for some time he lay gasping on a little flock mattress, rather unequally poised between this world and the next: the balance being decidedly in favour of the latter. Now, if, during this brief period, Oliver had been surrounded by careful grandmothers, anxious aunts, experienced nurses, and doctors of profound wisdom, he would most inevitably and indubitably have been killed in no time. There being nobody by, however, but a pauper old woman, who was rendered rather misty by an unwonted allowance of beer; and a parish surgeon who did such matters by contract; Oliver and Nature fought out the point between them. The result was, that, after a few struggles, Oliver breathed, sneezed, and proceeded to advertise to the inmates of the workhouse the fact of a new burden having been imposed upon the parish, by setting up as loud a cry as could reasonably have been expected from a male  infant who had not been possessed of that very useful appendage, a voice, for a much longer space of time than three minutes and a quarter. As Oliver gave this first proof of the free and proper action of his lungs, the patchwork coverlet which was carelessly flung over the iron bedstead, rustled; the pale face of a young woman was raised feebly from the pillow; and a faint voice imperfectly articulated the words, "Let me see the child, and die." The surgeon had been sitting with his face turned towards the fire: giving the palms of his hands a warm and a rub alternately. As the young woman spoke, he rose, and advancing to the bed's head, said, with more kindness than might have been expected of him: "Oh, you must not talk about dying yet." "Lor bless her heart, no!" interposed the nurse, hastily depositing in her pocket a green glass bottle, the contents of which she had been tasting in a corner with evident satisfaction. "Lor bless her dear heart, when she has lived as long as I have, sir, and had thirteen children of her own, and all on 'em dead except two, and them in the wurkus with me, she'll know better than to take on in that way, bless her dear heart! Think what it is to be a mother, there's a dear young lamb, do." Apparently this consolatory perspective of a mother's prospects failed in producing its due effect.  The patient shook her head, and stretched out her hand towards the child. The surgeon deposited it in her arms. She imprinted her cold white lips passionately on its forehead; passed her hands over her face; gazed wildly round; shuddered; fell back- and died. They chafed her breast, hands, and temples; but the blood had stopped for ever. They talked of hope and comfort. They had been strangers too long. "It's all over, Mrs. Thingummy!" said the surgeon at last.

Putting it all together







Imaginative Writing 





Name: 





English Teacher: 





Dear Parent/Carer,





We have created a series of tasks which will allow your child to work on their imaginative writing skills.  Many of these require them to work with you, friends or other members of your family. We really hope you enjoy being a part of this project and we’ve included a comment box on each page so that you can comment on their progress; how they’ve enjoyed the activity; what you think of it and anything else you’d like to add. 





If you would prefer a hard copy then please let us know and we will send a copy home for you. 





Please help us to encourage your child to complete the booklet and to ensure it is done thoroughly, as this approach will also help them to understand the work being done. 





Please let us know if you have any questions or concerns about the work in this booklet; we’ll be happy to help out in any way we can.





The English Team








Dear Student,





For your Independent Study Task, we want you to complete exercises which will help your imaginative writing. We really want your parents/carers to be involved in your tasks too, so make sure you work with them whenever you can when completing these tasks.





Each task comes with extension tasks so you can push yourself even further and really begin to explore your own perspective on the topic – the more you do the more you will learn and have to show for this project at the end.





We hope you enjoy this project. Please contact us if you are not sure about any of the tasks.





Good luck!


The English Team





Everyone must 


Look up and write at least 5 synonyms for the following words: 


•Happy  •Sad  •Scared  •Old  •Grumpy  •Tall  •Short   •Blue   •Brown  





Most should 


Read the text on the next page and underline at least 10 ‘boring’ words.  Next, change these words to make the overall tone of the text change – i.e. from happy to sad.





Some will 


Write a description of a haunted house using imaginative vocabulary and figurative language.








Learning Objective:  To be able to develop imaginative, creative and precise vocabulary. 











Parent comment on task





























Pupil comment on task





























Description of a character 

















Now





Learning Objective:  To be able to identify the features of different genres of writing








Everyone must 


Discuss what the word genre means with a friend or relative and list all the genres that you can identify





Read through the extract, identify what genre of writing it belongs to and highlight any information that helps you decide.





Most should  


Make a mind map of the ways you can create tension in your writing.





Read the extract again then identify and underline any features that help to create tension.





Some will 


Practise your own creative writing skills by creating a short extract of a mystery story.  What happens is up to you but try to create a real atmosphere of mystery and leave the reader wanting more.








Pupil comment on task




















Parent comment on task




















Parent comment on task




















Pupil comment on task























Everyone must 


Match up the features of descriptive writing with their definitions.





With a friend or relative, read the piece of descriptive writing entitled “Describe a visit to a graveyard”.  Underline any features of descriptive writing that you can find.





Most should 


Produce your own piece of descriptive writing that includes as many of the features of descriptive writing as possible.  You could describe a trip to the beach or a visit to a fairground.





Once you have finished, underline or highlight all the features you have managed to include.





Some will 


Go back to the original piece of descriptive writing and analyse the features of descriptive writing that have been included, using PEE.





Eg. Analyse why that simile or metaphor has been used?  Why is that powerful verb so effective?  What effect would that have on the reader? 














Learning Objective:  To be able to identify the features of descriptive writing and use them in our own writing





Everyone must 


Describe the setting in the picture to a friend or relative using exciting vocabulary and figurative language.





Now read the description on the page below. Discuss the similarities and differences between how you wrote about the setting and how the author of the extract wrote about his setting. 





Most should 


Use the techniques used by the author to describe an imagined world of your choice. 





Some will 


Extend your work by thinking about: 


What type of setting is it? 


What's the climate like?


Is the story long enough to change the seasons? 


What time period is it? 


What are the major landmarks? 


What places do the locals frequent and why?


Are there any odd or unusual characteristics? 


What are the nooks and crannies that are only known only to the locals?


Are there any local legends?





Extend your work by using varied sentence structure, connectives and a full range of punctuation. 





Learning Objective: To be able to develop a setting in a story you create. 











Parent comment on task























Pupil comment on task























Description of a setting from ‘Of Mice and Men’ by John Steineck. 











Pupil comment on task























Parent comment on task























Learning Objective:  To be able to use structure, focusing on paragraphs, correctly and for effect. 








Everyone must 


Identify which device has been used for each starting sentence below.  There are many ways to begin paragraphs in fictional writing, for example: initial conjunction; speech; adverbial clause; adverb; statement or a question: 





And we crept out of the silent house and he took me to St. Thomas’ graveyard. (from Kit’s Wilderness by David Almond, 1999)


“Get the station lanterns”, shouted the guard, scrambling back on the platform. (from I Capture the Castle’ by Dodie Smith, 1949. 


As we were leaving, I told Sophia, “Thanks,” and secretly squeezed her fingers. (from ‘A Patchwork Planet’ by Anne Tyler. 





Write a descriptive paragraph, using one of the methods above. 





Most should


Read the extract on the next page, identify where a new paragraph should begin and explain why you think this is then write a sentence to summarise what each paragraph is about.





Some will 


Extend your descriptive paragraph, by writing 4 more paragraphs, including an ending. 








Learning Objective:  To be able to develop your imagination by producing a short piece of creative writing











Everyone must 


Look at the picture below and think about what could be happening in it.  Discuss how the picture makes you feel?   What do imagine happened before and after this picture?





Most should 


Mind map the ideas that came out of your discussion and use a thesaurus to identify more ambitious language to describe your ideas.





Some will 


Produce a short piece of creative writing that uses the picture as inspiration.





Remember to use all the skills you have learnt so far such as paragraphing and features of descriptive writing.





Share your writing with your parents and ask for their feedback.








Parent comment on task


 





Pupil comment on task


 





Learning Objective:  To be able to reflect on your writing.











Everyone must 


Re-read the writing you have completed as part of this task.  With a friend or relative, discuss the pieces that you are most pleased with and why.





Most should 


Identify what could be improved about the piece of writing you are most pleased with.  What have you learnt that you could apply to this piece of writing?  Make a list of three targets.





Some will 


Redraft your piece of writing, focussing specifically on the three targets that you have set yourself.





Share your writing with your parents and ask for their feedback.








Parent comment on task


 





Pupil comment on task


 








