Pupil B
This collection includes:

A) a short narrative

B) a discursive report

C) a formal letter

D) a narrative

E) a persuasive speech

F) a short narrative including dialogue
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Key stage 2

Pupil B — Piece A: a short narrative

Context: as part of their topic on oceans and sea voyages, pupils were presented with a
black and white illustration of a ‘sea monster’ approaching a ship as a writing stimulus.
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Key stage 2

Pupil B — Piece B: a discursive report

Context: as part of their studies on oceans and sea voyages, pupils chose to explore the
Bermuda Triangle. They carried out independent research and wrote up their findings.
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Key stage 2

Pupil B — Piece C: a formal letter

Context: in response to the coronation in the summer of 2023, pupils discussed how they
would address the new king and were tasked to write to him using an appropriately
formal register.

| His Majesty The King
Buckingham Palace
London
SW1A 1AA

Dear Sir,

I wish to take this opportunity to offer my heartfelt condolences and sympathy towards
Your Majesty on the death of your beloved mother. The vivid memory of Her Majesty,
Queen Elizabeth 11, will remain deep within our hearts and minds forever. Her faithful
service to our nation was an inspiration not just to those who lived under her reign, but all
across the globe. While | was saddened to hear of her passing, | am adamant that your
reign will be just as memorable.

It will be a privilege to witness only the second coronation ever to be televised. | was
surprised to discover that Westminster Abbey has been the traditional location of
coronations since the year 1066. It is truly remarkable that the ancient ceremony of
crowning our monarch has been passed down through generations and is conducted today
as it was hundreds of years ago.

| am honoured to send Your Majesty sincere congratulations on this historic occasion. |
would like to convey my hopes and wishes that Your Majesty will have a prosperous reign in
the knowledge that you will continue to contribute to the welfare of the British people and

the many countries that you and Her Majesty the Queen Consort reign over.

| appreciate how much time and effort you have devoted to charitable causes during your
life; | trust that you will expand on this work now that you have become King.

I have the honour to be, Sir, Your Majesty’s humble and obedient servant.
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Key stage 2

Pupil B — Piece D: a narrative

Context: after studying the ways in which different writers create tension and build
suspense in their writing, pupils were tasked to write a narrative based on the silent
animation ‘Alma’.

Alma

Doom. Gloom. The only thing this city had ever known. A barren
landscape, cursed with frost, the sun deep in hibernation. Towering
houses rose up towards the never-ending void of snow in the sky, the
showflakes falling and leaving the grey-tiled rooftops and endless
cobbled streets covered in a freezing coat. Buildings were plunged into
darkness: not a single light shone from the cracked, grimy windows,
thick layers of mist fogging them like a one-way mirror. A dark
silhouette of a cathedral was just about visible through the sea of fog.
Abandoned, deserted, desolate ... all except one shop.

| skipped across the crunching snow, past weather-beaten missing
posters that had been there as long as | could remember. They sent a
shiver down my spine every time | came this way and today was no
exception. | darted down alleyways past the charcoal black houses,
the route | knew so well, and skidded to a halt as | approached the
end of the avenue.

A lonely, eroded chalkboard hung on the side of the wall. Many names,
some decades old, had been scrawled in white chalk. There seemed to
be a space left just for me. | scratched my name over the dirty
surface, ‘Alma’. | pulled my crimson scarf down from my face and
smiled. But just as | was about to turn on my heel and return to the
safety of shelter, something creaked behind me.

| turned, curious as to what the noise was. A figure that seemed to
look just like me — wide green eyes, messy blonde hair and the same
dirty clothes — stood before me in the window of the shop opposite.
The hairs on the back of my neck stood up. “Strange,” | thought. Was |
seeing a reflection? But as | moved, it didn’t. Was | hallucinating? |
crept across the ice, cautiously making my way towards it. As |
heared, it dawned on me that | was face-to-face with a porcelain doll.
| stood there, staring in awe for what seemed like hours. It seemed as

20



though it was staring back at me, into my soul, my mind, searching
my memories and my deepest, darkest secrets. This was a coincidence
that couldn’t be.

Trying to get a closer look, | wiped my mitten across the frost-

covered window. What was going on? What was happening to me?
Souless eyes. A lifeless body. | glanced down at my ragged clothes.
Every hem, every stitch was identical to this model replica of me.

When | looked back up, the doll was gone. It was almost as if it had
vanished into thin air. Maybe all of it was in my imagination. Maybe |
was crazy for thinking it was real. Maybe all | am is a fanciful orphan
after all. Nothing special ever happens to me.

Knhowing | would regret it if | didn’t, | shielded my eyes and peered
through the glass. Emptiness was all | saw; emptiness was all | felt. |
gathered a snowball in my trembling hands and threw it at the glass
in frustration and stormed away.

An ominous creak of hinges made me stop dead in my tracks. | spun
around as a rush of adrenaline flowed through my bones. The door was
open just wide enough for me to slip through.

Someone was watching. Something was watching. My feet dragged
me like a puppet on a string; like some sort of invisible force pulling
me forward; like | was prey that a hunter was luring into their trap.
The wind seemed to whistle louder and, as | tried to turn back, the
door slammed ... | was trapped.

Wide-eyed in shock, | inspected my surroundings. Dolls, rows upon
rows of them, sat glaring at me. | could’ve sworn that one of them
blinked. But, taking pride of place in the centre of the shop, standing
on a red velvet cushion, was the doll that looked like me.

| inched towards it warily, wondering if my eyes were deceiving me.
As | was reaching out my hands to grasp it, something whirred
beneath me. At my feet, a small boy-doll on a bike was lying on his
side, pedalling desperately. When | stood him up, he steered straight
towards the door, trying in vain to escape.

When | turned to face my doll again, it was gone. Was | mistaken or
was this thing alive? It couldn’t be. It couldn’t. | frantically searched
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all of the shelves, paying extra care not to miss out any of the figures
as | skimmed them with my eyes. And there, just like that, my doll
was sitting on the top shelf.

| clambered onto a musty sofa, pulling off one of my mittens and
chucking it aside. | reached up. Up, up, up...

My fingertips brushed its skin and in that moment, my fate was
sealed. Suddenly, it was as if my soul had been swallowed up into this
figure, this thing, consuming every last breath from my body. | moved
my eyes left and right, up and down. | wanted to shout, to run away,
but | couldn’t. My feet were glued to the shelf.

An auburn-haired girl came joyfully skipping down the street, pulling
chalk out of her patched-up pocket, ready to write her name on the
chalkboard at the end of the avenue.

Little did she know, she wasn’t just writing her name. She was
writing her fate.
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Key stage 2

Pupil B — Piece E: a persuasive speech

Context: after exploring techniques used in persuasive speech writing, pupils decided to
use information from a David Attenborough documentary as a springboard for writing
their own speech.
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Key stage 2

Pupil B — Piece F: a short narrative including dialogue

Context: pupils examined how writers use dialogue to advance plot and describe
character and were tasked to write their own piece using dialogue. Pupil B wrote a short
narrative which uses dialogue to provide the ‘back story’ to Piece A, explaining the
context of the voyage and the narrator’'s motivation.

| left my lodgings at dusk, making my way down the cobbled street
towards the harbour. One last look before nightfall. Her mast stood tall
against the darkening sky. My ship. A feeling of joy washed over me. My
ship!

Pushing my way into the inn, | was greeted warmly.

“Here he is at last!” shouted the captain, glass raised. “Let’s drink to his
first voyage!”

“To his first voyage!” cried my crewmates.
“Now lads,” said the captain, “Drink up! We sail at dawn.”
The first mate passed me a steaming bowl of stew.

“Eat up! It’'ll be your last meal on dry land for a long lond while.” He
patted my shoulder kindly and turned to leave with the others.

| sat down by the warm fire to eat. And that’s where he found me. The
old sailor who warned me. The warning | ignored. Sitting heavily in the
chair opposite, he fixed me with his haunted eyes and told me a tale
that made my blood run cold. The story of the monster of the deep.

“So don’t you go there lad. Save yourself. Pack your bags and return to
your mother,” he growled.

“B... b... but sir, | must,” | stuttered. “I've wanted this for as long as |
can remember. My mother needs me to go...”

“Then you are like the rest of those fools,” he snarled, “destined to never
return. Never to be heard of again.”

“No sir,” | got up from my chair. “l will go. | must go.”

“Boy!” | heard him cry as | left the inn. But | didn’t turn back. | would
not listen. | wanted to sail. | needed to sail.

| should have listened. | know that now.
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