Pupil A — Piece B: a narrative
Context: pupils explored Shaun Tan’s wordless graphic novel ‘The Arrival.” After discussing

themes and issues raised in the story and exploring these through drama, pupils were invited to
select a small number of pictures to retell part of the story. Pupils were asked to consider the
perspectives of different characters and adopt a viewpoint. This pupil chose to write from the
father’s viewpoint.
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Pupil A — Piece D: a diary
Context: pupils used drama to explore the characters and issues raised in the novel ‘The Island’

(Armin Greder). They then chose a key event from the story and wrote a diary entry as their
chosen character. This pupil chose to write as the stranger who arrived suddenly on the island.
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Pupil A — Piece A: a leaflet
Context: after studying the effects of plastic pollution using information texts, a range of

websites, newspaper reports and David Attenborough’s ‘Blue Planet’, the pupils were asked to
collect information, statistics and facts to construct a piece of writing. The purpose could be to
persuade, inform, discuss or a combination of these. They were also asked to choose the
audience for the writing from a list drawn up by the class. This pupil chose to target families.
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Pupil A — Piece C: a formal persuasive letter
Context: after reading a newspaper report about the use of macaque monkeys for the purpose

of ‘entertainment’ in Indonesia, pupils researched the topic. They then wrote a formal letter
with the purpose of persuading the Governor of Indonesia to stop the practice.

—_— Achool

FT e

ENGLAND

Dear M- Widodo,

T wowld ke odremaly grategul i you ook the time 4o read. e Jety, A X Anow.
ow are Q. Merip _busy M.DML_M,W.MWWAW
report about M.MW,MWM.IM..M.EW you..
that T.om o ypor Bix Mudenk ok o School an W W—M
by

Lould T Joll you o Jittls bib sbeub monkays and. dheir nofirol. holidak? M onReys.as
-monkeys . Thoir Bhim home 16 in the becubigul gmests o Surafzo, Thay enpry dha. greadom
Jeagy, greon. Jreas mmmmewmmmmme
SmonReys ko ke dn A barbasie ervironmonk? T s ihis 408 what you WMW?
TM%M hﬂm%.d— Sumalro. , Teams .of poachers mamﬁ!‘
ways to trap tham, The most populor mexhod. i 40 sheot dha. mokher and. Qrise M. clinging
WMM-TWWMWMW%WWWWM-
homa dhan ungortunatly Acld. 1o erturtainrs . Thage innotent haby 4 258 NoOw
wo'pounds for each MonRyy. by- dealers ko sall them oo streel ‘entertainers in, Tohorks gor
ke poungs eath . Do you think dhis 15 actoptable,® Mr Widsdo ?Five pounds gor o Lige P

FM,MMWMWAMM 50 khay Jexre Joarn.
mmm Lpright T pet geol Shocked. and disgueted by what your £t aans
Qe downg %o these Animals, This p:u:hfaa.lsﬁichmng' T3 that oS not nough,



thay ouk preng, melal chains around duir nack a5 the chin bibs i, Thi
45 unocraptbly, Ty by o ok obay their ser thay ove punihadd, M Widedo, hanw
isﬂdbzuirmhbah&ﬂmmqus?‘ﬂuwzpmcﬂmﬂsmmmam and
more mmonkays ond. ig Nothing. hoppens Mmmm‘wmmm
respack, i you ase laing Xhis hoppen in yow- Kountry HOU Qre A5 bad. 05 the
M.Tmmwmﬂmmpm in lsotation s thyy ose fored Io_,
MMW hoxes This 16 a. L of hall gorthe baby moxappms Fhes
v oan ' '

WL‘,DOW wrnk dhis gor dhe smonkags in your country ¥ T am really
somriged | Ungortunatly, thas animals are Starved and. only ged. Luhen thy obay
$heir mastys ordors T have boon deoply agecked. oy Khis.

May T Bhare oy o My 1ds0a to combak this hartigying problem? Fisstly, T
Hhunk 25 should creats Jobs and. poy-pecple 40 proteck tham jn. their natusal. habila
Igwm%hmb%%mmwmmhwé
Spacial creaduses, Tusk 3o semind you dhis kehoviows is Lagol Why ore dwse |
Mm&&umﬁwﬂumi&.&w J'.lingol?I the poachess ok caugh
MWMWW,MMMM%.W%MwM
WMM,W‘L&M mwmwm*mmmwm.
T Hink dhis 4l make, e po0cherS and anfurtainasd S sy Yhay Raow tha hosh uiisn]
Aresmaly., T Hunk you. should. sk up -0 gor the monkays ko be rescued and. |
MWTMWWMMMAWW%MWMZ
Hhough, this procss T think dhey can hapogully £6ma. botk do Mhix nakual hahbiled
Hep Tt o

hask you sor reading. this latir, Ms Widato, T asdl Loohing gorwaid 5o hiaring
yyour 2ply. T Rnow you are o dicont mon 8o gow TR Jorunsd. 10 eanag- Aeding
what sgowtll 8o o help bese halpless crahures,

Yowss sincorely,
T

..'..,\-'




Pupil B - Piece E: a blog

Context: as part of their independent projects inspired by the school’s production of Peter Pan,
pupils were asked to create their own Neverland. One of the tasks was to write a diary, but the
pupil chose to embed a story within a blog instead, presenting their very different version of
Neverland.

Hello blog.

| haven't seen youina while. | know., I've been neglecting you, but a lot of things have happened,
most of these involving me almost being killed.

| have:

e Beenshot at

« Stabbed
« Burned
e Scarred

+ Hadtogetaroboticarm
You get the idea.

Okay, let me explain. You know all those books and movies about Peter Pan and Neverland and
stuff? The way they describe Neverland is not howit is. Or at least not anymore. It all started when|
was playing this game called Battle Mechs. You know, where you start off with a completely useless
mech and you upgrade them and get better? Anyway. | was on the clan chat whenit just came up
withthis:

Anonymous: you dream of this stuff, don't you?
Sol said:

Destroyer Bot: Yeah. So?

Anonymous: | can take you somewhere like this.
Destroyer Bot: When?

Anonymous: Now.

Thenthere was a blinding flash of light and, after that, things were very weird. | woke up on thissort
of landing pad. Except it was too small, and no one was paying any attention toit. Surrounding me
was just like that Anonymous guy said: it was nothing like home. Metal buildings dotted
everywhere, robots clunking about. To be fair, | can understand why no one was paying any
attention to me. | had spawned just next to this big generator sort of thing. Everything is not trees
and forests and the best dens in the world. No. It's so weird; everything is just so...technological.
Once | had confirmed that | was not dreaming (my face hurt for a while after that), | scrambled
behind the generator, and at that moment | realised my tablet was still in my hands. “A portal?”|
thought. It had taken me here; maybe it could take me back. | hunched up against a wall with
peeling red and yellow paint and faded letters reading: DANGER. DO NOT ENTER. | turned it on,
expecting to see my usual lock page with the usual keypad for me to unlock my tablet, but instead |
was thrown straight into the game. Battle Mechs. With all of my previous gaming score gone. All of
the game data erased. And | was only about 2,000 XP away fromgetting to level 78! From what |
could see, it was beginning to get dark so | tried my best to get comfortable and gotosleep.




| was woken up the next day by a gigantic CRASH. | jumped up and saw a massive wreckage. Aguy
on a stretcher. Random bits of plane everywhere. Sol figured the crash must have been an out-of -
control craft. And, ina random spurt of utter STUPIDITY, | walked out frommy hiding spot. Dumbest
thing | could have ever done. One of the repair bots looked around and saw me. The others followed.
Then one of themtried to shoot me.

The laser whizzed over my head, and soon the air wasfilled with laser bolts. | dashed back tothe
generator, where | saw another boy. Before | had time to register this, he ranin front of me and
smacked a blue chip down on the floor, and a circular, translucent blue wall popped up out of
nowhere and encased us.

“Who are you?" | said.
“The new Peter Pan,” he said. Then he grabbed my face and forced my mouth open.

“EY1OT 00 00 IN OOR OOINI" (translation: HEY1 WHAT DO YOU THINK YOURE DOING?") He held up a
small pill and dropped it into my mouth, “OT 0S AATI" | yelled (translation; WHAT WAS THAT")

“Asleeping pill.,” he answered calmly. After that | dropped off completely.

| woke up some time later with Lots of boys and girls crowded around me. They all looked burned,
bruised and scarred.

“So, the dead boy lives,” said a familiar voice. The other kids moved back. Aboy with brown hair and
a scar down his shoulder walked in front of me and sat ona wall.

“Sorry about all that. That's what you gotta do with the newbies. But this is the first time I've seen
one walk right out. That was dumb. Also, we had to patch your arma bit. We're not the best doctors
‘round here, 'cos the trained ones work for them.” He gestured outside. “Anyway, we just gave youa
new one. Avoid all the hassle. I've got one too.” He held up his left arm. Except it wasn't a human
arm. It was clearly robotic. “We managed to nick some of these from the medical roomdown over
there” - he pointed to a building next to the big signal tower thing - “and Luke here worked a couple
of days to give ‘emsome upgrades. Check this out.” As he said this, he tapped a buttonon hisarm. A
small hatch opened and a plasma gun shat out (I play Battle Mechs too much). Afizzing ball of
energy slowly expanded with four metal claws, which then releasedit.

“Don't! We'll be caught!” | said.
“Nah, it's fine.” Peter said. “This wall is tempararily impenetrable.”
“But they can still hear us.”

“Which includes sound. The light, however, should pass straight through you, provided you're
wearing these.” He held up a black T-shirt and black jeans.

“Which heis not,” another girl said. “I'm Emma by the way.”

Suddenly, | heard analarm




“Alright folks, you know the drill. To your battle stations QUICK!” Peter yelled, while tossing
everyane a gun. | caught mine and realised it was just a pistol. Sothey get fancy guns and | get the
pistol. | ran overto Emma.

“What the flipping hell am | supposed to do?” | said.

“Stay with me and get ready to shoot at any moment,” she replied, not taking her eyes out fromthe
aiming piece. The wall around us flickered and disappeared, and thundering footsteps shook the
ground; before we knew it, we were surrounded by robats. | heard Peter whisper behind me,
“Everyone, shoot onmy command. 1, 2, 3, SHOOOTI” Once again the air was filled with yells and
laser beams and plasma balls. | looked around for Emma, but | couldn’t see her anywhere. Thenit
began.

It's strange, fighting a robot. They're a lot smarter than you think. | got out my pistol, but it was no
use. | was instantly hit in the face by a laser. Blood was trickling down my mouth and instincts
kicked in. | grabbed the pistol and feinted an attack, then ran around the other side andripped out a
wire. | looked around. Again, no sign of Emma or Peter. One boy was wrestling against another
robot and was pinned against a wall. | ran and wildly shot it. Then | was grabbed frombehind.

Something whacked me on the back, and then | felt a dagger slice through my left arm. Then|
remembered what Peter had done with his armand desperately searched for that button. [ found it
and punched down. Asmall hatch opened and the gun shot out. It released. The ball whacked into
the nearest drone and went steamrolling through the crowd. | stared, but | couldn't stay put for too
long.

Alot of things happened. | would tell you, but it seems as if we're evacuating or something.
Everyone’'s gathering up all the equipment, guns, everything. | don't know what, but something big
is happening. | have to go now. I'mreally starting to hate that Anonymous guy.

Over and Out




Pupil B - Piece D: afable
Context: after reading and exploring Rudyard Kipling's Just So stories, pupils were asked to write

a fable in the style of Kipling. The pupil chose to write about how the koala got its shout.

How the koala got its shout

In the beginning, oh best beloved, the koala was silent. He would sit on a branch and watch
the tallest trees tower over the dense Australian jungle. He would look up at the cascading
waterfall crashing down on the unfortunate rocks that lay below. And he would remain silent.

The koala was errant and idle. Every day he would sit on a branch while the animals would
shout up at him:

“Koala, koala, why must you remain silent? Come down from your treetop perch and help us
work!” and the koala would answer in no more than a whisper,

“T am silent, and you are all silent to me.” and the other animals would go away.

The next day the animals would come and find the koala on his same treetop perch, and would
shout up at him, "Koala, koala, why must you remain silent? Come down from your treetop
perch and work like the rest of usl" And the keoala would answer in no more than a whisper, "I
am silent, and you are all silent to me." and the animals would go away.

One Monday, the kangaroo hopped up to the koala, who was sitting in his treetop perch, and
cried, "Koala, koala, why must you remain silent? Come down from your treetop perch and
work like the rest of usl” And the koala said in no more than a whisper, "I am silent, and you
are all silent to me." And the kangaroo hopped away.

On Tuesday, the alligator crawled up to the koala, his tail swishing like a turbine, and shouted
up at the top of his croaky old voice,

"Koala, Koala, why must you remain silent? Come down from your treetop perch and work like
the rest of usl" And the koala said in no more than a whisper, "I am silent, and you are all
silent to me." And the alligator crawled away, tail still swishing like a turbine.

On Wednesday, the dingo came running up to the koala, great big eyes drooping, for the
dingo prefers working at night and resting during day, and shouted,

"Koala, Koala, why must you remain silent? Come down from your treetop perch and work like
the rest of us!” And the koala said in no more than a whisper,

“I am silent, and you are all silent to me." And the dingo ran away and curled up in his resting
place to sleep.



At midnight, which is the most magical time oh Best Beloved, the kangaroo and the alligator,
their eyes drooping, for this was not their working time, and the now wide-awake dingo,
gathered around a thick birch tree. They looked up to the starry, midnight-blue sky and all
cried:

"Why, oh why? Why must you have created such an idle burden and placed it within our
midst? Please help us!" and they went away to sleep, or else carry on their work, all the while

hoping that their begging would have effect.

The trees heard their pleas and decided to help them. A leaf blew off the birch tree. It
slowly floated towards the koala, who was sleeping on his treetop perch, and landed on his

head.
And then... magical things began to happen.

The next morning, the kangaroo once again hopped up to the keala and said, "Koala, koala, why
must you remain so silent? Come down from your treetop perch and work like the rest of us!”
And the koala replied in the most deep, loud bellow, "I am silent, and you are all silent to me.”
However, he was not silent, indeed, he had developed the loudest voice in all of the jungle!

And after this incident, oh Best Beloved, the koala has been the loudest animal in the
Australian jungle, but has to this day not made up for his many missed days of work. And
this, oh Best Beloved, is how the koala got its shout.



Pupil B - Piece B: a letter of complaint
Context: after exploring examples of fairy tales with a twist, pupils were asked to write a letter

of complaint from the point of view of a fairy tale character of their choice. The pupil asked to
use a character from one of the Harry Potter novels and chose to write from the point of view of

the Basilisk.









Context: after studying the Amazon rainforest in geography, the pupil chose to write a balanced

Pupil B - Piece C: a balanced argument
argument about deforestation.
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