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Year 3

Year 3, read Prince Cinders and Cinderboy,
which are fun twists on classic fairy tale
Cinderella. These stories inspired them to
create their own versions by changing the
characters, setting, or point of view.

| They came up with creative and exciting i
ideas, adding lots of detail to make their
stories interesting.

® Prince Cinders

by Babette Cole L2urgnee Aoboit

(G20 Pl s
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Year 3

Once upon a time, there was an or'dmar'g
boy named Harry Cinders. He had ‘rer'r'l le,
rude, and hard brothers who made him do
all the brutal housework—he couldn' T even
o to the crowded basketball matchl!
uddenly, a dus’ry old book from his |
br'oTher's shel f vaul’red from its space and

e an glowing like th e sun reflecting of f
th e wa er' u’r popped a maglcal book
fairy, who said, "Come with Mme; you can

still'go to the basketball ma‘rch

Eventually, they arrived, and Harry
Cinders stormed into the basketball
match. When he went in, he was amazed at
all ’rhe eople and asked ‘them, "

play?” The moglc book glowed, and ‘rhe
codch said cour'se ou can

i Afterwards, Harry r's lay ed ’ro win

the game for his ’ream ver' one loved
Harry Cinders's basketball skills and cried
out for his attention.

By Sureya
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Year 3

| A ping pong godmother appeared with a poof
r'gmgap a’rga%d said, "Youpgha [ go to The meg

ong Finals!" She transformed Aslan's scr'u
towel into gold and gave him a magical VI pmg
pong bat.

In an instant, Aslan was whisked of f o ’rhe finals.
During the match, one of the players got injured,
and Aslan won the by default. He looked at
the time and panic e —he had to leave Sprm‘rm
out of the luxurious, gigantic room, he ran as a
as he could. In his hurry, he hopped into an
accidentally Ieavmg behind his golden VIP pmg
pong bat.

The tournament manager searched for the
mysterious Iayer who had vanished after
wmnm Even’ruay e found Aslan s house
Aslan's brothers rued to hold the VIP ping pong
bat, but it slipped through their hands as if
rejecting them. However, when Aslan picked it
up, it stayed firmly in his grip.

Realizing Tha’r Aslan was truly the champion, the
manag er' rB de him the star player From that day
on, As an became a pmg pong legend. He moved
in’ro a mansion and lived the rest of his life in
uxury.

By Zain

e




) O QO O O O QO 00 & O Q O

)

Year 3

Suddenly, the food ran out. How would
the stepbrothers eat now? Back at
home, a magical baker fairy appeared to
help Lexi. She turned Lexi into a star
baker so that she could go o the
restaurant and cook food. The fair
said, "Make sure you ﬁe’r home by 1
o'clock; that's when the magic wears

of f."

Lexi went to the restaurant and saved
the day with her cooking. When she
heard the clock strike 10 o'clock, Lexi
ran off, but on the way, she dropped
her baking hat. The owner of the
restaurant found the hat and took it to
find the star baker. The stepbrother
tried on the hat, but it did not fit. Then
the owner saw Lexi and made her try it
on. It fitl The owner hired Lexi for the
rﬁ’raumn‘r, and she lived happily ever
after.

By Alifa
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Year 4

Year 4, read Little Foxes by Michael
Morpurgo, about a boy named Billy who finds
comfort in caring for a family of foxes. The
story explores themes of kindness, survival,
and the bond between humans and animals.
After reading, the children wrote their own
animal stories. They created animal
characters with feelings and problems, used
descriptive language for settings, and
structured their stories with a clear problem
and solution. Many stories focused on lessons
like kindness and protecting nature.

FOXES

MICHAEL MORPURGO
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Year 4

It was a sunny day, and there was a rainbow in the
sky over Wellsvulle VI”Cl e. Anisha Sml’rh
The Red Roc et,was d 5959 into a humongous bowl
of Coco Pops with a gla milk to wash 1T down.
Her kind mum came m and trilled, " Swee‘rle it's
time to go to school.”

"Coming!" Anisha trilled back. It was her first day
at her new school, St. Hilda, and she was readier
than ever!

At school, she bumped into a Gglr'l called Asuyah or

Asiy, as she liked 1o be calle udely

s’ra red, "You better watch your step around here,
""Then she rushed off in a hurry.

Anisha told her mum all about her first day of

school, but she did not mention Asiyah. Her mum

told her about her‘ new job. Her mum exclaimed,

BLOOlI:; I took a picture of a very rare deer called
am

Amsha zoomed in. The deer was all alone in the
It was time for the Red Rocket to strike.
ha’r deer was hot going to dle not on her watch.

The next day when Anisha went ‘ro school she
bumped into’Asiyah. She commanded eX meet
me ih the park after school.” But before Anisha
could react, Asiyah disappeared.

When Anisha arrived, she saw Asiyah aimin

water gun directly at’'Bambi. Anisha jumpe m to
save her.

By Yusra
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Year 4

Like any other day, Peter was eating his breakfast. Peter
was a loving and caring boy who loved animals. Just then,
he saw a deer outside and wanted to keep it. The deer
had two pointy ears and black eyes. It also looked
homeless. Peter wanted to know what it was up to, so he
decided to go see for himself.

Peter arrived at the nasty field and tried to find the
deer. The more he searched, the more stressed he felt.
Suddenly, Peter found the deer and émve it a crunchy
sandwich. He promised the deer food every day and |
promised to take care of it. |

The next day, Peter went to school and got info a fight.
Richard, the school bully, asked about the deer after his
dad had told him. Desperately, Peter tried not to tell
him, but Richard demanded to know about the deer.
Suddenly, Richard shouted, "I'm going to shoot the deer.”
Devastated, Peter realized his secret deer wasn't so
secret.

Peter went back to the field and searched for the deer.
Just then, Peter found the deer with Richard.
Heartbroken, Peter yelled at Richard, "Move away, or you
will get hurt.” Richard responded with sarcasm, "You
really thought I was going to shoot the deer? I don't
even have a gun.”

Unexpectedly, Richard found the deer homeless, and the
deer cared about humans. The unlikely pair became
friends and agreed to take care of the deer. The hunters
would never hunt animals again. They both now had a
mutual friend.

By Samiul
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Year 4

One morning, AIShG was eafln%her breakfast
when her mum showed her a photo of a
rabbit. Aisha was very excu’re and wanted to
md the rabbit for herself. So, she grabbed
er coat and went outside. Suddenly; Aisha
heard a squeakmg sound._ When she looked,
she saw a fluffy rabbit. It looked like it had a
broken leg.

| That night, the rabbit got trapped in a net
AlShG was sad about the rabbit, so she went
to the field and found it Alsha helped get
the rabbit out of the ne ’r She fed'it some
cheese and promised the rabbit she wou
come back every day to the field.

Suddenly, Aisha made a mistake. Jacob, the
school b ul saw the picture of the rabbit in
Aisha's pocke’r Jacob said, "I have a toy gun.
I'll shoot your rabbit."

Aisha ran to the field and threw rocks at the
rabbit o scare it away and protect it from

J acob Later that day, Jacob said, "You really

thought T'd shoot your rabbit? I don't even

have a toy gun.’

The nexT mor'nln% Aisha saw Jacob with the
rab decided to take care of the
r'abbl’r ’roge

By Aribah
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Year 5

Year 5, read Gangsta Granny by David Walliams, a
funny story about a boy named Ben and his
grandmother, who is secretly a former jewel thief.
The book mixes humor, adventure, and
heartwarming moments.

| Afterwards, the children wrote their own
humourous stories. They created quirky
characters and funny situations, often with
unexpected twists. Many stories focused on
unlikely friendships or comical adventures, similar
to Gangsta Granny. This activity helped improve
their storytelling skills while encouraging
creativity and humor.

Ermons MULIEMILLION Lo
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- GANG STA
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Year 5

I arrived at Grandpa's damp, 1800s-looking house. "Bye, son, have a great timel" my
mum yelled as she drove off. Grandpa opened the door and shouted, "Well, hello there,
grandson. Come on inl" T appeared happy on the outside but was faking it. Really, T
already wanted to leave because of the nauseous rotten egg smell that I could already
smell even from outside. I stepped inside with a deep breath and saw tons of cobwebs
all over the place. I had only been here for two seconds, not a good start. This is the
reason I don't like spending time with my grandpa. Worse, even at his house, is the
fact that he makes me rub his back and massage his feet. He mostly likes to eat
pickled onions with mayonnaise. I know that's disgusting and all, but he's an old person,
that's what they're like. He also loves playing Scrabble, just like all ordinary old
people. I was already feeling nervous! Grandpa then stated, "Today we are going to the
famous Dinosaur Museum! Quick, grab your stuff and don't forget my special drink for
vitamin health.” “*Yes, Gramps," I replied and grabbed the first bottle I could see.

This was the first time I had gone on a trip with Grandpa. He informed me that we
would be traveling by bus, as he doesn't have a car. T wasn't happy to get on the slow,
boring bus, as I was hoping to actually have fun with my grandpa for once. The bus
arrived, we hopped on, and we were off. All of a sudden, Grandpa was chatting to
random people on the bus and even fell asleep on someone's shoulder. I was so
embarrassed; I tried to hide my face, but everyone was staring at me.

We finally arrived at the museum. It was grand, humongous, and I was astounded that
people had built this as if it were a palace. We stepped inside, and Grandpa called,
"Come on, what are you waiting for? Let's start exploring.” I was beginning to feel
excited, but Grandpa ruined it. The second he saw the first fossil, he grabbed my arm
and started reading all the information about it, which was incredibly boring for mel
He then said that he needed his special drink, so I passed it to him, and he chugged it
down in one.

As soon as he finished drinking, he started running around like a crazy person and then
tried to escape the museum as if it were a prison. I chased after him, and he finally
stopped, only to climb on top of a huge dinosaur skeleton and use the tail as a giant
slide!l Then he spotted a T. rex, climbed on its head, and screamed, "I'm the king!" at
the top of his lungs! T looked at the medicine bottle and realized that I had given him
an energy drink! Next, he began talking to the dinosaur exhibits as if he were actually
having a conversation with them. I was so embarrassed, I tried to pretend I wasn't
even his grandson.

All of a sudden, Grandpa hit the ground, causing the effects to wear off. He was
struggling to get up, so I grabbed his hands, but he was too heavy. The museum had an
atmosphere of chaos. People were whispering about the incident, and I felt
embarrassed. I wished we had never come to the museum. The security guard quickly
rushed to us, checking if he was okay. After that, I apologized and explained
everything, and they understood. Then we headed home, and I have never looked at
Grandpa the same way.

By Imran
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Year 5

I finally arrived at 6randad's house at 7:00 AM. His home is a small cottage,
and it looks like it came straight out of a history book. When I stepped
inside, I noticed that the walls were covered in old wallpaper. He had a huge

| fireplace, a black-and-white TV (yes, those still exist!), and furniture that
looked like it had survived World War II.

Unfortunately, the house smelled like soil and rotten onions. I felt
completely disgusted! I hate spending time with Grandad—he is as slow as a
snail on vacation and twice as boring. He always makes me do gardening.
Worst of all, he uses a nose spray to stop snorting while laughing. (Yes,
that's a real thing. Who knew?)

Out of nowhere, Grandad announced, "We are going to the science museum."
T was about as excited as a rock. Eventually, Grandad ordered an Uber. Just
as we got in, he started telling stories that were so not funny. But that
wasn't the worst part—halfway through, he started snoring mid-sentence!
Eventually, he dozed off completely.

When we arrived, I was relieved to see it wasn't busy. The museum was
spacious and had amazing air conditioning. The first thing we saw was the
planet exhibit, and wow, those planets were hugel!

After a while, Grandad started digging through his pockets for his nose
spray, the magical potion that prevents his snorting problem. But as soon as
he used it, something insane happened.

Suddenly, Grandad went into turbo mode! He started sprinting and climbing
on the planet models and sliding down them like a kid on too much sugar.
"YIPPEE!" he yelled as he whooshed down Saturn’s rings.

I didn't know what to do people were staring at me like I was his legal
guardian, expecting me to do something.

Before long, Grandad's luck ran out. He tripped over a display and collapsed.
My heart nearly stopped. He had fainted!

Panicking, I grabbed his nose spray and examined it. That's when I saw the
problem—it wasn't his usual one. The label read "Ultra Energizing Nose
Spray." Well, that explained a lot. Grandad had basically inhaled liquid
energy.

Suddenly, a security guard rushed over. "Is he okay?" he asked. He helped
me get Grandad back on his feet. Grandad muttered, "Best. Day. Ever."

What a wild day! Maybe Grandad isn't so bad after all.

By Igra
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Year 5

Yelled Charlie's parents as they lef+t
for the huge mall. Charlie was at his grandad's, which
he didn't like because his house smelled like stale
cheese. He was slow, old, and boring. He wore old
slippers, had a big, bushy beard, and liked watching

| birds all the time.

| "See you later”

Charlie loved his qrandad, but he was so annoying.
First, he smelled like rotten cheese. Second, he
embarrassed eogle in public. Third, his TV had been
broken since 1992.

Later that day, Grandad had an idea. He wanted to go
to the Natural History Museum fo see the dinosaurs.
At the museum, his grandad was very happy. Yet, he
was talking to the dinosaurs and joined the wrong
gr'oup of people. He even tried to ride the dinosaurs!

randpa was having a fantastic day, but Charlie was
worried. All of a sudden, a security officer came and
demanded to speak to Grandad. Charlie felt scared,
but Grandad didn't care. He was smiling and waving at
the security officer.

Almost unbelievably, Charlie's parents came to save
them. Charlie's dad spoke to the security officer, and
Grandad agreed to do community work for one month
at the museum. Charlie realized his grandad was not
boring at all. They created funny memories. Charlie
would have a lot of stories to tell his children one day.

By Sanjana




N OO0 OOHOO OOOO B

Year 6

Year 6, read Trash by Andy Mulligan, an
exciting adventure about three boys who
find a life-changing secret while scavenging
in a garbage dump. The story focuses on

themes of poverty, justice, and friendship.

Afterwards, they wrote their own quest
stories. They created characters who went
on adventures, faced challenges, and solved
problems. Many of the stories featured
heroic journeys and lessons about bravery
and teamwork.

———TY ey YT T e

Trash
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Year 6

Hi, my name is Diego, a loyal dumpsite boy, and I'm about to tell you about the very day my

life changed forever.

The overwhelmingly reeking dumpsite could be smelled from miles away. That is my home,
and it's called Tingo Maria. To many people, it's just a small speck on a map, but for me and
many communities, we depend on frash picking in order to survive. Each and every day, my
twin Carlos and I stumble through high piles of trash only to find the moldiest foods,
definitely not suitable for eating.

Although, one humid day by the creaking cranes, something caught my eye. I found
something that looked like the remains of a jewelry box, and as I gathered it in my hands,
out tumbled a diary. It contained a strip of numbers, a key, and a name: Isabella Almeida.

Sometime later, a lousy investigator came asking around for the diary. Apparently, it was
needed to find Isabella—who seemed to have vanished. They offered a reward of 15,000
pesos to whoever finds the diary and 600 pesos to everyone in Tingo Maria. Honestly, I was
so tempted to give in right away, but something held me back.

The moment the investigator left, we darted off to Fang's house, whose real name is Hugo.
He lives in a narrow hole located in a dark alleyway. We decided to leave the diary with him
to keep safe, as he had no one to suspect him. He examined the diary and stared at the key.
What he said next startled us: "The key is for the side entrance of the abandoned church
on Holly Lane!" Without delay, we snuck out to the mysterious church, just in time to
overhear two men speaking to each other. "She's down in the basement,” whispered a voice.
We sensed this could be an obscure mystery waiting to be solved. But the question was,
"How will we get down to the basement?”

Unfortunately, before we could delve further into our mystery, I had the worst experience
ever. Early one morning, while Carlos and I were sorting out garbage, I was arrested by a
crippled investigator and taken to the police station. I was so worried I wet myself. That
was when I met the drowsy, tattooed man—an investigator. He interrogated me about
where the diary was and held me by my ankles, thrashing me against the wall. T was fearful,
terrified, and alarmed. Once again, I felt my body bang against the wall as he bellowed,
"This won't stop till you give us the diary!" He kept threatening me, though I kept lying.
Finally, they concluded T knew nothing. Relieved, I shuffled home in the refreshing rain.

A few days later—after everything had calmed down a bit—Carlos and I snuck into the
abandoned church and crept into the basement. This was only accomplished with the help of
Fang. To our astonishment, we found a lady called Isabella, who told us something rather
exciting. "Our prime minister has stolen some jewels and sold them to the Queen! The
money is in my father's grave. You must retfrieve it and come straight back to mel” she
demanded.

We dashed as fast as our bony legs could carry us, knowing there were policemen chasing
us. As soon as we arrived at the graveyard, we dug up Isabella's father's grave and opened
the coffin. There we could see it—120 million pesos. It felt as if our eyes were going to fall
out of our heads at the sight of so much money. We quickly covered up our tracks and ran
back to Isabella, who gave us 60 million pesos. We thanked her, wondering what we could do
with all this money.

We distributed the cash between the families of Tingo Maria and gave some to local

charities, only keeping a little for ourselves so we could live a luxurious life. So that's how
finding a small diary in a huge dumpsite changed my life forever.

By Maryam

-
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Year 6

Hey there! My name is Kyra Star—a young, poor, sweet girl. I live in a filthy dumpster in Tingo Maria.
I'm so tired of trampling through waste all day long. The only things we find are dead rats, which stink
up the place! I mean, we can barely live of f from what we find. Only a few people are lucky enough to
find food.

But one day, it all changed for me! I+ was an ordinary day, us poor people were scrambling through the
garbage, when I found a lucky charm. It was a dusty, old bag. Inside, was a map with nothing but dust
all over it.

The next day detectives surrounded the area. They announced that they were looking for a bag with a
map and whoever found it would receive 50,000 reals. My heart beat faster than ever! T knew
immediately this was something extraordinary.

Without hesitation, I ran to my good old friend, Maria Rose. She was very smart and knew this place
better than I could imagine. It took me some time to find her since she loved staring at birds and
playing with stray cats. When I finally spotted her, I eagerly showed her the map. The moment she
saw it, something clicked—she recognised a symbol that pointed to an abandoned museum.

We walked for hours, the sun was blazing down, it was silent... Finally, we arrived. We made our way

in... It was dark, damp, and creepy. We looked up and spotted an arrow pointing north, leading into a

vacant room. Maria took the lead, guiding me inside—that's when we discovered our next clue. It was
directions on a crinkled piece of paper. Without hesitation, we grabbed it and dashed away.

A few days later, the detectives were questioning everyone. It was my turn now. A terrifying
policeman came charging at me. I fried my hardest not to tell them anything. Finally, they let me go. I
ran as fast as I could to Maria and her mum. We all figured out that the clue led to the far of Tingo.

A few hours passed, and we decided to head out. The police were still lurking nearby, so we let Maria's
mum stay behind in the doorway. Maria and I searched for hours. It felt like years! But then we
stopped. A glimmer of light caught our eyes, making them shine with excitement.

"Maria, come quick!" T exclaimed.

"What is it?" she roared.

I froze once again... there it was. Our eyes widened in disbelief. Buried beneath a pile of old, rusted
equipment outside, lay the treasure chest, filled with what seemed like one million reals! Maria's
screams echoed through the air, her excitement uncontrollable. I kept whispering, "Reals, reals,
reals.”

Maria and T gathered various materials and rebuilt the dumpster. We distributed some of the money
too. I used my share to cover Maria's dad's medical bills and she couldn't stop thanking me. I felt a
deep sense of pride. Never in my wildest dreams could I have imagined such a turn of events.

And that was the story of how scrambling through trash, finding a 'lucky charm, and embarking on a |

hunt changed my life forever.

By Ariyana
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Year 6

My name is Alessandro I'm a simple dump site boy. My home is an

ordinary dump site which is in Rio de Janeiro in Brazil. Dumpsite
people like me and my friend Diego were looking for valuable
things to get money and to survive. We don't have many toilets
and sinks. The smell is unbearable. One incredible day, we found a
bag and inside there was ID.

After dark, the gangster came by asking about the valuable bag.
They claimed it was with us and they offered a reward of 10,000
pesos. I was about to say yes but something stopped me.The
gangster looked like a boxer and had tattoos. After they left, we
decided to get Diego, who doesn't have family, to look at the ID
and discovered that it was a key for an abandoned hospital. We
had a plan at night to discover the locker. When we arrived there
we found a letter with a coded message.

Before we could find out any more, I had the worst experience of
my life. One night I was taken to a dark scary room. I was so
terrified that I vomited all over myself. He asked me where the
valuable bag was but I was not saying anything. He threw me
against the wall and shouted and said, "Until you say where the
bag is, we will not stop.” He kept threatening me and
interrogating me, but I was still lying. Finally, they understood
that I knew nothing. When I went back home, Sefiora Sanchez
found the city's mayor that stole the money. Diego hid the money
in the tuktuk and we took it back to the dump site. First, we

| shared the money with the homeless people and they were so
delighted. Secondly, me and Diego bought a gigantic house. When
we went inside the house it was like a rich person's house. That's
how finding a bag in a dump site changed my life.

By Adem
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