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Year 3

Year 3 read Mr Majeika and the Dinner Lady, 
a funny and magical story full of surprises. 
Inspired by the book, they imagined their own 
versions with magical teachers and 
mysterious events in school.

They used exciting ideas and descriptive 
language to bring their stories to life.



Year 3

Mr Majeika Sports Day: Dilemma 
The following morning, the suspicious Ms 
Pringle announced an exciting sports day. The 
challenge was to heave huge, heavy metal 
objects and dunk them into the pool.
When it was the dastardly Hamish Bigmore’s 
turn, Ms Pringle secretly used her magic to 
make the heavy metal objects as light as 
pencils.
In the next round — a long swimming 
competition — Ms Pringle used her magic 
again to make Hamish as fast as a cheetah!
“Well done!” chimed Ms Pringle. “You deserve 
my certificate as the winner!”
Mr Majeika, however, knew it must have been 
magic — just as Ms Pringle revealed her true 
face from under her scarf.
“I am Wilhemina Worlock! The greatest witch 
in the world!” she cried. Her face was pale 
and crooked.
By Zunairah 



Year 3

Mr. Majeika’s Sports Day: Resolution

The next bright, sunny morning, Miss Pringle 
shouted for the children and adults to come to the 
playground. She announced a gigantic sports day. 
Everyone started to line up.

The first challenge was the hardest — the 
beanbag throw. Hamish stepped up and began. Miss 
Pringle floated all the beanbags into Hamish’s team 
and waited for the timer to run out. Hamish’s team 
won!

Suddenly, Miss Pringle ripped off her scarf and 
boomed, “I am Wilhemina Warlock!”

Mr. Majeika knew he had to stop the wicked witch. 
He challenged Miss Warlock to a tug-of-war. 
Secretly, Mr. Majeika used magic to make the 
other team stronger.

When they pulled the rope hard, Miss Warlock 
went flying into the sky and vanished.

Jody looked up and whispered, “She’s really gone.”

Mr. Majeika nodded. The witch’s plan was over.

By Safiyah



Year 3

Mr. Majeika’s Sports Day: Resolution 
Suddenly, Mr Majeika had an idea. He 
challenged Miss Warlock to a competition. 
If she won, she would get millions of 
pounds — but if Mr Majeika won, he would 
get the millions instead.

He challenged her to a running race. Mr 
Majeika helped the children beat Miss 
Warlock by secretly giving them super 
speed using his magic.

Then, he challenged Miss Warlock to a 
driving competition. Once again, Mr 
Majeika used his magic — this time to 
make Miss Warlock fall over.

Miss Warlock got squished by the children 
who were still racing. She was gone!

Everyone was so happy.

By Ali



Year 4

Year 4 read The Chronicles of Narnia: The 
Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe, a magical 
story full of adventure. Inspired by Aslan and 
the White Witch, the children wrote about 
their own fantasy settings and the rulers who 
lived there.

They used descriptive language to bring their 
ideas to life, imagining what their rulers 
looked like, how they ruled, and the magic 
they had.



Year 4

Venom’s Haunted Forest

The haunted forest was dark, cold, and freezing. It was 
lifeless, and the sounds of wailing filled the air, with 
putrid smells all around. It was a grim situation!

The haunted forest had been like this for years, ruled by 
the most wretched person alive. Everyone was too scared 
to face him… It was Venom! Anyone who went in never 
came out.

Sticky purple goo was splattered all over the forest 
floor. It was like entering another dimension. It was so 
foggy, you never knew what struck you.

The forest hadn’t always been like this. It used to be a 
peaceful place where animals danced in the breeze, 
flowers blossomed, and the rivers were crystal clear. But 
one day, Venom took over, and everyone felt hopeless and 
upset. The haunted forest became dark, spooky, and very 
unpleasant.

Animals hid in fear, and no one dared to speak aloud. All 
hope was replaced by fear and terror.

All the animals hid — except for one species: slithery 
snakes! They worked for Venom, and their leader was 
called Apocalypse.

It stayed like this until a new hero emerged from the 
darkness. It was Spider-Man! He was brave and wise and 
always helped those in need. He had the coolest powers 
that helped him capture enemies.

Spider-Man entered with glowing blue eyes and solid, 
strong webs!

By Kiaan



Year 4

Scarface’s Moon
On the moon, it felt like you were in a 
miraculous dream — or a dreadful nightmare. 
Under the horrifying alien’s rule, beasts 
roamed freely, destroying all the beautiful 
plants. His army was conquering planet after 
planet. It was a very tough time for the 
Moonians.
The Moonians prayed as much as they could 
for the terrible alien to die. But when the 
alien found out, he ordered his Minotaur 
bodyguards to capture everyone — and so 
they did.
Scarface was a monster to all of humanity. 
His laugh echoed through the multiverse, 
spreading fear amongst all. He was a 
powerful dictator — strong and unstoppable, 
defeating everyone in war.
He wore a suit with weapons in his pocket. 
His sunglasses were so bright, they made 
the sun look like a pebble.
By Maherul



Year 4

Mary’s Wonderland
Wonderland is a beautiful and splendid 
land. It is a breathtaking and enjoyable 
place to live. The sky is amazing and 
bright, filled with shooting stars. Many 
wishing stars appear for people to wish 
upon.
There are rainbows every day — even 
when it snows! People feel happy because 
everything is just amazing and fun. Birds 
sing cheerful songs and tunes. People 
cheer and laugh.
Those who live there have hope more 
colourful than the rainbows in the sky.
Mary is a kind, wonderful fairy ruler, and 
her eyes sparkle in the sun. Under Mary’s 
rule, no one gets scared or hurt because 
of all she has done to protect them.
She is the kindest and most caring fairy 
ruler. Everyone loves her very much. Best 
of all, she always treats everyone kindly, 
equally, and fairly.

By Sadia



Year 5

Year 5 read Wonder, a powerful story about 
kindness, courage, and empathy. Inspired by 
Auggie and the people around him, the 
children wrote their own diary entries from 
the perspective of a character they created.

They used descriptive detail to explore how 
their character looked, felt, and was treated 
by others—highlighting themes of difference, 
resilience, and compassion.



Year 5

Dear Diary,

I honestly have no idea what I did — or why I did it! I mean, I've been 
hanging out with Julian lately, but that’s all! I don’t even enjoy it! Why is 
August being so stubborn?! He’s refusing to talk to me! Like, what did I do? 
He’s acting like he’s mad at me or something. One day we were best friends, 
and the next, he just threw it all out the window! I feel so angry and 
confused.

From what I know, August loves Halloween — so do I! Auggie had so many 
awesome costumes he could choose from and switch between any time. I was 
thinking of surprising him by dressing up as a mummy. I used some leftover 
bandages and a bit of ketchup. I was a little jealous — we just don’t have the 
money for all those cool costumes.

I’ve asked so many people, and no one knows what happened either. I asked 
Summer, and all she said was “Bleeding Scream.” Like, thanks a lot — that was 
so helpful. Summer, are you nuts? If August wants to be my ex-friend, then 
so be it. I mean, I was sitting next to Julian yesterday and talking to him. I 
don’t even really like him.

Then, the realisation finally hit me. It all started in the homeroom when I 
was talking to Julian. I wanted to seem cool and fit into the “cool kid” group, 
so I said the most sickening thing ever: If I looked like him, I would kill 
myself. I didn’t mean it — I wouldn’t kill myself if I looked like him! I would 
never! I have no idea why I said that.

And I also expected Boba Fett — not Bleeding Scream!

I feel awful. Nothing I said was true.

I really need to apologise. But how? He won’t talk to me at all. I could try 
talking to him in class — after all, we are paired up and sit next to each other 
in almost every subject. If he doesn’t forgive me, I can’t blame him. I 
deserve it. I shouldn’t have said that.

I really hope he forgives me.

Wish me luck!
 Jack

By Zohha



Year 5

Dear Diary,

Today was such a stressful day. I feel empty and guilty. I don’t think I can 
ever forgive myself for what I’ve done. I was gossiping about Auggie — and 
not in a good way. This feels like an irreversible day. I ruined Auggie’s 
favorite day of the year.

On Halloween, no one really stares at Auggie, so it’s one of the few days he 
feels like everyone else. But I ruined that. I talked behind his back.

Before all of this happened, we were both excited for Halloween. We felt 
elated. I told Auggie my costume would be a surprise. I actually got a Darth 
Vader costume from a yard sale. Believe it or not, the lady gave it to me for 
free because I helped clean her garage. It was amazing because I couldn’t 
afford to buy a costume. I was excited for Auggie to see it and really hoped 
he’d like it.

Halloween started off so differently. I was feeling thrilled and cheerful. My 
goal was to get a ton of full-sized candy bars and jump-scare people with 
Auggie. I even planned to sell some of the candy for money — I thought 
maybe I could get rich!

At school, I went to the basketball court and spotted Baby Yoda (Julian), 
along with the two Shreks (Henry and Miles). I walked over to them, gave a 
high five, and we started talking. That’s when it all went wrong.

Words started coming out of my mouth, and I didn’t stop myself until I said 
something horrible. I said there was no need for Auggie to wear a costume 
because he could just bring his face, since he’s so ugly. I regret saying that 
more than anything. Auggie is just trying to fit in like everyone else.

I didn’t even see Auggie today, but I saw someone in a Bleeding Scream 
costume crying and running away. I heard the crying echoing. Maybe it was 
Auggie. I hope not. But he didn’t come to school today. I tried calling him, 
but he kept ending the call.

After school, I plopped onto my bed, tossing and turning, unable to sleep. A 
wave of guilt kept crashing over me. I wish I had never said that. I hope 
Auggie can forgive me — but if he doesn’t, I understand.

This was a horrible Halloween. The worst Halloween ever. I didn’t even want 
to go trick-or-treating. What I did was awful.

Jack

By Halima



Year 5

Dear Diary,

Today I feel so disappointed in myself because I had the worst 
day — the worst day of my life! Halloween is Auggie’s favourite 
day because he gets to dress up and be someone else at school. 
Unfortunately, I opened my big mouth and ruined that for him.

In the morning, I was excited to see what everyone was wearing. 
On top of that, Summer is getting annoying. I don’t have a lot of 
money, so I came up with a brilliant idea to dress up as a mummy. 
I used bandages and ketchup for my costume. What a great idea 
I had!

At school, instead of sitting in my usual seat, I sat next to Julian. 
I don’t know why I pretended I wanted to be friends with that 
guy. At lunchtime, I told Julian that if I looked like Auggie, I’d 
put a hood over my face every day.

He doesn’t deserve that — he’s my best friend. It was mean. I 
saw the Bleeding Scream costume leave the room, and today 
Auggie wasn’t at school. He doesn’t answer my calls anymore. I 
wonder if something happened to him. Could he have heard our 
conversation?

My friendship with Auggie might be over. I wish I could take it 
back. I didn’t want this to happen. Auggie didn’t deserve any of 
this. I feel bad now, and I hate that I was the one who started 
it.

Bye for now,

Jack

By Illyas 

                                                                                       



Year 6

Year 6 read Coraline, a spooky and gripping 
story about a girl who discovers a strange, 
other world. Inspired by the book, they wrote 
their own creepy tales, imagining eerie 
settings and mysterious characters.
They used suspense, rich vocabulary, and 
powerful description to create atmosphere 
and keep the reader hooked.



Year 6

The Secrets behind No. 47…

Shazana sat bundled up in Aunty Mehreen’s car in Berlin, 
just wondering what she’d do for the rest of the 
holidays. She and her family had come from London to 
visit her two aunts, Aaminah and Mehreen, in the boring 
city of Berlin. As soon as they arrived, Shazana leapt out 
of the car to help her parents and her 15-year-old sister, 
Inaya, unload the bags. She dragged a suitcase towards 
the patio. When she got there, she took a breath of the 
crisp German morning air.

When she opened the door, she felt a gust of wind rush 
out, as if something had been released from within.
 “Ghosts aren’t real,” she repeated in her head.
 She looked around and noticed the peeling paint, weeds 
in the flower beds, and crows perched on the benches 
nearby.

Three hours later, Shazana was sitting bored on their 
purple futon sofa. Her mum was chatting with her aunties 
while her dad snored loudly. With nothing to do, she 
trudged upstairs to the room she and Inaya were sharing.

“Inaya, I’m bored! There’s nothing to do!” cried Shazana, 
flailing her arms.
 “I don’t know what to do. Go explore the garden or 
whatever. Do anything—just leave me alone!” sighed 
Inaya, not even looking up from her phone.
 “Fine,” Shazana muttered, storming away.



Year 6

She stomped downstairs and out to the garden, where 
she noticed a gate hidden behind a thick wall of ivy. It 
was tough to move, so she fetched a garden fork to help. 
Once she’d cleared the ivy, a wooden gate with a rusted 
brass handle stood before her. She slowly opened it and 
again felt the same icy gust as before.
 “Ghosts aren’t real,” she whispered to herself, heart 
pounding, as she stepped through…

On the other side, a chill ran up her spine. The air felt 
cold, unsettling, and unfriendly in ways she couldn’t 
describe.

“You’re here at last, Shazana,” a ghostly voice 
mumbled.

“Who… who are y-you?” asked Shazana nervously, her 
body trembling. She looked forward—and saw Aunty 
Aaminah. But her eyes… her eyes had been replaced by 
50p coins. And in her hand was Aunty Aaminah’s designer 
Louis Vuitton wooden spoon.

“Stay with me… forever. I know what you want. 
We’re in this together, Shazana. Stay!”

“No!” Shazana shouted firmly. “I don’t belong here.”

She turned to leave, but Aunty Aaminah blocked her. 
Aaminah raised the spoon to strike, but Shazana dodged. 
As Aaminah stood in shock, Shazana took her 
chance—she sprinted past, back into the garden, 
slammed the gate shut behind her, and collapsed.

By Maryam F 



Year 6

The Petrifying Visit

The car pulled up outside Aunty Elleon’s house. The 
family were visiting from Texas. As Alina was unloading 
the car, she screamed, “Come and help me unload the car, 
Matilda!” Matilda grudgingly grabbed a box. As she 
stepped into the eerie house, a strange noise came from 
inside that made the hairs on her arms stand up. She 
thought nothing of it and walked inside. Everywhere was 
lifeless…

“Mum, I’m bored. There’s absolutely nothing to do in this 
dreadful house!” groaned Matilda. Mum was too busy 
talking to Aunty Elleon, so Alina suggested they go and 
explore outside. Outside, they noticed that everything 
was lifeless: no birds, no flowers—only squelching mud all 
over the floor.

As they made their way through the puddles of mud, 
Matilda whispered, “I think there's someone watching 
us.”
 “Don’t be so dramatic,” Alina replied. “You’re just being 
paranoid.”
 Hesitantly, Matilda continued walking. They walked until 
they came across an eerie forest. There was a gate and 
an abandoned shed. Taped to it was a sign that read: DO 
NOT ENTER. Together, they ignored the alarm bells in 
their heads and hopped over the gate and into the shed.



Year 6

As soon as they took their first steps, they could feel 
something pulling them in. The walls were dilapidated and 
filthy. Misty air filled the cramped room.
 “Where are we?” questioned Matilda.
 “Let’s climb to the top, up that ladder,” replied Alina. 
But as soon as they started climbing, the door shut with 
a bang. Suddenly, a silhouetted figure—one that 
resembled Aunty Elleon—appeared in front of them. 
However, something about her was off. She sat with a 
large grin, one that reached her ears. Stones replaced 
her eyeballs. From the corner of her eye, Alina saw a 
hammer and swung it at the impersonator.

Relieved and grateful, Matilda woke up to see her Aunty 
Elleon’s warm face.
 “Thank God you’re awake. We found you unconscious on 
the floor!” exclaimed Aunty Elleon.
 “Where is Alina?” asked Matilda.
 “Who is that?” questioned her mother, confusion 
plastered on her face.
 “She’s my sister!” screamed Matilda.

She ran off the bed and, all of a sudden, came across a 
note in the bathroom. It read: Help me — Alina.
 It was covered in blood…

By Maryam M



Year 6

A Suspicious Attic

As Mark was unloading the car, the door slammed 
shut. He noticed a strange boy with a creepy smile. 
A chill ran down his spine when he saw the boy 
looking at him. Then, the boy whispered, “I’m gonna 
keep you safe forever!”

“Help me with these boxes!” bellowed Mark’s 
brother, Lucas.

Later that day, “I’m bored. Can I get some fresh 
air?” whined Mark. He was in the living room. 
Mark’s parents were talking about his new school.
 “Go and explore the house,” suggested Mum. “If 
you explore the house, we could go to the park 
later—and even give you extra pocket money.”

So, Mark decided to explore the attic. At the top 
of the stairs were unexpected old things: he saw 
VHS video tapes covered in cobwebs, old photos, 
and dusty books.



Mark shuffled through the little, dusty wooden 
door. In the attic, there were a lot of boxes filled 
with items—but they were sparkling and shiny! 
Poor Mark was shocked and confused all at the 
same time. Then, he heard something unexpected 
from the creaking stairs. Mark swallowed hard.

His other brother shouted, “I want to attack and 
demolish everything!” He hurled a frying pan. Mark 
swiftly ran out of the door and locked it quickly.

The other brother bellowed, “You’re gonna regret 
this!”

Mark ended up on the floor of the attic. He 
suddenly opened his eyes and woke up. His brother 
saw him lying on the floor.
 He asked, “What happened to you?”

When his brother left, the other brother 
appeared again. Mark thought he was 
hallucinating—and then he was frightened. He 
thought he had defeated the other brother. Why 
was he still there?

By Afnan 


