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Year 3

Year 3 have been reading books by 
Roald Dahl. They really enjoyed The 
Twits and wrote detailed character 
descriptions about Mrs Twit. Using 
vivid adjectives and creative language, 
they captured her nasty tricks and 
grumpy personality, making her come 
alive through their writing.



Mrs Twit

Appearance:
 Mrs Twit had black hair that stuck out like 
spikes. It was as dark as a thundercloud. Her 
clothes were always dirty, and she never 
washed them. She was very ugly and rude. Mrs 
Twit never had a shower — not even on Sundays! 
One of her eyes was a glass eye, and it always 
looked the wrong way. Her eyebrows were big 
and bushy. Her teeth were black and sharp, and 
some were missing. She wore an emerald green 
dress that was never clean.

Actions:
Mrs Twit was always mean to animals and 
children. She hit them and shouted all the time. 
She was grumpy, selfish, and sneaky.

Personality:
 Mrs Twit was very mean and never smiled. She 
was also extremely unkind to everyone.

By Nafees 



Mrs Twit

Appearance
 Mrs Twit was a very ugly person who never 
brushed her tangled, filthy hair (which was like 
the bristles on a brush). Her dark hair was 
almost as dark as the night sky. Her thick 
eyebrows looked like big bushes, and she had a 
creepy glass eye — one eye was always looking 
in a different direction. She also had a very 
big, pointy nose.

Personality
Ugly Mrs Twit was also very, very selfish, mean, 
bossy, unkind, and dark-minded — she really 
was that bad! Would you like to meet her? I 
wouldn’t!

Actions
 Evil Mrs Twit would always shout at poor, 
innocent children and hit them harshly with her 
precious walking stick. She was always sly, 
grumpy, and sneaky!

By Alizah 



Mrs Twit

Appearance
 Mrs Twit is very mean and nasty. 
She has a fake glass eye that she 
uses to prank everyone. Her teeth 
are very yellow because she never 
brushes them. She always makes 
rude and nasty faces.

Personality
 Mrs Twit is rude and unkind. She 
shouts at everyone she sees. Once, 
she put worms in Mr Twit’s noodles. 
She also put her glass eyeball in Mr 
Twit’s milk, and he was very scared. 
Mrs Twit is grumpy, smelly, and 
mean.

By Aleena J 



Year 4

Year 4 have been reading A Long 
Walk to Water. They wrote diary 
entries as Salva, imagining his 
thoughts and feelings during his 
incredible journey. Using powerful 
language and emotions, they brought 
his experiences and challenges to 
life in their writing.



Dear Diary,

My name is Salva. I am eleven years old and I live in 
Southern Sudan. I like my school lessons. I live with 
my mother, father, and little brother.

Last month, I went to school, and suddenly I heard 
gunshots. Our teacher told us to hide in the bush and 
not go back to our village. My heart was beating so 
fast, and I was frightened. I really wanted to go 
home. I walked for weeks with people I did not know. 
I didn’t drink any water. We were very hungry, and 
my feet hurt a lot. It felt like a never-ending walk, 
full of blisters and pain.

Weeks later, I met Buska. He was really good at 
getting honey from beehives. He got enough honey 
for all of us. Chewing honey and beeswax was like 
tasting happiness. Because of Buska, I felt happier.

I hope my future is better. I hope my parents are 
okay. I wonder where they are. I hope no one else 
has to go through this. I dream of a world where no 
war happens and everything is peaceful.

From,
Salva

By Ahyan 



Dear Diary,

My name is Salva. I am eleven years old, and I live 
in Southern Sudan in 1985. Life was hard, but if I 
hadn’t gone through everything that happened, I 
wouldn’t be where I am today. I lived with my 
family, then I lost them — but I was reunited with 
one of them.

I had to escape from school because of the war, 
and it was quite frightening, but I still ran. When I 
ran, there were others running too, so at least I 
was not alone. I struggled to find any kind of 
safety, but I remembered that my teacher had 
told me to hide behind a bush for a few seconds. I 
heard gunshots everywhere. I felt like screaming 
as loud as I could from a cliff.

As I walked across the hot, dry sand, I got cuts 
and blisters on my feet that hurt badly. I almost 
cried. I met a boy called Buksa, who became a good 
friend as we walked. Then, while looking for food, 
we saw some animals. Eventually, Buksa found some 
honey for both of us.

I am hopeful for a better life — not just for me, 
but for the people of Sudan too. I hope they can 
have clean water. I would also love to study.

From,
Salva

By Khaalisah



Dear Diary,
My name is Salva. I am from Sudan. I am 11 
years old. I love going to school. At home, I live 
with my mother, father, brother, and sister.

One day at school, we heard gunshots. Our 
teacher told us to run away. There is a war 
happening in my country. People were fighting. 
Now I have to walk for many days. I did not 
know what I should do.

Then I saw people from my own tribe — the 
Dinka tribe. They let me stay. Buksa is my 
friend. He is good at finding food, like honey. It 
is nice to have a friend to walk with.

Today, I felt less lonely. We helped each other. 
I hope I find my family. I also hope I have a 
safe place to stay.

from,
Salva

By Matiha 



Year 5

Year 5 read poems from different 
cultures by poets like Imtiaz 
Dharker, Benjamin Zephaniah, and 
Valerie Bloom. They learnt about 
ideas like money and equality in the 
poems. Then, they wrote their own 
poems using adjectives, similes, and 
strong verbs to make their writing 
interesting. 



Wealth

The weight of money feels heavy on me,
My power feels even heavier.
The real treasure is inside—
Wait and find someone to guide you.

Money bills all look the same,
Shopkeepers check them carefully
To see if they are real
And decide who they will help.

When people get rich,
They might leave you behind.
Before you had money, they ignored you,
But now they like you because of your 
power.

By Elisha 



Equality

We all look different, short or tall,
 But inside, we’re the same, all in all,
 Some talk quiet, some talk loud,
 Some feel shy, some feel proud.

It doesn’t matter what you wear,
Or what you look like, it’s only fair,
Be kind to people every day,
Help them out in any way,
Treat everyone like they are you,
That’s the fair and right thing to do.

By Aidhan



Equality

Everyone is nice.
Some people are kind, but some 
people are not.
If you discriminate,
It will hurt your heart and mind.
In the gleam of gold, I see kind 
people
Whispering coins in the dark 
night.
Paper bills flutter like hope—
A fortune’s weight is heavy.

By Amira

                                                                   



Year 6

Year 6 read A Fairytale in New York, a lively and 
modern version of Snow White set in the busy 
city. They explored how classic fairy tales can be 
changed to fit today’s world. Then, they created 
their own exciting contemporary fairy tales, 
setting stories in vibrant cities and turning 
princesses, witches, and dwarfs into real, relatable 
people. Their stories showed important lessons 
about kindness and bravery, using vivid adjectives 
and strong verbs to make their writing come alive.



Jennie in Busan

Hidden behind the glamour of the skyline, there lived a young, 
beautiful girl called Jennie. Jennie had long, luscious, silky black 
hair and glowing pink eyes - she was the center of Busan. 
Unfortunately, Jennie’s mother had sadly passed away, so her 
father had to marry another woman. Jennie’s stepmother was a 
famous model for the brand Dior. But one sunny day, Jennie was 
on the cover of VERSACE magazine. Everyone was talking about 
her flawless beauty and how her soft, milky skin glowed in the 
light. The stepmother was filled with envy and rage. She clenched 
her jaw and hired a hitman to take Jennie down. A couple of 
minutes later, Jennie was dragged into an alleyway, and the 
hitman pointed a gun at her. His eyes softened as he looked at 
her face. She was pure and innocent. The hitman felt guilty, so he 
let her go and ran away.

Autumn leaves danced in the wind as Jennie’s hair blew into her 
face. Her teeth were chattering as she walked along the cracked 
and bumpy pavement. Jennie was lost, hungry, and alone. As she 
passed by the drugstores and butcher shops, she noticed a 
flashing light coming from a one-story building. Jennie walked 
toward the building and entered it, seeing a runway with seven 
models practicing their catwalks for the upcoming VERSACE 
show. Lights were flashing, heels were clacking on the stage and 
the models struck poses exquisitely. Jennie quickly got onto the 
stage and started to show her amazing runway skills.
 “Woah! You’re amazing at this!” one of the models exclaimed.
 Jennie gave a slight smile and thanked her. She was about to 
leave when the models stopped her.
 “Hey! Stay with us!” Jisoo, the oldest model, whisper-yelled. 
While tapping her foot on the stage, Jennie thought about it for 
a while. Maybe she could carry on and have somewhere to stay 
for a while.
 “Sure, I’ll stay,” she replied, showing off her beautiful smile.



Months passed by, and Jennie’s effortless glamour attracted 
many people to the modeling shows; tickets sold out rapidly. She 
was all over magazines and billboards. One day, a journalist named 
Hyunjin was inspecting the event, looking at every little detail. 
When Jennie started to model, it caught his attention - the way 
she posed so smoothly. He knew she would be successful at once. 
The sound of the camera clicking as it took pictures of Jennie to 
put in the local magazines filled the room. Every time Hyunjin 
checked the photos of Jennie, his heart would skip a beat. As 
hours passed by, Jennie appeared in the local magazine; everyone 
fought to get a copy. This snapped the last straw for the 
stepmother. She grabbed a glass and threw it across the room, 
shattering it into pieces. The house fell silent, the stepmother’s 
heavy breathing filled the room as her eyes lit up. She thought of 
a plan.

The next day, Jennie’s stepmother held a grand party in honor of 
Jennie’s success. The stepmother swayed with confidence as she 
held a plate with a poisoned slice of cake on it. Jennie took a bite 
of the cake, and her vision started to fade as she fell to the 
ground with a thud.

It was a gloomy day as the city fell silent; there wasn’t a single 
sound of joy to be heard. Everyone crowded around her coffin, 
laying flowers with heavy hearts. When Hyunjin stepped forward, 
Jennie’s piercing pink eyes suddenly shot open. Their gazes 
locked - deep and filled with love - and in that moment, they both 
fell in love. Hyunjin gently took her hand and rubbed her knuckles 
with his thumb, making her heart flutter. From then on, they 
lived a life full of love and affection. Forever.

By Mehreen



Snowy, the crown jewel of Alaska

Not long ago in the noisy metropolis - Alaska - there lived 
a glamorous girl named snowy.
She lived in the heart of Alaska; everyone loved snowy 
but not everyone truly loved her. Snowy’s evil mother was 
a successful actress. She was charismatic, confident and 
had an amazing luxurious life. Everyone kept on following 
her thinking she was hardworking but not realising her 
true background. One ordinary morning, Snowy got a part 
in her dream movie, however sadly her mother did not. 
She was full of rage, so she devised a wicked plan. The 
wicked mother ordered Snowy's friend to kill her. After 
much hesitation, Snowy's friend dragged the poor girl 
into the eerie woods. She pointed the gun right at her 
head. After staring into Snowy’s innocent eyes, she 
remembered all their childhood memories.

She felt like she was a backstabber to her best friend. 
Despite the mother’s warning, she let Snowy go. “Run as 
fast as you can!” screamed Snowy's friend. Snowy ran 
like she never ran before. Soon she found herself in the 
glamorous street of Alaska. A heavy noise filled over the 
street. She saw the library, she hid herself. Frustrated, 
she froze and hoped that she would not be recognised. 
Then she saw the seven authors telling people which book 
would be the best. Do you think Snowy would be a famous 
author or will she star in her dream movie?

 



The seven authors called out to her, “Come join us.” 
Without hesitation, Snowy came to see the seven 
authors. Not knowing that something bad will arrive 
soon… One of the authors asked her to tell them a story 
about her life, “But only with one condition, you can’t post 
it,” all of them listened except for one of them. When 
Snowy finished her miserable life story, one of them 
secretly posted it. The video went extremely viral. When 
her mother saw the video, she was dripping with anger. 
But luckily for her she saw the location. She thought of a 
wicked plan, it was so horrid, that she hesitated at first. 
Immediately, she disguised herself like she was one of 
Snowy's followers. The wicked mother beamed with 
excitement as she arrived in the library. She gave the 
poisoned fruit with a smirk. Snowy took a bite and 
collapsed on the library floor.

Snowy was mourned by everyone wearing Snowy’s 
favourite colour at the funeral. Everyone felt the dark 
atmosphere hanging in the air. The mother thought she 
had gotten away with it. However, to everyone's surprise, 
an anonymous person shot the mother right in the head. 
That anonymous person had known the mother had killed 
Snowy and came for revenge. 
She was remembered for a long time. Do you think this 
was a fair revenge?

By Anisa 

 



Fairytale in Dubai

A long time ago in Dubai, lived a girl named 
Snowdrop. Her mother had recently died and her 
father decided to remarry. Her stepmother was a 
social media influencer who was incredibly 
fashionable, famous and funny. But the stepmother 
was really jealous because Snowdrop had more 
followers than her. The stepmother commanded 
her son to take her downtown. He was about to kill 
her but then felt too guilty because he couldn’t kill 
a pure innocent beautiful girl. So he decided to 
leave her there.

In the scorching sun, Snowdrop escaped in an 
overcrowded city. Snowdrop felt terrified and was 
starving. But then she heard loud music from a 
club. She went inside the club. It was a famous 
band. She started to dance. One of the musicians 
saw her… He was known for his kindness, courage 
and talent. The band players told her she could 
stay on one condition - if she sang for them. She 
started singing; everybody in the club was 
shocked… She sang so beautifully.



Time passed and Snowdrop became very famous for her 
amazing voice. One day, a social media star came to her 
club and recorded her singing. She immediately went 
viral. The stepmother was extremely jealous because 
Snowdrop was more famous and had more followers than 
her. The Stepmother was filled with range and anger; she 
decided to kill her once and for all, using a toxic 
perfume. She held a grand party. Snowdrop sprayed the 
perfume and then blacked out.

The city fell in silence. At her funeral, everyone wore 
black. The 7 band players were heartbroken, until to 
everybody's shock she opened her eyes, the toxic 
perfume on her was gone and when she fully opened her 
eyes, she saw the social media star. They became best 
friends and lived a happy and wealthy life. 

By Araf


