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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.



The Magic of Sports Day 

The next morning, Miss Pringle announced 
Sports Day.

The first challenge was the hula hoop 
race. When it was Hanish’s turn, Miss 
Pringle showed her index finger. Hanish 
won the hula hoop race, and he was given 
a silver medal. Mr Majeika whispered to 
Miss Warlock, “I challenge you.” She 
smiled proudly and used her magic.

Mr Majeika knew he had to put an end to 
this. He challenged Miss Warlock to a 
hula hoop dancing competition, but he 
cast a spell so she would not win. Miss 
Warlock began to get worried. Finally, 
Miss Warlock gave up. Everyone stood 
shocked and amazed at what had 
happened.

                                 By  Amirah



The Dance-Off Relay Race 

The next morning, Miss Pringle confirmed that there was 
a sports day. Everyone felt happy because they hoped to 
win. The first challenge was the water race. The children 
had to fill a cup with water and pour it into a bucket. 
When it was Hamish’s turn, Miss Pringle touched her big 
scarf and it helped Hanish win. Hanish won because of a 
spell. He was given a meat pizza prize.

Mr. Majeika whispered, “Wow! I can’t believe that!”

Happily, Miss Pringle took off her dark blue scarf and 
snapped, “I am Warlock, the big bad witch!”

“How come she pretended to be a teacher?” Mr. Majeika 
wondered.

He knew he had to stop her. The following day, he 
challenged Miss Warlock to a dance-off relay race. Mr. 
Majeika cast a spell and the warlock became tangled in 
white cloth. The dress in Mr. Majeika’s glasses fell when 
Warlock tried to hit him. Everyone started laughing. 
Then Miss Warlock began to cry and roared, “Okay! I will 
go away!”

Finally, she left. Hanish could not be happier and all the 
teachers felt relieved.

As proud as a lion, Mr. Majeika told the kids that good 
always defeats evil.

                                               By Aasiya



The High-Flying Hula Hoop Spell 

The next morning, Miss Pringle 
announced Sports Day. The first 
challenge was the big jump. When it 
was Hamish’s turn, Miss Pringle gave 
him a medal. Mr Majeika whispered, 
“I think he did magic.” She smiled 
proudly and took off her scarf to 
show her wrinkled face.

Mr Majeika knew he had to stop this 
wicked witch. He challenged Miss 
Worlock to hooler hoops. Mr 
Majeika cast a spell so Miss Worlock 
began flying. Miss Worlock began to 
go up high. Finally, Miss Worlock 
flew away. Everyone stood cheering.

By Mariyya 



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 and I am from South Sudan. 
I live with my mother, father and brothers. I 
am a 13 year old boy and I really love to learn! 

Journey 

One day at school, I heard loud gunshots. Our 
teacher told us to run away and hide behind 
bushes. He also warned us not to run home. 
So I listened and I joined people in the village 
to be safe. 

Meeting a friend 

Then I saw the Dinka tribe and they let me 
join them. I found a new friend called Buska 
and we enjoyed sharing yummy fruit such as 
dates. 

Today I feel stronger because I have Buska 
and we help each other. I hope the war 
finishes soon and I can see my family. 

Yours truly, 

Salva 

By Ilyanah 

 



Dear Diary,

My name is Salva and I am a boy from South 
Sudan; a country in Africa. I am eleven years 
old and I love going to school to learn my 
lessons. At home, I have a mother, father, 
brothers and sisters who I miss very much. 

Journey 

One day at school, we heard loud gunshots  
outside. The teacher told us to run away and not 
go home because it was too dangerous. There is 
a war in our country and people are fighting. 
Now I have to walk a very long way to find a 
safe place to stay.

Meeting a friend 

Then I saw some people from my own tribe, the 
Dinka tribe. They let me join them and now I 
have a new friend called Buska.

Today I feel stronger because of Buska and a 
group. We help each other and find water. I 
hope we can reach a safe place where there’s no 
fighting. I will find my family and w can be 
together.

Yours truly. 

Salva 

By Zainab 



Dear Diary,
My name is Salva and I am 11 years old. I love 
going to school and I live in a poor village. I 
am from Sudan in Africa. I have been walking 
for so long to find my family. 

One day at school, we heard a loud gunshot 
outside. Our teacher told us to hide and said 
to not go home, because there was a war in my 
country. I am tired and starving. Also, I feel 
isolated and lonely. 

I saw people, the Dinka tribe. After that, I 
joined them and I made a new friend called 
Buska. He was very good at finding honey and 
food. After, I wasn’t lonely anymore. It is 
good to have a friend to walk with. 

I am stronger and braver today because of 
Buska. We helped each other to try and find 
food. I was hopeful that the fighting would 
stop and I would find my family again soon. 

Yours sincerely,
Salva

By Isam 



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.



Dear Diary,

I’ve had the worst day in my entire life, and it’s all my 
fault. I’m so disappointed with myself. I regret 
EVERYTHING! I knew Halloween was my new friend’s 
favourite holiday. His name is August. He doesn’t need to 
show his face, so no one notices him and all they see is a 
cool costume. But I think I ruined Halloween for him 
forever. I should’ve never opened my stupid mouth. 
WHAT HAVE I DONE? I can’t believe I ruined our 
perfectly healthy friendship over some dumb boys I 
don’t even like. I don’t know if he can forgive me. I don’t 
even know if I can forgive myself! I’ve been horrible to 
him. Ugh! Stupid Jack! Why did I do that?

I’ve been looking forward to Halloween for months, and 
August and I have been so excited and eager, especially 
this week. Even our other friend; Summer, was getting 
annoyed with our non-stop chatter leading up to today. 
She was so fed up with us. Secretly, I didn’t tell August 
my costume. To be honest, I wanted it to be a surprise. 
At home, we don’t have a lot of money so I made a DIY 
costume. I used old bandages and wrapped myself in it. I 
also used blood (tomato ketchup) to make it more 
realistic. I couldn’t wait to show August my costume! I 
was beaming with joy in the car. I felt so much content! 
I was SOOOOO excited to stuff my face with candy as 
well as going trick or treating. I strolled into the 
homeroom and spotted a Darth Sidious costume, who I 
knew was Julian trying to mock August's disfigured face. 
After that, everything and I mean EVERYTHING went 
downhill from there, all because of me. 

               



Instead of sitting in my usual seat, temptation hit me 
like a truck and I sat next to Julian instead, and we 
started chatting. I guess I was trying to fit in and I 
said some unforgivable things. I felt so embarrassed. 
What happened next ruined my friendship with 
August. To tell you the truth, I said some awful and 
unimaginable things. I pretended that I wasn’t friends 
with August and I panicked, so I blurted out the first 
thing that came to mind. I said that I would kill myself 
if i looked like him, which is absoloutely not true. Why 
did i even say that? As it happened, I immediately 
regretted it. In fact, August is one of the kindest and 
funniest people I know. He doesn't deserve that. I 
feel so ashamed.

To my surprise, August hadn't shown up. I was too 
busy chatting to Julian that i barely noticed a bleeding 
scream costume in the corner of my eye. I thought 
August was running late but shockingly, he didn't show 
up. I tried phoning him in the bathroom but he didn't 
respond. I tried texting him - Nothing! In that 
moment, I thought he was ghosting me. When I 
arrived home, I just collapsed onto my bed and sunk 
into thought. What if he had heard me? What would 
he think of me? I think ii ruined our friendship over a 
dumb phrase I don't even mean. Could we ever be 
friends again? I need to fix this. But how? Why am i 
like this? I should've never said that. I should've kept 
my mouth shut. Saying those cruel words are my 
biggest regret. I hope that I can resolve this. Maybe 
this can all go back to normal, right? Though we may 
never forgive me. I ruined everything. 
             Worst Halloween EVER

~Jack Will

By Mahreen 



Dear Diary,

I feel really guilty and completely devastated. Today was the 
worst day of my life. August and I were planning to have so 
much fun this Halloween. I was so happy for him because he 
finally gets to feel normal for once; it’s his favorite time of 
the year because he gets to wear cool costumes and no one 
judges his face. Now, I think I’ve ruined Halloween for him 
forever. I feel regretful, horrified, and like the worst friend 
in the world. I can’t believe what I did.

August and I had planned to go trick or treating and stuff 
our faces with tons of candy. I didn’t tell him what I was 
wearing because I wanted it to be a surprise. Since I didn't 
have enough money to buy a fancy costume, I had to get 
creative. I chose to be a mummy, using bandages to cover 
myself and red paint for fake blood. I was so excited to see 
what August would think of it.

Finally, it was Halloween! The day we had all been waiting for. 
I entered the classroom and, instead of sitting in my usual 
seat, I ended up sitting next to Julian. I felt pressured to 
fit in, and I started talking about August. I said one of the 
cruelest things imaginabl  I said I would kill myself if I 
looked like him. Even as the words were coming out of my 
mouth, I wanted to punch myself for being so mean.

Right after I said it, I noticed someone in a Bleeding Scream 
costume staring at me in horror before running away. I had a 
sinking feeling it was August. I was right. I spent the rest of 
the day thinking about it and realised I didn't see him for 
the rest of school. I’ve tried texting him, but he won’t 
answer.

Worst. Halloween. Ever.

Jack

By Aleshah 



Dear Diary,

My week is getting worse by the day. To be honest, I am also 
very disappointed in myself. Today was an important day for 
Auggie because he finally got to dress up as a character and 
feel normal for once. I think I ruined it for him because I 
opened my big mouth.

I was so excited to stuff my face with yummy candy! I didn't 
want to show Auggie my costume beforehand because I 
wanted it to be a surprise. Since I don't have much money, I 
dressed up as Ghostface. I couldn't wait to show Auggie my 
costume. I really felt like he was going to love it.

When I got to school, I was excited to see everyone’s 
wonderful costumes. I spotted Darth Sidious and I assumed 
it was Julian. I sat near him and some other kids because I 
wanted to fit in and be cool. Then I said something horrible 
about Auggie , “If I looked like him, I’d kill myself.” I swear I 
didn’t even mean it. I feel unforgivable for saying that 
especially because Auggie is such a kind person.

I didn't see him at first but he was secretly listening and 
started crying. It turns out Auggie was actually wearing the 
Bleeding Scream costume. I’ve tried calling and texting him 
"hello" but I’ve gotten no answer. When I got home I stayed 
silent. I’m terrified that Auggie is never going to forgive me 
or talk to me again.

Worst Halloween ever.

Jack

                                                                              By Suhana 



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.



The Other Side of the Door 

The beautiful, divine sunshine shone bright through the windows 
of their new home. There were colourful birds chirping and 
beautiful butterflies with patterns were flying in the bright blue 
sky. Rose stepped out of the rusty van, into the new place, 
opening the large gate that covered the whole house, breathing 
in the fresh morning air which carried a homely scent. The 
father sang happily to decades of old CD’s like it was the start 
of a new, fresh life. Inside the kitchen, there was a fruity 
smells, which made Roses mother have a tree genuine grin. 
Outside, in the garden there was chatter everywhere by the 
friendly neighbourhood. The were kids playing in the park outside 
the enormous house. The garden was luxurious, bright with 
freshly cut grass. There was exotic flavors, perfumed air that 
surrounded Rose like a dream. This is when they all had a genuine 
grin on there faces. At that moment, the house felt safe and 
Rose thought nothing could possibly go wrong!

However as the afternoon light waned, the beautiful sun was 
replaced with gloomy and dim house. Rain droplets one after the 
other were dropping rapidly making a tapping noise. The house 
became like a abandoned building, plunged into darkness with the 
lights flickering. It seemed like there was a ghostly figure 
lurking in the shadows and Rose become alarmed. Her hands were 
sweaty, there were cobwebs everywhere, which couldn’t be seen 
during the bright sunshine. Her mother was determined to finish 
her work not alarmed about what was happening, her father 
oblivious too. Rose wondered around, the floorboards creaking 
with every step: the clock ticking while Rose was fidgeting 
nervously. Then she was drawn towards a rusty, abandoned door.



The brass handle was slowly turned by Rose's trembling hand. 
With a creaking thud that echoed loudly through the silence of 
the room and click-clacking of Roses mother. Even Roses father 
was snoring not aware what was about to happen. When then a 
chilling hand jolted her through an unseen force. Rose tumbled 
hard onto the floor with a huge thud—of a room that mirrored 
her own. Yet everything was distorted, colours bright and vivid. 
When a tall, pale woman with dark, long, silky hair and eyes 
replaced with pieces of glass appeared. And behind that dark 
figure was the shadow of an evil monster.

"You're home at last dear" a ghostly, sickly voice whispered

"This isn't home!" Rose stammered, voice trembling.

"wheres my real mum? my mum with real eyes!"

The other mother lunged at her, fingers as sharp as a tiger and 
as fast as a cheetah. Rose rolled onto the floor heart pounding 
against the old, creaking floor as her ribs were like a trapped 
bird. Hands sweating with nameless fear.

Breathing heavily, Rose was gasping for fresh air that she once 
had. When out of nowhere, she opened her eyes in the sanitary 
of her own soft bed, that she slept day and night on. Her 
father sat nearby, looking at her with a smile. Her eyes 
widened, her mouth opened, his eyes were Normal! Most 
importantly human! Rose felt a profound wave of relief wash 
over her. Convinced the nightmare had finally been exorcised.

By Sameeha 



Did the Other Me Scare You?

Today had already been a challenging day, as Nevaeh had 
just moved into her brand-new residence. She felt a 
little confused and light-headed, but then again it was 
also a gloomy, wet and rainy day. Nevaeh jumped out of 
the car, breathing in the foggy morning breeze, which 
smelled of refreshing cut turf. Her dad hummed an old 
tune as he unloaded boxes from the lorry, his face 
glowing with a smirk whenever he caught her eye. Inside 
the kitchen, the familiar smells drifted out of her 
mother cooking a scrumptious lunch.

 Moreover, as the daytime shadows began to stretch, the 
surroundings of the fresh abode started to reposition. 
Her mother, who Nevaeh was nagging to finish the news 
article, sat typing furiously and neglected Nevaeh’s pleas. 
Nevaeh wandered into the illustration room, where an 
unusual sense of unease gripped her. The ancient building 
groaned under the weight of a thousand secrets, its 
floorboards screeching like rusty hinges. Promptly, she 
realised the oxygen had turned bitterly cold. The large 
paintings of elderly kings on the walls seemed to glare at 
her with vacant eyes, and her curiosity drew her towards 
a rustic wooden door.

 



The brass handle turned effortlessly beneath 
Nevaeh’s quivering hand. With a thunderous boom, 
she was dragged through a wormhole by an 
unavoidable force. She tumbled onto the floor of a 
room that looked like her own, but everything felt 
dissimilar. The colours were too bright, and the 
shadows stretched across the floor like a witch’s 
fingers. A high, blackened figure emerged from the 
hallway. His eyes were dry scars pleading to see as 
he reached for her petrified form. It was her Dad! 
But could it really be her Dad? Closer. Closer. 
Closer!

 Gasping for air, Nevaeh opened her eyes in her own 
bed. Her father sat close, staring down at her with 
a caring, clear-eyed gaze. “No scars!” She 
whispered, feeling a wave of relief wash over her as 
she wondered if she was finally safe at last.

 “Why were you found sleeping on the floor?” Her 
father asked in a calm, sweet, reassuring voice. “Did 
the other me scare you?”

By Kaitlyn



The Buttons in the Basement 

The gilded sun shone warmly over a prehistoric house. 
Wirtz was in his garden, smelling freshly cut grass. His 
brother Lucas helped him to unpack his boxes. Wirtz and 
fis family moved out of town. But he felt a bit uneasy 
about moving into this ancient house. His father shouted,  
“Go set up your room!”. While Lucas and Wirtz were 
setting up his room, he found cracks and water leaking in 
the bathroom so he went to explore…

While Wirtz was exploring his house, he saw more cracks 
all over the house, which led to the basement. Everything 
felt bright, safe and full of promise as his father 
hummed a cheerful old tune while making delicious food. 
Wirtz stood perfectly still, gripped by an overpowering 
sense of unease that he could not quite explain.

In the corner, where there had previously been a grey 
stone, a heavy door now stood. Behind a heavy velvet 
curtain, his curiosity drew him toward this rustic that 
shouldn’t have been there. Curiosity began to sweep 
through his body even though a sudden icy frost made 
him shiver. However, he opened the door. A metallic 
taste filled his mouth, the kind you get right before you 
vomit. As Wirtz approached the handle, he whispered, “I 
can’t leave this horrid place.” Wirtz felt the string of 
boredom unaware that his peaceful afternoon was about 
to shift into a nightmare.



The light in the hallway began flickering, acting as a 
warning that Wirtz chose to ignore.

The handle was turned slowly by Wirtz with 
trembling hands and a scary clang. He felt scared; 
he found something strange on the other side of 
the door… A tall, long, murky figure appeared which 
sent shivers down his spine. Wirtz didn’t say 
anything. He felt pure shock.

As fast as he could, Wirtz lunged to the exit but 
the heavy door refused to budge. He tried to 
escape but he couldn’t. The door creaked and an 
unknown whisper called his name. His blood ran cold 
as he saw two round black buttons where eyes 
should have been. Gasping in his own bed, slowly he 
opened his eyes. Was it a dream?

By Ilyas


