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Today’s Game – The Objective – tune into story invention, using fronted

adverbials. David and Pie will model the game ‘5 sentence stories’:

Start each sentence with ‘happily’/ ‘suddenly’/
‘disastrously’/ ‘miraculously’ / eventually, e.g.

1. Happily, I went into town shopping.
2. Suddenly, an escaped tiger appeared in the
shopping aisle.
3. Disastrously, it leaped towards me.
4. Miraculously, Batman appeared as if from
nowhere!
5. Eventually, the tiger was returned to the zoo.

A�er two minutes swap over so you both get a
chance at using the different adverbial openers.
How many mini stories can you create?

Padlet – Objective – to practice writing about the past, using the frame. ’I

remember’.

The idea is to write post it notes based on the senses and
memory. Pie and explain the idea and read his own list before
everyone uses their padlet. As always, capital letter and full
stop should be standard expectation. Please encourage in class
children to edit post it notes if they omit words or miss basic
punctuation.
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Remembering

I remember looking at the streetlights’ broken reflection on rainy
pavements in Hastings.
I remember looking at the boarded-up shop windows, the empty bus
shelters and grey rain haunting the sea front.
I remember looking at frost pots blossoming beneath apple trees.
I remember looking at my budgie Charlie pecking seeds and chatting to
his mirror.

I remember tasting the salt of bacon curled crisp from the grill.
I remember tasting the sudden tang of fizzy lemonade for the first
surprising time.
I remember tasting the thick, sweet crunch of sugar crusted on a lardy
cake.
I remember tasting the sand in the cheese sandwiches and the hot bite
of tea on a cold seaside day.

I remember smelling the soft mystery of my first ever peach,
I remember smelling the petrol in a can, hidden in the dark barn.
I remember smelling the blocked drains, the dampness of earth and the
hot stench of the goat’s shed.
I remember smelling bluebells and the slow silence of the Tanner’s
Wood.

I remember touching the knotted fur on Ali my dog.
I remember touching the cold, bony hand of my Granma Pointon and
shivering.
I remember touching the icy railings on a wintry morning, feeling the
cold stick my hand to the metal.
I remember touching grass, earth, roots, tree bark, leaves, the sun on my
face and the shimmer of insects.

I remember listening to the television mumbling below my room at
night.
I remember listening to words sharper than a wasp sting and slammed
doors that left me fearful.
I remember listening to my cat’s contented purr.
I remember listening to the sharp screech of brakes as a car halts.
I remember listening to stories and poems as I sat – comfortably.
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Jotcast activity – practising extending speech and showing
‘what the speaker is doing’ by adding on a clause.

“Don’t you come in ‘ere,
dripping all over my clean
floor,” she snapped,
shocked at the thought of
her kitchen floor being
messed up.

Adding on a clause using
an ‘ed’ verb to show the
reader what the speaker
is thinking

“No,” she curtly replied,
closing the door sharply.

Adding on a clause using
an ‘ing’ verb which
shows the reader what
the speaker is doing.

“Sorry Mrs Partiger, but
have you seen our Billy
Go-Lucky, this morning,”
said Joseph, politely

Adding on extra
description about the
speaker, using an ‘ly’
adverb..

“He, he, he’s my friend
now,” stammered Billy,
grinning from ear to ear.

Adding on a clause using
an ‘ing’ verb which
shows the reader what
the speaker is doing.
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Gallery Challenge –  draw the face of the narrator as an older
person:

Blogging Activity – Write the 4th part of the story.

MC finds out the secret
MC protects the secret
The secret is discovered
Saved!
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Objective – write a final chapter which resolves the story with a time shift at the end.

When the Rain Falls Chapter 4

The next day it rained. Rain poured from the sky; rain
pounded the fields; rain filled the water butts and flooded the
laggers, the pathways and the roads through the village. It was
as if the sky had split apart and it would rain forever. Mrs Hill
stood at the kitchen window, shaking her head, tut-tutting
and muttering something about ‘The Flood’ and how we had
all sinned and this was ‘God’s comeuppance’.

But Joseph could wait no longer while Mrs Hill muttered
away. If he left it any more, they’d be singing hymns and
praying. Already time was ticking by. He had to save Aphrodite
and that meant finding Billy Go-Lucky.

Outside, the rain soon soaked Joseph to the skin. It sneaked
in every crevice – up sleeves, down his neck and soon filled his
boots. Desperately, he searched the village, stumbling across
the fields, calling and calling. But only the wind and rain
answered back.

He stopped at Mrs Partiger’s house and asked if she’d seen
Billy. Mrs Partiger knew everything that happened in the
village. Mrs Hill called her a rumourmonger, a scandal-chatter,
a tittle-tattler and didn’t have the time of day to spend with
the likes of her! But Joseph was at the end of his tether.

Sure enough Mrs Partiger was at her kitchen window,
watching. “Don’t you come in ‘ere, dripping all over my clean
floor,” she snapped, shocked at the thought of her kitchen
floor being messed up.

“Sorry Mrs Partiger, but have you seen our Billy Go-Lucky,
this morning,” said Joseph, politely. Mrs Partiger sniffed,
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distastefully, and eyed the small boy. Drowned rat, more like,
she thought to herself. “No,” she curtly replied, closing the
door sharply.

Joseph stood under the yew trees at the edge of the church
yard. He could hear the water dripping and the wind made
him shiver. It was there, by the church that he got the idea.
Like an answer to a prayer, it came to him. Maybe Billy had
returned to find Aphrodite again? After all, he loved animals
and always had a baby rabbit, a vole or pet mole tucked into
his shirt. Maybe, he’d found the courage to go back? It would
be the sort of daft thing that Billy might do… but how would
Aphrodite receive him?

Now all this happened almost 90 years ago. Billy had
returned. Somehow, he had got over his fear and came back
with a coney that he’d snared. I found him chatting with
Aphrodite, tucked into a bush. “He, he, he’s my friend now,”
stammered Billy, grinning from ear to ear.

They are all gone now. Billy was older than me and was sent
to France where he died in the rag ends of the war in 1945. He
would never see his beloved village again or whisper his silly
nonsense into Aphrodite’s ear. Still, I dream of her. The great
black shadow slinking through the darkness, pacing the fields
in my memory. She lived long after the war ended, long after I
had returned home.

One day several summers after the war had ended, Mrs Hill
wrote to me to tell me that she could no longer find
Aphrodite. Out great cat had disappeared with as little fuss as
she had arrived. Sometimes, I can still see her. A dark ghost
now in the night of my life. The shining memory of a
friendship born out of chaos.

© Pie Corbett 2022
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