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Key stage 2 English writing standardisation exercise 2

For the purpose of this standardisation exercise, you should assume that discussion with the
teacher during the moderation visit has satisfied you that the writing is independent, including the
use of any source material, and that any edits are the pupil’s own.

Where handwriting seems inconsistent, you should base your judgement on the strongest piece,
and assume that this is validated by further evidence in the pupil’s books.

Where there is no evidence of correct spelling of words from the statutory word lists in the pupil’s
independent writing, you should assume that the teacher has provided evidence in the form of
spelling tests, exercises, or writing from across the curriculum.

This exercise does not contain any collections from pupils deemed to have a particular weakness.

You should not assume that the exercise includes one collection from each of the standards within
the English writing framework at the end of key stage 2: working towards the expected standard,
working at the expected standard or working at greater depth. Each collection should be judged
individually.

Please ensure that you note your answers down clearly and correctly, and give them to the person
overseeing the standardisation exercise once completed. There is no template for you to record
your responses. You will need to record your responses using a format agreed within your local
authority.

Pupil A
This collection includes:

A) a Greek myth

B) a letter of complaint
C) a balanced argument
D) afable

E) ablog


https://assets.publishing.service.gov.uk/government/uploads/system/uploads/attachment_data/file/740345/2018-19_teacher_assessment_frameworks_at_the_end_of_key_stage_2_WEBHO.pdf

Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil A - Piece A: a Greek myth

Context: as part of a topic on Ancient Greece, the class read a variety of different Greek myths.
They were then given the opportunity to write a myth using their own choice of god. The pupil chose
to start their myth with a warning.

The Story of Thesos

In Ancient Greece, it was always considered wise to thank the Gods for a skill you may possess. One
might go as far as comparing someone with the Gods. “He sings almost as beautifully as Apollo,”

one might say, but he would be careful not to forget the ‘almost’ for the gods were revered. Should
one grow arrogant enough to say you were as good, or better, than the Gods...well, it could be fatal.

This is the story of a boy who goes by the name of Thesos. He was born the son a rich merchant and
had all the luxuries he could ever ask for. He lived in the beautiful city of Athens, where the cobbled
streets would be filled with bustling crowds in bright stalls selling rich herbs and spices. Towering
statues looked over all that lived there. Near where Thesos lived was a colossal amphitheatre, where
all the gladiator fights would take place and there, in the centre, stood a glistening, bronze idol of
Ares, God of War, wielding his fatal blade.

Most young men who lived near the amphitheatre would grow up to be successful gladiators.
However, Thesos was the best. To simply watch Thesos with his sword as he slashed, stabbed and
twirled would strike fear in to all who opposed him. When in the arena, whether fighting man or
beast, he would soon have them dead at his feet. However, it often happens that those with
incredible skill also have incredible arrogance. He was infamous for his complete lack of kindness,
generosity, humility and honesty. Those who may disagree with him, Thesos would threaten to kill.
Many claimed they were his friend but this was only so that they wouldn’t be killed by him. Thesos
was quick-tempered with his father, rude to his servants and unfriendly to his fellow citizens. But it
was his arrogance which eventually undid him.

“l am so amazingly, unbelievably and extraordinarily talented. All the soldiers of Athens must be
jealous of me,” Thesos remarked one day to his father.

“Yes my boy.” His father sighed. He had heard all of this before.

“Even the Gods must envy my skill.”

“Thesos, my boy, I'm not so sure about that...”

“Mo God can match my skill. Ares is nothing more than a fat-fingered fumbler compared to my skill.
Everyone is jealous of me but | understand why; | am just so remarkably skilled.”

This, of course, was a foolish thing to say for Ares was a deadly foe and had been known to kill
countless soldiers. He was one of the most dangerous enemies to have.

However, Thesos went on regardless.

“Maybe | am a god. Maybe there is a god inside of me, waiting to be released. | would make a better
god of war than Ares, don’t you think?”

At that moment, there was a knock on the door.

“Come in!” Thesos’ father called.



In stepped a shrivelled-up hag. He really was quite old. His wrinkly skin hung in bags, his sunken eyes
barely visible underneath a tarnished red hood. He leant heavily on a knobbly walking stick. He
slowly hobbled over to Thesos.

“Eugh!” Thesos exclaimed in disgust, “Who are you, old crone?”’

“You shouldn’t mock old age boy. | have come as a messenger for the gods. You have angered the
God, Ares. Take heed of this warning and ask his pardon,” the old man said, pointing a long, crooked
finger and revealing a toothless mouth.

“If Ares was so angry, he would have come himself and challenged me. But | would still win.”

“Very well.” The old hag sighed. "Now is your chance. ”

And with that, he raised his hand and there was a burst of light.

Thesos and his father shielded their eyes. When they finally lowered their hands, they saw an
extraordinary sight. Gone was the tattered travelling cloak, the wrinkles and the knobbly walking
stick. In their place stood a tall, muscular man in gleaming golden armour. In his right hand, where a
walking cane once was, now was a long, deadly sword. Ares, god of war, had come.

“You have challenged me. Soon you may regret it,” Ares boomed, his voice echoing around the
room.

“I don't regret anything and | never will.” Thesos shot back still as smug as ever. “| demand...a duel.”
“The duel shall take place at dawn. You..."” Ares said, suddenly pointing at Thesos’ father. “Go. Tell
the gladiators that a fight will take place at dawn.”

As the sun rose, the rays were cast down on the amphitheatre. The crowds cheered. The god and
mortal stood face to face. The bell sounded. The two competitors charged at each other and blade
met blade with a clang.

The crowd was mesmerised. Soon the two fighters became frenzies of strikes and slashes. Thesos
swung his sword but Ares blocked and sent him stumbling back. Ares ran forward and made a
locking motion, creating a deep gash in Thesos’ shoulder. The spectators watched in awe, screaming
and cheering for their beloved god but wondering if the mortal could really win.

Nobody could say who would win. They were both equal match for each other. However, something
had changed. Ares had been confident, proud, careless. But as he was pushed back further and
further, he found that Thesos was no average fighter. He was the best in the land; his claims to be as
good as the war god were true.

The battle lasted for many hours but with a last swish of a blade, a clang could be heard as a sword
fell on the stone ground.



Ares looked down at his own empty hand. Then at his opponent’s hand, still clutching his weapon. A
silence filled the amphitheatre. Then, without warning, the crowd erupted in to cheers. Colourful
flowers and coins showered over Thesos.

“Enough!” Ares yelled, slamming his foot down. The crowd was silenced as thunder clapped
overhead. He marched towards Thesos, who was doubling up with laughter.

“Not like a god to be beaten,” he said, through peals of laughter. “But then again, there had to be a
first time. After all —” but Thesos never got to finish his sentence, for Ares had stomped towards him
and grasped him by his neck, pulling him off the ground. His head was shaking with rage, his
breathing shallow.

“I told you, did | not? | told you that you will regret it and now you shall learn why.” And with that
his grip loosened.

Thesos tried to get up but he fell back down. Something was wrong. His legs sprang together. His
feet thinned and lengthened, wrapping around his legs. His arms were fused to his legs. Thesos
screamed in agony. The crowd fled, fearing that the same fate may befall them. Thesos’ neck and
head lengthened, getting thinner and thinner then ending in a deadly point.

Thesos still struck fear into everyone, though not quite in the same way. For Thesos had become a
sword.



Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil A - Piece B: a letter of complaint

Context: after exploring examples of fairy tales with a twist, pupils were asked to write a letter of
complaint from the point of view of a fairy tale character of their choice. The pupil asked to use a
character from one of the Harry Potter novels and chose to write from the point of view of the
Basilisk, complaining about Harry Potter and making the case for his expulsion from Hogwarts.
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Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil A - Piece C: a balanced argument

Context: after studying the Amazon rainforest in geography, the pupil chose to write a balanced

argument about deforestation.






Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil A - Piece D: a fable

Context: after reading and exploring Rudyard Kipling's Just So stories, pupils were asked to write a
fable in the style of Kipling. The pupil chose to write about how the koala got its shout.

How the keala got its shout

In the beginning, oh best beloved, the koala was silent. He would sit on a branch and watch
the tallest trees tower over the dense Australian jungle. He would look up at the cascading
waterfall crashing down on the unfortunate rocks that lay below. And he would remain silent.

The koala was errant and idle. Every day he would sit on a branch while the animals would
shout up at him:

"Koala, koala, why must you remain silent? Come down from your treetop perch and help us
work!” and the koala would answer in no more than a whisper,

"T am silent, and you are all silent to me.” and the other animals would go away.

The next day the animals would come and find the koala on his same treetop perch, and would
shout up at him, "Keala, keala, why must you remain silent? Come down from your treetop
perch and work like the rest of us!" And the koala would answer in no more than a whisper, "I
am silent, and you are all silent to me." and the animals would go away.

One Monday, the kangaroo hopped up to the koala, who was sitting in his treetop perch, and
cried, "Koala, koala, why must you remain silent? Come down from your treetop perch and
work like the rest of usl” And the koala said in no more than a whisper, "I am silent, and you
are all silent to me." And the kangaroo hopped away.

On Tuesday, the alligator crawled up to the koala, his tail swishing like a turbine, and shouted
up at the top of his croaky old voice,

"Koala, Koala, why must you remain silent? Come down from your treetop perch and work like
the rest of us!” And the koala said in ne more than a whisper, "I am silent, and you are all
silent to me." And the alligator crawled away, tail still swishing like a turbine.

On Wednesday, the dingo came running up to the koala, great big eyes drooping, for the
dingo prefers working at night and resting during day, and shouted,

"Koala, Koala, why must you remain silent? Come down from your treetop perch and work like
the rest of us!” And the koala said in ne more than a whisper,

"T am silent, and you are all silent to me.” And the dingo ran away and curled up in his resting

place to sleep.



At midnight, which is the most magical time ch Best Beloved, the kangaroo and the alligator,
their eyes drooping, for this was not their working time, and the now wide-awake dingo,
gathered around a thick birch tree. They looked up to the starry, midnight-blue sky and all
cried:

"Why, oh why? Why must you have created such an idle burden and placed it within our
midst? Please help us!” and they went away to sleep, or else carry on their work, all the while

hoping that their begging would have effect.

The trees heard their pleas and decided to help them. A leaf blew of f the birch tree. It
slowly floated towards the koala, who was sleeping on his treetop perch, and landed on his

head.
And then... magical things began to happen.

The next morning, the kangaroo once again hopped up to the koala and said, "Koala, koala, why
must you remain so silent? Come down from your treetop perch and work like the rest of usl”
And the koala replied in the most deep, loud bellow, "I am silent, and you are all silent to me.”
However, he was not silent, indeed, he had developed the loudest voice in all of the jungle!

And after this incident, oh Best Beloved, the koala has been the loudest animal in the
Australian jungle, but has to this day not made up for his many missed days of work. And
this, oh Best Beloved, is how the koala got its shout.
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Key stage 2 exercise 2
Pupil A - Piece E: a blog

Context: as part of their independent projects inspired by the school’s production of Peter Pan,
pupils were asked to create their own Neverland. One of the tasks was to write a diary, but the pupil
chose to embed a story within a blog instead, presenting their very different version of Neverland.

Hello blog.

| haven't seen youin a while. | know, I've been neglecting you, but a lot of things have happened,
most of these involving me almost being killed.

| have:

+ Beenshot at

» Stabbed

 Burned

e Scarred

+ Hadtogetaroboticarm

You get the idea.

Okay. Llet me explain. You know all those books and movies about Peter Pan and Neverland and
stuff? The way they describe Neverland is not how it is. Or at least not anymore. It all started when |
was playing this game called Battle Mechs. You know, where you start off with a completely useless
mech and you upgrade them and get better? Anyway. | was on the clan chat whenit just came up
withthis:

Anonymous: you dream of this stuff, don't you?
Sol said:

Destroyer Bot: Yeah. Sao?

Anonymous: | can take you somewhere like this.
Destroyer Bot: When?

Anonymous: Now.

Then there was a blinding flash of light and, after that, things were very weird. | woke up on thissort
of landing pad. Except it was too small. and no one was paying any attentiontoit. Surrounding me
was just like that Anonymous guy said: it was nothing like home. Metal buildings dotted
everywhere, robots clunking about. Tobe fair, | can understand why no one was paying any
attention to me. | had spawned just next to this big generator sort of thing. Everything is not trees
and forests and the best dens in the world. No. It's so weird; everything is just so...technological.
Once | had confirmed that | was not dreaming (my face hurt for a while after that). | scrambled
behind the generator, and at that moment | realised my tablet was still in my hands. “A portal?”|
thought. It had taken me here; maybe it could take me back. | hunched up against a wall with
peeling red and yellow paint and faded letters reading: DANGER. DO NOT ENTER. | turned it on,
expecting to see my usual lock page with the usual keypad for me to unlock my tablet, but instead |
was thrown straight into the game. Battle Mechs. With all of my previous gaming score gone. All of
the game data erased. And | was only about 2,000 XP away from getting to level 78! From what |
could see, it was beginning to get dark so | tried my best to get comfortable and go to sleep.
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| was woken up the next day by a gigantic CRASH. | jumped up and saw a massive wreckage. A guy
on a stretcher. Random bits of plane everywhere. Sol figured the crash must have been an out-of-
control craft. And, in a random spurt of utter STUPIDITY, | walked out from my hiding spot. Dumbest
thing | could have ever done. One of the repair bots looked around and saw me. The others followed.
Then one of themtried to shoot me.

The laser whizzed over my head, and soon the air wasfilled with laser bolts. | dashed back tothe
generator, where | saw another boy. Before | had time to register this, he ranin front of me and
smacked a blue chip down onthe floor, and a circular, translucent blue wall popped up out of
nowhere and encased us.

“Who are you?" | said.
“The new Peter Pan,” he said. Then he grabbed my face and forced my mouth open.

“EY10T 00 00 IN OOR QOINI" (translation: HEY1 WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU RE DOING?") He held up a
small pill and dropped it into my mouth, “0T 0S AAT!" | yelled (translation; WHAT WAS THAT")

“Asleeping pill,” he answered calmly. After that | dropped off completely.

| woke up some time later with lots of boys and girls crowded around me. They all looked burned,
bruised and scarred.

“So, the dead boy lives,” said a familiar voice. The other kids moved back. Aboy with brown hair and
a scar down his shoulder walked in front of me and sat ona wall

“Sorry about all that. That's what you gotta do with the newbies. But thisis the first time I've seen
one walk right out. That was dumb. Also, we had to patch your arm a bit. We're not the best doctors
‘round here, "cos the trained ones work for them.” He gestured outside. “Anyway, we just gave you a
new one. Avoid all the hassle. I've got one too.” He held up his left arm. Except it wasn't a human
arm. It was clearly robotic. “We managed to nick some of these from the medical room down over
there” - he pointed to a building next to the big signal tower thing - “and Luke here worked a couple
of days to give ‘emsome upgrades. Check this out.” As he said this, he tapped a button on hisarm.A
small hatch opened and a plasma gun shot out (| play Battle Mechs too much). Afizzing ball of
energy slowly expanded with four metal claws, whichthen released it.

“Don't! We'll be caught!” | said.
“Nah, it's fine.” Peter said. “This wall istemporarily impenetrable.”
“But they can still hear us.”

“Whichincludes sound. The light, however, should pass straight through you, provided you're
wearing these.” He held up a black T-shirt and black jeans.

“Which he isnot,” another girl said. “I'm Emma by the way.”

Suddenly, | heard an alarm.
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“Alright folks, you know the drill. To your battle stations QUICK!" Peter yelled, while tossing
everyone a gun. | caught mine and realised it was just a pistol. Sothey get fancy gunsand| get the
pistol. | ran over to Emma.

“What the flipping hell am| supposed todo?” | said.

“Stay with me and get ready to shoot at any moment,” she replied, not taking her eyes out fromthe
aiming piece. The wall around us flickered and disappeared, and thundering footsteps shook the
ground; before we knew it, we were surrounded by robots. | heard Peter whisper behind me,
“Everyone, shoot onmy command. 1, 2, 3, SHOOOT!" Once again the air was filled with yells and
laser beams and plasma balls. | looked around for Emma, but | couldnt see her anywhere. Thenit
began.

It's strange, fighting a robot. They're a lot smarter than you think. | got out my pistol, but it was no
use. | wasinstantly hit in the face by a laser. Blood was trickling down my mouth and instincts
kicked in. | grabbed the pistol and feinted anattack. then ran around the other side andripped out a
wire. | looked around. Again, no sign of Emma or Peter. One boy was wrestling against another
robot and was pinned against a wall. | ran and wildly shat it. Then | was grabbed from behind.

Something whacked me onthe back. and then | felt a dagger slice through my left arm. Then|
remembered what Peter had done with his arm and desperately searched for that button. | found it
and punched down. Asmall hatch opened and the gun shot out. It released. The ball whacked into
the nearest drone and went steamrolling through the crowd. | stared, but | couldn't stay put for too
long.

Alot of things happened. | would tell you, but it seems as if we're evacuating or something.
Everyone's gathering up all the equipment, guns, everything. | don't know what, but something big
is happening. | have to go now. 'mreally starting to hate that Anonymous guy.

Over and Out
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Pupil B
This collection includes:

A) a short adventure story

B) a manifesto

C) a modern-day version of ‘Macbeth’
D) an information text

E) aformal letter

14



Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil B - Piece A: a short adventure story

Context: after reading and exploring Percy Jackson and the Lightning Thief (Rick Riordan), pupils
wrote a short adventure story, focusing on the chapter where Percy meets Medusa. The pupils drew
on their prior knowledge of Greek mythology to explore the idea of a journey where suspense is
created and the characters meet something unexpected.

15



,meuéco'n I ueppls  over fo Aum,

e aescd 4o ovég; here,” I whispercd,
M ww,aok«llw"Jm,?,%
oVt W Sereanr I Shoppbd. hirr  AF
ek e I cotd vt M wos Aor Late. The
 Sovnd o Sarmesg door ok o Aoty

F S .

ﬂ/m vitToked fhouph  ovr beodlies. The

app soacting feel WVJM'%
m ﬁM-C/W rvmn,wj- ve. Al graflﬂ“’(‘”

A Aecame  SiAentk: That b W(, TWU™ bruw‘
oVuryun. st Sé,dm ok 1o- RW!'
T S hovbed wvab?,. ,{,AW me _of
' the  monts , Lk dd Tonag Mak< ,(A?? .

16



Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil B - Piece B: a manifesto

Context: having studied the Ancient Greeks as part of their work in history, pupils learnt about
democracy and the political system prior to debating topical issues. They explored the language of
manifestos from pupils in another school before writing their own manifesto about the main policies

they would adopt if they were to become prime minister.
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Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil B - Piece C: a modern-day version of ‘Macbeth’

Context: the class read Macbeth (William Shakespeare) and took part in a range of drama activities,
including hot-seating, before writing a modern-day version of the story.

MJ&%JM%__M ar__gan Zadk

M._&Ab_m_m__.% . _msi__Aﬂ;_M

LA as _M%Jm#_am_
. aﬁa:‘ﬂ{_ Lhe

WM A - ___gl_cna:_f’dzﬁﬂi o

_z-_aé_aamﬁ?,_ﬁeﬂ@__m_m_muﬁg,,,.___,__

M{dugx.&l:__m_o_ﬁ. Som il e seeandl  comimander.

3MA%_ ot on Mo tmdn  and ok
Aote. As zade ' ondeed hin hovse , Belle _His

A.ugw. - cam j Ot b dakmrs LI ed
e T S e TR
mfwm_w_ﬂ,,ﬁfim&ai&' auénj_zfﬁr_égczm’_

ey ond A0 honaer  Ane Ppreirivy |

Eﬁgab?sm{, Whe  Sodly- diel ﬂ%___w

s biay replicd ade Aghash  Pok ad hix

e mahe o pran Ao poisen Lue ?M % Were
:mﬁ Zak omn(cé Lorecam € ku-‘-/lég.- % A}vvfd

19



;éta:,éﬂ W anol  Sheak.  some. ,ﬂaf/&m

s her w-m-{, L
if-a./éa' bk, r’j{?hzﬁ Lhey ik Lo W'_ g om
‘Pa.Lm:c Zacy ?mﬁwﬂ ALo MW Some. .

r_&aézn_.m. Ahe m Ml@é Mmﬁ@m

ﬁj_::k{. ég.i:_a.jcfz ,A;-@' g, ,;"'—aJ( d'aé_ <A,

IM .léé-é gureen. é,aabt o e aé.w:-

|Zaks 4mn over Lo ha- Ay Surreddic. _zﬁ_cg_&%&

“The (9\4&1& Asm:, Judmt A:hs_@m_ﬁcmm__
A M_J&_ﬂt ﬂﬂ.ﬁaé; __ Sctamed.  _on<c @AL_:

20



Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil B - Piece D: an information text

Context: having watched some episodes of David Attenborough’s Blue Planet as part of their work
in science, pupils conducted their own independent research before writing an information text for a
national geographical magazine.
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Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil B - Piece E: a formal letter

Context: as part of their work in personal, social, health and economic (PSHE) education, pupils
considered how to keep their bodies and minds healthy. They worked in groups to research a
particular health concern in society today and discussed what might be done about it. They then
planned and wrote a letter to a government minister.

House of Commons,
London

Dear Sir,

| am writing to express my deep concerns towards the lack of support towards mental health in our
community.

Firstly, it has been reported (by NHS mental health nurses) that one in seven young people will suffer
from mental illness: depression, anxiety, eating disorders and self harming. Although we recognise
that money is being spent to decrease the numbers of people suffering with mental health people
do not feel this is enough.

To resolve this ongoing issue | emplore you to dedicate more money to help people improve their
fitness. It has been scientifically proven that exercise is an excellent way to reduce stress levels,
increase people’s sense of well-being and provide opportunities for social interaction. By providing
free gym / leisure passes, acess to both group and personal trainers and gym equipment (including
clothing) the mental health of the country would be significantally improved.

After interviewing members of the public who have previously experienced mental health
difficulties, they reported that social interaction (particularly outside in organised groups) was
extremely beneficial. One group member, Bob, said, “My group experience transformed the way |
deal with my difficulties.”

If the government organised more regular groups, with a variety of activities, there would be a huge
improvement in the mental health of the nation.

As a government minister, you have the power to change others' lives. We hope you take these
views into consideration = | look forward to hearing your reply.

Yours sincerely,
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Pupil C
This collection includes:

A) a short story

B) a science investigation

C) an information text

D) a pair of historical narratives
E) a continuation of a chapter
F) aformal letter
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Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil C - Piece A: a short story

Context: as part of a unit on narrative writing, pupils were asked to use their skills to build tension in
a story about an assassination, particularly by hiding the identity of the perpetrator.

The Assassin

The gloomy silhouettes suddenly disappeared, as the crescent moon was released from its prison. The light
shone weakly onto the building opposite... just enough for the killer to search the derelict alleyway below him.
The assassin gave a sinister grin, his shaggy dark coat hiding him from anyone who dared to enter his domain.

“Any time now,"” the murderer thought to himself. He lay low in the darkness, his eyes fixed upon the street in
which the unfortunate culprit would creep out onto, waiting for the moment when he would strike. Blood raced
through his body, his pulse quickening with every moment that passed.

After what felt like an etemity, with his limbs aching, the building to the right of him began to shake, before long
doing so more vigorously and emitting odd noises: Grack! Rackt!

“Finally,” smiled the assassin, “my time to shine.”

Without warning, the noises abruptly came to a halt. Tensing his body, he steadied his legs, crouching low,
preparing to pounce. And then...out flew a piece of sewage.

“Dangit!” he wailed.

Now, more infuriated than he had ever been, he repositioned his body, determined to end this embamrassment of
a murder.

He took a long, deep breath, cautiously scanning his surroundings, once again the gloom sweeping over himin a
curtain of black. The victim suddenly appeared, oblivious to his whereabouts. Hovering above him, the assassin
gave a smirk. Swoop! Rip!

“Easy as you like!" he laughed.

A dead rat lay on the cobbled street, the mud gradually oozing over the dry skin. With a sense of glee, the bam
owl flew triumphantly back to its lookout, the rat dangling from his claws, as he readied for the feast ahead.
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Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil C - Piece B: a science investigation

Context: as part of their work in science, pupils were asked to create a fair test to investigate how
changing one variable of a magic bean would affect the speed of its descent down a ramp. Having
conducted the experiment and recorded their findings, pupils then wrote up their experiment in full.
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Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil C - Piece C: an information text

Context: as part of their cross-curricular topic work, pupils were asked to research 2 animals that
might have the potential to form a hybrid. They then wrote an information text on this newly
discovered, genetically engineered hybrid animal.

THE COUPARD

The coupard (Panthera concolor cougar) is an interbreed of the
African leopard ~ its mother — and the North American cougar = its
father. These two animals bred when the leopard escaped from a
North American zoo, roaming into the wild where it came across a

male cougar.
Appearance f === Habitat

This carnivorous predator has ' Despite originating from North
many features, all benefitting it in America, this cat, a member of
different ways. One of these is P I B 11| the Felidae family, lives in the
the black rosettes, which come Mo e® e 'Q';- sub-Saharan desert. For reasons
from the leopard, helping it to o 2, o "' - .'5'.' unknown, the coupard struggled
blend in with the surrounding / e B 99 Ve | tosurvive in the wilds of North
area. It also has crooked claws ‘ J America and, because of its
and strong hind legs, both of — — - mother, born in Africa, it was
which assist it to climb trees: the The coupard waiting to pounce for | ¢hinned to this warmer continent.
shape of the claws also supports eey. Instead of struggling, the coupard
the grasping of prey. - thrived in the Sahara, one reason

s : Food and thmiing being the plentiful supply of food.
Weighing in at 50kg, this mammal
can run at speeds of up to 82mph This solitary animal has a unique
and can jump 15 feet into the air, | W3 ©f h“"‘i"§: st'alk and
leaping onto branches of trees ambush. Despite its speed, the
where it likes to settle. coupard prefers to stay hidden,

before pouncing and digging its

claws deep into the throat of its
prey. Its diet consists of beetles;
rodents; birds; antelope and
deer; and, incredibly, sometimes
baby giraffe. To help catch their
prey, these animals have world-
class hearing and a highly
developed sense of smell.
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Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil C - Piece D: a pair of historical narratives

Context: after reading a range of fiction and non-fiction texts related to World War 2, and exploring
the period in their history lessons, the pupil chose to write 2 different wartime narratives depicting
everyday life through the perspective of children.

First-person narrative: Ned’s diary
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Third-person narrative about a child evacuee

GW ' o, b @ A=oh kzk-kudm&%lmn_
O Sodess Jod._somee boon gl T childeo gl
ok & Bar parents’ grose o\ 8 od. foneds bhe




32



Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil C - Piece E: a continuation of a chapter

Context: pupils read the first chapter of One More River (Lynne Reid Banks). They then continued
the narrative, depicting the reactions of Lesley, a young teenage girl, who had just been told that
she must leave Canada to go and live in Israel, leaving her comfortable and familiar life behind.
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Key stage 2 exercise 2

Pupil C - Piece F: a formal letter

Context: towards the end of year 6, pupils were asked to reflect on an issue about which they felt
strongly. Having discussed mental health as a class, the pupil decided to write to the headteacher,
expressing their opinion on homework.

Thursday 17*" May, 2018.

Dear Headteacher,

As a child currently having to complete large amounts of homework, | have chosen to write to you to
share my personal views on what, | believe, is unnecessary pressure for results that do not value a
child’s true learning.

First of all, children at the age of eleven are not equipped with the required strategies to cope with
the pressures that homework brings. Although | have personally coped quite well with the pressures,
| have seen some of my friends and classmates struggle — their anxiety during difficult work has
caused them to consequently misbehave and feel worthless about what they can and cannot do.
Fortunately, | have family who are quite open at home when talking to me about the impact on
mental health. From our discussions, | am deeply worried about what these pressures are doing to
us at such a young age. Surely we have a life ahead of us for plenty of other important worries.

| am also concerned for the decisions of some of the parents of my friends. A number of them have
found tutors and halted clubs for ‘the time being’ so that their children can putin the extra work.
How do they release their stress now without their free time and clubs to let off steam? Of course,
the parents want them to do well but it seems to me that this is a spiralling effect of the real
problem: too much homework.

Another thing that | have noticed during the build-up of homework has been the amount of work for
the teachers. The coincidence of the snappiness in an otherwise laid-back teacher has certainly been
caused by the pressure of this additional workload affecting his free time. Surely the quality of his
teaching and the way he gets the best out of us is more important. Is homework really a valuable
measure of how we are doing?

In conclusion, | believe that homework is adding to our country’s poor mental health and at an age
where children are unable to manage the situation that is thrust upon them. There must be another
way to get your progress and attainment measures and | implore you to find them before we have
even greater numbers of people in our society struggling to fit socially because of their mental well-
being.

Yours sincerely,
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