
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

A possible picture of the house 

 

Two possible pictures of the King’s messenger, the Prince. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

A possible picture of the mother 

 

A possible picture of the girl 

 

An alternative picture of the girl 



    

Your Challenge 

Your job this week is to continue the story. In my story, the Prince has just 

arrived and will explain what is wrong with the king. The mother, who is a witch 

will create a potion for the king after the Prince has explained the problem. It 

will be the main character’s job to go with the prince to save the king.  

Teacher Model (old) 

Ariel Walker ran through the glade, which bordered her house, heading towards 

the small vegetable garden. Golden rays of sunshine created dancing patterns on 

the floor of the glade that caught Ariel’s eye as she headed towards her home. 

Suddenly, her mother’s cat-familiar James shot out of a bush with a small 

creature in his mouth. Ariel glared at the cat, who she had a less than pleasant 

relationship with, and the familiar returned her stare from ethereal blue eyes. 

The girl knelt down to pick up a nearby stick whilst never breaking eye contact 

with the spirit- animal. Suddenly, she began to wave the stick at the cat whist 

at the same time running towards it. As she had planned, the cat dropped the 

small animal from its jaws and retreated into the undergrowth. Ariel grabbed 

the small creature, which turned out to be a dormouse, and rushed towards her 

home. She burst through the door, “Mum, look what Jam. . .” That was the first 

time she saw him. The Prince.  

Teacher model (this week) 

The prince stood near the small window, which was at the side of the house near 

the beds. His eyes were locked on the bubbling cauldron in the centre of the 

room. “Dearest,” said her mother, “The prince here has a most important job for 

us.” Slowly, the prince turned around, his face a mix or pain and sadness. Then, 

he explained what had befallen the king. An evil sorcerer, who was called 

Olivion, had poisoned the king with the hope of seizing the throne for himself. 

As the prince spoke, even James, who had entered through the window, sat still 

and respectful as if he understood the severity of the situation. “Dearest, the 

Prince has asked me to make an antidote for the poison and as we speak it 

bubbles in the cauldron, when it is ready I would like you to accompany the 

prince and take it to the king,” said her mother with a sad smile.  I had no idea 

why she looked worried for me, who was I? Just a witch’s daughter. That was, I 

didn’t understand until the prince spoke again. “I’m afraid there is no guarantee 

we will make it to the king alive.” 


