Week 1: Personal Writing
In class you will be required to write your
autobiography or part of your autobiography at the
end of the ‘All About Me’ unit.
To do this successfully you will need to know a lot of
information about your life.
Interview as many people in your life as possible –
parents, grandparents, other relatives, siblings, friends
– to find out information either you didn’t know in the
first place or have forgotten.
The list below includes some suggestions of questions
you could ask.
Where was I born and at what time?
How much did I weigh?
Were there any complications during my birth?
How did I get my name?
Where did we live when I was born?
What sort of child was I when I was younger?
What funny habits did I have as a young child?
What did I like to do as a child?
What was my first word?
When did Mum and Dad meet?

Where did my ancestors come from?
Where did my parents grow up?

Week 2: Personal Writing
Read the following chapter from Roald Dahl’s
autobiography, “Boy”.
In September 1925, when I was just nine, I set out
on the first great adventure of my life – boarding
school. My mother had chosen for me a Prep
School in a part of England which was as near as it
could possibly be to our home in South Wales, and
it was called St Peter’s. The full postal address was
St Peter’s School, Weston-super-Mare, Somerset.
Weston-super-Mare is a slightly seedy resort
with a vast sandy beach, a tremendous long pier,
an esplanade running along the sea-front, a clutter
of hotels and boarding-houses, and about ten
thousand little shops selling buckets and spades
and sticks of rock and ice-creams. It lies almost
directly across the Bristol Channel from Cardiff,
and on a clear day you can stand on the esplanade
at Weston and look across the fifteen or so miles
of water and see the coast of Wales lying pale and
milky on the horizon.
In those days the easiest way to travel from
Cardiff to Weston-super-Mare was by boat. Those
boats were beautiful. They were paddle-steamers,
with gigantic swishing paddle-wheels on their

flanks, and the wheels made the most terrific
noise as they sloshed and churned through the
water.
On the first day of my new term I set out by
taxi in the afternoon with my mother to catch the
paddle-steamer from Cardiff Docks to Westonsuper-Mare. Every piece of clothing I wore was
brand new and had my name on it. I wore black
shoes, grey woollen stockings with blue turnovers,
grey flannel shorts, a grey shirt, a red tie, a grey
flannel blazer with the blue school crest on the
breast pocket and a grey school cap with the same
grey crest above the peak. Into the taxi that was
taking us to the docks went my brand new trunk
and my brand new tuck-box, and both had R. Dahl
painted on them in black.
…
St Peter’s was on a hill above the town. It was
a long three-storeyed stone building that looked
rather like a private lunatic asylum, and in front of
it lay the playing-fields with their three football
pitches. One-third of the building was reserved for
the Headmaster and his family. The rest of it
housed the boys, about one hundred and fifty of
them altogether, if I remember rightly.

As we got out of the taxi, I saw the whole
driveway abustle with small boys and their parents
and their trunks and their tuck-boxes, and a man I
took to be the Headmaster was swimming around
among them shaking everybody by the hand.
I have already told you all Headmasters are
giants, and this one was no exception. He
advanced upon my mother and shook her by the
hand, then he shook me by the hand and as he did
so he gave me the kind of flashing grin a shark
might give to a small fish just before he gobbles it
up. One of his front teeth, I noticed, was edged all
the way round with gold, and his hair was slicked
down with so much hair-cream that it glittered like
butter.
‘Right,’ he said to me. ‘Off you go and report
to the Matron.’ And to my mother he said briskly,
‘Goodbye, Mrs Dahl. I shouldn’t linger if I were
you. We’ll look after him.’
My mother got the message. She kissed me on
the cheek and said goodbye and climbed right
back into the taxi.
The Headmaster moved away to another
group and I was left standing there beside my

brand new trunk and my brand new tuck-box. I
began to cry.
Complete the following tasks:
1. Roald Dahl was sent away to boarding school. How
do you think you’d feel about going to a boarding
school?
2. Dahl describes the clothes he wore and the case
he carried. What were you wearing on your first
day at school and what did you take with you?
3. Dahl includes many facts about his school. Write
down three facts about your first school.
4. Dahl meets his headmaster on his first day. Write
one or two sentences describing one person you
can remember meeting on your first day.
5. At the end Roald Dahl cries. What emotions did
you feel on your first day of school?
Task 2xt
The following extract is taken from I am Malala
Malala Yousafzai. Read the extract and answer the
questions that follow, using your own words where
possible.

When I was born, people in our village commiserated
with my mother and nobody congratulated my father. I
arrived at dawn as the last star blinked out. We
Pashtuns see this as an auspicious sign. My father
didn’t have any money for the hospital or for a midwife
so a neighbour helped at my birth. My parents’ first
child was stillborn but I popped out kicking and
screaming. I was a girl in a land where rifles are fired in
celebration of a son, while daughters are hidden away
behind a curtain, their role in life simply to prepare
food and give birth to children.
For most Pashtuns it’s a gloomy day when a
daughter is born. My father’s cousin Jehan Sher Khan
Yousafzai was one of the few who came to celebrate at
my birth and even gave a handsome gift of money. Yet,
he brought with him a vast family tree of our clan, the
Dalokhel Yousafzai, going right back to my great-greatgrandfather and showing only the male line. My father,
Ziauddin, is different from most Pashtun men. He took
the tree, drew a line like a lollipop from his name and
at the end of it he wrote, ‘Malala’. His cousin laughed
in astonishment. My father didn’t care. He says he
looked into my eyes after I was born and fell in love. He
told people, ‘I know there is something different about
this child.’ He even asked friends to throw dried fruits

and coins into my cradle, something we usually only do
for boys.
I was named after Malalai of Maiwand, the
greatest heroine of Afghanistan. Pashtans are a proud
people of many tribes split between Pakistan and
Afghanistan. We live as we have for centuries by a
code called Pashtunwali, which obliges us to give
hospitality to all guests and in which the most that can
happen to a Pashtun is loss of face. Shame is a very
terrible thing for a Pashtun man. We have a saying,
‘Without honour, the world counts for nothing’. We
fight and feud among ourselves so much that our word
for cousin – tarbur – is the same as our word for
enemy. But we always come together against outsiders
who try to conquer our lands. All Pashtun children
grow up with the story of how Malalai inspired the
Afghan army to defeat the British in 1880 in one of the
biggest battles of the Second Anglo-Afghan War.
1. How did people react to news of Mala’s birth?
2. What is the role of women in Mala’s society?
3. What sort of person is Mala’s father?
4. What is Pashtunwali?
5. What similarities and differences are there
between Mala’s homeland and Scotland?

Week 3: Word Choice
Look at the following lists of adjectives to describe
feelings.
For each list order them so that they begin with the
mildest feeling and end with the strongest.
unhappy
inconsolable
upset
glum
miserable

delighted
glad
ecstatic
content
joyful

furious
annoyed
cross
mad
irate

Now look at the following list of verbs. Arrange them
into order, starting with the least forceful to the most
forceful.
march
tiptoe
stride
plod
amble

giggle
roar
cackle
titter
snigger

mutter
scream
announce
whisper
yell

Task 2
Read the following section from Roald Dahl’s book
Boy and answer the questions at the end.
I have only one unpleasant memory of the summer
holidays in Norway. We were in the grandparents’
house in Oslo and my mother said to me, ‘We are going
to the doctor this afternoon. He wants to look at your
nose and mouth.’
I think I was eight at the time. ‘What’s wrong with
my nose and mouth?’ I asked.
‘Nothing much,’ my mother said. ‘But I think
you’ve got adenoids.’
‘What are they?’ I asked her.
‘Don’t worry about it,’ she said. ‘It’s nothing.’
I clutched my mother’s hand as we walked to the
doctor’s house. It took us about half an hour. There
was a kind of dentist’s chair in the surgery and I was
lifted into it. The doctor had a round mirror strapped
to his forehead and he peered up my nose and into my
mouth. He then took my mother aside and they held a
whispered conversation. I saw my mother looking
rather grim, but she nodded.
The doctor now put some water to boil in an
aluminium mug over a gas flame, and into the boiling

water he placed a long thin shiny steel instrument. I sat
there watching the steam coming off the boiling water.
I was not in the least apprehensive. I was too young to
realise that something out of the ordinary was going to
happen.
Then a nurse dressed in white came in. She was
carrying a red rubber apron and a curved white enamel
bowl. She put the apron over the front of my body and
tied it around my neck. It was far too big. Then she
held the enamel bowl under my chin. The curve of the
bowl fitted perfectly against the curve of my chest.
The doctor was bending over me. In his hand he
held that long shiny steel instrument. He held it right in
front of my face, and to this day I can still describe it
perfectly. It was about the thickness and length of a
pencil, and like most pencils it had a lot of sides to it.
Toward the end, the metal became much thinner, and
at the very end of the thin bit of metal there was a tiny
blade set at an angle. The blade wasn’t more than a
centimetre long, very small, very sharp and very shiny.
‘Open your mouth,’ the doctor said, speaking
Norwegian.
I refused. I thought he was going to do something
to my teeth, and everything anyone had ever done to
my teeth had been painful.

‘It won’t take two seconds,’ the doctor said. He
spoke gently, and I was seduced by his voice. Like an
ass, I opened my mouth.
The tiny blade flashed in the bright light and
disappeared into my mouth. It went high up into the
roof of my mouth, and the hand that held the blade
gave four or five very quick little twists and the next
moment, out of my mouth into the basin came
tumbling a whole mass of flesh and blood.
I was too shocked and outraged to do anything but
yelp. I was horrified by the huge red lumps that had
fallen out of my mouth into the white basin and my
first thought was that the doctor had cut out the whole
of the middle of my head.
‘Those were your adenoids,’ I heard the doctor
saying.
…
That was in 1924, and taking out a child’s
adenoids, and often the tonsils as well, without any
anaesthetic was common practice in those days. I
wonder, though, what you would think if some doctor
did that to you today.

1. “I clutched my mother’s hand.” Why do you think
Roald Dahl used the word “clutched” in this
sentence?
2. “…he peered up my nose…” Why do you think
Roald Dahl used the word “peered” rather than
simply “looked”?
3. “I was seduced by his voice.” Why do you think
Roald Dahl uses the word “seduced”?
4. “I was horrified by the huge red lumps…” What
does the word “horrified” tell the reader about
what Roald Dahl was feeling?
5. Look at one of the instances where Roald Dahl
uses “said” or “asked”. Think of another word he
could have used and explain why it would be an
effective word to use.

Week 4: Personal Reading
Title:
Author:
Short summary of the plot:

Describe your favourite character in the novel, giving
reasons why you like him or her.

Week 5: Apostrophes
Look at the following 10 pictures.
For each one explain why the apostrophe is incorrect
or re-write the phrase in the correct way.

Task 2
The Scottish novelist James Kelman writes in a way that
rejects many of the rules of apostrophes and other
punctuation. He likes to leave out apostrophes for
missing letters and does not like using speech marks.
Read the following extract from his novel Mo Said She
Was Quirky and complete the tasks that follow.

The outside door lay wide open. Sophie had her coat zipped and Mo
was helping her pull that heavy heavy backpack. Why did they have
them so heavy? It weighed like a ton and must have slowed her
down walking, six years of age for God sake she didn’t need all that,
surely.
She was waiting for a kiss. Helen gave her a big cuddle. Oh
Sophie, she said.
Mummy are you tired? He said you were sleeping and I wasnt
to go in.
I didnt say that! cried Mo.
Yes you did.
I did not.
You did!
Mo winked at Helen. He touched her upper arm. Helen smiled
at him. Thanks, she said. She looked at the two of them. I feel like
you’re both watching me!
Well we are, said Sophie.
Because we like you, said Mo. Then he turned, reached his
hand to Sophie. Hey Miss Goldielocks, you ready?
Dont call me that!
Mo sighed and made an apologetic gesture. Helen frowned at
Sophie but in a humorous way. Sophie said: Okay mummy, and she
took Mo’s hand. Away they went. On the first landing she turned to
wave.
Helen listened to the footsteps down the stairs, closed the door
eventually, walked to the front room window. The sky was the usual
heavy clouds, even darker than usual, like a thunder storm, or
lightning. Perhaps not, but it would still be clouds, it was always

clouds, clouds clouds clouds. They said it was Glasgow but London
was bad too, it could be.
Sophie and Mo appeared below, down the short flight of stairs
onto the pavement. Immediately they turned and glanced upward to
wave to her. Helen waved until they were out of sight, then was
crying. She couldnt stop, tears flowing my God what was wrong with
her she just couldnt stop.

1. Write down all the examples of where James Kelman has
not used an apostrophe when we would normally expect
one.
2. Look at the paragraphs from Oh Sophie she said to Hey,
Miss Goldilocks, you ready? Rewrite these parts and add
speech marks where you would normally expect to see
them.

Week 6: Genre
Look at the following book covers.
Identify the genre and genre marker(s) of each.

Task 2
Read the following short story.

Explain what genre the story belongs to and the genre
markers present in the story.
Write a sentence that sums up your opinion of the
story.

The Fun They Had
Isaac Asimov
Margie even wrote about it that night in her diary. On the page
headed May 17, 2157, she wrote, "Today, Tommy found a real
book!"
It was a very old book. Margie's grandfather once said that
when he was a little boy his grandfather told him that there was
a time when all stories were printed on paper.
They turned the pages, which were yellow and crinkly, and it
was awfully funny to read words that stood still instead of
moving the way they were supposed to--on a screen, you
know. And then, when they turned back to the page before, it
had the same words on it that it had had when they read it the
first time.
"Gee," said Tommy, "what a waste. When you're through with
the book, you just throw it away, I guess. Our television screen
must have had a million books on it and it's good for plenty
more. I wouldn't throw it away."
"Same with mine," said Margie. She was eleven and hadn't
seen as many telebooks as Tommy had. He was thirteen. She
said, "Where did you find it?"
"In my house." He pointed without looking, because he was
busy reading. "In the attic." "What's it about?" "School."
Margie was scornful. "School? What's there to write about
school? I hate school."

Margie always hated school, but now she hated it more than
ever. The mechanical teacher had been giving her test after test
in geography and she had been doing worse and worse until
her mother had shaken her head sorrowfully and sent for the
County Inspector.
He was a round little man with a red face and a whole box of
tools with dials and wires. He smiled at Margie and gave her
an apple, then took the teacher apart. Margie had hoped he
wouldn't know how to put it together again, but he knew how
all right, and, after an hour or so, there it was again, large and
black and ugly, with a big screen on which all the lessons were
shown and the questions were asked. That wasn't so bad. The
part Margie hated most was the slot where she had to put
homework and test papers. She always had to write them out in
a punch code they made her learn when she was six years old,
and the mechanical teacher calculated the mark in no time.
The Inspector had smiled after he was finished and patted
Margie's head. He said to her mother, "It's not the little girl's
fault, Mrs. Jones. I think the geography sector was geared a
little too quick. Those things happen sometimes. I've slowed it
up to an average ten-year level. Actually, the over-all pattern
of her progress is quite satisfactory." And he patted Margie's
head again.
Margie was disappointed. She had been hoping they would
take the teacher away altogether. They had once taken
Tommy's teacher away for nearly a month because the history
sector had blanked out completely.
So she said to Tommy, "Why would anyone write about
school?"
Tommy looked at her with very superior eyes. "Because it's not
our kind of school, stupid. This is the old kind of school that
they had hundreds and hundreds of years ago." He added
loftily, pronouncing the word carefully, "Centuries ago."
Margie was hurt. "Well, I don't know what kind of school they
had all that time ago." She read the book over his shoulder for
a while, then said, "Anyway, they had a teacher."
"Sure they had a teacher, but it wasn't a regular teacher. It was
a man." "A man? How could a man be a teacher?" "Well, he

just told the boys and girls things and gave them homework
and asked them questions." "A man isn't smart enough." "Sure
he is. My father knows as much as my teacher." "He can't. A
man can't know as much as a teacher." "He knows almost as
much, I betcha."
Margie wasn't prepared to dispute that. She said, "1 wouldn't
want a strange man in my house to teach me."
Tommy screamed with laughter. "You don't know much,
Margie. The teachers didn't live in the house. They had a
special building and all the kids went there." "And all the kids
learned the same thing?" "Sure, if they were the same age."
"But my mother says a teacher has to be adjusted to fit the
mind of each boy and girl it teaches and that each kid has to be
taught differently."
"Just the same they didn't do it that way then. If you don't like
it, you don't have to read the book."
"I didn't say I didn't like it," Margie said quickly. She wanted
to read about those funny schools.
They weren't even half-finished when Margie's mother called,
"Margie! School!" Margie looked up. "Not yet, Mamma."
"Now!" said Mrs. Jones. "And it's probably time for Tommy,
too."
Margie said to Tommy, "Can I read the book some more with
you after school?"
"Maybe," he said nonchalantly. He walked away whistling, the
dusty old book tucked beneath his arm.
Margie went into the schoolroom. It was right next to her
bedroom, and the mechanical teacher was on and waiting for
her. It was always on at the same time every day except
Saturday and Sunday, because her mother said little girls
learned better if they learned at regular hours.
The screen was lit up, and it said: "Today's arithmetic lesson is
on the addition of proper fractions. Please insert yesterday's
homework in the proper slot."

Margie did so with a sigh. She was thinking about the old
schools they had when her grandfather's grandfather was a
little boy. All the kids from the whole neighborhood came,
laughing and shouting in the schoolyard, sitting together in the
schoolroom, going home together at the end of the day. They
learned the same things, so they could help one another on the
homework and talk about it.
And the teachers were people...
The mechanical teacher was flashing on the screen: "When we
add the fractions 1/2 and 1/4..."
Margie was thinking about how the kids must have loved it in
the old days. She was thinking about the fun they had.

Week 7: Imagery
Task 1
Look at the following expressions.
Copy each one out and beside it write either simile or
metaphor to show which technique is being used.
1. The moon’s a balloon.
2. I am a rock.
3. My love is like a red, red rose
4. Baby, you’re a firework
5. It’s raining men
6. Walk like an Egyptian
7. I’m like a bird
8. Love is a battlefield
9. You lived your life like a candle in the wind
10. You’re as cold as ice
Task 2
Look at the following description from Ray Bradbury’s
short story ‘A Sound of Thunder’ and complete the
following three tasks.

1. Write down two examples of metaphors used in
the description and explain what each helps to
show about the dinosaur.
2. Write down two examples of simile used in the
description and explain what each helps to show
about the dinosaur.
3. Explain what your favourite description of the
dinosaur is and why.

It came on great oiled, resilient, striding legs. It
towered thirty feet above half of the trees, a great
evil god, folding its delicate watchmaker's claws
close to its oily reptilian chest. Each lower leg was
a piston, a thousand pounds of white bone, sunk in
thick ropes of muscle, sheathed over in a gleam of
pebbled skin like the mail of a terrible warrior.
Each thigh was a ton of meat, ivory, and steel
mesh. And from the great breathing cage of the
upper body those two delicate arms dangled out
front, arms with hands which might pick up and
examine men like toys, while the snake neck
coiled. And the head itself, a ton of sculptured
stone, lifted easily upon the sky. Its mouth gaped,

exposing a fence of teeth like daggers. Its eyes
rolled, ostrich eggs, empty of all expression save
hunger. It closed its mouth in a death grin. It ran,
its pelvic bones crushing aside trees and bushes, its
taloned feet clawing damp earth, leaving prints six
inches deep wherever it settled its weight.
It ran with a gliding ballet step, far too poised and
balanced for its ten tons. It moved into a sunlit area
warily, its beautifully reptilian hands feeling the
air.

Week 8: Personal Reading

Book 2
Title:
Author:
Short Summary of the plot:

Explain how the writer tries to grab the reader’s attention
in the opening few pages.

Week 9: Plot
Read the following story, Svayamvara by Suniti
Namjoshi. Answer the questions that follow the story.
Once upon a time there was a little princess who was
good at whistling.
‘Don’t whistle,’ said her mother.
‘Don’t whistle,’ said her father, but the child was
good at it and went on whistling.
Years went by and she became a woman. By this
time she whistled beautifully. Her parents grieved.
‘What man will marry a whistling woman?’ said her
mother dolefully.
‘Well,’ said her father, ‘we will have to make the
best of it. I will offer half my kingdom and the princess
in marriage to any man who can beat her at whistling.’
The king’s offer was duly proclaimed, and soon the
palace was jammed with suitors whistling. It was very
noisy. Most were terrible and a few were good, but the
princess was better and beat them easily. The king was
displeased, but the princess said, ‘Never mind, Father.
Now let me set a test and perhaps some good will
come of it.’ Then she turned to the suitors. ‘Do you
acknowledge that you were beaten fairly?’

‘No,’ they all roared, all except one, ‘we think it
was magic or some sort of trick.’
But one said, ‘Yes.’ ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I was beaten
fairly. ‘The princess smiled and turning to her father
she pointed to this man. ‘If he will have me,’ she said, ‘I
will marry him.’
1. Where and when is the story set?
2. Who are the main characters?
3. What happens in the story?
4. What is the main conflict in the story?
5. How is the conflict resolved?
Task 2
Read the following story, Journey by Night by Undine
Giuseppi, and answer the questions that follow.
He stood alone, leaning against a post, and shifting his
weight from one foot to the other. It was late, and the
taxi-stand was empty. The street was silent. He looked
up and down, hoping that some vehicle would come in
sight, for he wanted to get home. But none came.
The silence began to pall. He started to whistle,
but there was no mirth in it, and he soon stopped.
Midnight, ten miles away from home! What was he to
do? To begin to walk that distance was out of the
question.
A dark cloud passed across the sky, hiding the few

pale stars that had been there. The noise of a falling
dust-bin reached his ear. Some dog must have been
scattering its contents.
Instinctively his hand felt for his wallet. Yes, it
was still there. If only he had a stick! But he had
nothing with which he might protect himself. He began
to walk up and down, up and down.
What was that in the distance? At last two
headlights were drawing near. He stepped into the
middle of the street and held up his hand, and the car
stopped.
“Taxi?” he asked. “Valencia?”
“Get in,” said the driver, opening the door.
He sat beside the driver, glad to be on his way
home at last. He had felt so lonely while he had been
waiting. If only someone would say something! In the
semi-darkness of the car he turned to look at the other
passengers, but no one else was there.
The driver said nothing to him as the car sped
along.
Suppose...
No, he mustn’t allow himself to think of that. He
glanced at the driver, and again his hand went to his
wallet. He had heard of passengers being attacked at
night and robbed. But surely... No, that couldn’t
happen to him.
If only he could see the other man’s face clearly!
But he had no idea who the driver was. He kept his eye
intently on him during the seemingly interminable
journey.

Now they were approaching a spot where the road
branched off in another direction. There were tall, dark
bushes around. The car slowed down, and the driver
was looking at him. Then the driver took something
short and black from the side-pocket of the car. It
looked like an iron tool. Would the driver attack him
with that?
“Stop!” he heard himself screaming, and his heart
beat so fast with fear that he could hardly breathe.
But the car did not stop. Faster and faster instead it
went. Now they were nearing his destination. Did the
driver intend to take to take him past and then...
“Put me down here,” he cried out.
Still with his eyes on the driver, he quickly stepped
from the car as it came to a standstill. He fumbled in
his wallet for his fare, but the taxi was no longer there.
“No night passengers for me again,” exclaimed the
driver, as with a sigh of relief he hurriedly moved off.
And his hand tenderly caressed the heavy spanner with
which he had meant to defend himself had that queer
passenger attacked him.
1. How does the opening paragraph draw the
reader in?
2. What is the main complication in the story?
3. How does the writer create tension in the story?
4. What is the climax of the story?
5. What is your opinion of the story’s resolution?

Week 10: TAP Writing
Task 1
Look at the following types of writing and some of the
characteristics that writing can have.
Identify between one and three characteristics that
each example has.

A text

A tabloid newspaper

A letter applying for
a job

A leaflet

A science report

Choose from the following characteristics:
Lots of sub headings

Informal language

Formal language

Abbreviations

Standard punctuation

Emotive language

Short

Factual

Uses slang

Big headline

Uses simple language

Uses specialist language

Short sections

Divided into sections

Nonstandard punctuation Uses the first person
Uses the second person

Uses the third person

Uses persuasive language Uses eye-catching layout
Task 2
Look at the following tabloid front pages, all of which
use informal language.
First, rewrite the headlines in more formal language,
then explain whether they are as effective expressed
more formally.

Week 11: Personal Reading

Book 3
Title:
Author:
Short summary of the plot:

Giving reasons, explain who would and would not be
interested in reading this book.

Week 12: TAP Writing
Look at the following purposes.
Write down beside each one at least two types of text
that fulfil that purpose.
To entertain

To inform

To persuade

To shock

To request

To attract

To explore an idea

To express feelings

To arouse emotions
Task 2
Look at the following recruitment posters from World
War 1.
Explain how each one fulfils at least one purpose.

Week 13: Spelling
Read the opening to the story ‘Flowers for Algernon’.
The story is written from the point of view of a man
with limited intelligence.
Write down any words you find that are spelled
incorrectly. Beside each write the correct spelling.
Progris riport 1 martch 3.
Dr Strauss says I shoud rite down what I think and remembir
and evrey thing that happins to me from now on. I dont no why
but he says its importint so they will see if they can use me. I
hope they use me becaus Miss Kinnian says mabye they can
make me smart. I want to be smart. My name is Charlie
Gordon I werk in Dormers bakery where Mr Donner gives me
11 dollers a week and bred or cake if I want. I am 32 yeres old
and next munth is my brithday. I told dr Strauss and perfesser
Nemur I cant rite good but he says it dont matter he says I
shud rite just like I talk and like I rite compushishens in Miss
Kinnians class at the beekmin collidge center for retarted
adults where I go to lern 3 times a week on my time off. Dr
Strauss says to rite a lot everything I think and evrything that
happins to me but I cant think anymor because I have nothing
to rite so I will close for today... yrs truly Charlie Gordon.

Task 2
Read the rest of the story. You can find it here:
https://docs.google.com/viewer?a=v&pid=sites&srcid=
aW50ZXJsYWtlcy5vcmd8c2FyYWgtaGFyYnJvb2t8Z3g6N
mY0NmY3MzUwOWQ2MzEyMg

In your own words explain what the story is about and
write a short evaluation of the story giving your
opinion of the story.

Week 14: Target Audience
Task 1
Look at the following book covers.
Explain at least two audiences that each cover would
appeal to. Describe what is on the cover to justify your
answers.
You can refer to gender, age, nationality, interests,
social class or race in your answer.

Task 2
Design a book cover for one of the stories you have
read in class. Write a couple of sentences explaining
which audiences you want to appeal to and how
you’ve tried to achieve this in your design.
Remember to think about the following choices: choice
of image, colours, positioning, type of font, size of
image and writing…

Week 15: Personal Reading
Book 4
Title:
Author:
Short summary of plot:

Explain what genre this book belongs to and describe
what genre markers are evident in the book.

Week 16: Media
Task 1
Look at the following film posters.
For each one describe the genre of the film being
advertised and the genre markers present on the
poster.

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

Task 2
Choose one of the following film posters.
Write a paragraph explaining how the poster fulfills the
purpose of attracting an audience.

Week 17: Media
Task 1
Look at the following film posters.
For each one describe how the poster creates enigma
codes to create curiosity in the viewer.

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

Task 2
Look at the following straplines.
First, try to match each to one of the posters below.
Then, choose one you think is an effective strapline
and explain why it is effective.
1. “This Ain’t No Chick Flick”
2. “Expect the Impossible Again”
3. “You Won’t Believe Your Eye”
4. "3% BODY FAT. 1% BRAIN ACTIVITY."
5. “Sea Evil”
6. "See our family. And feel better about yours."

Week 18: Personal Reading
Book 5
Title:
Author:
Short summary of the plot:

Describe the main conflict that is explored in the novel.

