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.

Poem of the Week
On October 25th 1854 the Charge of the Light Brigade
took place during the Crimean War. The event is
famously described in the poem of that name by Alfred
Lord Tennyson.

I
HALF a league, half a league,
Half a league onward,
All in the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.
'Forward, the Light Brigade!
Charge for the guns!' he said:
Into the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.

II
'Forward, the Light Brigade!'
Was there a man dismay'd?
Not tho' the soldier knew
Some one had blunder'd:
Their's not to make reply,
Their's not to reason why,
Their's but to do and die:
Into the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.
III
Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon in front of them
Volley'd and thunder'd;
Storm'd at with shot and shell,
Boldly they rode and well,
Into the jaws of Death,
Into the mouth of Hell
Rode the six hundred.
IV
Flash'd all their sabres bare,
Flash'd as they turn'd in air
Sabring the gunners there,
Charging an army, while
All the world wonder'd:
Plunged in the battery-smoke
Right thro' the line they broke;
Cossack and Russian
Reel'd from the sabre-stroke
Shatter'd and sunder'd.

Then they rode back, but not
Not the six hundred.
V
Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon behind them
Volley'd and thunder'd;
Storm'd at with shot and shell,
While horse and hero fell,
They that had fought so well
Came thro' the jaws of Death,
Back from the mouth of Hell,
All that was left of them,
Left of six hundred.
VI
When can their glory fade?
O the wild charge they made!
All the world wonder'd.
Honour the charge they made!
Honour the Light Brigade,
Noble six hundred!

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.

Poem of the Week
Halloween has been marked on 31st October for
hundreds of years. The 29th October 1390 in Paris
marked the first trials for witchcraft. The following is
from Shakespeare’s play Macbeth and is spoken by the
three witches.
Thrice the brinded cat hath mew’d.
Thrice and once the hedge-pig whined.
Harper cries ‘Tis time, ‘tis time.
Round about the cauldron go;
In the poison’d entrails throw;
Toad, that under cold stone
Days and nights has thirty-one
Swelter’d venom sleeping got,
Boil thou first i’ the charmed pot.
Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

Fillet of fenny snake,
In the cauldron boil and bake;
Eye of newt and toe of frog,
Wool of bat and tongue of dog,
Adder’s fork and blind-worm’s sting,
Lizard’s leg and owlet’s wing,
For a charm of powerful trouble,
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble.
Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.
Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf,
Witches’ mummy, maw and gulf
Of the ravin’d salt-sea shark,
Root of hemlock digg’d I’ the dark,
Liver of blaspheming Jew,
Gall of goat, and slips of yew
Silver’d in the moon’s eclipse,
Nose of Turk and Tartar’s lips,

Finger of birth-strangled babe
Ditch-deliver’d by a drab,
Make the gruel thick and slab:
Add thereto a tiger’s chaudron,
For the ingredients of our cauldron.
Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.
Cool it with a baboon’s blood,
Then the charm is firm and good.

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.

Poem of the Week
In this week in 1990 Mary Robinson became the first
woman to be elected President of the Republic of
Ireland and in 2012 Tammy Baldwin became the first
openly gay person to be elected to the U.S. Senate. The
following poem (‘I may, I might, I must’) is by Marianne
Moore and is about defying other people’s
expectations.
If you will tell me why the fen
appears impassable, I then
will tell you why I think that I
can get across it if I try.

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.
Poem of the Week
On 13th November 1850 the Scottish author Robert
Louis Stevenson was born in Edinburgh. Stevenson
became famous for writing novels such as Treasure
Island and The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde
but was also an accomplished poet. This poem is called
‘Requiem’.
Under the wide and starry sky
Dig the grave and let me lie:
Glad did I live and gladly die,
And I laid me down with a will.
This be the verse you grave to me:
Here he lies where he’d long’d to be;
Home is the sailor, home for the sea,
And the hunter home from the hill.

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…
Poem of the Week
On 20th November 1946 the Nuremburg Trials began.
The following poem by Tony Harrison describes how
two different Nazis received very different
punishments for their role in the Second World war.

A Question of Sentences
(Nuremburg 1946)

One Nazi’s tongue-tied, and one’s tongue ’s loose.
Speer lives to see his fluent memoirs toasted.
One gets twenty years, and one the noose.
Sauckel’s life could only have been ghosted.

Speer enunciates, while Sauckel mutters.
Speer looks them in the eye. His Deutsch is hoch.

Sauckel’s heels go click! The whole man stutters,
strung up, a lifetime’s words he never spoke.

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.

Poem of the Week
The 29th November is the United Nations International
Day of Solidarity with the Palestinian People. The
following poem is called ‘Nothing Impresses Me’ and is
by the Palestinian poet Mahmoud Darwish.
A passenger on the bus says…
nothing impresses me.
Not the radio, the morning newspapers,
or even fortresses on hills.
I long for a weep.
The bus driver says:
Wait until we reach the station,
and weep alone as you can.
A lady says: Me too.
Nothing impresses me.
I spoiled my son upon my grave,
he enjoyed it and slept without saying goodbye.
A university student says:
Me neither. Nothing impresses me.
I studied archaeology without finding
an identity in stones. Am I really me?
A soldier says: Me too.
Nothing impresses me.
I guard a ghost that always haunts me.
The angry driver replies:
We are close to our last stop,
get ready to leave.

They scream:
We want what is beyond the station, so go.
As for me, I say: Drop me here.
I am like them,
nothing impresses me.
But I am tired from travelling.

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.

Poem of the Week
December 1st is World Aids Day, and is an opportunity
for people worldwide to unite in the fight against HIV,
show their support for people living with HIV and to
commemorate people who have died.
The poem The Reassurance by Thom
Gunn describes someone who has died
Of Aids appearing in a dream to make
those who were left behind feel better
about their loss.
About ten days or so
After we saw you dead
You came back in a dream.
I’m all right now you said.
And it was you, although
You were fleshed out again:

You hugged us all round then,
And gave your welcoming beam.
How like you to be kind,
Seeking to reassure.
And, yes, how like my mind
To make itself secure.

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.

3.

2.

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."

Poem of the Week
The 11th December is the United Nations International
Mountain Day. The following poem is called ‘Climbing
Suilven’ and is by the Scottish poet Norman Maccaig.
I nod and nod to my own shadow and thrust

A mountain down and down.
Between my feet a loch shines in the brown,
Its silver paper crinkled and edged with rust.
My lungs say No;
But down and down this treadmill hill must go.
Parishes dwindle. But my parish is
This stone, that tuft, this stone
And the cramped quarters of my flesh and bone.
I claw that tall horizon down to this;
And suddenly
My shadow jumps huge miles away from me.

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

Describe the main conflict that is explored in the novel.

Poem of the Week
The poem ‘A Visit from St Nicholas’ (usually called ‘The
Night Before Christmas’) was first published in 1823
and was written by Clement Clarke Moore.

'Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse;
The stockings were hung by the chimney with care,
In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there;
The children were nestled all snug in their beds;
While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads;
And mamma in her 'kerchief, and I in my cap,
Had just settled our brains for a long winter's nap,
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,
I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter.
Away to the window I flew like a flash,
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash.
The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow,
Gave a lustre of midday to objects below,
When what to my wondering eyes did appear,
But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny rein-deer,
With a little old driver so lively and quick,
I knew in a moment he must be St. Nick.
More rapid than eagles his coursers they came,
And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by name:
"Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now Prancer and Vixen!
On, Comet! on, Cupid! on, Donner and Blitzen!
To the top of the porch! to the top of the wall!
Now dash away! dash away! dash away all!"
As leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky;
So up to the housetop the coursers they flew
With the sleigh full of toys, and St. Nicholas too—
And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof
The prancing and pawing of each little hoof.
As I drew in my head, and was turning around,
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound.
He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his foot,
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot;
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back,
And he looked like a pedler just opening his pack.
His eyes—how they twinkled! his dimples, how merry!

His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry!
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow,
And the beard on his chin was as white as the snow;
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,
And the smoke, it encircled his head like a wreath;
He had a broad face and a little round belly
That shook when he laughed, like a bowl full of jelly.
He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf,
And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself;
A wink of his eye and a twist of his head
Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread;
He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,
And filled all the stockings; then turned with a jerk,
And laying his finger aside of his nose,
And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose;
He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle,
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle.
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight—
“Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night!”

