

Friday 3rd April 2020

LO: to write a diary entry
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Dear Diary, 

Today was such a good day! Amazingly, I came second in the running race! I can’t quite believe it… After school, some of the other boys in the class told me that the girls let me win, but I think they are just jealous. Now that I am the fastest runner in the class, I am going to train really, really hard to become the fastest runner in the whole school! I am genuinely ecstatic. Today was a good day… 

Paul


Why not try and improve my diary entry! Do I meet all the ‘How to write a: Diary’ success criteria?
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Of course! He’'d almost for

gotten! Let
win! Pau]

And now there were only himself and Paul
left in the race. And so he would have to fa
back and let him pull ahead very soon. The
winning line was not all that far away. He
was already halfway round the circuit,

Right then.

Bill tried to slow his pace. He couldn’t doit.
It was remarkable, but though he could
pound along like a well-oiled machine, and
leap over tufts of rough grass without
thinking, and even do a fancy sideways hop
when he saw something glinting like broken
glass beneath his foot, he couldn’t slow
down. He just couldn’tdo it. -

‘He couldn’t let Paul win. =

And it wasn’t as if who won the race was
important. He knew that. A race might start
with those who walked to school running
against those who came on a bus or by car,
but by the time someone had won, no one
could even remember what the race was
about. S
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hostile glare from Astrid. And one from
Kirsty. And one from Talilah.

There was everybody else, cheering and
ing madly. And there were three

applaud - :
pairs of witch eyes, glowering at him
balefully.

He'd let them down horribly. It was almost
as if he’d cheated to win the race. And since
all three had dropped out one after another,
expecting that he would as well, he had in a
way won it unfairly. If everyone had run
properly, Kirsty would almost certainly have
won. —

“The victorious smile on Bill's face faded. He
felt small and selfish and ungenerous. He
ashamed. :

But while Bill was standing, pic
miserably at the embroidered
pink frock, feeling quite rotten an
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It wasn’t that he couldn’t act. It Wasn't
that he would feel embarrassed about jt. 1t
was simply that he could not bring himse]¢
to do it. There was the finishing line, ang
here was he, and there was Paul a really
long way behind him now. He wanted to
reach the line first, that was all. He didn’t
want to let Paul win.

He wanted to win himself.

Ten metres to go. Now or never. The girls
would kill him if he let them down.

Five metres. Now or never. Surely even
the girls, if they had come this far, would 2
find it difficult to stop and lose.

Three metres. Now or never.

One metre. Now. =

There! Over the line!

(Never). = = :

A smile of triumph spread across his face.
He'd won. Hed won! =~

He shut his eyes, the better to appreciate
the sound of hands clapping, and the
cheers. =

Then, opening them, hev'rx;et ‘a< Cold;
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Kirsty came up behind Bill, and drew him
quietly to one side.

“You just weren - hstemng, were you?’ she
scolded. ‘Lying there on your back staring at
clouds, away with the fairies. You were sup-
posed to pretend to get a stitch!” -~

‘I'm sorry,” said Bill. =

‘It doesn’t matter,” Kirsty said. ‘In fact it
was probably all for the best. If he’d come
first, Paul might have guessed.’ ety

She turned to face him. e

1t's )ust —’ Now, tlppmg heritead to one
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He threw himself across the ﬁnishing
line, and lay like a tortoise on its back,
beaming up at the sky.

‘Second!” he yelled in triumph. ‘I came
second! Second!”

Everyone was cheering and clapping for
Paul now.

Bill joined in, louder than anybody
else.

‘Hurray for Paul!” he yelled. ‘Second!

And he reached down to help Paul up.
Paul was a bit unsteady on his feet after
the run. Whether it was excitement or
exhaustion, Bill didn’t know. But Mrs
Collins took one brief look at Paul’s thin,

trembling legs, and said:

‘That's it! That was the very last race!
Well done, everybody!’

Happily they all trooped back towards the
classroom. Astrid and Talilah came up on
either side of Paul just in time to hear him
confessing excitedly:

‘I've never come second in a race before.
Never!"
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side, she looked him very closely in the
It’s just =

‘What?'

Kirsty shook her head, sighing.

‘It’s just that somehow you seem different
today. I can’t think what it is about you
that’s odd. But you're not you.”

She turned to go.

Bill reached out to try to stop her.

‘But who am I?” he asked her desperately.
‘Who am I’

But Kirsty, the fastest runner in the class,
had sped away.

eye.
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Put yourself in one of the character’s shoes... We are going to
write a diary entry!

You could be Astrid, Talilah or Kirsty. You could also he Bill,
Paul .or even Mrs Collins!





image12.jpeg
3 Miss Carmanis Model

Dear Diary,

Today mas such o good day! Amazingly, I came second in the running
race! 1 cant quite believe it... After achool, some of the other hoys in the
class told me that the girls let me win, hut I think they are just jealous.
Now that I am the fastest runner in the class, I am going to train really,
really hard to hecome the fastest runner in the whole school! 1 am geruinely
ecatatic. Today was a good day...

Paul

-~ What effective narrative writing features can you spot here? Print
this page out and number the features (if possible) or point to each

feature on the screen!
|. Ltalics L. Elipses
2. Conjunction 5. Word repetition

3. Fronted .adverhial 6. Lnteresting .adjectives





image13.jpeg
Now it is sgour turn... Put yourself in one of the character's shoes.
You could be Astrid, Talilah or Kirsty. You could also be Bill, Paul
or even Mrs Collins!

Challenge

O Write .a diary entry for gour chosen character, focussing on
when they .are outside running the roces.

O Think .about the thoughts your character is having and how they
are feeling.

O Don't forget to use the success criterio. for successful norrakive
writing set out on the previous page!

O There is also helpful tips for good diary narrotive on the net
page. Make sure your diary entry follows these guidelines.
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.. thoughts, geslings, A diary is about  than one sense, to make
" opiniona and hopes  whak has already  4our description more

(inside speach happened. jinagnabiesSiiac and
marke). G melaphors can also be

{ff-apg e

i i Use a similie and/or metaphor to imake your diary
entry more exciting!
¥
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‘On your marks!”

Mrs Collins strode round the corner. They
jumped to their feet. Astrid looked horrifieq.

‘The back of your dress is covered. with
grass stains!’ she said to Bill. ‘And they're
the sort that never come out!

Bill shrugged, and made for the starting
line. Paul was already there, hopping about
with excitement. Astrid, Talilah and Kirsty
took their places.

‘Get set!”

Kirsty turned to Bill.

‘Bad luck, then,” she whispered, and
grinned.

Bill winked back.

‘Go!" :

Talilah, Kirsty and Bill set off running.
Paul shot away from the line in one of his
:Xz:::rrfimfryhleaps, And as soon as he was

ee : z
clutching her foot. I ke STQUnd,

‘Oh, my anklel’ she groaned - buf =
s — but softl
o that Paul woylq ;g)t overhear her, an}::i
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turn back to help. ‘My ankle’s gone all
wobbly. I can’t run at all.”

Then, cheerfully, she picked herself up and,
limping heavily on the wrong foot, returned
to the others waiting around the line.

‘Bad luck!”  ~ =

“Never mind, Astrid!’

Up at the front of the race, Kirsty and
Talilah seemed to be battling it out for first
place. Now Kirsty had the edge, now
Talilah. Then Kirsty was in front again. But
just as she might have pulled ahead of
Talilah, the two girls’ bodies seemed to
become entangled: ankles wrapped round
ankles, legs wrapped round legs.

Together they fell, rolling over and over
on the grass, giggling loudly.

As Bill ran up, they managed somehow to
roll in his way and bring him to a standstill.
Twice he tried to get round them, but they
rolled the way he was going. Paul was
catching up behind, so finally Bill just
jumped over their wildly flailing arms and
legs. As he did so, he saw Kirsty wink.
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So it wasn 't important.

But still he couldn’t slow up and Jet Paul
win. It would look quite ridiculous, he
thought. Everyone would guess, and Paul
would be really embarrassed. =
And then he remembered that he.;wasnt
supposed to slow down. The girls had sat in
their huddle and worked all this out before
the race began. They’d known he wouldn’t
be able to slow down. They’d thought it all
out — weren't girls amazing?

He was supposed to pretend
stitch. =
Right, then.
But he couldn’t-d that,
was running ou

" completed the





