
NAME: __________________________________
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METHOD DEFINITION EXAMPLE

ANAPHORA

METAPHOR

ALLITERATION

PERSONIFICATION

SIMILE

JUXTAPOSITION

MOTIF

PARAGRAPH 
ECHO

RHETORICAL 
QUESTION
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METHOD DEFINITION EXAMPLE

FLASHBACK

SENTENCE 
STRUCTURES

NARRATION

DIALOGUE

FORESHADOWING

SENSORY 
IMAGERY

COLOUR 
ADJECTIVES

ONOMATOPOEIA

REPETITION

TRIPLET

5



In the heart of the serene rainforest, where ancient trees whisper 

their secrets to the wind and delicate ferns carpet the forest floor, 

tranquility reigns. What could be more peaceful than the rhythmic 

patter of raindrops on emerald leaves? The forest, a sanctuary of 

life, where each leaf, each branch, each creature contributes to 

the symphony of nature. Here, time slows. Here, the air is thick with 

the scent of damp earth and moss. Here, beneath the canopy's 

embrace, one finds solace. Peace. Solitude.

6

Task: highlight and label interesting sentence techniques.

Fast finishers: identify any other methods used.
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Write a paragraph to describe the picture making 
sure you vary your sentence lengths and types.

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________



As the first light of dawn kissed the tranquil surface of the lake, it 

shimmered like a liquid mirror, reflecting the blush of the waking sky. 

Mist, like a delicate bridal veil, embraced the water's edge, as if the 

lake itself were whispering secrets to the heavens. The gentle breeze 

danced across the water, weaving ripples that sighed and murmured 

secrets to the ancient trees standing sentinel on its shores. The reeds 

swayed in harmonious rhythm, their slender forms bending and swaying 

in an intricate ballet, as though they were sharing an intimate 

conversation. The sun, a golden god, stretched its fingers across the 

lake, painting it with strokes of warmth and life. In this serene haven, the 

lake became a living, breathing entity, with a heart that pulsed with 

the rhythm of the natural world.



Task 1: highlight and label the similes, metaphors and 
personification in the description.

Task 2: annotate each method by answering the 
following questions

1.What are the two things being compared?

2.What method is being used?

3.Why? What do the two things have in common?

4.What effect does each method have? 

What atmosphere is created?

Task 3: write your own description of the picture below 
using a simile, metaphor and personification.
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Definition of a motif:
____________________________________________________________
____________________________________________________________
____________________________________________________________

You are going to think of your own motif that you will use in 
your own creative writing. You can use the ideas below for 
inspiration or you can think of your own.



Drop straight into 

the action

Shift the focus onto 

something else, 

perhaps using a 

flashback

Zoom in on a key 

detail

Echo back to a 

detail in the 

beginning (such as 

your motif)

11



Instead 
of...

Use... Put it into a sentence:

Empty
Desolate 

(adj)

Carefully
Meticulously 

(adverb)

Fell
Plummeted 

(verb)

Blue
Cerulean 

(adj)

Wouldn't 

stop

Relentless 

(adj)

Perfect Pristine (adj)

Attractive Alluring (adj)

Stormy
Tempestuous 

(adj)

Calm
Serene or 

tranquil (adj)

Antisocial
Misanthropic 

(adj)

Can't pass 

through

Impenetrable

(adj)
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Word Definition In a sentence

Ethereal

(adjective)

Extremely delicate and 

light in a way that seems 

too perfect for this 

world.

Her ethereal voice echoed through the 

cathedral, filling the air with a haunting 

melody.

Serene
(adjective)

Calm, tranquil Reflecting the stars like a mirror, the lake lay 

serene under the twilight sky.

Serpentine
(adjective)

Winding or twisting, 

suggesting complexity 

or intrigue. 

In the distance, the road twisted and turned 

in a serpentine fashion through the dense 

forest, disappearing into the shadows.

Relentless
(adjective)

Continuing in a severe 

or extreme way without 

stopping

Relentlessly, the waves crashed against the 

shore with relentless fury, wearing away the 

cliffs over centuries.

Pulsating

(verb or adj)

Full of life or excitement The forest was alive with a pulsating rhythm 

of rustlings.

Tempestuous
(adjective)

Stormy Their relationship had been tempestuous, 

filled with passionate arguments followed by 

moments of intense love.

Impenetrabl

e
(adjective)

Can't pass through The fortress was surrounded by thick, 

impenetrable walls that had withstood 

countless sieges over the centuries.

Etched

(verb or adj)

Engraved, cut, carved His face bore the etched lines of wisdom and 

experience, telling stories of a life well-lived.

Desolate
(adjective)

Uninhabited, bleak 

emptiness

Like a forgotten memory, the abandoned 

village stood desolate in the midst of the 

desert, its empty streets haunted by spirits of 

its former glory.



Word Definition In a sentence

Meandering

(adjective)

following a winding or 

indirect course.

She could see the meandering river that carved 

through the valley, its waters whispering secrets 

to the trees along its banks.

Luminous

(adjective)

emitting or reflecting 

light; glowing brightly.

Luminous, the moon cast a silver glow over the 

ocean, turning the waves into molten silver.

Maelstrom

(noun)

a powerful whirlpool; 

a situation of great 

chaos or confusion.

She found herself caught in a maelstrom of 

emotions, torn between love and betrayal.

Vulnerable

(adjective)

exposed to the 

possibility of harm or 

attack; defenseless.

Wounded, the bird lay vulnerable in the tall 

grass, its delicate wings trembling with 

exhaustion.

Obsidian

(noun or adj)

a dark, glassy 

volcanic rock.

Beneath the moonlight, the jagged obsidian 

cliffs shimmered like shards of frozen night, 

guarding the island’s secrets with silent menace.

Labyrinth

(noun)

a complex, intricate 

network of winding 

paths or passages.

Above, the ancient castle was a labyrinth of 

dimly lit corridors and hidden chambers, 

designed to confound intruders.

Misanthropic

(adjective)

having a deep 

distrust or dislike of 

humanity.

The misanthropic old man lived alone in a 

crumbling cottage, shunning any visitors who 

dared approach.

Pristine

(adjective)

New, in good 

condition

The pristine surface of the frozen lake 

shimmered under the morning sun, untouched 

by footprints, as if nature itself had pressed 

pause on time.

Alluring

(adjective)

Powerfully and 

mysteriously 

attractive or 

fascinating

Beckoning him forward with an irresistible, 

almost magical pull, the alluring scent of 

jasmine and candle wax drifted through the 

dimly lit room.



- dash

( ) brackets

: colon

; semi-colon

? question 

mark

! exclamation 

mark

“ “ speech 

marks
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Describe the picture below using different forms of punctuation in 
different sentences:



The sun pierces through the clouds and bounces off the pure, white snow, creating 

a blinding glow that stings my eyes and makes me want to squeeze them shut. I feel 

the hardened leather tighten around my shoulders as I heave forward, the freezing 

air licks at every inch of me it can find: nose, mouth, ears. With every bound forward 

– front legs, back legs, front again – I feel the crushing weight of his heavy body 

pulling against my chest, threatening to snap my fragile ribs. My tongue begins 

lolling out the side of my mouth as I gasp for lungful after lungful of icy air that bring 

no comfort – only more searing pain.

‘This is what you’re made for’, I remind myself.

I remember how I used to look forward to this part; I would dance about in joy and 

anticipation any time I thought I would be allowed to run. I remember the first time I 

properly took in the sight of the sublime snow – stretched out like a wintery, endless 

desert. The fine powder used to crunch beneath my toes. That was before.

16

EITHER: Write a description suggested by this picture:

OR: Write a story with the title 'Lost'.



The rest is a blur of nights – each one as frightening as the last – chained up and 

shivering against a short, wooden post. The chain is only a few yards long, not long 

enough for us to reach each other, not even to share body heat in the glacial night air.

I think back to the first time I pounced towards him, excited for mealtime, only to be 

greeted by a meagre portion of rotting vegetables and scraps of meat. This is my 

routine, now. I have learned to be grateful for what I am given. This is what I’m made 

for.

Now, we are approaching a bend. I already know what’s coming and I brace myself in 

preparation. The harness tightens on my right shoulder as I bend to the left. I think I’ve 

got it right this time. Or, at least, it seems impossible I could have got this part wrong for 

the hundredth time.

But just when I am about to breathe a sigh of relief, I feel the stinging bite of the whip 

against my hind leg. Once: it bounces off, my thick fur protecting me. Twice: it reaches 

flesh. Third time: it slices right through, exposing me even more to the unforgiving winter 

wind. I imagine I leave a trail of crimson drops in the snow behind me. Perhaps a kinder 

human will see them, follow them, rescue me and take me to a home where I can 

sleep indoors and have some contact with others.

I quickly remind myself to halt my foolish daydreaming. This is what I am made for.

The sun continues to pierce through the clouds as I continue to heave towards our 

destination and the leather continues to rub against my skin.

Finally, we are there. Finally, I am released from my binds. I revel in a few moments of 

luxurious, tantalising freedom; pacing up and down and then rolling on the ground, I let 

the cool snow numb the aching in my joints. But then the snakebite of the whip snaps 

me out of my few seconds of comfort, and I follow his stern finger that points towards 

my post. I obey and curl up in the snow, my chin resting on the arctic floor, before he 

comes and binds me up in chains once more.

‘This is what you’re made for’, I hear him say, as he walks away to the warmth of the 

indoors.

17
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He is there every day.

Watching.

Every day his feet, wet and cold from his daily vigil by the waves, hold him 

stubbornly upon the rocks.  The water has gradually permeated his fragile soles 

and found its resting place between his toes.  His shoes are always damp and 

briny. Like his eyes. 

He is there every day, watching the relentless waves tussle and bombard one 

another, their hostility uncontained and unparalleled. The ominously dark water 

careers upon the shore, devouring each mouthful of soft sand; even the 

impregnable rocks cannot endure its power as they are eventually worn away.

But he stays.  

And he wonders: had that been her fate?

The last time he had seen her she had been stood on this spot. His one and 

only. His little girl.

EITHER: Write a description suggested by this picture:

OR: Write a story with the title 'Lost'.



They had stood together happily beneath the summer sun, their skin warmed by 

its rays. They had held hands, dipping their feet into the icy waves of water which 

lapped at the shore.  With sand between their fingers and sand between their 

toes, they had played and laughed and run in and out of the cold spray.

Even now, if he closed his eyes, he hoped to hear her laugh: high and musical 

and unapologetic. It used to fill the air and fill his heart with joy. Now, there is 

nothing. Just silence. And emptiness.

Now, he stands on the spot upon which they had played, and he remembers.

He remembers the moment that she had let go of his hand: her soft, tiny fingers 

vanishing.

He remembers the second he looked away: distracted by a distant, blurry boat 

on the horizon.

He remembers his realisation that she had gone. The gradually rising fear. His 

heart beating. The panic. Despair.

 

One moment she had been there. And then she had gone.

 

Into the sea? Into air? Into nothing?

No. He refused to believe that. He refused to even acknowledge that he had 

lost her forever. Each morning, as he made his pilgrimage to this patch of hope 

and rock and sand and salty spray, he reminded himself that there had been 

footprints in the sand. Her footprints. Those tiny indentations, shadows 

embedded in the sandy surface of the beach, had been there. And although 

they had been washed away in time, the sea does not take a life and leave 

footprints behind. A person does not vanish. They cannot leave a trail of 

footsteps for you to follow then suddenly die away into nothing.

A person - his precious little girl - cannot suddenly become nothing. 

 

So, he stays. 

 

He is there every day. 

 

He waits. He watches. He hopes.

19
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The bitter smell of charred bacon floated unsubtly across the threshold of the 

open front door, causing both parties stood on either side to grimace 

momentarily.

Inside: a middle-aged, well-kempt man, still in his dressing gown and slippers. 

Facing him was the unexpected visitor: a young woman on the cusp of 

adulthood; pretty, yet slightly dishevelled and tired-looking, as if she had been 

travelling through the night. An almost tangible awkwardness had settled 

between them, refusing to abate. Several more impossibly long seconds passed 

and the bacon blackened further; in response, the smoke alarm started to beep 

urgently, and the man had no choice but to accept the fact that his breakfast 

had been well and truly interrupted…

There was no way he could have predicted that his Sunday morning would take 

such a dramatic path. It had begun as his Sundays usually did: he had woken from 

a long and satisfying sleep a little after 8am; he had checked the news on his 

phone; he had read a chapter of one of the three novels he was currently 

reading. An hour or so later, he emerged from his bedroom in his dressing gown 

and slippers, ready for a leisurely breakfast, starting with a pot of hot filter coffee 

and a croissant whilst completing the crossword and Sudoku in the Sunday paper 
(already waiting for him on the doormat).

EITHER: Write a description suggested by this picture:

OR: Write a story with the title 'The Visitor'.



His slow Sunday mornings allowed him the decompression time he needed from the 
intensity of his job in the city during the week, which usually encroached upon his 
Saturdays as well. But Sundays were sacred. Sunday was the day where he could 
completely please himself: no deadlines to be met; no meetings to attend; no other 
commitments or people to consider… just him. And this was the way he liked it.

How different Sundays would have been had he made an alternative choice nearly 
19 years ago. They would have been noisier. Pacier. Constricted. And that was not the 
reality that he wanted. So, he chose solitude. Freedom.

Had he ever regretted his decision?

No. Never.

Pouring himself a second cup of coffee, he had a sudden craving for bacon and 
eggs. Pleasingly, he discovered half a pack of maple-cured bacon in the fridge, still in 
date. He had been delighting in the sizzle of bacon underneath the grill, watching it 
beginning to curl at the edges when the doorbell rang.

Puzzled, he glanced at the clock. His meal box for the week never arrived until the 
afternoon. Any rare visitors knew better than to show up at his door unannounced. 
Charity workers and missionaries had long since given up calling. 

Briefly, he considered ignoring the bell altogether but curiosity got the better of him. 
Knowing that the bacon would be fine for another minute or two, he tightened the 
belt of his dressing gown a little and made his way to the front door.

Upon opening it, he was presented with a young woman he had never seen before

‘May I help you?’ he inquired, brow furrowed in confusion.

The woman appeared nervous, her slender fingers twisting a loose thread at the base 
of her t-shirt, but she met his gaze and held it, her eyes locked on his. She did not 
respond.

Immediately, he felt uneasy, and rapidly regretted his decision to answer the door. He 
did not like this: this unexpected intrusion; this uncomfortable silence; this deviation 
from normality. And this woman: her face unknown, yet startlingly familiar. Almost a 
reflection of his own…

Suddenly, he became aware of his brow unknitting and his eyes widening. His 
stomach plummeted and he felt a pounding in his ears.

Bizarrely, he thought of the bacon. In his mind, he could see it starting to shrivel, its 
once desirable golden colour darkening by the second, slipping beyond the point of 
no return.

His attention returned to the woman in front of him. Another moment passed, during 
which she inhaled deeply, releasing her breath slowly through slightly parted lips. Then, 
her voice surprisingly steady, she spoke: ‘Hello, Dad.’

21
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“So why exactly did you come back here?” the man demanded, his features 
stern and accusing.  Laura knew she was in trouble.

She searched her mind for an answer. In truth, she didn't know. She had just felt 
driven to come here again, despite all the warnings she'd been given. There was 
always something about the forbidden that she couldn't resist.

The old mill stood derelict in the middle of the wasteland; its russet brick a 
deeper shade of burnished red in the evening light. Each window was a smashed 
pane of danger and blackness, evil eyes that stared out ominously. The place 
sent a shiver down her spine, yet she felt inextricably drawn here.

“You know that you have been forbidden to return here, Laura.” There was 
something else in his voice now: disappointment.

EITHER: Write a description suggested by this picture:

OR: Write a story with the title 'The Girl Who Came Back'.



But how she had tried to stop herself from coming here. Tried to comply. Yet, every 
day she had thought of returning - just to take one last look at the place. Their place.

At first content with playing hide and seek here on the wasteland, they'd then 
become braver, extending the game to inside the building. Her breath had caught 
in excitement that day that she'd silently followed her brother through a gap in one 
of the boarded-up doors. 

"Ryan, I'm scared," she'd whispered, but Ryan reached back and grasped her hand, 
and together, they had both slipped into the darkness.

Inside, the floor was damp and filthy.  A smell of decay lingered in the air, and shafts 
of light shot through the windows cutting through the gloom, creating a 
checkerboard of light and shadow.  It was the perfect place to hide.  Soon, all the 
games took place there.  Away from the prying eyes of the adults. 

The man was reaching out now, intent on guiding her back down the path on which 
she had come.  His eyes were kind, yet also possessing the authority that comes with 
years spent in his profession; he expected to be obeyed, expected compliance.

“It’s time to go home now,” he instructed, but, for some reason, Laura couldn’t 
move.  She stood, transfixed.

Then she saw it.

A flicker of movement beyond his shoulder on the roof of the mill… then, the clear 
silhouette of a youth, that familiar outline, appeared against the inflamed evening 
sky.

Suddenly, she found herself screaming, her feet running, running, taking her towards 
the building, her heart thumping in her chest.

The man cried her name, but this path was too familiar to her – she knew exactly 
how to reach the foot of the old fire escape, and within seconds, her legs were 
carrying her up towards the roof, step by each rickety step.  She felt almost as if she 
had flown there.

On the roof now, Ryan sat on the very edge of the ledge, his feet submerged in the 
sunset.  She had to stop him from what he was about to do.

Hiding in the shadow of an old roof vent, she whispered, so quietly that she thought 
her voice might be mistaken for the wind, “Ryan, I’m scared.”

As if he had received an electric shock, Ryan jumped back from the edge of the 
roof and scrambled to his feet.

“Laura?” he gasped.  His eyes were red-rimmed with pain, but she could not stop to 
comfort him.  She needed to guide him to safety.

23



Dashing through the shadows of the old chimney stacks, she hid behind each one, 
whispering his name into the increasing darkness.

“Laura!  Show me where you are, Laura, please!  I know you’re there.”

Yet now she was on the furthest set of stairs, keeping to the shadows.  She knew the 
game too well.  It was as if she were made of the lightest fabric, transparent and 
agile.

Just try not to fall.

Step, step, then slip into the shadows.

Just don’t fall.

It was only when he reached the bottom of the stairs that she allowed herself to 
finally be seen; her hair a golden halo in the evening sunset, her porcelain skin only 
marred by the jagged purple scar that sliced across her forehead.

“Laura…” he cried, but she knew it was now time to go home.  She had broken the 
rules.  The dead were not allowed to interfere with the living.  There would be 
consequences to pay.

“I’m not scared anymore,” she whispered, and Ryan’s face at once paled and 
softened, before he began to back away, then run, run as fast as he could, 

occasionally looking back at the space where she stood, though she knew that he 
would no longer be able to see her.  Her strength was fading fast.

Laura felt a hand upon her shoulder.  “It’s time to go home now, Laura,” he said, and 
she nodded.

It was time.

24
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EITHER: Write a description suggested by this picture:

OR: Write the beginning of a story with the title 'Pass or Fail'.

EITHER: Write a description suggested by this picture:

OR: Write a short story with the title 'The Daily Grind'.
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EITHER: Write a description suggested by this picture:

OR: Write the beginning of a story set in a deserted place.

EITHER: Write a story suggested by this picture:

OR: Write a description of a crowded place.
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