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blinding__

__hazy______

_vivid_____

fiery______ __blood_______







 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



bursts bathing
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_love



• 

• 

• 

swimming against the tide, fighting against the  

Waves – and she was going under.__________________________________________________________ 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 

 

 

She was caught in a web of her own making. It was intricate and beautiful – 

   but it was also about to destroy her.___________________________________________ 

 



Could be symbolic of destruction or passion. It could symbolise the  

   Passion between two people._________________________________________ 
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Being careful not to wake the cat, she stood stiffly and went to the door._____ 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

The lesson dragged on and on, as Mr Jones went over this equation and that 

_equation, his voice deep and slow and painfully dull, droning on above the 

sound of the slowly ticking clock.___________________________________________ 

 

 





The beleaguered ship was tossed up and down on the violent sea. I clung to the 

railings, my stomach lurching, as thunder cracked overhead. The rain pelted down, 

drenching my hair and clothes. The wind snatched my breath away and I could 

barely shout for help. I wondered if it the storm was ever going to end.______________ 

         I saw a man staggering towards me. He fell a few times and got back up 

again. He was squinting against the rain and clutching his coat around his neck. 

‘Abandon ship!’ he shouted, motioning to one of the lifeboats. ‘We’re going down!’_ 

          I stared at him in terror. My mind was a maelstrom of emotions, including 

fear, sorrow and relief. It was my father’s beloved ship and the thought of it going 

down brought a lump to my throat. But I was also relieved that someone had finally 

made a decision and we were leaving.______________________________________________ 

 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 
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_____________________________________________________________________________________ 
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- Climax: a realisation – they see two 

ducks care for each other after an attack 

by a swan – dramatic attack – short 

sentences, vivid imagery – it bridges 

gap between the people 

 

- Beginning – overcast, suits the mood of 

the couple – there is a literal and 

symbolic space between them 

- complication – dog starts yapping – one 

of the couple snaps at it, which annoys the 

other – maybe a flashback to getting the 

dog to help heal the gap between them – 

have they been trying for a baby? 

 

- Development – dog barks again and they 

see the hissing swan – build tension 

 

- Ending – ducks preen each other; the 

couple’s hands meet and the sun comes out 

– symbolic 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

- Long shot – atmosphere – calm, quiet – 

dusty and old, a bit sad – smell? Golden 

glow - The rows of books – add a simile – 

describe how they are leaning 

 

- Zoom – a particular book – the spine – 

what its cover looks like – curling pages 

– an overturned corner – gold lettering 

glinting in yellow light 

 

- Perspective – feelings holding the book – 

anticipation, excitement – action? 

Perhaps blowing away the dust – cloud – 

chance for a metaphor – book like a 

world? Who else has read it? 

 

 

Contrast – the library when it was 

first created? Less dusty, new books, 

polished floors, more light etc? Who 

used it? 

 

Ending – closing the book – cloud of 

dust – leaving the forgotten world 

behind – sound of book closing echoes 

around the room before a return to 

quiet. Ending emotion. 







The surface of the vast lake was flat and leaden under a sullen sky. It squeezed itself 

through the imposing brown hills, creating a rift between the dark slopes. We walked beside 

it, slightly apart, our footsteps out of sync. Our breath misted on the morning air, rarely 

mingling. George, our feisty terrier, trotted happily behind us.  

 

‘Cold again, isn’t it?’ Mark said, pulling his zip up further. 

 

I replied ‘yes’, my voice flat as the water.  

 

‘Blokes at work are saying it could be the coldest winter on record.’ 

 

Tears welling, I shoved my hands deeper into my pockets and sank lower in my coat.  

 

A shrill bark broke the quiet. I turned back. George was yapping at a pair of ducks in the 

water. Yap, yap, yap. The shrill sound cut straight through me. I felt my body tense; I 

couldn’t bear it. ‘Shut up, George! For God’s sake! It’s just a bloody duck! Shut up!’  

 

George’s tail went down and he slunk along behind us.  

 

George. The little being that was supposed to fill the empty void, the silent crib. Give us 

something to nurture. The lump in my throat grew as I thought back to our first trip to this 

lake; it was summer then and George was a tiny bundle of fur and energy and joy, zipping 

around, dashing through reeds, rolling in the sun-warmed grass… 

 

YAP, YAP, YAP!  

 

I turned around angrily again – and gasped. A huge, hulking swan had appeared, eyes 

dark and menacing. Hissing violently, its huge beak wide open, it beat the water with its 

massive white wings, churning it up into tumultuous waves. The two little ducks who had 

first excited George were paddling frantically away, but the swan was on them, pecking, 

poking, snapping –  

‘Stop!’ I cried, as the head of the male duck was forced under the water. 

But the swan continued with its deadly assault. Every time the ducks tried to get away, the 

swan caught them with wing or beak, dragging them back, forcing them under- 



 

‘Stop!’ Mark joined me at the bank. Voice trembling, he stamped his feet and waved his 

arms, mimicking the bird’s ferocious movements. ‘Stop! Stop!’ Together, we made such a 

racket that the swan turned away from its prey and locked its dark eyes on us. It studied 

us and I saw myself reflected in those two black, glass-like beads. ‘Go,’ I said.  

 

The swan let out a final hiss, dipped its proud head and glided away. The two little ducks 

padded out of the water and huddled up together, preening each other, checking each other for 

harm.  

 

‘Come, George. Leave them be,’ Mark said, his voice a little shaky from the attack.  

 

‘There’s a good boy,’ I added. 

 

We walked on. Above us, the sky threatened rain, but there was a brightness behind the 

clouds. The water glimmered on the lake. My hand fluttered at my side and then, 

tentatively, crossed the space between us. A ripple of calm washed over me as Mark’s fingers 

entwined in my own. With my other hand, I cradled the space inside me. 
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