
Year 4,  

This week you are going to be using the plans you have created to write the extra chapter which you would like to 

add to the Butterfly Lion. Watch the video on the website which reminds you how to take your plan and turn it into 

writing.  

I have every confidence and faith in all your abilities. You are all fantastic learners and are doing so well with the 

changing circumstances of this term. Mrs Casson and I have been overwhelmed and really proud of all the hard work 

you have been sending us so really well done. 

I would like you to send me your final piece of writing at the end of this week.  

 

L.O. Write a 
section of a 
fantasy story 

You have the three English sessions to complete this. Watch the video I have posted on the 
website which will guide you through turning your plan into a piece of writing.  
I have also attached to this document: 

- WAGOLL 
- Adverbial word mat 
- Rules of speech punctuation 

Use all these resources to help you, I can’t wait to read what you come up with.  

Spelling Suffix ‘ly’ 
Remember a suffix is added to the end of a word and a prefix to the start. 
 

1) Use this link and play games to do with words with the suffix ‘ly’: 
https://www.spellzone.com/word_lists/games-365569.htm  

2) Find as many ‘ly’ words as you can around your house and either cut them out or write 
them down.  

 
Reading 
comprehension 

Skill focus: Retrieving information 

“Ahoy me hearties!” 

A man in Suffolk has built a giant pirate ship in his back garden. 

Tim Jones spent half a year creating the captain's cabin, deck and 

seven metre mast (more than 3 times the height of a door!) 

He then added several humorous finishing touches including a toy 

parrot called Polly and a Jolly Roger pirate flag. Tim said, "I spent 

every free hour I had and weekends building it. It was a tiring time but now I know it was all 

worthwhile."  

Tim said the idea for the pirate ship came from his themed birthday party. He gathered and used 

discarded wood to build the pirate ship at minimum cost. Some trees had to be cut down to fit it in.  

The unusual garden feature has become well known by locals as the mast can be seen from the road. “It 

really makes me chuckle every time I walk past,” said a neighbour.  

"Everyone loves it," Tim said. "I'd love to make it bigger but I really don't have the room." 

1. How many months did it take Tim to build the pirate ship? 

2. Did it cost Tim a lot of money to build the pirate ship? How do you know? 

3. “The neighbours don’t like the pirate ship.” True or false? Explain how you know. 

4. What does the writer think about the pirate ship? Explain what word gives you a clue. 

5. “The pirate ship is large.” True or false? Explain how you know. 

6. Is Tim pleased with his pirate ship? How do you know? 

7. Why do you think the title of the article is “Ahoy me hearties!” 

  

 

 

https://www.spellzone.com/word_lists/games-365569.htm


 



How to write direct speech…. 

Use inverted commas at the beginning and the end of the speech 

o “I don’t want to go to school” replied Bertie in anger.  

 

Use a capital letter at the start of speech 

o “I don’t want to go to school” replied Bertie in anger.  

 

Put the punctuation inside the inverted commas 

o “I don’t want to go to school!” shouted Bertie.  

 

Start a new line when there is a new speaker 

o “I don’t want to go to school” replied Bertie in anger.  

“You do not have a choice I’m afraid” 

 

 

  



 

  



WAGOLL – Fantasy fiction 

My wish – That Bertie, Millie and the Lion were still alive at the end of the story and 

that there was more detail as to how Michael was feeling. 

I sat wide-eyed at the lunch table. I could understand the bearded man’s words but couldn’t 

comprehend what he was saying. How could they be gone? How could it all end like that? I sat 

numb on the cold wooden stools laid out military style in the hallowed hall. Somehow at this 

moment, it was like no one else existed, like I was the only child in the room, haunted by the 

reality of what I had just been told. “Bertie!” the scream brought me harshly back into 

reality. It was Basher Beaumont laughing and pointing at me from across the hall. While I 

was deep in thought, he had managed to rub his semolina pudding into my already dust-

matted hair. For the first time, I didn’t care and did not even shoot him a look of disgust. I 

shot up from the seat and ran to the door as fast as my skinny legs could carry me. My mind 

was racing, trying to make sense of what was happening, of what I was sure was not true. 

I ran down the winding path, around the big oak tree and over the bridge. The surroundings 

flew past in a blur as I got faster and faster, my heart beating out of my chest like the drum 

of the school marching band. By the time I reached the old dilapidated house, my head was 

filled with all the possibilities that I could discover there. Could I really have imagined it all? 

Was the white lion even real? 

I approached the house inside the valley of the hills and swung open the creaky front door. I 

was hit with the musty smell that had become so familiar to me after only one day. The house 

seemed to be empty. Every room I looked in was dust-covered and dark with sheets over the 

furniture. I ran from room to room in disbelief, checking every corner to make sure I 

wouldn’t miss anything. When my mind finally stopped racing, I fell to my knees, slumped in 

the corner of the sitting room, surrounded by white sheets and old antiques. My mind was 

empty. I couldn’t think. Nothing made sense. 

Something awoke me from my misery and confusion. It was like a whisper on the wind. 

Quieter then louder as if a conversation being transmitted through a faulty radio. I slowly 

rose from my seat and followed the whispers out of the door, around the corner and through 

the kitchen. Then it stopped for a minute, eerie silence filling the space. Like a slow wave, it 

started again, this time getting louder and louder. I started to run towards the sound. 

Through the garden, over the fence and onto the hillside when something made me stop 

suddenly. A sight I felt like I had been longing to see, a sight so mesmerising I could hardly 

believe my eyes. 

There on the hilltop, sat an old, crooked man leaning on a walking stick looking towards the 

horizon. Beside him was a white-haired, wrinkly-looking woman resting on his shoulder with 

her hand on his lap. The sunset perfectly framed their silhouettes. It was a picture of 

serenity which I questioned whether I should disturb. 

I slowly walked towards them thinking all the while about the character missing from this 

silhouette. Where was the lion? Had it not survived? I had to push the negative thoughts 



from my head as I approached the peaceful couple. With all the strength in my mind, I 

tapped on his shoulder and woke him from his peaceful meditation. “Bertie? Millie?” I 

whispered. 

Millie turned around with a familiar crooked smile “Michael!” She jumped from the ground, 

almost knocking Bertie to his feet. She embraced and introduced me to Bertie with a broad 

smile never leaving her face. I felt as though I was somehow a part of their family, as if I 

was a long, lost son they were embracing for the first time in a long while. 

We sat there on the hillside until the sun had gone down and dusk appeared. They told me of 

their adventures with the lion and how they had cared for him until his last day when they 

buried him on the hillside by the chalk picture. The warmth of their love filled my heart with 

joy that would last a lifetime. To this day, the lion on the hillside speaks 

How does the ending make you feel? 

to me as I take my daily walks. Whispers in the wind always repeat the same mantra, “Never 

forget, we are always here for you.” 

 




