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This resource pack is designed to boost young people's creative
writing skills, to foster cohesion between students and to help
them in their transition to secondary school. Featuring three
short and snappy creative writing challenges that are accessible
to young writers of all abilities.

A note for year six teachers
This pack has been put together to support your students as they move from primary to
secondary school. We know that the usual transition arrangements have been disrupted
this year and that many of your students might be anxious about the move to a new
school. Similarly, their new tutors are keen to get to know them before they arrive, and
creative writing provides a fun way for this to happen.
Over the following pages we offer your students three short, fun, creative writing
challenges. Each activity is accompanied by a guide on how to deliver the activity in your
classroom, and examples of responses by children and young people, to inspire your
pupils. You could choose to do just one, or all three!
The first activity is ‘My Name…’ and it is an activity that First Story’s professional Writersin-Residence commonly use in early writing workshops to get to know their students. The
challenge asks your pupils to think about everything their own name means to them, or
what it could mean in their wildest imaginations.
The second activity is based on Robert Seatter’s poem, ‘I Come From’, in which we ask
your pupils to write about everything that makes them who they are. It helps them reflect
on what makes them unique but also may help establish some common experiences they
share with peers, which will help with cohesion.
The third and final activity is inspired by Wendy Cope's poem, 'I Remember the First Time I
Read a Book by Myself', and will encourage your students to draw upon memories as a
source of inspiration. This can often be intimate and is a great way of encouraging
students to share the things that matter to them most.
Here’s the important bit: Please share your pupil’s writing with their secondary schools!
We hope that when your students arrive at secondary school, their new form tutors will
already have learnt something about them through their creative writing, and that this will
offer them a sense of welcome and belonging. We also want you all to have some fun in
these final few weeks of term together.
Finally, if you have received this pack it means that your students are travelling onto a
secondary school that invests in and celebrates the power and pleasure of creative writing
through its partnership with First Story. We hope to meet some of your students at First
Story workshops in the future, and that these activities give them a taste of what is in
store!

MY NAME
GUIDE FOR TEACHERS
In this writing activity, it's time to get to know one another by exploring names,
personalities and preferences! Set the timer and have a go:
Rules:
Take 7 minutes to tell us about your name
Start every sentence with the words ‘My Name…’ but try not to tell us your
real name until the very last sentence
Your final sentence should tell us your real name, e.g. ‘My name is
Jessica’

TOP TIPS TO GET YOUR IDEAS FLOWING
Use your senses: if your name had a taste what would it be like? Is it salty,
spicy, sweet? Is it a favourite dish or something you spit out? If your name
had a scent, what would it smell like?
Use as much detail as possible to bring your writing alive. For example, if
your name is a ship on the sea, what is the ship like, and how is the sea
moving?
If your name was the weather, is it a wild storm, a sunny day at the beach?
If your name was a landscape, what would you find in it? Is it a favourite
place, such as your granny’s garden, or another place you like to visit? Is it
another country?
If you didn’t have this name, what would you be called instead?
Does your name remind you of anyone else? Do you share your name with
anyone in your family? Do you have nicknames?

INSPIRATION
My name is Caitlyn
From the Irish:
Kathlyn
My name is blue,
Stemming cherry
blossoms
My name is Caitlyn.
It’s a ‘C’ not a ‘K’
A ‘Y’ not an ‘I’
My name
Is pure snow
On the ground
Making that crunch as
you walk
My name is Caitlyn.
- Caitlyn Clegg, Nottingham Academy

My name lives in the
soft folds of the sheets in the airing cupboard
My name holidays somewhere
on the horizon
My name is the first
sip of steaming coffee in the morning
My name is the distant
query of an owl at 2am
My name is January,
but tries to be November
My name is a lemonade
lolly on a midsummer day
My name is Jessica.

I COME FROM
In this writing exercise, we’d like to offer you a First Story classic, based on
Robert Seatter’s poem, ‘I Come From’. Using this poem as stimulus material
is a great way for your pupils’ new teachers to get an idea of their lives.
Rules:
Read 'I Come From' by Robert Seatter
Set your timer for seven minutes
Write your own I Come From poem, starting each line with the words, ‘I
come from’

‘I Come From’ by Robert Seatter from On the Beach with Chet Baker (2006)
I come from a suburb waiting forever
for the train to London,
from smashed windows, graffiti,
fog on the platform,
skinheads and fights
if you look the wrong way.
I come from clean handkerchiefs,
dinner money, God
please and sorry one hundred times over,
draft excluders and double glazing
I come from Chambers Etymological Dictionary,
maths tables, 11+, Look & Learn
an almost complete set of Observer I-Spy books
a family of teachers and yet more teachers,
an Orkney grandfather, a Shropshire grandma
from no accent at all
I come from kindness
I come from doh-re-me: The Sound of Music
recorders, clarinets, a pianola
all the way from Scotland
I come from rats behind the garage,
and a man who followed me
back from the library
I come from silence
I come from a garden
from my father mowing the lawn into the dark
from fences, walls, gates and hedges
Cuthberts seed packets, The Perfect Small Garden
from the sound through the night of
trains, trains, trains.

HOW TO DELIVER THE ACTIVITY IN
YOUR CLASSROOM
Share Robert Seatter’s poem with your class, reading it aloud and
displaying it. Then, use the poem to lead the following discussion with
your class:
What are their favourite lines?
Are there any parts they didn’t
understand?
Notice the amount of detail
that Robert Seatter uses to
bring his poem to life – he
doesn’t just say, ‘I come from
books’ but he gives us the
specific names of those books.
Which books, games, sports,
activities, do you come from?
Do you come from hopscotch
and tag in the playground? Or
from muddy cross country
races and water-up-the-nose
swimming lessons?
Notice how he uses the senses
in lines that speak of
‘recorders, clarinets, a pianola’
and of the trains running
through the night. Which
senses can you use to describe
where you come from? Which
sounds/tastes/smells do you
come from? Do you come from
ready salted crisps on the way
home from school, or from
your Dad’s best barbecued
ribs?
He makes reference to the
weather when he tells us about
‘the fog on the platform’ –
what kind of weather do you
come from?

He starts and ends his poem on
the same image – of the trains
and railways that obviously
shaped his neighbourhood. What
kind of neighbourhood, or school,
do you come from? What images
make you think of home?
Seatter mentions his father
mowing the lawn into the night.
What kind of grown-ups do you
come from and what do you think
of them doing? Parents, teachers,
friends? Do you come from Mr.
Hall’s end-of-the-day high fives?
From your mum shaking you
awake in the mornings?
Set the timer, and ask your class
to write without stopping for
seven minutes, starting each line
with the words ‘I Come From.’
Remind them that in a first draft
they should write without worrying
too much abut grammar and
spelling – that can all be tidied up
for the final draft, for now, we just
want them to get as many ideas
as they can down on the paper,
using as much detail and as many
senses as they can.
Remember we are all writers –
please write alongside your
students if you are able to!

INSPIRATION
I come from beautiful Pakistan
Kicking football and playing cricket
From hot summers and empty space
I come from First Story and maths tests
From rugby and mud and earth
I come from binary digits in a place as hot as the sun
- Awais Sohail, The Lancaster Academy

I come from playing with toy cars,
From riding bikes and eating pizza
I come from playing Forza, from quirkiness
I come from sadness, from ink and aluminium
From smoked salmon and my first steps,
From Romania, from social media,
From teaching myself to read,
I come from myself.
- Antonio-Eduard Zamfir, The Lancaster Academy

I REMEMBER
This exercise is based on Wendy Cope's poem, ‘I Remember the First Time I
Read a Book by Myself’. Using this poem as stimulus material is a fun way to
encourage students to explore their own memories as a source of inspiration.
Rules:
Read an extract from the poem by Wendy Cope
Set your timer for seven minutes
Write your own I Remember poem. Start the poem with the words 'I
remember' and return to them whenever you get stuck to stimulate a
fresh memory

An extract from 'I Remember the First Time I Read a Book by Myself’
by Wendy Cope from Life, Love and The Archers (2014)
I remember the first time I read a book by myself. It was The Buttercup Farm Family by
Enid Blyton. I got stuck on the word "put" and had to ask Nanna.
I remember getting angry with my sister and sitting on top of her and banging her head on
the floor.
I remember sitting at the piano making up a tune, then thinking it couldn't be any good
because to do it properly you had to have lessons in composing.
I remember a frightening day dream about being chased by Captain Hook and the pirates.
I remember when we kept chickens in the back garden and I collected the eggs.
I remember being told to write a poem at school when I was six. I didn't know how to
begin, so I copied the first line from the girl in front of me, and wrote the rest of it myself.
I remember an older girl called Janet coming to play with us. One day she brought a little
cushion with an opening at one corner. Inside there were scraps of beautiful fabrics. She let us
take them out one at a time and look at them. It was wonderful.
I remember plaing a record of Lillibulero and dancing round and round the wind-up
gramophone.
I remember dreaming that I could fly. I didn't go up high but I could lift my feet off the
ground and move effortlessly through the air. I still have this dream sometimes.
I remember dreaming that someone was tickling me and wouldn't stop and it was really
horrible, so I bit them as hard as I could. I still have this dream too.

TOP TIPS TO GET YOUR IDEAS FLOWING
Think of your earliest memory: Who was there? What were they
wearing? Can you remember any smells or tastes? What were you
doing? How were you doing it? What feelings did you feel?
Food memories: Do you remember a time when you ate something
special? Maybe it was something your grandma used to cook or a
birthday cake?
Remember someone special to you: Why is that person special to
you? What did they say or how did they speak? Did they have any
particular habits, preferences or behaviours?
Dreams and wishes: Do you remember what you imagined you were
as a small child: a cat or a dinosaur? Did you have any imaginary
friends? Did you want to be an astronaut?
Playing games: What toys did you used to play with when you were
little? What did they feel and look like?

INSPIRATION
I remember my mum, and her hair dip-dyed purple. She always had a warm
smile on her face.
I remember the small of blackcurrant from the Ribena carton, and the time
when a builder mixed up her name and called her Ribena.
I remember a dazzling ruby - bright, warm and precious - reminding me of
my mum. It was also her nickname.
I remember the smell of raspberry and strawberry mixing together in he
bath bomb shop - a second home for my mum.
I remember the taste of her home-made shepherd's pie: warm and stuffed
with love.
I remember my collection of over three hundred cars, which she bought for
me from eBay.
I remember the clothes-shopping tripes, in which I got bored and started
singing in gibberish like a lunatic.
I remember my family crying at her funeral as I played on my PSP, unaware
of what happened.
I remember the gold inscription that I wrote for her gravestone. It said, 'You
are a ruby, a precious gem. Rest in peace, mum. Until we meet again.'
- Bilal Razaq, Dixons Allerton Academy

