The Year 7 Entrance Examination
Creative Writing Section
In the creative writing section of the Entrance Examination, we are looking for imagination and the kind of writing that suggests that the candidate reads and has a sense of how to use language creatively. This will include such things as a varied vocabulary, a varied use of sentence structures, description and even humour. The extracts below are all genuine examples of work which was placed in the top mark band, although they vary in terms of where they fall within it. Each illustrates how language can be used to interest a reader.
A Day to Remember
I was so nervous. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I had entered the National Poetry Competition, and I had snatched first place! Possibly the best part of the prize was that I got the chance to travel to London to meet the Queen of England!
I was still finding it hard to believe that my short poem, ‘The Snail’, had beaten all opposition in the entire country. I was quivering with excitement. I could go to London in two weeks! After what seemed more like two years, the special day came. On the long, long train journey I could feel the excitement building up inside me…
‘Life changed the day I found…’
My life changed on the day that I found the book. Nobody ever knew anything about the book until that day. It all started on my school trip to the local landfill site.
“What should we do, Josh?” I whispered, hoping for a realistic response.
“I have no idea. Open it. It might give us a clue.”
It seemed like a good idea at the time, probably because it was the only understandable answer we had. Without a second glimpse I curled my fingertips round the corner of a page and slowly eased the book open.

Life changed the day I found the grotesque monster in the back garden at night. It was huge. Its face was a mass of boils and warts. Its eyelids drooped over its nose and its mouth was a rocky cave. It had sixteen gangly arms and one of its legs was curled outwards. It had an unnatural gait and its toenails were blood red. It reached for my cat and devoured it. I screamed, the monster turned to me. I was petrified with fear. My family sprinted outside. My dad turned as pale as death as he, my mum and my brother were gobbled up. I darted inside. I could run, but not hide.
A story in which fear plays a big part
Fingers trembling, I fastened the strap on my helmet. Fear ran through my veins. I was terrified! I had conquered so many things on the adventure holiday but none so petrifying as “The Jump”. I gazed up at the tremendous height of the pole from which I had to jump with only a harness holding me back from certain death! But I had to try at least. My eyes closed so tight and blocked out everything and everyone. I imagined myself smiling and telling everyone how well I’d done. But pure terror got hold of me and pulled me back to the monstrous world of reality.
My Holiday
I got off the plane excitedly in Spain and I looked around. It looked beautiful, the sun shone brightly and the dreamy clouds looked over the magnificent landscape. The hills and farms in the distance exclaimed green and yellow fields. Animals like minuscule toys were dotted all over the countryside too. It was stunning.
After I went out of the airport, I had a look around the city of Malaga with my family, which was where I was staying. Small houses with orange-tiled walls surrounded churches and intricately sculptured fountains. I caught sight of a wonderful cathedral and went inside…




