
Live write 

activities you 
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-Twitter @englishlulu

-IG @literaturedaydreams

-www.literaturedaydreams.com

-www.theteacherwriter.com

This is a very practical session. Get ready to write!



-Watch it happen 

-See the mechanics

-Hear the rationale





Build your writing 
confidence one phrase at 

a time



Polished

Darkness

Immediate

House

Wet

Open

Wisps

Night-time 

Slithered

Black

Cut

Door

Razor

Bone

White

Mist

Sliced

Twined

Join up 2 
or 3 words 
from the 
selection 
to create 
some 
unusual 
phrases.



Name

Age

Likes

Dislikes



On the table are about 50 
different objects.

Take a minute to come and 
choose one.

(Btw I will need them back!)



1. Observe it – list the colours of 
this object. Now try to add 
detail to the colour.

2. Personify this object. Imagine 
it lying on the floor of your 
home. What it is thinking?

3. Storify it. This object causes 
the conflict in a story. How? 
Create a story idea.





Write your 
reality.

Your students’ 
reality.

Right there 
and then.



If you had to choose one 
word to describe your 
mood right now, what 
would it be?

Write it down. Can you 
define why?



If I had one word to describe my day, it would be ‘hungry’. It all started with 
my frantic dash to school this morning. It was 8.30am. I was late, super late. 
Having just enough time to throw on some clothes and brush my teeth. The 
sacrifice was breakfast. Waiting until break time was like a new form of 
torture…especially given what happened then. Only I could end up with the 
food on me instead of in me. As I said, I’m hungry.

My day in one word? Lolz. That counts I assume? It all started in canteen at 
break time.  It was crammed, children everywhere. I was just waiting my time, 
innocently queuing (as I’m sure you can imagine), when my mate Jimmy hit the 
floor. Slipping on some spilled mustard, Jim crashed out. The whole canteen 
roared with laughter. Taking a bow, Jimmy clambered to his feet. Only to 
discover, yellow mustard smeared from his posterior to his shoes. As I said, lolz.



1. If I had just one word to describe my day…

2. It all started …

3. It was…

4. I was…

5. -ING verb

6. The…

7. -ING verb

8. Only…

9. As I said…

Notice how when pupils use 
their own internal voice, 
the rhetorical devices 
happen more naturally, as 
do the varied sentence 
structures.





•My year in one word …

•The year of 2018 for me can be summed up by…

•The good, the bad, and the ugly of 2018…

• If I could give one piece of advice based on my year, 
it would be…

Use exactly the same process to describe 
your year. This is a great piece of 
writing to do in the final week of term!



Break the barrier between fiction and non-fiction. Give 
your days a redo. 



There is nothing between the character’s consciousness and the reader.

I am gaining weight.  I’m not getting bigger, only heavier.  This doesn’t 
show up on the scales: technically, I’m the same.  My clothes still fit, so 
it isn’t size, whatever they tell you about fat taking up more space 
than muscle.  The heaviness I feel is the energy I burn up getting 
myself around: along the sidewalks, up the stairs, through the day. It’s 
the pressure on my feet.  It’s the density of the cells, as if I’ve been 
drinking heavy metals. (Margaret Atwood)

.



Most of us don’t spend our time thinking we are awesome and 
everything is perfect. Give your character a reality check!

’
11:45 p.m. Ugh. First day of New Year has been day of horror. Cannot quite believe I am 
once again starting the year in a single bed in my parents' house. It is too humiliating at 
my age. I wonder if they'll smell it if I have a fag out of the window. Having skulked at 
home all day, hoping hangover would clear, I eventually gave up and set off for the 
Turkey Curry Buffet far too late. When I got to the Alconburys' and rang their entire-
tune-of-town-hall-clock-style doorbell I was still in a strange world of my own--nauseous, 
vile-headed, acidic. I was also suffering from road-rage residue after inadvertently 
getting on to the M6 instead of the M1 and having to drive halfway to Birmingham before 
I could find anywhere to turn round. I was so furious I kept jamming my foot down to the 
floor on the accelerator pedal to give vent to my feelings, which is very dangerous. I 
watched resignedly as Una Alconbury's form--intriguingly deformed through the ripply
glass door--bore down on me in a fuchsia two-piece. 



Give yourself 5 minutes to 
write your own internal 
narrative. Focus on a topic 
or event that you could 
share with your students.




