
Starter



LO. I am learning to 

describe a setting.

Today you will learn how to 

describe a setting. This is a good 

opening for a story, as it sets the 

scene for the reader.



Start by taking part in this lesson. 

Click on the link below to watch the 

video. You will need a pen and paper.

https://classroom.thenational.academy/lessons/to-
generate-vocabulary-to-describe-a-setting-cmvk2t

You could start creating your own word 

bank to use when you are writing your 

narrative – there might be some interesting 

word choices in this lesson!

https://classroom.thenational.academy/lessons/to-generate-vocabulary-to-describe-a-setting-cmvk2t


Read these examples of short stories.

Think about:

1. How the author has set the scene in the 

opening.

2. The description used throughout the story.

3. How the author has moved the story on.

4. Has dialogue been included?

5. How you learn about the characters.



Umbrella

It was a cloudy night; the darkness covered the city like a thick blanket. The wind blew gusts of air smelling of car fumes through the

streets; it sneaked under the cracks of doors and whispered down sooty chimneys.

Mr Bell hurried down a dark street, holding onto his bowler hat so that the harsh breeze couldn't steal it. The wind blew harder, almost

blowing the short, stout man off-course. Eyes narrowed, Mr Bell tried again to walk into the path of the determined gale. A hazy drizzle of

misty rain drifted down in sheets, making him shiver and cough. Cursing the cold, he drew his coat tighter around his large figure. As he

made to clamp his hat to his head again, he spotted something black and flapping on the pavement. An umbrella!

His heart leapt; the umbrella would be perfect! Feeling pleased with himself, Mr Bell ran towards it and snatched it up. The handle was

smooth and glossy, and the waterproof dome was black and very large.

As Mr Bell raised it above his head, something remarkable happened. He began to feel lighter as he ran over the cobbled street, holding tight.

Lighter and lighter. With a gasp, he realised that his leather shoes were no longer making contact with the pavement. He was flying! The

wind lifted him up like hundreds of hands, all pushing upwards.

With a delighted and shocked shout, Mr Bell gazed down at the sprawling city below him. The street lamps looked like beautiful, luminous

flowers reaching up to him. Cars reminded him of jewel-coloured beetles crawling through the concrete maze.

The wind led him towards the park; it was the only splash of green in a grey ocean of buildings and roads. Clutching the umbrella tightly,

he drifted towards two bronze statues of lions guarding the park entrance. Mr Bell outstretched his free hand and reached towards one. As

he passed, he patted it on its cold head. The lion roared deeply and shook its impressive mane, whilst watching the small man float past.

Wide-eyed, Mr Bell swung himself away. The umbrella swayed dangerously and as he grasped the handle harder, he waited dizzily for the

world to stop spinning.

Still the wind carried him on. He glanced back at the now still statues. The trees swayed in time with the umbrella as he drifted higher

again. A white barn owl flew past Mr Bell like a winged ghost.

As he rose, he scanned the sprawling city for his house. There. He gently coaxed the umbrella down towards his street. The wind rushed

down and with a bump, Mr Bell landed outside his house. He looked around to check that nobody had noticed him disembarking, before

making his way up the garden path. The promise of light and warmth beckoned him inside. As he stood on the front porch, he folded the

umbrella up and smiled as he thought about what an exciting bedtime story his daughters would have that night.



White Lies

Rats scuttle, maggots crawl as my wrinkled hands fix a bayonet to my rifle. Hair and furrowed eyebrows blend in the strong gusts

of wind. Gun fire overhead fills my ears, as I sit in a trench full of sorrow and despair. Guilt and fear rush through my veins as I 

contemplate the appalling crime I have committed. What will be the consequence of my unforgivable actions?

Theft. The word makes my hairs stand on end, and throat dry with anxiety. I think back to that fearful moment on a bleak, cloudy

night. Trembling I had scooped a handful of the nauseating, vile stew; we had been starved of food for days and my empty stomach

could take no more. I ate and ate until I could consume nothing else. As I gulped, the taste echoed on my tongue and a cold night 

breeze brushed my cheeks. A scary silence allowed guilty memories to attack my conscience, creating a fear far greater than that of 

being killed.

What started off as a white lie now leaves me feeling a suspect to a much greater crime. How could I have done this to my 

colleagues? Who my life may depend on, when we go over the top. We are all as hungry, tired, scared and cold. Now more than ever

the realisation that trust plays a major role in our lives, while together in this bog. Sweat drips from my forehead and my heart 

pumps swiftly. Never shall I let this happen ever again.

Vague clouds begin to fade, my scarlet lips dry and crinkled slowly lose colour. Beige, mud stained uniforms line both sides of the 

trench. Teeth chatter and hands shake. Wooden ladders are propped up against the walls leading to an uncertain future. I have never 

seen such a mass of fear in pale, drained faces. I feel like I couldn't tell even the closest of friends, though a confession at this 

moment would be an unnecessary waste of time.

Unlike myself, food isn't likely to be a great importance to another soldier at this time.

Hush fills the air and a stench fills our noses. My hands tremble like an earthquake. The Field Martials eyes glare at his snowy-white 

wristwatch and a silver whistle shines brightly between his colourless lips. I trim my nails with my teeth just before I take a deep 

breath to quell my anxiety. Expanding cheeks leads towards a strong, shrill sound which pierces the air. All hell breaks loose as we 

clamber up the ladders.






