
 
Year 2 English Tasks – Wednesday 1st July 2020 and Thursday 2nd July 2020 Answers 

 

Parents: Today your child will use their mountain story planner to write the story about what happened in the 

magical place in the photograph. They will use the same features as they did on their planner. The key focus today 

needs to also be on developing the flow of the story by building detail and description when a new character or 

place is introduced and sequencing ideas using different sentence openings to help with the flow of the writing. 

 

*Adjectives and expanded noun phrases to include in the description at each stage written as notes or bullet points 

*Sentence openings they might use  

Firstly, Next, Afterwards, Just then, All of a sudden, Without warning, Unusually, Strangely, Amazingly 

*Explain in past tense to help them to then write the story tomorrow (children often try to write about the story in 

present tense which then makes it trickier to remember to write in past tense when they then write their stories) 

*Have a box on their plan to include conjunctions for their detailed sentences (if, when, so, because, and) 

 

Children: Today you will be using your detailed story plan to write out your story about what happened to the place 

in the photograph in the past tense as we are going to imagine that your story has happened. 

 

*Sentences with C . C ! as explained below.  

Statements- these are sentences with a capital letter and a full stop. They include information in the sentence. 

e.g. Mrs Furzland taught Oak Class. 

Exclamation- these sentences emphasise information in them. They start with a capital letter and finish with an 

exclamation mark. 

e.g. What a fantastic effort with your home learning! 

*Different sentence openings to make your plan interesting 

Firstly, Next, Afterwards, Just then, All of a sudden, Without warning, Unusually, Strangely, Amazingly 

*Past tense so that it is clear that your plan shows your story happened in the past 

*Super detail and imaginative ideas! 

*Adjectives (describing words e.g. empty, vacant) and expanded noun phrases (e.g. the empty buildings or the 

vacant city).  

 

Think carefully about what you are going to start writing about. Maybe you will describe the place as it is in the 

photograph and then flash back to what happened for it to be deserted? Or you could start with the people living in 

the town before the incident happened which made everyone leave? However you decide to start your story make 

sure that you:  

 

1. Story Mountain Reminder 

  

 
 Look back at what you planned on your story planner to help you to develop your ideas for how to start your 

 story. Remember to make the introduction interesting. Describe the town before the incident happened or 

 Introduce the main characters in your story before then telling the reader about what happened. 



 

  
 

2. Write your story in detail 

 

When you start to write your story remember that you need to develop the detail you have planned for each 

section. You are not rewriting the information you planned in the box, you are developing it with lots more 

information and detail so that it informs and entertains the reader. 

 

Fuertes Inglasias was a tremendous city which lay in the heart of the Amazonian Rainforest. Originally it had been a 

small village of medium-sized wooden dwellings built by the Elders of the Fuertes Tribe but then as the population 

grew the people needed more permanent places to live. It had been a thriving place with lots of people, animals and 

places to explore. Now it was just a silent, eerie overgrown concrete jungle inside an actual jungle. No-one lived here 

anymore… It was totally empty. So what happened in this once happy place? 

 

  Three years before the photograph was taken a group of Elders had met to discuss how to support endangered 

creatures with a conservation scientist in their special tribal hall. It was an enormous, tall building made of firm, grey 

concrete. Not ideal or more beautiful than the original wooden structure but it would last a lot longer! A permanent 

place for everyone to meet and discuss important issues, to celebrate weddings, new arrivals to the tribe and to 

have their monthly feasts to thank their Gods for providing their food. It was an incredibly hot, scorching day. 

Everyone was wearing loose fitting clothes and fanning themselves to keep cool. Mr Wilder was a scientist working 

alongside the community to protect the Orangutans and also other endangered creatures. A large, six-foot man with 

handsome features, he had been a massive helpline to the village. Also he had protected their heritage by working 

with the local government. It was his turn to explain his suggestions about the ways to continue supporting the 

Orangutans. 

 

“We need to find a way to….” Mr Wilder stopped very aware of a loud, strange rumbling which had been getting 

louder and louder since he stood up to speak. Before he could say anything else the walls around them started to jolt 

and shudder. Screams could be heard from outside. The hall doors opened and people came flooding into the 

building. Every person he had ever met had streamed through the doors of the hall from the village and all of them 

looked frightened and shell-shocked.  



“What is it?” Mr Wilder shouted above the crying out and horrendous booming sounds. It was as if the Earth itself 

were tearing into two parts underfoot. No-one answered him. Instead they pointed to an enormous, growing hole 

ripping its way along the ground in between the concrete buildings either side of the village.  

“It can’t be…” Mr Wilder gasped. “Quick, get into the underground safe room!” he commanded. 

There was a reinforced room, the only one in the whole place which was purpose built for such emergencies. Each 

and every person was guided and reassured into the safety of the emergency bunker. It was the same size as four 

football pitches and had basic supplies provided by the government in case of such emergencies. The goods had 

been exchanged for the locals help in conservation activities. The main Elder Wohatoo had a grave look on his face. 

He wondered if the Gods were punishing his tribe for something. He looked to Mr Wilder for answers, but he was 

counting the people as quick as he could.  

“We are all here,” Elder Wohatoo confirmed as Mr Wilder told him there were 120 people. As the very last people 

came rushing into the bunker the doors were fastened shut. This was no small job. It took four people and a huge 

amount of pushing to close the large, internal doors. Quickly they covered the doors with the shutting lever and then 

there was a distant sound of some of the buildings falling and being destroyed by the enormous earthquake. Mr 

Wilder quickly looked around for the seismograph (the object which measured the earthquake).  

“This can’t be right…” his voice trailed off as he read the Richter Scale. “It’s a 10.5 on the Richter Scale. We have only 

ever had a 5 on the Richter Scale before. This is very strange….” His face scrunched up as he was thinking about what 

it would mean for getting everyone to safety.  

 

Elder Wohatoo was an ancient, wise man who knew that there was not going to be an easy solution to helping his 

people to get out of this situation.  

“What do we do?” he asked Mr Wilder.  

“We are going to need some outside help. We have no vehicles we can use to get us out and the supplies will only 

last for a few days at the most. If I am right and this is 10 on the Richter Scale there is not a chance that the Sleisian 

Bridge will have survived or any cars for that matter!” Mr Wilder took of his hat and scratched at his dark, brown 

hair.  

“Do you still have the emergency phone down here?” Mr Wilder asked the senior Elder. He felt a small shiver go 

down his spine as he knew that if it was not in the emergency bunker there was little option left for them. 

Another Elder pointed to a cupboard near the scientific instruments and supplies. Mr Wilder confidently strode 

across the room to open it. He gulped, then opened the flimsy, wooden cupboard. After opening the cupboard he 

sighed a massive sigh of relief. There inside was the emergency phone system which would enable them to call with 

the distress signal and get help.  

  Mr Wilder pressed the large, red button on the side of the phone device. Just then the satellite phone burst into life 

ringing with a bizarre and harrowing ring. Slowly he picked up the receiver and talked to the person on the other end 

of the line. 

“Hello. Yes we all managed to get into the emergency bunker. Everyone is accounted for. We need help. There is no 

road out, at least we don’t think there will be by the time the earthquake has stopped. There will be no vehicles able 

to transport us. It is a 10 Richter earthquake……You did pick up the tremors? Help is already on its way? Those words 

are music to my ears. Thank you. On behalf of the whole tribe- thank you!” 

He replaced the phone on its lever and then turned to the others. “Help is on its way!” 

Everyone suddenly started cheering and hugging. The silence had been replaced by celebration. Only people knew 

that they were not out of the woods yet. They still had to get to the surface and be airlifted. Would they make it with 

the foundations of the buildings being so damaged by the terrible ground shaking they had endured? Would the 

helicopters be able to find a safe place to land? 

 Mr Wilder cautiously helped the other tribe’s people to open up the hall doors and peeked his head round the door. 

It seemed to have settled a little.  

“Okay we need to form an orderly queue. Women and children first. Myself and a team of five people will go up to 

the surface and see if there is a safe way out and try to identify where the helicopters are landing.” 

 

Within ten minutes the small, rescue team had managed to get out the hall through a tunnel created by the fallen 

walls of the hall. Also they had found the helicopters circling above their heads. Mr Wilder had taken a large, red 

flare from the bunker to raise it and alert the helicopters where they were in a clearing. The helicopters swarmed in 

the sky like hordes of hornets common to the Amazon. Only instead of being large yellow and black insects they 



were state of the art military helicopters. It was definitely a relief for Mr Wilder to see them! As the first helicopter 

landed Mr Wilder ducked the enormous, fast rotary blades and ducked into the cockpit to speak to the pilot. 

“You will have to be quick. Evacuation needs to begin immediately!” the pilot said seriously. “Another village not far 

from here has been completely flattened with no survivors. We may have after tremors!” 

“We will get everyone out as soon as we can!” the scientist replied. Then he turned and ran back to the bunker to 

get everyone else and bring them to safety. 

 

From above in the helicopter he had boarded the town’s people, who looked like ants getting into the helicopters 

small groups at a time. It was such a pity that all their incredible hard work and effort to make the village more 

permanent to enable them to support the local Rainforest environment, had come to this. Some of the large, grey 

buildings loomed high in the sky like giants. Some of them had toppled like dominoes. As they flew away Wilder felt 

miserable for these poor people who had had to abandon the homes and their possessions that they had spent years 

building and developing. 

 

Many years later the Elder Wohatoo and Mr Wilder returned to the village. Their reason for visiting was not only to 

pay respects but also to see how it faired a year on. To see if it could be developed and inhabited with some work. As 

they landed in the helicopter all they could see were gigantic, lush green plants which had taken the city back. It was 

an enormous, vacant forest. Desolate and uninhabited except for a few monkeys and many, many insects. Never 

again would the tribe be able to return to their once sacred home but luckily they were all safe now. Safe and far 

away from the earthquake. 

 

“Thank you for all you did!” Elder Wohatoo said to his friend Mr Wilder. 

“No, thank you. If you had not listened to advice and supported our cause we could not have helped one another. 

You are an inspiration Elder Wohatoo and I am sorry about your tribe losing their home.” Mr Wilder replied. 

“Nothing remains the same forever. We are alive. We are safe and we have you to thank,” the Elder said 

appreciatively. With that they laid the memorial for their evacuated town and then returned back to the new Fuertes 

Inglasias. 

  

 

 

3. Draw a picture of your story and label it to show what you have drawn. 

 

4. Edit your writing with a different coloured pen to: 

*Check sentences are the correct length with a C and . or a C and ! 

*Make sure that you have only used one conjunction to extend each sentence 

*Check to see if you can add any more adjectives or descriptive words 

*Check you have used past tense verbs all the way through your story 

*Correct spellings (if they are on the common exception words list) 

*Make any changes that would improve your writing in any other way not mentioned above 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


