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Do not write
outside the
box

Section B: Writing

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this section.
Write in full sentences.
You are reminded of the need to plan your answer.
You should leave enough time to check your work at the end.

Your local newspaper is running a creative writing competition and the best
entries will be published.

Either

Write a story about time travel as suggested by this picture:

or

Describe life as you imagine it in 200 years’ time.
(24 marks for content and organisation

16 marks for technical accuracy)
[40 marks]
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Example Answer

I thought it must have been a lie, some kind of elaborate prank to tease me, to toy with my hopes.
The idea seemed ridiculous, impossible—too good to be true. I never imagined they'd actually work.

My whole life, my parents have indulged my every whim, wealthy magicians conjuring up whatever I
desired with a snap of their fingers. Clothes, shoes, toys, pets—if I asked for it, it was mine. They'd
given me everything. Almost everything.

Today began with the soft shimmer of morning light from the LumaCore, its rays falling on my bed to
signal the start of a new day. Today, however, the air buzzed with an unfamiliar energy.

I was startled to hear Tommy, my neighbour and best friend, shouting up at my bedroom window, eyes
wide with excitement; he was frantically waving his arms and gesturing at me to follow him out of the
house.

"Come on, I have something to show you. It's grown!" he exclaimed, his voice trembling with urgency.

As Tommy's words sank in, my mind flickered back to my great-grandmother. Her stories still echoed
in my memory like ancient whispers from a forgotten world. I remembered the way her voice would
soften when she spoke of her childhood, of creatures with wings — "birds" she called them — that
once danced through the skies. She told me about "grass," tiny green strands that covered the
ground like an emerald carpet, and towering plants, trees, that rose higher than buildings, their
leaves shimmering in the rain. I used fo close my eyes and picture them, sketching those forgotten
wonders with my shaky hand. Every night, I'd beg her for more stories, of fruits so juicy you could
drink from them, of flowers that bloomed with such beauty they looked like nature's jewels. I never
saw any of it. Neither had Mama or Papa. Granny said humans cut down every last one, too blind to see
what they were destroying.

I snapped out of the daydream, throwing on my coat and following Tommy as quietly as I could.
"Where are we going?" I whispered, my breath barely escaping my lips.

"Do you remember those small brown things we found?” Tommy's voice was hushed but filled with
excitement. "The ones I said were seeds and you called me a liar?"

I nodded, feeling the memory stir in the back of my mind.
"Well, I was right,” he whispered back, his eyes gleaming.

Without another word, we crept through the silent streets, past the perfectly manicured plastic
lawns coming into view as the LumaCore's light intensified, and towards Tommy's garden hideout.

Soon, we were running, our feet barely fouching the ground, the air rushing past us as if the very
wind was pulling us toward something. As we clambered around the back of the shed, the shapes came
into focus, and my breath caught in my chest. Before me stood tiny shoots, no taller than my hand,
with bright green leaves shimmering in the light, just as Granny had described them.
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"Tommy, what have you done?!" T gasped, my voice a mix of disbelief and wonder.

He grinned, breathless, his eyes locked on the tiny plants that seemed both fragile and powerful,
growing from the earth like a forgotten miracle.

"They're for you,” Tommy replied softly, his words hanging in the air like a promise.



