LO: To write a book review



Normally | would mark your stories- but today you get
the chance to comment on my work, today you are going
to be writing a book review of my story “The Deliverance
of Flames and Fortitude.”

You will need to read the story again and give your
thoughts and opinions about a range of elements of the

story.

Let’s have a look at how to write a book review....



Why would we write book reviews?

* To share our opinion of books
 Torecommend a book that we liked
* To encourage others to read

Follow think link to have a look at some example
book reviews:

http://www.spaghettibookclub.org/

Follow the link, click titles, then choose a few books you
are familiar with- have a read of at least 3


http://www.spaghettibookclub.org/

Structure of a book review

Basic information about the book- author, target audience, genre, If you
like... then you’ll love this.

Characters
Summary of the Plot (without giving too much away)
What you'd improve
What you enjoyed
My favourite bit
As a result, | would rate this book....

Couldn’t put it down/ will read it again and again- some kind of
summary comment

Use this structure to guide you when writing your book review.

Watch this video to give you more tips of how to write a book review:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lhYF3v3zTeo



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IhYF3v3zTeo

| would love to hear your feedback.

Please send your book review to:
Infoline@branstonjunioracademy.co.uk



mailto:Infoline@branstonjunioracademy.co.uk

“Come on everyone, stop dilly dallying!” Miss Hemswell called as she stood by the
coach. Talking enthusiastically, the children clambered aboard. They were all
extremely excited about their visit to the museum, but no one was more excited
than Miss Hemswell. She adored history and relished the opportunity to wonder
around all the exhibits, sharing her knowledge with her pupils.

Miss Hemswell was a wonderful teacher, but from the outside she didn’t appear to
be anything special. She was a small, pale women. Her brown, pin stripe skirt and
pale blue blouse ensured she merged into the background. Pulled back into a tight
bun, her hair was as bland as her outfit, and the small, gold-rimmed glasses that sat
daintily on the end of her nose made her look like a little mole. Yet, if you looked a
little closer you would notice Miss Hemswell has a sparkle in her hazel eyes- a
sparkle that suggests a youthful excitement- a sparkle that suggests a desire for
adventure.

Sitting on the bus alongside her was her TA- Mrs Jensen, they chatted casually as
the children sang and talked loudly. Miss Hemswell was overwhelmed with
excitement. All of a sudden, the towering, stone pillars of the museum came into
view and the bus steadily came to a stop. “We're here everyone, we're here!” Miss
Hemswell announced eagerly, “Everyone grab you coats and packed lunches and
meet at the entrance.” 1



The entrance of the museum was magnificent; curving, stone steps flanked either
side of the room, leading to the second floor. A shiny, marble floor chattered as
people walked across the room. Hanging regally around the walls, portraits in
antique, gold frames surrounded them, like an audience looking on. But what was
most striking, was a bronze statue towering above them in the middle of the room,
his hand outstretched as if beckoning them inside. As Miss Hemswell led her class
towards the first exhibit, she was sure she saw the statue’s eyes follow her. ‘Creepy’
she thought to herself- but then brushed it off and carried on, keen to explore.



Miss Hemswell and the class enjoyed exploring all of the exhibits, but none were
more exciting to them than the medieval section, as this is what they had been
studying this term. Walking into the room, Miss Hemswell’s attention was grasped
by a glimmer of light. In the middle of the room, stood a knight- encased in steel-
standing proud. A shield grasped in his left hand, proudly emblazoned with the cross
of St George. Surrounding the knight, were flags and artefacts on shelves,

The children gathered round, looking up in astonishment at the knight, as Miss
Hemswell told them stories about bravery and heroic quests from time gone by. The
children oooohed and arghhed and the stories and Miss Hemswell smiled; she loved

to bring history to life!

“Right, next up let’s head to the Viking section.” Mrs Jensen called, leading the class
to the next exhibit. Turning to walk away at the back of the class, Miss Hemswell was
taken aback as she felt a tight hold on her wrist, she looked down expecting to see
one of her pupils, she gasped in shock as she saw a glimmering metal, mesh glove
holding onto her.



“My sword, | must have my sword.” a deep, powerful voice whispered as the knight let go of her
wrist and pointed toward a tattered, leather-bound book sat on one of the nearby shelves. Miss
Hemswell pushed up her glasses on her nose and took a closer look at the book, opened on a
page with a faint picture of a knight- holding a shield with the cross of St George adorned on it
and holding a sword- with a gold blade and a handle with wings spreading out at the base. She
reached out to hold the book, to get a closer look. Without warning, Miss Hemswell felt as if she
was falling, she closed her eyes in an attempt to steady herself; she continued to fall...

Suddenly, her mind and body felt still again. Gradually, she opened her eyes, blinking several
times and straightening her glasses. She couldn’t believe what she saw in front of her. She must
have hit her head, this must be a dream... mustn't it? The smell of smoke and the sudden caw of
ravens above her told her it wasn't.

Standing, she looked around. Her hands were shaking, her eyes wide. She tried to steady her
breathing, but her heart was beating so fast she had no choice but to gulp for air. It took several
minutes for her to acclimatise herself to her surroundings.

In front of her, she saw a cobble pathway, slithering like a cobra around a jagged hill. On top sat
a castle, like a king on a throne. At the foot of the hill were tangled brambles, scattered rocks
and caves, that were like hollow and empty eyes staring at her. There was a chill in the air, not
cold but uneasy. The whole place was shrouded in fog that devoured the hillside. It was damp
and dingy; the smell of it clawed at the back of your throat. The place was eerily silent, except
for the gentle flicker of the flames, in torches that lit the pathway and the occasional screeches
of birds that flew overhead. 4



Despite her beating heart and her reluctant feet, Miss Hemswell trekked up the
cobblestone pathway, the fear in her eyes lit by torches- wide and filled with
astonishment. The words of the knight rang in her ears “My sword, | must have my
sword.” She knew what she had to do, but she had no idea where to start looking.
The vast castle cast a long shadow over her and as she looked up she was struck by
the size of it.

A huge wooden door stood like a guard, blocking her path. She reached out with a
quivering hand and pulled on a rusting handle, the door screeched open
announcing her arrival. She stepped in; her footsteps echoed around the courtyard.
Around the edges was towering walls consisting of two floors built from jagged
stone. Equally space wooden doors looked down on her like an army of soldiers.
Miss Hemswell sighed- the sword could be anywhere. Her eyes darted back and
forth, considering where to go first.



CAW, CAW, CAW. A raven landed on a nearby wall. CAW, CAW, CAW. Miss Hemswell
spun around, startled by the black menace. “Well, what do we have here then?”
enquired the raved, tilting its head to one side.

“You can talk?” stuttered Miss Hemswell in utter amazement.

“Well of course | can, now are you going to explain what your doing here.” cawed the
raven, with a slight sense of aggravation.

“I'm looking for a sword, a sword that belonged to a knight.” she replied

“Well you looking in the wrong place,” the raved smirked, “the sword you seek is in the
cave at the foot of the hill.” the raven paused for a second, “It's guarded by a vicious
dragon.” With that, the Raven flew off, circling above Miss Hemswell's head before
flying over the castle walls and out of sight.

Miss Hemswell sighed, looked down at her pin stripe skirt- she was hardly dressed to
defeat a blood-thirsty, killer dragon, but she needed to get out of here and getting that
sword was the only way. She turned and made her way out of the castle and back
down the winding pathway to the foot of the hill.

Standing in front of the caves, it was pitch-black and uneasily still. She stepped inside,
immediately feeling a chill run up her spine. Scared, petrified and unnerved, Miss
Hemswell journeyed deeper into the mouth of the cave, swallowed up by the
blackness.



After some time, ducking, climbing and squeezing through the dripping walls of the
cave, she saw a flickering light. She crept closer. Her heart in her mouth. Her legs only
just holding her upright. Suddenly she came to a vast opening, a cavern of treasures:
gold, rubies and diamonds cast shadows that danced on the ceiling of the cave. She
was in such of awe of the beauty, it distracted her for a second or two from the
monstrous creature that lay amongst it all. The dragon, who had grey sharp scales and
red spines running down his back, breathed heavily and deeply. His sharp claws were
like daggers and his teeth like the sharp points of a wrought iron fence. His body was
so huge that he engulfed every part of the cavern- his abdomen move steadily as he
breathed pushing against the walls of the cave.

Miss Hemswell took a deep breath and approach him. Her hair coming loose as he
breathed heavily. As she stepped closer, she knocked a pile of gold coins and they
came scattering to the floor, clinking noisily. His eye opened. Yellow was replaced by
black as he stared at her- she could see her reflection in the lens of his eye. He roared,
swishing his tail back and forth. Miss Hemswell leapt behind a pile of gems, consumed
by utter terror!



The dragon heaved a deep breath in, Miss Hemswell shielded her self,
scrunching her eyes closed tightly as she braced herself to be engulfed
in flames, but instead she felt a cold gust, like a strong breeze on an
autumn day. Then nothing...except the sound of sniffing and sobbing.
Miss Hemswell reluctantly opened her eyes. The dragon, who had
looked so fearsome only moments ago, was now huddled in a ball, back
facing her, breathing heavily between desperate sobs. Huge tears
splashed on the floor.

Miss Hemswell stared towards the exit- she considered making a dash
for it, but as she looked at the towering dragon- so sad and vulnerable-
she knew she had to help. Tentatively, she took a few steps towards the
dragon, she placed a shaking hand on his back, his scaled were jagged
and sharp, yet smooth at the same time. “Whatever is the matter?”
Miss Hemswell asked in a soothing voice.

“It’s my fire, I've lost my fire.” the dragon spluttered between sobs.
“Well there, there now I'm sure there’s a way | could help.” she said.



“You’d help me.” the dragon said, turning his head to look at her, tears
pooling in his eyes.
“Why of course, | know how you could make fire.” she smiled.

With that Miss Hemswell headed out of the cave, returning promptly
with some branches from the bramble outside. “These should do the
trick.” she said. Then she dashed outside again, before returning with
some dried leaves and some twigs. “Let’s get you some fire shall we.”
she looked up at the dragon and smiled, the dragon had stopped crying
now and looked at the piles of twigs and leaves with interest.

Miss Hemswell showed the Dragon how to build up a pile of dry leaves
and branches. She then showed his how to twist the twigs to make an
ember and then gently blow to create flames. As the flames appeared,
dancing and swaying, the Dragon beamed with joy. “l wish | knew you
could make fire like that,” he grinned “blowing fire has always given me
dreadful heartburn.”



The two of them sat in the light of the fire, mesmerised by the flames.
“Why did you come here in the first place?” the dragon asked “l never
get any visitors especially not a nice lady like yourself” Miss Hemswell
smiled.

“I'm looking for a sword- with wings at the base, to return to a knight”
she said. The dragon lumbered up to his feet and headed over to a pile
of gold in the far corner of the cave.

“Aha! Is this what you’re looking for?” he asked holding up the sword
Miss Hemswell had seen in the book. It was even more stunning that
the picture had portrayed. The steel glistened in the fire light, regal
wings of gold spread out, like the wing span of an eagle.

“That’s the one” she said.

“Here take it, to say thank you for helping me.” the dragon beamed.

“It was my pleasure.” with that Miss Hemswell took hold of the base of
the sword and once again blackness overtook her.
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All of a sudden, Miss Hemswell felt her body still and calmness wash over her.
She gradually opened her eyes. Surprisingly, she was sat on the marble floor of
the museum, looking up at the knight.

“Oh Miss Hemswell are you OK?” Mrs Jensen asked with concern as she
stretched out her hand to help her up. “You must have fallen and bumped your
head, you’ve been unconscious for a couple of minutes.” Miss Hemswell
rubbed her head gently and felt a bump growing under her palm. Her class
gathered around her with wide eyes, looking down silently.

“Not to worry children I’'m absolutely fine.” Miss Hemswell reassured them.
Surely she hadn’t imagined what had happened: the castle, the raven, the
dragon and the cave. Surely, she couldn’t have just imagined it all...Could she?

Just then she looked towards the knight, and there it was, grasped tightly in his
hand...the sword and on the bookshelf, closed shut ,was the leather-bound
book. She smiled to herself, she’d done it, she'd returned the sword. This is a
history lesson that she might just keep to herself for now she thought.
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