
 

 
 
 

ENGLISH WRITING ENTRANCE EXAMINATION 
ENTRY TO YEAR 7 

 

         
Time Allowed: 45 minutes 

 

 
There is a passage to read and you then have about  

40 minutes to write your own story. 
 
 

Write your answers on the lined sheets of paper provided, 
 
 

Do not forget to put your name on every sheet.  Please write your first name 
and family name (surname) in BLOCK CAPITAL LETTERS. 

 



Your teacher will read out to you the passage below, which is taken from a short story called ‘Harry’ by Rosemary 

Timperley. 

In this short-story, the mother of a adopted girl called Christine, recounts discovering her daughter talking to an 

her ‘imaginary’ friend Harry. The extract comes from the beginning of this story before the story takes a 

mysterious and chilling turn. 

 

Such ordinary things make me afraid. Sunshine. Sharp shadows on grass. White roses. Children with red hair. And the 

name – Harry. Such an ordinary name. 

Yet the first time Christine mentioned the name, I felt a premonition of fear. 

She was five years old, due to start school in three months’ time. It was a hot, beautiful day and she was playing 

alone in the garden, as she often did. I saw her lying on her stomach in the grass, picking daisies and making daisy-

chains with laborious pleasure. The sun burned on her pale red hair and made her skin look very white. Her big blue 

eyes were wide with concentration. 

Suddenly she looked towards the bush of white roses, which cast its shadow over the grass, and smiled. 



‘But why has she picked that particular name?’ 

He shrugged. ‘You know how kids pick things up. I don’t know what you’re worrying about, honestly I don’t. 

‘Nor do I really. It’s just that I feel extra responsible for her. More so than if I were her real mother.’ 

‘I know, but she’s all right. Chris is fine. She’s a pretty, healthy, intelligent little girl. A credit to you.’ 

‘And to you.’ 

‘In fact, we’re thoroughly nice parents!’ 

‘And so modest!’ 

‘We laughed together and he kissed me. I felt consoled. 

Until the next morning. 

Again the sun shone brilliantly on the small, bright lawn and white roses. Christine was sitting on the grass, cross


