Week 5 Writing Homework
Write a narrative exploring the theme of ‘courage is not the absence of fear.’
Use an extended metaphor (such as crossing a bridge, climbing a mountain, or entering a dark place) that runs throughout your story. Your ending should include a final image that symbolises your character’s growth and illuminates the theme without stating it directly.)

include all techniques from weeks 1 to 5

The old stone bridge loomed ahead, its arch like a giant's yawn over the gurgling river below. My tummy did a little flip-flop. Mum said it was safe, but it looked wobbly, like a biscuit about to crumble. I, Felix, year 4 adventurer extraordinaire had to cross it.

You see, on the other side of the bridge was the Big Woods. And in the Big Woods, according to Noah and his older brother Liam, was the secret den of the Whispering Willows. They said it was a place only the bravest kids could find, and they'd dared me. Me! Felix!

My heart hammered like a woodpecker on the trunk of a tree. The first few stones felt loose under my wellington boots. Each creak and groan of the old bridge made me freeze, imagining the wood snapping and me tumbling into the chilly water. It felt like I was carrying a whole bag of worries, each clatter of a loose stone making them jump and jiggle.

I grasped the rough, moss-covered banister. It was cold and damp-a bit like a slug. I tried to hum a brave tune, the one Mum sings while doing the cleaning, but it came out as a squeaky whisper. The river below seemed to chuckle at my fear, its voice a bubbling mockery.

"Come on, Felix!" Noah's voice - tinny and far away - floated across. "It's not that bad!"

Was it not? My legs felt like jelly. Each step was a battle. I imagined the bridge falling, and me being stuck on this side forever, never finding the Whispering Willows den. That would be the worst! No more thrilling adventures, just… well, just being Felix who got scared of a bridge.

But then I remembered the drawing I'd done in class of a knight facing a dragon. The knight wasn't just standing there; he was taking a step forward, his shield held high. I didn't have a shield, only my slightly muddy rucksack, but I had my feet. And my feet could walk.

So I took another step, and another. The cares in my rucksack seemed to settle down a bit, not quite so jumpy. The bridge still creaked, but it felt… sturdy, like it had a story to tell, not just a threat to make. The water below didn't sound like it was laughing anymore; it sounded more like it was rushing to some exciting place.

My knees were still a little shaky when I reached the other side, but my chest felt lighter. The Big Woods beckoned ahead, dark and mysterious, but now it was just the next part of the adventure. I'd crossed the bridge. Later, much later, after finding the den, which was only a hollowed log with some old leaves inside, but which felt like a castle to us, I sat by the riverbank, watching the water flow. The old stone bridge stood behind me, solid and strong against the setting sun. And there, tucked safely in my pocket, was a smooth grey stone I’d picked up from the far bank. It felt warm from the sun, and when I cupped it in my hand, it felt like holding a little piece of courage, quiet but firm.
