
Giraffe Class – English – Myths – Descriptive Writing Task – PM Live Lesson 
Tuesday 19.01.2021. – Comparing Writing Extracts 

Here are two extracts from two pieces of descriptive writing, in which the storyteller 
has an encounter (meeting) with a mermaid. Compare them. Why is the second one 

better than the first? Try to come up with as many reasons as you can.  
Can you identify what the second writer has done differently, or any writing techniques 

they have used? 
   
Extract 1:  

My feet were stuck in the weeds, and I could not struggle 
free. I looked around me, trying to find a sign that someone was 
coming to help me. I thought all help was lost when, suddenly, a 
hand reached for me through the water. Its fingers closed around 
mine, gripping hard, and then started pulling me deeper into the 
water. 

I kicked at the weeds, but I was still stuck. No! I said to myself, 
screaming inside. I was so scared that I would drown if I opened my 
mouth to speak. That’s the wrong way! I grabbed at the arm of the 
person who had hold of me. Were they trying to save me or kill me? 
I wasn’t sure yet. I pulled them nearer, so I could see them. 
Suddenly, they were face to face with me. I was shocked to see that 
they had blue skin and really long green hair.  
 
Extract 2: 

My feet caught fast in the weeds, I struggled in vain. 
Desperately, I glanced around me, searching for any sign that 
someone was coming to my aid. At last, just as I thought all hope 
was lost, a pale, slender hand reached for me through the murky 
water. Entwining its fingers around mine, it closed its grip tightly – 
and, to my complete shock and horror, began pulling me deeper.  

I kicked again, my feet still caught in the weeds of the river 
bed. No, no, no! I screamed silently inside my head (I dared not 
open my mouth in fear of losing air and allowing the dirty river 
water to trespass inside my lungs). That’s the wrong way! Grabbing 
at the arm attached to the hand with my free hand, I wrenched my 
– assassin? saviour? the truth was still yet to be revealed – closer to 
me. With one sudden movement, we were face to face in the dull, 
greenish gloom, with only limited light penetrating to this depth 
from the world above to see by. Cool, blue eyes met mine. Cool, 
blue eyes set in dark, BLUE skin, with what seemed like an endless, 
thick curtain of deep, GREEN hair swirling all around us! 
 
Can we come up with a list of success criteria for tomorrow’s writing task together? 


