
LO plan an invented character flaw story  

A drop of honey A drop of milk 

Once there was a king, a king and his prime minister, 

and they were sitting high in their tall tower. From 

their view-point they could see all around: they could 

see the entire kingdom that reached out for miles and 

miles. They were consulting about activities within 

their kingdom and the prime minister was taking notes. 

There was a bowl of figs, delicious succulent figs, and 

every now and then the king would dip them in a bowl of 

fresh honey and it was delicious, the best of all 

breakfasts. As he was eating, a little bit of honey 

trickled down his lip, down his chin and fell onto the 

window ledge. 

A teacher called Mr Miller and his TA: Mrs Croucher, and they were 

sitting in their classroom.  

They could see the entire school grounds that reached out for miles and 

miles. Pensford was looking immaculate. 

Bowl of cookies, delicious, mouth-watering cookies  

Dip them in a bowl of sweet milk and it was delicious, the best of all 

snacks. 

The prime minister saw this and asked, “your majesty, 

your majesty shall I take care of it? Shall I clean it 

up?”, whilst picking up a cloth.  

“No”, said the King, “someone else will take care of it. 

It’s not our problem. Let’s carry on doing our work.” 

Relaxed, they carried on looking at the rest of the day. 

Whilst going on her hands and knees 

Whilst grabbing his marking pens.  

Feeling very calm, 

Now, that little drop of honey trickled to the end of 

the ledge and fell all the way down the end of the 

tower and landed on the ground with a tiny splash. As 

the king and prime minister were talking, they were 

unaware of an endearing cat with dishevelled fur 

smelling the sweet honey, oh it smelt so scrumptious, 

but the cat couldn’t enjoy it because it was chased 

away by a dog. Ferociously, the dog and the cat started 

fighting. Soon the owner of the dog started beating 

the cat and the owner of the cat started beating the 

dog. Fists were being thrown in every direction. 

Without making a sound 

They were unaware of a little boy with scruffy hair strolling around 

but the boy couldn’t enjoy it because he was chased away by a Reception 

child girl 

Pitilessly 

It was unlike any fight one had ever seen.  

Soon the parent of the boy started shouting at the girl and the parent of 

the girl started shouting at the boy.  

Shrieks were being heard everywhere. 

 

High up above in their soaring tower, the prime 

minister and the king looked down, saw the fighting and 

asked, “your majesty shall I take care of it?” 

“No, said the king, “that’s someone else’s problem, let 

them deal with it. Let’s get on with what’s really 

important,” he replied, whilst putting his feet up. 

Whilst getting her booming voice ready 

 

A little while later there were two sides: cat lovers and 

dog lovers and they were beating each other up, 

causing a huge amount of commotion. Even though the 

king could see and hear all of this, he still insisted that 

it wasn’t his problem and someone else will deal with it. 

There were two sides of parents: there were those who loved girls and 

those that loved boys and they were beating each other up, causing 

pandemonium. 

It was a hideous scene. 

After hours of brutal fighting, the army was called in 

but even within the army there were those that loved 

dogs and those that loved cats, causing the army to be 

split into two sides. A war was declared. Homes were 

destroyed, schools were destroyed, hospitals were 

destroyed; everything was being destroyed. The city 

was crying in fear. 

Soon the teachers were called in but even within the teachers there were 

those that loved boys and those that loved girls. 

No child felt safe anymore. There was a riot. It was chaotic. No learning 

was taking place here. 

Despite this, the king was still sitting up high in his 

tower saying that it wasn’t his problem and that 

someone else will take care of it. Days and days the 

flames roared, days and days the battle continued, 

days and days people were being killed. Finally, the king 

and the prime minister were now sitting in the ruins 

that were once his tower, his palace, everything they 

could see was burned to a crisp. There was destruction 

and devastation for what was once wealth, peace and 

prosperity. The king was no longer eating figs dipped in 

honey but burnt crusty bread. He looked at his prime 

minister and said, “prime minister maybe it was my 

problem, maybe I should have taken care of it.” 

Days and days books were being thrown, days and days the teachers 

argued, days and days the classrooms were being burnt down. 

His classroom, everything they could see was burned to smithereens, 

there was destruction and devastation for what was once good education, 

happiness and friendship. 

Was no longer eating cookies dipped in milk but mouldy fruit; he looked at 

Mrs Croucher and exclaimed, “Mrs Croucher this shouldn’t have happened, 

someone else should’ve taken care of it.” 

 

 

 


