
She’s Gone!

Work with your partner to colour code and annotate the text to show the features in the text. 

A descriptive dialogue should:

“Well today’s the day,” smiled Kristina as she walked briskly over the rich, decorative hallway 
rug with her friend, Vera, to Princess Helena’s bed chamber.

“Yes,” replied Vera, nodding. “I dunno how that poor girl must be feeling though. She only got 
here last night and already she’s marrying a chap she hardly knows!”

The morning sun shone through the large, ornate windows which flanked the corridor leading 
to Princess Helena’s room. Kristina had to hold her hand up to her eyes so she could see her 
friend. “I know,” she continued, “but it’s not our place to say anything, is it now?”

Vera grinned. “You’re right there, Kristina. Now let’s wake this young lass up for her big day!”

Vera knocked on the door, gently at first. When there was no response, she knocked again and 
tried calling out to rouse the young princess. “Princess Helena? We’ve come to help you prepare. 
May we please come in?” There was still no answer and the servants looked at each other, 
quizzically.

explain how the speaker is speaking;

explain what is going on in the background;

explain what the speaker is doing;

explain how the speaker is acting;

explain what the speaker does next;

explain how other people react;

choose vocabulary and grammar that reflect 
the levels of formality required.

Underline with a straight line where you 
think the speakers are speaking informally 
and put a zigzag line where you think the 
speakers are speaking formally.

English | Year 5 | Traditional Tales: Firebird | Story Writing | Exploring Descriptive Dialogue | Lesson 6 of 8

I can explore the features of a descriptive dialogue.



“Here,” whispered Kristina. “I’ll try. My mam says my shouting could wake anyone up!” She 
leaned close to the door, took a deep breath and yelled, “Princess Helena! It’s your wedding day! 
Please may we assist you to prepare?” The door shook with the force of Kristina’s shouting but 
still absolute silence reigned from within the bedroom.

“Let’s have a look,” suggested Vera tentatively and the servants gently pushed open the door 
and peered inside.

“Is she in the bed?” enquired Kristina in a nervous, hushed voice.

“I can’t see her,” replied Vera, starting to panic. Vera strode 
purposefully over to the curtains and opened them. Immediately, 
the opulent room was flooded with light. 

There was no one in the bed. 

“What are all these grey hairs everywhere?” exclaimed Kristina 
incredulously. 

“How weird! Perhaps she’s gone to use the loo?” suggested Vera. 
The servants hastily checked all of the facilities within that wing 
of the palace and met back in the room.

“I can’t find her anywhere!” cried Kristina, with panic in her eyes.

“She’s done a runner, hasn’t she?” sighed Vera, saying aloud what 
they’d both been thinking. Kristina stared back in disbelief, her 
eyes wide. Her expression was one of utter despair and fear. “We’re 
gonna have to tell the tsar’s personal assistant,” she mouthed, 
terrified. The two young women took a final glance around the 
room and they headed back down the corridor, arm in arm for 
support, preparing to break the bad news to their fearsome master. 
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She’s Gone! Answers
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“Well today’s the day,” smiled Kristina as she walked briskly over the rich, decorative hallway 
rug with her friend, Vera, to Princess Helena’s bed chamber.

“Yes,” replied Vera, nodding. “I dunno how that poor girl must be feeling though. She only got 
here last night and already she’s marrying a chap she hardly knows!”

The morning sun shone through the large, ornate windows which flanked the corridor leading 
to Princess Helena’s room. Kristina had to hold her hand up to her eyes so she could see her 
friend. “I know,” she continued, “but it’s not our place to say anything, is it now?”

Vera grinned. “You’re right there, Kristina. Now let’s wake this young lass up for her big day!”

Vera knocked on the door, gently at first. When there was no response, she knocked again and 
tried calling out to rouse the young princess. “Princess Helena? We’ve come to help you prepare. 
May we please come in?” There was still no answer and the servants looked at each other, 
quizzically.

“Here,” whispered Kristina. “I’ll try. My mam says my shouting could wake anyone up!” She 
leaned close to the door, took a deep breath and yelled, “Princess Helena! It’s your wedding day! 
Please may we assist you to prepare?” The door shook with the force of Kristina’s shouting but 
still absolute silence reigned from within the bedroom.

“Let’s have a look,” suggested Vera tentatively and the servants gently pushed open the door and 
peered inside.

“Is she in the bed?” enquired Kristina in a nervous, hushed voice.

“I can’t see her,” replied Vera, starting to panic. Vera strode purposefully over to the curtains 
and opened them. Immediately, the opulent room was flooded with light. 

There was no one in the bed. 

“What are all these grey hairs everywhere?” exclaimed Kristina incredulously. 

“How weird! Perhaps she’s gone to use the loo?” suggested Vera. The servants hastily checked all 
of the facilities within that wing of the palace and met back in the room.

“I can’t find her anywhere!” cried Kristina, with panic in her eyes.

“She’s done a runner, hasn’t she?” sighed Vera, saying aloud what they’d both been thinking. 
Kristina stared back in disbelief, her eyes wide. Her expression was one of utter despair and fear. 
“We’re gonna have to tell the tsar’s personal assistant,” she mouthed, terrified. The two young 
women took a final glance around the room and they headed back down the corridor, arm in 
arm for support, preparing to break the bad news to their fearsome master. 


