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“My experience of this project was extremely positive. I 
enjoyed bringing the book to life for my students and we had 
fun extricating all of the different meanings and metaphors 
associated with the various chapters, lands and characters. My 
pupils loved creating their own character and settings and put a 
huge amount of effort into this process. It was pleasure to see my 
students so engaged and enthused at the prospect of writing an 
additional chapter too and it was refreshingly useful to have a 
distraction from our current reality. Thank you.”

Miss Essery

Statements from Holy Trinity 6E students:

‘My favourite part was when Chroma conducted the orchestra 
for the sunrise and the sunset because it made me feel differently 
about it in real life…it has made me think that someone is 
painting the sky.’

‘I enjoyed designing my own character because as I wrote about 
it, I got to bring it to life and I got attached to my character.’

‘I really enjoyed the project because we got to let our 
imaginations run wild…we could do anything with it.’

‘It was a really fun using the idioms to create our chapter title 
and help towards the moral of our chapters.’

‘I enjoyed writing in the style of Norton Juster…it was really fun 
and challenging project…where we could let our imaginations 
go.’

‘My favourite thing was experiencing what it’s like to write a 
book.’

‘This project helped me a lot because, in my opinion, my setting 
description was the best work piece that I’ve ever done!’
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Chapter 141/2:
The Vibrant Valley

Soon, Milo, Tock and The Humbug could see a valley up ahead, with bright blue grass knee high. A 
sign, posted nearby, said in neat orange letters: Vibrant Valley.

“That’s odd,” Milo thought, as The Humbug ran ahead to wade into the grass, “I don’t remember 
this being on the way to Digitopolis.”

But the Humbug was waving cheerfully at them from the grass, and Tock was sniffing the air, 
delighted, so Milo chased after them, and just enjoyed the peaceful valley. It was just the right 
temperature between hot and cold, and the breeze danced playfully with the waving field. There 
were flowers, yellow, pink, red and other vibrant colours Milo had never seen before! There were 
eye-dazzlingly pink foxes, and bright red rabbits, and hedgehogs as green as grass. And above 
them all, rainbow coloured birds soared with violet worms in their beaks.

Soon they came across an elderly man, with dark skin, brown hair, and startling blue eyes, kind 
and crinkled at the edges. He knelt over a black rose, slowly and carefully painting it purple, with a 
paintbrush, and paints of every colour in the rainbow. It seemed rude to interrupt such a display of 
concentration, so Tock and Milo waited patiently for him to finish, while the Humbug happily rolled 
around in the greenery (blue-ery?) to their left. When the old man had done, he got up slowly, to 
greet the trio. As he did, a peculiar thing happened; several other black flowers around changed 
from black, to purple.

“Afternoon, my dear travellers, sorry to keep you waiting,” He nodded his head at Tock, “I do get 
absorbed in my painting: how nice of you to tell me the time. I am Luminoso (It is an Italian name, 
if you were wondering) who are you?” He wore a blue wrinkled apron, matching his eyes, and a 
white shirt, and trousers underneath. Tock barked with pride, and exclaimed:

“You should always know the time! It is so especially important! I am Tock, by the way.”

“And I’m Milo.” Milo added.

“I’m The Humbug my fine man!” The Humbug called from somewhere below them and got to his 
feet. “I am the most loyal, hard-working, and sensible of us all! It is a great pleasure to meet you!”

“Quite the optimistic character…”  Luminoso chuckled, “If I do say so myself. Well tell you what, 
how about I finish off the yellows, and you can come round for tea! I shall tell you my story, how 
about that?”

Tock wagged his tail furiously. “Yes please!”

“And we can help you with your yellows!” Milo exclaimed.

The old man smiled. “I would like that very much.” So that was why Milo and Tock, (Luminoso 
had said The Humbug could rest in his cabin, as all the rolling had made him dizzy, and tired him 
out.) spent the rest of the day happily helping him paint, and, when they were all sitting down in 
Luminoso’s warm, cosy cabin, he told them his story.

 “This valley used to be a vibrant, happy place, with wildlife at every step, and I didn’t have to 
colour anything in. The trouble began when Rhyme and Reason were banished. They had come 
here often, and all off the Vibrant Valley had loved it when they came, for they gave such hope 
too all around them. Those were the most satisfying days of my long life… But that all changed 
when they went, and all the plants gave up hope, and at the end of each long day, would fall into 
darkness, and be blackened by grief. I was a talented painter, so I made sure that all the valley was 
happy, even with them gone. Each day I paint them in colours of hope, and they give hope to each 
other, and each night they fall back to darkness. But I did not give up, I never will! Every day until 
Rhyme and Reason return, I will paint these flowers, until they live up to the name of their valley. So, 
do not ever give up on hope, for hope is a powerful thing, and will help you see that there is always 
something you can do about it. Remember that, and you will do well in life.”

Milo thanked Luminoso, and asked him which way it was to Digitopolis, to which he had explained 
that they had taken a wrong turn after meeting The Dodecahedron, and they should backtrack, 
then take a right, and they would be there in no time, if they didn’t have more adventures along the 
way…

Written by Benjy



“Why am I so tired?” thought Milo as he yawned, “It has 
just gone past noon, it must be the epic adventures I have 
had today, wearing me out.”

Milo was having, so far, a marvellous time exploring this 
new world but the same thought just came popping back 
into his head, “What happens when I get home?” Milo 
pushed the thought away and carried on.

The car drove on and when in the distance he spotted 
an oddly shaped sign, Milo began to feel excited and he 
hopped out to read it. It looked quite ancient but the drip-
ping letters that stated the place shone in the sunlight and 
looked suspiciously like they had just been painted on. 
“Canyons of Thought” read the sign “What an interesting 
name of a place!” Milo concluded. Curiosity got the better 
of Milo and he sat back down and drove off, eager to see 
the canyon before him.

The sky shone brightly as Milo drove through the land, 
large rocks surrounded him and the craggy red walls of 
stone were remarkably jagged and high. Milo took his 
time staring at the towering valleys. The feelings of being 
right next to such an extraordinary wonder made him feel 
small and helpless. He had never had that feeling before 
but Milo quite liked it.

Time passed and Milo sat in the car dazing at the beau-
tiful surroundings when in the distance a small hut came 
into view. Milo was intrigued and when the car stopped, 
he jumped out, excited to see if a new adventure lay 
ahead. 

Much to Milo’s surprise, probably the most normal look-
ing person he had seen so far in this land came out the 
hut with a grin on their face.

“Why hello there young boy, who are you?” the woman 
asked.  Milo responded with his name and he began to 
have a proper look at this person. She had a large bush 
of curly black hair and pale, clear skin, almost like you 
could see through it, her lips were ruby red and cheerful 
just like her.

“Well it is very nice to meet you Milo, I am Simolle Likas.” 
She continued, “You look very tired, do come in but I very 
much doubt I will have enough time for a proper chat as I 
have some very important work to do.”

“Of course.” replied Milo gratefully and he followed 
Simolle inside.

Milo expected the hut to be small and old as the outside 
but it was almost like a busy factory, instead, with hun-
dreds of words and phrases flying about. Simolle was 
very good at catching them, putting them in various plac-
es, adjusting them, fiddling, poking and pulling. Frankly, 

Milo thought, she was good at everything to do with these 
words. 

Milo grabbed one, attempting to help Simolle but got 
distracted as he read it to himself- “As fast as a cheetah.”  
It read. 

A simile!  Milo remembered, now he understood, Simolle 
was the keeper of similes! Simolle noticed what Milo was 
doing and she remarked on the simile in his hand. 

“Ooh, as fast as a cheetah is probably my most common 
one!” 

“You know without being as quiet as a mouse or as fierce 
as a lion, it would make us feel left out, when we compare 
things it makes us feel part of something.” She smiled and 
continued, “I do love a simile, don’t you, Milo?”

“Not really, I found them quite hard at school, I don’t real-
ly know what I am meant to use them for.” admitted Milo 
nervously, not sure what her reaction was going to be.

“Hmm” Simolle replied “Excuse me Milo but I am quite 
confused  

about what you just said, let me have a think about it 
while I work. You have a rest and I will work for a bit.”

Milo lay back and watched Simolle work, he thought 
about school and how he didn’t really try. After a few 
minutes he began telling Simolle about school and all the 
things he found hard, about adjectives and verbs and 
synonyms and description. She thought about it when she 
worked and when she had finished she gave Milo a bowl 
of Peas in a Pod. When Simolle announced what was in 
the bowl, he pulled a disgusted face, expecting a bowl of 
toxic green peas. How wrong he was, and after Simolle 
burst into laughter from Milo’s strange face, she showed 
him the contents and Milo relaxed. A blue china bowl 
was full of juicy looking words, all, Milo noticed, were 
names of people and some stood by each other. 

“My speciality!” announced Simolle “Tasty because it 
makes you 

feel happy, seeing friends together!”

Milo laughed and ate away.

An hour passed and Milo was very full, he decided that 
maybe because of all the help Simolle had given him, it 
was his turn to return the favour.

“Simolle?” asked Milo, “Do you need any help?”

Simolle nodded and beckoned Milo to come over; she sat 
him at a table and indicated at a pair of gloves, a set of 
shoe polish and some worn-out brushes. 

“Ok, Milo all you need to do is polish them and send 
them down that chute, and then they will fly around the 
world ready to be compared!”

Milo nodded and began, it was very thirsty work. It 
seemed like the meal he had just had an hour ago had 
completely disappeared. He carried on working though 
and a few hours later, when Simolle was satisfied, Milo 
got to stop.

“You have a very tiring job and no one to work with, 
don’t you ever get lonely?” asked Milo politely. 

“I never really get lonely, all these cheeky similes keep me 
awake and I never have nothing to do. The world runs on 
words, and 

similes are part of them!!” Simolle thought about what she 
said for a moment and the opened the front door and led 
Milo outside. 

“I think you should be getting on, it was very nice meeting 
you!” 

“Goodbye Simolle! Have a nice rest of the day!” Milo 
cried cheerfully. 

“Wait, Milo I thought about your problem at school and I 
can’t believe that I didn’t tell you there and then.” Simolle 
took and deep breath and turned to Milo. “You always 
need to try to get to know someone, maybe it is worth 
it, maybe it is not, but even trying makes you feel good. 
My grandma always told that, I think you should take her 
advice and be on your way!”

Milo waved goodbye and the car sped off, almost like the 
Canyons of Thought had given it a new engine, or maybe 
the car tried, for you always need to try.

By Evie 

The book has helped me 
to see things in so many 

different ways.
I really enjoyed Milo’s 

adventure.
- Evie

Chapter 999



Milo was on his way to Digitonopilis. It was a beautiful 
day without a cloud in the sky. Whilst he was humming 
along the dancing road, out of the corner of his eye, 
he noticed that there was a forest up ahead. ‘This is the 
Welcoming Woodlands.’ It said on a post by the entrance. 
Milo thought that he should have a look, so he turned left 
up into the woods. 

A few minutes passed and Milo was driving past tall trees 
and pretty flowers. Everything that Milo drove passed 
caught his eye, especially a small cottage behind some 
trees. As curious as you would be if you saw a mysteri-
ous house in the middle of the woods, Milo had to find 
out if someone lived there. As he approached the house, 
thoughts and emotions were running through Milo’s mind. 
As soon as he had enough courage, he knocked on the 
door. 

Milo didn’t have enough time to think if he should turn 
back because someone had already opened the door. 
Standing there was a small but strange, creepy lady. She 
wore big, bold glasses, a leopard striped bandana, crazy 
red hair like  hair and skin the colours of a bee!

 Milo could tell from the expression on her face that she 
was down in the dumps. 

 “Why do you look so unhappy?” Milo asked. No reply. 
Whithout warning she suddenly blurted; “My name is 
Monica, people call me Miserable Monica. Why don’t 
you come in and I will tell you my story?” Milo gasped 
to answer her questions, but she continued; “It all started 
off,” she began “When my parents died. My twin sister 
and I had no one else to look after us, so we decided to 
look after ourselves.

 On the first night, we were both cold and scared sitting 
on the pavement. Surprisingly, a couple walked over to us 
and offered us food, water and a place to sleep. So we 
went to their house and slept there. When I woke up the 
couple and my sister were gone, and I’ve lived here all 
alone ever since.” She bearly stopped for breath and Milo 
could see a tear run down the side of her face. 

“Wow.” Milo was shocked. He felt sad for the poor wom-
an. Milo wanted to help, but he didn’t know how. Then he 
came up with a brilliant idea. 

“Do you want to explore the woods?” Milo asked.

“Are we there yet?” Monica moaned. Milo couldn’t take 
her moaning and whining much longer.

“Why are we doing this?” 

“To make you feel better and more cheerful about life.” 
Milo answered, feeling positive that his plan will work. 
A few minutes passed and Milo had reached where he 
wanted to go. Monica was confused.

“You brought me here to look at long sticks and leaves?” 
she whined. 

“No”.

 Milo had noticed this place when he was driving through 
the forest, 

“We are going to build a fort.” Milo said.

The unlikely pair, Milo and Monica, started to build the 
fort and Milo could tell that listening to his mum’s terrible 
jokes had paid off, he told them to Monica and although 
she tried to keep a straight face, she couldn’t help but 
smile. 

By the time they had finished creating the fort, the sun had 
set and all that was in the sky were the twinkling stars and 
the smiling moon. Monica was now smiling and had loved 
spending the day with Milo. 

“I think I should carry on with my journey to Digionopilis.” 
Milo said, yawning. 

“I hope you have a good trip.” Monica said waving good-
bye.

“Maybe, you can visit again someday.” She suggested.

“I will”. Milo replied.

Driving out of the woods and back onto the dancing road, 
Milo with a smile on his face and a jump in his heart, 
continued his journey.

 

By Maisie 

Chapter 13 ½

One day lived a bee….
The Bee Lived on another planet much like earth. The 
bee was popular and had tons of friends but when he 
went to earth all the humans screamed and ran away 
from him. (he was twice the size of them though.) 
He felt alone in this small world until he found a 
mouse! “Hello Mr Mouse!” Exclaimed the bee “You 
are so big, y-you could eat me up in one bite!” Said 
the mouse in fright. “Don’t be scared.” Said the bee. 
“I won’t eat you for I’m vegetarian!” Replied the Bee 
hoping it would make the Mouse feel better. “Oh ok…” 
Said the mouse still not sure whether he should trust the 
bee or not.

Later that day the Mouse and the Bee went out for a 
stroll, until Bee had an urgent call to head back for 
his planet has been robbed all the words have gone 
missing… He offered the mouse to come with him on 
his long and boring journey back to his home planet. 
The Mouse was scared, “I promise I’ll keep you safe.” 
Said the Bee hopefully. “You Know what, I will come!” 
And so he did…

“Wow!” Exclaimed the mouse “Your town is beautiful!” 
“Thank you!” Said the Bee quite full of himself. The 
town was, colourful, full of life it was… Magical. A 
man walked up to them and said, “Hello welcome to…
The word world! It has happy words sorry packs good-
bye’s and hello!” Excitedly said the man “Thank you sir 
anyway my names the Bee and this is Mr Mouse!” said 
the Bee “It’s a pleasure to meet you sir” Said the Mouse 
while gazing at the tall towers which float above his 
head “Call me Milo” Said the man.

They looked at a sign which changes every thirty 
minutes past the hour. “Why is that sign changing?” 
Asked Mr Mouse. “It changes every thirty minutes past 
the hour!” Said Milo “Anyway, why are you two here 
on this fine day?” Asked Milo. “I was called back to 
help with some words that have escaped in the village 
square.” Replied the Bee. “Well I’ll Take you there!” 
And so he did…

Milo Took Mr mouse and Bee to the village square 
where they could do all sorts of things! “Do you have 
any cheese?” Asked the mouse “ Sure we do!” Re-
plied the Bee while passing the mouse some ‘cheese’ 
“What’s this!?” Said the mouse quite angrily “Why its 
cheese!” Replied Milo. “ This is not cheese this is the 
word cheese!” Replied the Mouse angrily. “Well sure it 
is this is word world anyway.” Said Milo.

As the three walked round they came across an old 
abandoned house. “Let’s look inside!” Said Milo hop-
ing they agree. “Yes it’ll be a great adventure!” replied 
the Bee. “No, no, no!” said the Mouse. “I’m fed up 
of going on all these adventures! I want to go home!” 

Said the Mouse quite annoyed now.

Milo and the Bee looked at each other wondering if 
they should still go in. To make a long story short they 
did. The door creaked open by its self… “Hello?” Said 
Milo. “Is anyone home?” He added. They walked in 
while the door slammed behind them!  “I told you that 
this was a bad idea.” Said the mouse. “Come on.” 
Said Milo. “It’s not that bad.” Said the Bee. 

A glowing green light shone from a particular room. 
“What’s in there?” Asked the Bee “Well let’s find out!” 
Replied Milo. They walked in the room not expecting 
what waits inside… “It’s the lost words!” Said the Bee 
“These must be a fortune!” Said Milo. “Grab them all!” 
Replied the Mouse greedily. They took all of the words 
to take back to the king…

They went back to the village square on their way to 
the grand palace with sacks full of words. They got 
to the palace welcomed by tons of loud trumpets and 
drummers. “Welcome to the word worlds palace, what 
brings you here on this fine day?” Asked the King. 
“We found the lost words!” Said the bee. “Oh well 
done!” Replied the King. “Did you have any help?” He 
added. “Yes, Mr mouse from planet earth and Milo The 
gate keeper!” Said the Bee. “Why thank you.” Replied 
the king. Milo got a sack full of words for his reward 
but the Bee and Mouse just wanted to go home… They 
said their goodbyes and headed off.

The Mouse and the Bee went back to earth and had a 
normal (Not so normal when you see a Bee twice your 
size right next to you..) life. But they lived happily ever 
after.

By Romily

The Phantom Tollbooth 
has helped me with 

spelling and grammar 
which improved my 
writing and reading

 - Romily

Story of the buzzy bee!   



“Mind if I drive?” asked Tock “You seem a little tired”

Milo nodded, half asleep, almost crashing the car as they 
swapped seats. Tock was half drifting as well but he kept going 
for as long as he could. After a few minutes Tock was still go-
ing, but as he was falling asleep, he kept almost crashing into 
immense, leafy bushes!

As they went on the road got rougher and rougher, bumpier 
and bumpier, causing the pair to wobble around a lot. When 
finally Tock had fallen asleep, the car had lost control! The 
car got faster and faster going down a massive hill at around 
90mph! When the car began to slow down, the only thing 
in sight was a road. The car still hadn’t stopped so they kept 
going down the unusual looking street.

Five minutes later Tock woke to a sight he’d never thought he 
see, he didn’t know he fell asleep!  Tock thought they would be 
going in the right direction. He nudged Milo to wake him up, 
which it did, and began to question.

“Where are we? What do we do? Where do we go?” Tock 
started to panic.

“I’m not sure Tock, but there’s bound to be someone around 
who we can ask.” Milo assured Tock.

In luck, there was a bright, sky blue character with massive 
gold earrings and chestnut hair.

“Excuse me! Hello?” hollered Milo at the eerie figure, “Can 
you help?”

“I’m afraid not young man. You see this road leads to the Land 
of Evens, Even as in even numbers and I am the ruler of the 
land. In our land we despise odd numbers and never bring 
them up in conversations, you see, you and your friend are 

Chapter 8.5
Land of Evens

walking on the side of the road with all the odd numbered houses. 
And as the ruler, the best ruler” she said with confident, “I cannot 
walk on the odd side of the road.”

Milo looked at Tock, perplexed; Tock looked back with a raised 
eyebrow. And then off she went again, talking about how ‘amazing’ 
she was.

“I’m Even by the way, if you didn’t know already” she exclaimed, 
flicking her hair back, “What are your names?”

“Milo and Tock” mumbled Tock, “What got you into even numbers 
anyway?”

“Well” Even sighed “When I was 6, there used to be a system in 
our school, I’m not very sure why, and you had to go into either the 
odd or the even side of the school. You didn’t get to pick though, the 
teachers did. They knew that me and my best friend really wanted to 
stick together, but, that didn’t happen. I went into even and she went 
into odd. That’s when we began to drift apart. But then everything 
changed, my ‘ex’ best friend made another friend and they bullied 
me for liking Even numbers more than odd, but obviously that wasn’t 
my own choice. They, together, made the Land of Odd just to bully 
me even more. So that’s why I decided to make this land!”

“What a very strange school!” exclaimed Milo.

 “Certainly, although, I never actually drifted from liking Even num-
bers though, being in the even group made it even harder. And I 
had to make this land to prove to my old best friend that I am good 
enough and that I don’t need her.”

“Well” sighed Milo “Maybe there is no need to fight, go and talk to 
her maybe?”

“We swore to each other we wouldn’t speak a word to one another 
in our whole existence. I can’t imagine what Odd’s reaction would  

be if I went up to her, she would jump out of her skin. Also” Even 
carried on “As you know, Odd lives in the Land of Odd and I 
hate odd numbers so I would be breaking the law I made for 
myself.”

“What if you told us the right directions for the Land of Odd 
and we will go and have a word with her and ask for you too to 
meet somewhere out of each other’s Lands?” suggested Tock.

“That is quite a good idea!” replied Milo, staring at Even for her 
reaction.

“But-“Even tried to say

“But what, we better get going; we weren’t meant to be coming 
here in the first place! You better tell us quickly.” Tock muttered 
angrily.

“I was trying to speak, but as usual, you interrupted you silly 
dog. As I was saying, that is a good idea but another law I 
made for myself was to never leave the Land of Evens. I do sup-
pose I could change that rule. What do you boys think?”

“Of course, that would be absolutely wonderful for you too to 
meet again. How about Saturday?” Asked Tock

“Is Saturday in an even amount of days? Let me check, today is 
Wednesday so, Thursday, Friday, Saturday. Nope, cannot do 
Saturday maybe Sunday?” Explained Even

“Whatever makes you happy is good for us!” Exclaimed Milo 
jumping up down, his hands wiggling about to join in with the 
excitement!

The whole experience was great 
fun. I really enjoyed the book.

I loved Milos innocence and the 
strange characters he met.

- Lola

“We will go now and surprise you this Sunday when we have 
decided where we are going to take you! Also, can you give 
us the direction of the Land of Odd so we can find our way to 
Odd? if you don’t mind of course.” Questioned Tock

“I can tell you the directions but I cannot say the address, too 
many odd numbers to handle with, you two will have to find 
someone to help you when you are there. The directions are…” 
Even carried on, Tock was writing as fast as he could on the 
little piece of paper he found lying in the car.

“Thanks so much Even, also, maybe sometimes just think about 
your actions. There is no need to fight, you and Odd could 
become best friends like you used too! You need to learn how 
to put others first. Try and not fight with everyone you see, there 
is no need to jump queues just to be first, you need to wait 
your turn! We can talk about this more with you and Odd on 
Sunday, so you both will understand.” Explained Milo

“That would be lovely, I can’t wait!” Even jumped, laughing a 
little!

“Yes, and we better get going” Tock said, smiling with his sharp 
teeth.

“Just remember Even, put others first! No need to fight!” shout-
ed Milo as they were driving off.

“Well, well, well, we better get going to find Odd!” sighed 
Milo.

By Lola 




