
The Nobel School Transition Task (English) 

This project is designed to complete weekly tasks 

that should take 15-20 minutes each in preparation for your 

move from year 6 to 7. The text used is ‘The Happy Prince’ by 

Oscar Wilde.  

• You will find a copy of the short story at the end of this 

document.  

• You will need to read the text in its entirety.  

• Use a dictionary to define any unfamiliar words. 

• This work should be completed on A4 lined paper. 

• Bring the completed work into school to give to your 

English teacher in your first English lesson. 

 

We look forward to welcoming you in September. 

Happy Reading! 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Week 1: Creating a Character 

• The Task: Read page 1. Find and copy a sentence used to describe 

the prince. Write a short paragraph explaining your first impression of 

the prince before he speaks. 

• Focus: Language analysis. 

 

*Optional challenge task: Describe a statue inspired by one of the 

photographs below. Use detailed description including telling adjectives 

and at least one simile. 

 

 

Week 2: First Impressions 

• The Task: Read page 2. The swallow and the prince come from 

completely different worlds but learn to work together. First, write down 

two ways their first meeting is like making a new friend at secondary 

school. Next, write down two things that might make a traveller (or a 

new Year 7 student) nervous about being in an unfamiliar place. 

• Focus: Making thematic connections. 

 



*Optional challenge task: The prince was indulged (spoilt) and 

protected from the harsh realities of life beyond the palace walls. Write 

a paragraph arguing why people should be aware of hardships 

(difficulties) that others face, even when their own lives are unaffected. 

 

Week 3: Social Commentary 

• The Task: Read pages 3 and 4. Identify the contrast Wilde creates 

between the wealthy townspeople and the starving seamstress. List 

three powerful verbs Wilde uses to highlight this inequality (unfairness) 

and explain their emotional impact. 

• Focus: Contextual critique. 

*Optional Challenge task: Write down one way you could help a  

 classmate who is feeling overwhelmed or lost during your first week of 

 secondary school. 

Week 4: The Changing Statue 

• The Task: Read pages 5 and 6. The prince is giving away his valuable 

jewels. Write a summary explaining how the prince’s appearance is 

changing, and whether this makes him a better or worse character. 

• Focus: Character development. 

*Optional Challenge task: First, write down 3 qualities that make  

 someone a loyal, reliable friend. Which of these do you possess. Now, 

 write an example of a time when you have proven to be a good friend. 

 

 

 



Week 5: Big Decisions 

• The Task: Read page 7. The swallow decides to stay with the prince 

instead of flying away to safety. Write a short paragraph explaining why 

the swallow makes this difficult choice. 

• Focus: Evidence-based writing. 

*Optional Challenge task: Write a short paragraph explaining why  

 the prince is more beautiful now than when he was shiny and  

golden. 

Week 6: Actions vs Appearances 

• The Task: Read the final page. The Mayor wants to pull the statue 

down because it is no longer shiny, but the reader knows the prince did 

great things. Write a 3-sentence personal motto about why actions 

matter more than appearances in Year 7. 

• Focus: Reflection and goal setting. 

*Optional Challenge task: Design a "Year 7 Shield" badge on paper. 

 Draw symbols of the personal values, such as kindness and bravery, 

 you want to be remembered for this year. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Happy Prince  

The statue of the Happy Prince stood high above the city. It was covered 

with gold, its eyes were bright blue jewels, and a red jewel hung from its 

waist. Everyone thought that it was very beautiful.  

‘Why aren’t you like the Happy Prince?’ mothers said to their little boys 

when they cried.  

Sad men looked at the statue and said, ‘I am glad that someone in the 

world is happy.’  

One night a little bird flew alone over the city. The other birds were all in 

Egypt now. ‘Where can I stay tonight?’ he thought. Then he saw the 

statue. ‘I will stay there,’ he thought. ‘It is high up, so there is plenty of 

fresh air.’  

He landed between the feet of the Happy Prince. ‘I have a golden 

bedroom!’ he thought. But as he put his head under his wing, a large 

drop of water fell on him. He looked up.’ That is very strange!’ he 

thought.’ There is not a cloud in the sky, but it is raining!’  

Then another drop fell. ‘I cannot stay on a statue that does not keep me 

dry,’ he thought. ‘I must find another place.’ And he decided to fly away. 

But as he opened his wings, a third drop fell. He looked up and saw — 

Ah! What did he see? The eyes of the Happy Prince were full of tears. 

Tears ran down his golden face. The face was very beautiful in the 

moonlight, and the bird felt sorry for him.  

‘Who are you?’ asked the bird.  

‘I am the Happy Prince.’ 
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‘Then why are you crying? I am wet with your tears.’  

‘When I was alive,’ said the prince,’ I had a heart like every other man. 

But I did not know what tears were. I lived in a palace where there was 

no sadness. In the daytime I played with my friends in a beautiful garden, 

and in the evening I danced. There was a high wall round the garden. 

But I did not know what lay on the other side. So, I was called the Happy 

Prince. I was pleased with my little world. Now I am dead, and they have 

put me up here. I can see all the unhappiness of my city. My heart now is 

made of a cheap metal. But even that poor heart can feel, and so I cry.’ 

‘Oh,’ said the bird to himself, ‘he is not all gold — he is only gold on the 

outside.’ 

‘Far away from here,’ said the Happy Prince in a low voice, ‘there is a 

poor house. Through an open window, I can see a woman at a table. Her 

face is very thin and she has rough, red hands. She is making a dress for 

one of the queen’s ladies, for a dance in the palace. Her little boy is lying 

on a bed in the corner of the room. He is very ill. He is crying because 

she can only give him water from the river. Little bird, will you take my 

red jewel to her? I cannot move from here.’  

‘My friends are waiting for me in Egypt,’ said the bird. 

‘Little bird, little bird,’ said the prince, ‘please stay with me. The little boy 

is crying, and his mother is so unhappy.’ The Happy Prince looked very 

sad, and the little bird felt sorry for him.  

‘It is very cold here’ he said, ‘but I will stay with you for one night. 

Tomorrow I will take the jewel.’  

‘Thank you, little bird,’ said the prince. 
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So, the bird took the great red jewel from the prince’s waist and flew 

away with it over the roofs of the town. He passed the palace and heard 

the sounds of dancing. A beautiful girl was at a window with her lover.  

‘I hope my dress will be ready for the dance next week,’ she said. Those 

women are so lazy.’ 

The bird passed over the river and flew and flew. At last, he came to the 

poor little house and looked inside. The boy was lying on the bed. The 

mother was sleeping; she was so tired from working. He flew in and put 

the great red jewel on the table. Then he flew round the bed, moving the 

air around the boy’s face with his wings. 

‘Oh,’ cried the boy, ‘my face does not feel so hot. I think I am getting 

better.’ And he fell asleep.  

Then the bird flew back to the Happy Prince. ‘It is strange,’ the bird said. 

‘It is very cold, but I feel quote warm.’ 

‘That is because you have done a good thing,’ said the prince. The little 

bird fell asleep.  
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When day came, the bird flew down to the river for a bath. A clever man 

saw him. ‘That is very unusual!’ he said. ‘That kind of bird, here in winter! 

I must write that down!’ 

‘I will go to Egypt tonight,’ thought the bird. 

When the moon came up, he flew back to the Happy Prince. ‘Can I do 

anything for you in Egypt?’ he said. 

‘Little bird, little bird,’ said the prince, ‘please will you stay with me for 

one more night?’ 

‘My friends are waiting for me,’ answered the bird. 

 ‘Far away across the city,’ said the prince, ‘I can see a young writer in a 

little room at the top of a house. He is sitting at a table that is covered 

with papers. At his side there are some dead flowers. He is trying to 

finish a story. But he is very cold, shivering, and he cannot write. There is 

no fire in the room, and he is weak and hungry.’  

‘I will wait with you for one more night,’ said the bird kindly. ‘What shall I 

take to him?’  

‘Take him one of my eyes,’ said the prince. ‘They are made of beautiful 

blue stones from India. The young man can sell it and buy wood and 

food. He can finish his story.’  

‘Take out your eye, dear prince?’ said the bird. ‘I cannot do that!’ And he 

began to cry.  

‘Do it!’ said the prince. 
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So, the bird took out the prince’s eye and flew away to the young man’s 

room. It was easy to get in because there was a hole in the roof. The 

young man was sitting with his head in his hands, so he did not hear the 

bird’s wings. When he looked up, a beautiful blue jewel was lying on the 

dead flowers.  

‘Someone likes my stories!’ he cried happily. ‘This is a gift from someone 

who has read my books Now I can finish writing this story!’ 

On the next day the bird flew down to the river. He watched the seamen 

working on the ships. ‘I am going to Egypt!’ he cried, but no one listened 

to him.  

When the moon came up, he flew back to the Happy Prince. ‘I have 

come to say goodbye to you,’ he said. 

‘Little bird, little bird,’ said the prince, ‘please will you stay with me for 

one more night?’  

‘It is winter,’ answered the bird.’ The snow will soon come. In Egypt the 

sun is warm and the trees are green. Dear prince, I must leave you; but I 

will never forget you.’ 

 ‘A little girl is standing there in the square below,’ said the prince sadly, 

‘She is selling eggs. Her eggs have fallen on the ground and they are 

broken. She has no money to take home. Her father will hit her. Take out 

my other eye and give it to her.’ 

‘I will stay with you for one more night,’ said the bird,’ but I cannot take 

out your other eye. You will not be able to see!’ 

‘Do it!’ said the prince. 
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So, the bird took out the prince’s other eye and flew down with it. He flew 

to the girl and put the jewel in her hand.   

‘This is a beautiful piece of glass!’ cried the little girl. She ran home, 

laughing.  

Then the bird flew back to the prince. ‘You cannot see now,’ he said, ‘so 

I will stay with you.’  

‘No,’ said the poor prince,’ ‘you must go to Egypt.’ 

‘I will stay with you,’ repeated the bird, and he slept at the prince’s feet.  

The next day he stayed with the prince. He told the prince stories about 

the strange lands that he knew.  

‘Dear little bird,’ said the prince, ‘you are telling me about strange and 

wonderful things, but the suffering of men and women is stranger than 

anything. Fly over my city, little bird. Tell me what you see there.’ 

So, the swallow flew over the great city. He saw the rich eating and 

drinking in their beautiful houses. He saw the poor people sitting at the 

gate of the city. He flew into the dark streets and saw the white faces of 

hungry children with sad eyes. Under a bridge, two little boys were lying 

close together to keep warm. ‘We are so hungry!’ they said. ‘You cannot 

lie there!’ shouted a guard. 

Then the bird flew back and told the prince. ‘I am covered with fine gold,’ 

said the prince. ‘Take it off, piece by piece, and give it to my poor 

people.’ 

The bird pulled off the gold, until the Happy Prince looked grey and ugly. 

The bird took the gold to the poor, and the children’s faces became 

brighter. ‘We have bread now!’ they cried. 
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Then the snow came. Ice followed the snow and hung down from the 

roofs of the houses.  

Everyone wore thick coats.  

The little bird became colder. He did not leave the prince, because he 

loved him too much. But he was dying. 

Goodbye, dear prince!’ he said.’ Can I kiss you?’  

‘I am glad that you are going to Egypt,’ said the prince. ‘You have stayed 

too long. Kiss me, because I love you. 

‘I am not going to Egypt,’ said the bird. ‘I am going to the House of 

Death.’  

He kissed the prince and fell down dead at his feet.  

Then there was a strange sound inside the statue. CRACK — the metal 

heart broke into two pieces. 
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Early next morning, an important man in the city was walking below with 

two of his friends.  

He looked up at the statue.’ The Happy Prince does not look very bright!’ 

he said. ‘The red stone has disappeared, his eyes are not there, and he 

is not golden. He looks like a beggar.’  

‘Yes, he does!’ said the man’s friends. 

‘Here is a dead bird at his feet!’ said the officer. ‘We must make an order 

that birds cannot die here.’    

They pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince and put it in the fire. A 

stream of bright metal ran out. 

‘This is strange!’ said the workmen. ‘This broken piece in the middle of 

the statue has stayed hard. We must throw it away.’  

So, they threw it away with the dead bird. 

God said to his servants, ‘Bring me the two best things in the city.’ They 

brought him the broken heart and the dead bird.’  

‘Yes, you have brought the right things,’ God said. ‘This little bird will 

sing forever in my garden, and the Happy Prince will stand in my city of 

gold.’ 
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• Once you have read the story, you may also wish to listen to a reading 

of it too. This can be done by clicking here:  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8_--YApHF10 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8_--YApHF10

