
How to write about a character 





Last week, we asked you to think 
about these areas to planning  

your own ‘life story’: 
  ‘This is my life’ 

‘Six Years’ 
‘Places in my life’ 

‘People in my story’ 
‘What people said’ 

 



Now, we are going to focus on a 
‘person in your story’ who you 

probably came across in a ‘place 
from your life’. We are going to aim 
to use as much vivid description as 

possible to give the reader a 
detailed image of that person for 

when you write your own ‘life story’. 



Compare this paragraph to what you 
have read in the chapter from ‘Boy’.  
Which is more interesting and why?  

In 1923, I often went to the sweetshop with my 
friends. They had sherbet suckers, gobstoppers, 
pear drops and Tonsil Ticklers. My friends and I 
didn’t like the lady who owned the shop, Mrs 
Pratchett, because she was dirty and mean. 
Because of this, we played a trick on her with a 
dead mouse.  



What stories would you include in your own 
autobiography? Think of one that talks about 

another person. 
For example: I remember when my neighbour, 

Mrs Grimes, made a hole in our wall.  



When Roald Dahl was writing about a 
nasty character…  

The woman who owned it was a 
horror. We hated her and we had good 
reason for doing so. Her name was 
Mrs Pratchett. She was a small, skinny, 
old hag with a mouth as sour as a 
green gooseberry.  



What if you were writing about a nice 
character?  

The woman who owned it was a 
delight. We loved her and we had 
good reason for doing so. Her name 
was Mrs Dolcett. She was a small, slim, 
elderly dear with curly white hair and 
a gentle voice.  



Write a description of a person from 
one of your memories…  

 

The lady who lived next door to us was an 
absolute monster. Her name was Mrs Grimes, 

although I can’t imagine why anyone had married 
her! Unfortunately for us, she never left the house 

(because she had no friends), which meant we 
could never escape her presence next door. Like a 
deadly siren, her voice was shrill and piercing; her 
face was permanently folded into an angry frown. 

Whenever my younger sister used to cry, Mrs 
Grimes would hammer on the walls and shout at 

us in her horrible, witchy shriek.  


