
Year 5 Literacy – week starting 15th November                                                                       

Setting Description – Fagin’s Den (Oliver Twist)  

Monday – Context Task – Read the extract from ‘Oliver Twist’ in which 

Oliver meets another boy, called the Artful Dodger. Dodger takes him into 

London and shows him to where he lives, in a ramshackle old building. 

When Oliver looks around him, he sees lots of other boys just like him. And 

then he is introduced to Fagin. 

Clarify – using the RAG sheet, sort the words in red into words you don’t 

know, words you can guess and words you definitely understand. 

Using a dictionary, look up the words that you have sorted into your red 

column (words you don’t understand). 

Question – answer the following questions about the text: 

 Why does Oliver think it is a good idea to go to London? 

 What does Oliver think is strange about the young gentleman 
he meets? 

 What do the words ‘whose villainous-looking and repulsive 
face’ suggest about Fagin when Oliver first sees him? 

 
Summarise – can you write 3-4 sentences to summarise what you have 

read in this extract. Try to include as much information as you can in those 
3-4 sentences. 

 

Tuesday – Vocabulary Task – This week we are going to be writing a 

setting description describing to our reader Oliver’s first impressions of 

Fagin’s Den. 

Look at the images in the resources of scenes showing Fagin’s Den. What 

do you notice about them? Write down some adjectives that you might use 

to describe these scenes. Try to think of between 5-10.  

Can you use a thesaurus to find some better synonyms for 

some of the adjectives you thought of? 

We are going to try and use some figurative language to 

help us describe this scene – we are going to try and 

come up with some similes, metaphors and personification. See if you can 

create some of your own in the table below. 

Similes  
(as…as… OR like a…) 

E.g. The dim candle 
light flickered like a 
broken torch 

Metaphors  
(where we say something 
is something else) 

E.g. Fagin’s eyes were 
gloomy pools of guilt 
and greed. 

Personification  
(give something human 
qualities) 

E.g. Miserably, the 
brightly-coloured 
handkerchiefs 
sprawled across the 
washing line. 

Wednesday – Sentence Building Task – Read the shared model 

description of Fagin’s den.  

Using the sentence starters in the resources, can you create some 

sentences of your own to describe the setting. We are going to use some 

of these tomorrow in our writing. 

Thursday – Writing Task – Re-read the shared model describing Oliver’s 

first impression of Fagin’s Den. Today we are going to use the work from 

Tuesday and Wednesday to begin writing an effective setting description. 

In our first paragraph we need to include: 

 Describe the walk up the stairs to the attic and opening the door 

 Describe the view of the room (include as many features from the 
pictures as you can) 

 Describe the boys all around the room and how they are acting 

 DON’T DESCRIBE FAGIN YET!!! 
**USE AS MANY SENTENCE STARTERS AS YOU CAN IN THIS PIECE 

OF WORK** 

CPSMV when you’re done and upload to Seesaw.  

Friday – Writing Task – Today we are going to finish 

the setting description by describing Fagin himself. Re-

read the shared model to support you and use as many 

sentence starters and vocabulary as you can from our 

work on Tuesday and Wednesday. 

CPSMV when you’re done and upload to Seesaw. 

 



Monday – Guided Reading Text extract 

It was eight o’clock now. Though he was nearly five miles away 

from the town, he ran and hid behind the hedges until noon, 

fearing that he might be pursued. Then he sat down to rest by 

the side of the milestone and began to think, for the first time, 

where he had better go and try to live. 

He read the signpost, which said that it was just seventy miles 

from that spot to London. The name awakened a new train of 

ideas in the boy’s mind. London that great place. Nobody - not 

even Mr. Bumble - could ever find him there! 

 

A very while later in the busy city, a boy crossed over and 

walking close up to Oliver said, 

       “Hullo, my covey! What’s the row?” 

The boy who addressed this inquiry to the young traveller, was 

about his own age, but was one of the strangest looking boys 

that Oliver had even seen. He was a snub-nosed, flat-browed, 

common-faced boy enough and as dirty a juvenile as one would 

wish to see. However, he had about him all the airs and manners 

of a man. 

“Hullo, my covey! What’s the row?” said this strange young 

gentleman to Oliver. 

“I am very hungry and tired,” replied Oliver. The tears 

standing in his eyes as he spoke. 

 “I have walked a long way. I have been walking these seven 

days.” 

         “I suppose you want some place to sleep in to-night, 

don’t you?” replied the boy. 

  “I do, indeed,” answered Oliver. “I have not slept under a 

roof since I left the      country.” 

“Don’t fret your eyelids on that score,” said the young 

gentleman. “I’ve got to be in London to-night and I know a 

respectable old gentleman as lives there, who’ll give you lodgings 

for nothing, and never ask for the change - that is, if any 

gentleman he knows introduces you. And don’t he know me! ”   

The young gentleman smiled, as if to intimate that the latter 

fragments of the conversation were playfully ironical .This 

unexpected offer of shelter was too tempting to be resisted. This 

led to a friendly and confidential dialogue from which Oliver 

discovered that his friend’s name was Jack Dawkins (known by 

his friends as the ‘The Artful Dodger’) and that he was a peculiar 

pet and protégé of the elderly gentleman…. 

 

Oliver, scrabbling his way with one hand and having the other 

firmly grasped by his companion, ascended with much difficulty 

the dark and broken stairs. His companion however, mounted them 

with an ease, which clearly showed that he was well acquainted 

with them. He threw open the door of a back room, and drew 

Oliver in after him. 

 

The walls and ceiling of the room were perfectly black with age 

and dirt. There was a table before the fire upon which were a 

candle, two or three pewter pots, a loaf and a plate. In a frying 

pan, which was on the fire and was secured to the mantelshelf 



by a string, some sausages were cooking. Standing over them, 

with a toasting fork in his hand, was a very old shrivelled man, 

whose villainous-looking and repulsive face was obscured by a 

quantity of matted red hair. He was dressed in a greasy flannel 

gown, and seemed to be dividing his attention between the frying 

pan and the clotheshorse, over which a great number of silk 

handkerchiefs were hanging. Several rough beds made of old 

sacks were huddled side by side on the floor. Seated round the 

table were four or five boys, none older than the Dodger. These 

all crowded about their associate as he whispered a few words to 

the peculiar looking man and then turned round and grinned at 

Oliver. So did the man himself, toasting-fork in hand. 

“This is him, Fagin,” said Jack Dawkins, “My friend Oliver 

Twist.” 

 “We are very glad to see you, Oliver, very,” replied Fagin.  

 “Dodger, take off the sausages; and draw a tub near the 

fire for Oliver. Ah, you’re    staring at the pocket-handkerchiefs 

eh, my dear! There are a good many of ’em, ain’t there? We’ve 

just looked ’em out, ready for the wash, that’s all, Oliver, that’s 

all. Ha, ha, ha!’ 

The latter part of this speech was hailed by a boisterous shout 

from all the hopeful pupils of the merry old gentleman. In the 

midst of which they went to supper. 

 

 

 

 

 

RAG rating sheet 

Green 
Words that I 
understand 
the meaning 
of from the 

text. 

Amber 
Words that I 
can work out 
the meaning of 
by the context 
(sentence, 
paragraph) 

Red 
Words that I 
can’t work out 
the meaning 
of and need 
to look up 

Lightbulb 
Moment 

 
A word, phrase or 
sentence that really 

inspired you. 

 
 
 
 
 

   

 

 Tuesday – Images of Fagin’s Den 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday – Shared Model setting description 

Entering the den was like going into a whole other 

universe. It was so odd. Outside, a bustling city yet in 

here the only noise that could be heard were the jolly 

voices of the scruffy children. As if lost in grief, 

handkerchiefs lay dropped over an old washing line 

miserably. Oliver had entered the secretive hideout of the 

young crooks. A fire place of red brick stood frozen at 

one end of the room as if watching the scene in front of 

it. Sniffing the air, Oliver, the young, starved urchin that 

he was, smelt the most wonderful smell: cooked sausages. 

The glorious smell wafted gently through the candle-lit 

room. 

From behind an unbroken pillar, a man dressed in a light 

green waistcoat and deep red scarf drapped over his 

elongated neck glared at Oliver. The boys were unfazed by 

this unknown character appearing from nowhere, they 

simply didn’t care. As he slowly lifted the fabric from his 

shoulder, Oliver had a clear view of the man’s eyes. They 

were pools of greed. They glimmered in the flickering light 

as a twisted smile spread across his wrinkled face. He 

spoke with a tone that made Oliver feel uneasy. 

“Good day to you,” 

 

 

 

Sentence Starters 

After being 

hurried up the 
stairs,… 

Entering the den… 
Once up the 

stairs,… 

He noticed that… 
Before him… 

In front of him… 

As his eyes 
adjusted to the 

gloom,… 

Outside the dirty 
window,… 

From behind a 
broken pillar,… 

Draped along the 
walls,… 

Apparently,… 

As he slowly 
lifted the fabrics 
away from his 

face,… 

Feeling the warm 
heat from the 

fire,… 

When he 
turned,… 

Spread around 
the room,… 

As if from 
nowhere,… 

Looking around 
him, Oliver 
glimpsed… 

Wafting through 
the air was… 

Despite the 
dark,… 

 

 


