air heir
aisle isle
ante-anti
eye I
bare bear
be bee
brake break
buy by
cell sell
scent cents 
cereal serial
coarse course
 dam damn
 dear deer
 die dye
 fair fare
 flour flower
 for four
 hair hare
 heal heel
 hear here
 him hymn
 hole whole
 hour our
 idle idol
 in inn 
knight night
 knot not
 know no 
made maid
 mail male
 meat meet
 morning mourning 
none nun
 oar or
 one won
 pair pear
 peace piece
 plain plane
 poor pour
 pray prey
 profit prophet
 real reel
 right write
 root route
 sail sale

Friday 4th October

Where-wolves don’t do Grammar

Last knight the most amazing thing happened to my dad,

We herd a wierd noise and soar something quite mad,

His feet became all furry and his hands turned into pause,

His eyes glowed read and his tows grew nasty clause.

His arms grew long and his back grew hare

He freaked us out with his frightening stair.

We cried, “Help! Help!” but no won was their,

He was making noises like a wounded grizzly bare.

Before he had breakfast he opened the male.

Then he eight some bred witch was very, very stale.

Later he blue a fireball, out of his mouth!!
As he hijacked a plain and made them fly it south.
After that he decided on a saunter down the street,
But hour neighbours were not keen on this sort of meat and greet.
Dad’s hare is brown, mum’s hare is Wight

My hare is read, and it glows in the knight

My mum dug a whole and then she jumped in

Unfortunately she landed on a rusty baked been tin.

She yelled out with pane and she sounded like a drain,

So I past her a course old rope and pulled her out again

Yesterday at school my brother, during mourning brake

 Suddenly herd in the playground an enormous earthquake.

So dad is a wear-wolf and mum is a vampire,

Eye am a wicked which and I want a huge empire.

So if you meat my dad and the light is pretty dim,

Do try your best not to aggravate hymn.
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