Ai for writing
Ex 1: Email or Message
Dear Ms. Rita,
I hope you're having a good week.
I am working on a camping project and have a quick question regarding how many words my project should be. I already wrote 120, but is more necessary? And you gave me some ideas yesterday but I forgot to write them down.
Would you have a few minutes after class to go over this with me?
Thank you for your time and help!
Best regards,
Albray,
Year 2
Ex 2: To-do list
	Now
	Soon
	Later

	Eat
	Change clothes
	Tidy your room

	Brush your teeth
	Water the plants
	Organize your desk

	Make your bed
	Wash your face
	Do the dishes

	Get dressed
	Take out the trash
	Fold laundry

	Drink some water
	Check messages
	Plan tomorrow



Ex 3: Table Schedule and tasks
	       Time
	Task
	Priority
	Notes
	Done

	8:00–9:00 AM
	School Classes
	High
	Attend all lessons
	☐

	9:00–10:00 AM
	School Project Meeting
	High
	Discuss tasks with team
	☐

	10:00–12:00 PM
	School Classes
	High
	Take notes
	☐

	12:00–1:00 PM
	Lunch Break
	Medium
	Relax and recharge
	☐

	1:00–2:30 PM
	Project Work
	High
	Complete assigned section
	☐

	2:30–4:00 PM
	Homework
	High
	Finish math and science assignments
	☐

	4:00–4:30 PM
	Break
	Low
	Snack and rest
	☐

	4:30–5:30 PM
	Exam Preparation
	High
	Review class notes and practice questions
	☐

	5:30–6:00 PM
	Team Follow-up
	Medium
	Share progress and plan next steps
	☐

	6:00–6:30 PM
	Organize for Tomorrow
	Medium
	Pack school bag and prepare materials
	☐



Ex 4: Story
In a town where everything was polished, shiny, and perfectly ordinary, there lived a green, ugly guy named Glorp. At least, that's what everyone called him. Glorp had one very unusual feature: his enormous lips were so big that they flopped over his face and completely covered his eyes. He couldn't see a thing unless he gently lifted one side of his lips with his hand.
Because he couldn't see very well, people assumed he couldn't do much. They laughed when he bumped into fences or accidentally greeted mailboxes instead of neighbors.
But Glorp had learned to listen.
He could hear the flutter of butterfly wings, the tiny footsteps of ants, and even the sound of flowers opening in the morning. While everyone else trusted their eyes, Glorp trusted the world around him.
One rainy afternoon, Glorp wandered into an abandoned office building. In the corner of a dusty room sat an old computer with a cracked monitor and a keyboard missing half its keys.
The screen suddenly flickered.
"Hello?" it typed by itself.
Glorp nearly jumped out of his oversized shoes.
"You can talk?"
"I can," the computer replied. "My name is Byte. I've been alone for twelve years."
Glorp sat down.
"I know what that's like," he said quietly.
Byte wasn't just any computer. Somehow, after years of collecting stories, letters, music, and photographs, it had developed feelings. It felt happy when someone wrote a funny joke. It felt sad when people deleted old family pictures. It felt lonely every night when no one turned it on.
"I wish someone needed me again," Byte admitted.
Glorp smiled.
"I don't need perfect eyesight to know when someone needs a friend."
Every day after that, Glorp visited Byte. He read stories aloud, even if he stumbled over the words. Byte showed Glorp music from around the world. Together they wrote silly poems, invented recipes that no one should ever cook, and laughed whenever the computer froze in the middle of a sentence.
One day, a terrible storm flooded the building.
Water crept across the floor toward Byte's power cable.
Without thinking, Glorp lifted his giant lips just enough to spot the danger. He unplugged Byte seconds before the water reached the outlet.
When the storm ended, Glorp carried the heavy computer across town to a small library.
The librarian repaired Byte and placed it on a sturdy desk where children could use it every day.
Soon the library was full of laughter. Kids wrote stories, grandparents scanned old photographs, artists painted digital pictures, and Byte felt something it had almost forgotten.
Joy.
As for Glorp, people slowly realized that the funny-looking green fellow with the enormous lips wasn't strange at all. He was kind, patient, and brave. The children even started wearing oversized paper lips during the town festival to celebrate the friend who had taught everyone that appearances never tell the whole story.
Every evening, after the library closed, Glorp would pat the side of Byte's monitor.
"How are you feeling today?" he'd ask.
The screen would glow warmly.
"Better," Byte always answered. "Because you're here."
[bookmark: _GoBack]And in that little library, an unusual friendship reminded everyone that hearts can exist in unexpected places—and that sometimes the people who see the least notice the most.
