Tuesday 5th May 2020
Home Learning – Year 6 – Tuesday

Subject

Read to Succeed Questions below the text!
- Fluency: It’s your turn, read fluently for 1 minute (yesterday’s text). Mark where you
got to. Remember fluency does not mean SPEED- it means expression, accuracy and
pace (ensuring we stop at full stops and pause at commas!)
Writing

Spellings this week – queue, recognise, relevant, recommendation, restaurant

Complete the attached spelling task.
Punctuation this week: hyphens and semi-colon
Maths

Science

Physical Activity

Arts

Reading for
Pleasure

Journal/ Blog
entry

Writing Task for the week: describe the monster
Todays writing task: To use figurative language for description
Access Oak National Academy Website https://www.thenational.academy/online-classroom
- Daily lessons will take you through the progression of learning
- There will be a quiz, video demonstration and independent practise. Main task on
website (scaffold and Challenge below)
Other activities to select from:
- Sumdog https://pages.sumdog.com/
- Timestable rockstars: https://ttrockstars.com/
Our science this term is The Circulatory System
Attached below is the knowledge organiser that will be referred to throughout the term.
Purpose: What role do the lungs play in the circulatory system?
- Have a go at the knowledge quiz!
- Write what you know about the circulatory system.
Purpose:
- Joe Wickes on YouTube: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QGYXh_G8X6A
- Alternative Physical Activity for the day: Just Dance:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HptRj9dGwEM
- Take part in the HRSGP Indoor Half Marathon challenge: documents attached in this
booklet!
Purpose: To sketch
- Think back to yesterday’s song ‘lark ascending’. Can you have a think about how a
birds wings look? Can you sketch some wings when they are flying, sitting,
stretching? Think about how you can use your pencil to create depth and shadow.
- Have a go following this tutorial to have a go at drawing a blue bird!
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hgKIyhLUW6M
- Listen to the Bedtime story on Ark Castledown’s Facebook Page- read by one of your
teachers!
- Select your own book and read aloud to a sibling, parent or pet.
- Write a character description of a favourite character.

-
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Record your days events in a journal or blog. Guidance on what this might look like is
at the end of this document.
Blogs can be uploaded to your teacher on Purple Mash!

A monster calls by Patrick Ness
SCHOOL
He could already taste the blood in his mouth as he got up. He had bitten the inside of his lip when he hit
the ground, and it was what he focussed on now as he stood, the strange metallic flavour that made you
want to spit it out immediately, like you’d eaten something that wasn’t food at all. He swallowed it
instead. Harry and his cronies would have been thrilled beyond words if they knew Conor was bleeding.
He could hear Anton and Sully laughing behind him, knew exactly the look on Harry’s face, even though he
couldn’t see it. He could probably even guess what Harry would say next in that calm, amused voice of his
that seemed to mimic every adult you never wanted to meet. “Be careful of the steps there,” Harry said.
“You might fall.” Yep, that’d be about right.
It hadn’t always been like this. Harry was the Blond Wonder Child, the teachers’ pet through every year
of school. The first pupil with his hand in the air, the fastest player on the football pitch, but for all that,
just another kid in Conor’s class. They hadn’t been friends exactly – Harry didn’t really have friends, only
followers; Anton and Sully basically just stood behind him and laughed at everything he did – but they
hadn’t been enemies, either. Conor would have been mildly surprised if Harry had even known his name.
Somewhere over the past year, though, something had changed. Harry had started noticing Conor,
catching his eye, looking at him with a detached amusement. This change hadn’t come when everything
started with Conor’s mum. No, it had come later, when Conor started having the nightmare, the real
nightmare, not the stupid tree, the nightmare with the screaming and the falling, the nightmare he would
never tell another living soul about. When Conor started having that nightmare, that’s when Harry noticed
him, like a secret mark had been placed on him that only Harry could see. A mark that drew Harry to
him like iron to a magnet. On the first day of the new school year, Harry had tripped Conor coming into
the school grounds, sending him tumbling to the pavement. And so it had begun. And so it had
continued. – • –

Conor kept his back turned as Anton and Sully laughed. He ran his tongue along the inside of his lip to
see how bad the bite was. Not terrible. He’d live, if he could make it to Form without anything further
happening.
But then something further happened.
“Leave him alone!” Conor heard, wincing at the sound. He turned and saw Lily Andrews pushing her
furious face into Harry’s, which only made Anton and Sully laugh even harder.
“Your poodle’s here to save you,” Anton said.
“I’m just making it a fair fight,” Lily huffed, her wiry curls bouncing around all poodle-like, no matter how
tightly she’d tied them back.
“You’re bleeding, O’Malley,” Harry said, calmly ignoring Lily. Conor put his hand up to his mouth too
late to catch a bit of blood coming out of the corner.
“He’ll have to get his baldy mother to kiss it better for him!” Sully crowed. Conor’s stomach contracted
to a ball of fire, like a little sun burning him up from the inside, but before he could react, Lily did. With a
cry of outrage, she pushed an astonished Sully into the shrubbery, toppling him all the way over.
“Lillian Andrews!” came the voice of doom from halfway across the yard. They froze. Even Sully paused
in the act of getting up. Miss Kwan, their Head of Year, was storming over to them, her scariest frown
burnt into her face like a scar.
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“They started it, Miss,” Lily said, already defending herself.
“I don’t want to hear it,” Miss Kwan said. “Are you all right, Sullivan?” Sully shot a quick glance at Lily,
then got a pained look across his face.
“I don’t know, Miss,” he said. “I might need to go home.”
“Don’t milk it,” Miss Kwan said. “To my office, Lillian.”
“But Miss, they were–”
“Now, Lillian.”
“They were making fun of Conor’s mother!” This made everyone freeze again, and the burning sun in
Conor’s stomach grew hotter, ready to eat him alive. (–and in his mind, he felt a flash of the nightmare, of
the howling wind, of the burning blackness–) He pushed it away.
“Is this true, Conor?” Miss Kwan asked, her face as serious as a sermon. The blood on Conor’s tongue
made him want to throw up. He looked over to Harry and his cronies. Anton and Sully seemed worried,
but Harry just stared back at him, unruffled and calm, like he was genuinely curious as to what Conor
might say.
“No, Miss, it’s not true,” Conor said, swallowing the blood. “I just fell. They were helping me up.” Lily’s
face turned instantly into hurt surprise. Her mouth dropped open, but she made no sound.
“Get to your Forms,” Miss Kwan said. “Except for you, Lillian.” Lily kept looking back at Conor as Miss
Kwan pulled her away, but Conor turned from her. To find Harry holding his rucksack out for him.
“Well done, O’Malley,” Harry said. Conor said nothing, just took the bag from him roughly and made his
way inside.

LIFE WRITING
Stories, Conor thought with dread as he walked home. It was after school, and he’d made his escape.
He’d got through the rest of the day avoiding Harry and the others, though they probably knew better
than to risk causing him another “accident” so soon after nearly getting caught by Miss Kwan. He’d also
avoided Lily, who had returned to lessons with red, puffy eyes and a scowl you could hang meat from.
When the final bell went, Conor had rushed out fast, feeling the burden of school and of Harry and of Lily
drop from his shoulders as he put one street and then another between himself and all of that. Stories, he
thought again. “Your stories,” Mrs Marl had said in their English lesson. “Don’t think you haven’t lived
long enough to have a story to tell.” Life writing, she’d called it, an assignment for them to write about
themselves. Their family tree, where they’d lived, holiday trips and happy memories. Important things that
had happened. Conor shifted his rucksack on his shoulder. He could think of a couple of important things
that had happened. Nothing he wanted to write about, though. His father leaving. The cat wandering off
one day and never coming back. The afternoon when his mother said they needed to have a little talk.
He frowned and kept walking. But then again, he also remembered the day before that day. His mum had
taken him to his favourite Indian restaurant and let him order as much vindaloo as he wanted. Then she’d
laughed and said, “Why the hell not?” and ordered plates of it for herself, too. They’d started farting before
they’d even got back in the car. On the drive home, they could hardly talk from laughing and farting so
hard. Conor smiled just thinking about it. Because it hadn’t been a drive home. It had been a surprise trip
to the cinema on a school night, to a film Conor had already seen four times but knew his mum was sick to
death of. There they were, though, sitting through it again, still giggling to themselves, eating buckets of
popcorn and drinking buckets of Coke. Conor wasn’t stupid. When they’d had the “little talk” the next
day, he knew what his mum had done and why she had done it. But that didn’t take away from how much
3

fun that night had been. How hard they’d laughed. How anything had seemed possible. How anything good
could have happened to them right then and there and they wouldn’t have been surprised. But he wasn’t
going to be writing about that either.
“Hey!” A voice calling behind him made him groan. “Hey, Conor, wait!”. Lily. “Hey!” she said, catching up
with him and planting herself right in his way so he had to stop or run into her. She was out of breath, but
her face was still furious. “Why did you do that today?” she said.
“Leave me alone,” Conor said, pushing past her.
“Why didn’t you tell Miss Kwan what really happened?” Lily persisted, following him. “Why did you let me
get into trouble?”
“Why did you butt in when it was none of your business?”
“I was trying to help you.”
“I don’t need your help,” Conor said. “I was doing fine on my own.”
“You were not!” Lily said. “You were bleeding.”
“It’s none of your business,” Conor snapped again and picked up his pace.
“I’ve got detention all week,” Lily complained. “And a note home to my parents.”
“That’s not my problem.”
“But it’s your fault.” Conor stopped suddenly and turned to her. He looked so angry she stepped back,
startled, almost like she was afraid.
“It’s your fault,” he said. “It’s all your fault.” He stormed off back down the pavement.
“We used to be friends,” Lily called after him.
“Used to be,” Conor said without turning around. He’d known Lily forever. Or for as long as he could
remember, which was basically the same thing. Their mums were friends from before Conor and Lily
were born, and Lily had been like a sister who lived in another house, especially when one mum or the
other would babysit. He and Lily had only been friends, though, none of the romantic stuff they got teased
for sometimes at school. In a way, it was hard for Conor to even look at Lily as a girl, at least not in the
same way as the other girls at school. How could you when you’d both played sheep in the same nativity,
aged five? When you knew how much she used to pick her nose? When she knew how long you’d needed
a nightlight after your father moved out? It had just been a friendship, normal as anything. But then his
mum’s “little talk” had happened, and what came next was simple, really, and sudden. No one knew.
Then Lily’s mum knew, of course. Then Lily knew. And then everyone knew. Everyone. Which changed
the whole world in a single day. And he was never going to forgive her for that.
Another street and another street more and there was his house, small but detached. It had been the one
thing his mum had insisted on in the divorce, that it was theirs free and clear and they wouldn’t have to
move after his dad had left for America with Stephanie, the new wife. That had been six years ago, so long
now that Conor sometimes couldn’t remember what it was like having a dad in the house. Didn’t mean
he still didn’t think about it, though.
He looked up past his house to the hill beyond, the church steeple poking up into the cloudy sky. And the
yew tree hovering over the graveyard like a sleeping giant. Conor forced himself to keep looking at it,
making himself see that it was just a tree, a tree like any other, like any one of those that lined the railway
track. A tree. That’s all it was. That’s all it ever was. A tree. A tree that, as he watched, reared up a giant
face to look at him in the sunlight, its arms reaching out, its voice saying, Conor–
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He stepped back so fast, he nearly fell into the street, catching himself on the bonnet of a parked car.
When he looked back up, it was just a tree again.

RTS:
V- Find three words that you are unsure of the meanings of, or if you know the
meanings, find three words that you really like, and find the definitions of the
words.
I-Why do you think Conor is cross with Lily?
E- Explain what you think the real reason is, that Conor appears angry with Lily.
Do you think he’s really angry with her? Why or why not? Can it have anything
to do with him mum? Explain.
R- What are the names of the three bullies?
R- What is the writing task?
Fluency (time for 1 min and record the amount of words read, read the same text each day (Monday’s text) to gain
confidence and learn unknown words):
Monday ____ Tuesday ____ Wednesday ____ Thursday ____ Friday ____

SPAG
1) Which key spelling completes each sentence?
- The _______________ had a varied menu.
- The actor was often _______________ when out shopping.
2) Write out this sentence. Add a semi-colon in the correct
place. Explain why it is used.
I found an interesting television programme I can't stop
watching it.

3) Circle the relative clause in this sentence.
- My aunty, who is ninety, still goes roller skating.
A relative pronoun is used to connect a clause or
phrase to a noun or pronoun. You see them used
everyday with the most common relative pronouns
being: who, whom, which, whose and that.
e.g.
who has three weetabix for breakfast,
which were hidden in the garden,
Write a sentence for each pronoun
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Writing – figurative language

Above are some examples of figurative language. Think of the monster: he is made of a yew tree, like the
photo below.
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Look at the table below and match each figurative language example to the correct sentence.
Personification
Onomatopoeia
Metaphor
Idiom
Hyperbole
Simile
Alliteration

The tree seemed as old as time itself!
Its beautiful leaves glowed like fire, in the sun.
Stumbling and striking suddenly, the tree stalked toward me.
The enormous tree, stretched and yawned.
I was all ears, as to what this monster was going to divulge.
Swoosh! Went the rough branch.
The blackened tree was the guardian of the cemetery.

Using your knowledge of the monster so far and the examples of figurative language above, create your
own amazing sentences to describe the monster. Don’t forget to use the photo of the tree for inspiration!
Consider: colour, size, texture (what something feels like to touch), sound, senses. I have created the table
below, to help you. I have started by writing a sentence that includes figurative language… what kind?

Colour

Size

Texture

Sound

Senses

rust

huge

rough

whoosh Earthy
stench

Other
amazing
vocabulary!
splinter

The huge monster, with its rough skin, began to splinter drops of rust down like burning rain.
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Maths support (scaffold)
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Maths Challenge
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Science- Knowledge Organiser

What do you know about the lungs and their function in the
Cirulatory system?
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Guidance on writing a blog!
Here are some guidelines we have created to help you write and structure your
blog.
How to access your calls blog
1. On purple mash click on the sharing tab
2. Select Shared blogs
3. Locate your class/ teachers blog
Structuring your blog:
A well structured blog posting will catch the readers' attention, and make them
want to read what you have to say. You can help do this if you follow these tips:
1. Give the blog posting a title that will catch the reader’s eye. This is the first
thing they see and will help them decide if it is of interest to them.
2. Put the main point in the first paragraph. This is the first thing readers see and
it will make them want to read on.
Writing style
1. Try to write in a friendly and informal style. Use first person ‘I’ and try to
include reference to your own context and teaching experience.
2. Try to describe rather than tell e.g. instead of saying you thought a book
was great, try to explain why you enjoyed it and what you learned from it.
3. Try to question your reader and ask for their response to what you have
written.
4. Always be polite, respectful of other cultures and opinions, and informative.
What to include:
1.
2.
3.
4.

Your Reflections
Recommendations for articles, books, websites
Reflections on projects
Useful tips or activities

Where to upload your blog?
You can upload your blog to the sharing tab on purple mash. Your teacher
and friends will be able to see what you have been up to.
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Hastings & Rother
School Games
Partnership

HASTINGS HALF MARATHON AT
HOME CHALLENGE
Just because you’re not at school doesn’t mean you can’t still do the Daily Mile
and just because the Hastings Half Marathon has been cancelled for this year,
it doesn’t mean it can’t still be run….

If you and your family are feeling well, showing no symptoms and remember the
social distance rules, you can exercise outside every single day, so why not join
our Half Marathon Challenge.
You can do any distance you like each day (download the Strava app to help you,
or use your Fitbit or smart watch), fill in the chart and post how far you’ve gone
each day @hrsspe #StayActiveSussex #HRSGPcanrun
Who will be the first person to walk, wheel or run the whole 13.1 miles?
Which school will have the most participants?
Don’t delay – start today 💪 💪 💪

walk
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wheel

run

Hastings &
Rother
School Games
Partnership

Hastings Half Marathon Activity Tracker
Don’t forget to share your achievements @hrsspe #HRSGPcanrun #StayActive Sussex
Name__________________________
DAY
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
13

DATE

DISTANCE

School__________________________
HOW DO I FEEL

Hastings &
Rother
School Games
Partnership

HASTINGS HALF MARATHON AT HOME CHALLENGE
Entry Form
Name___________________________________________________________________
School___________________________________________________________________
I would like to enter the challenge for (tick as appropriate)
Families

Individual U11

Individual U16

Parents and Carers please note:
I agree that in entering this event I will follow all Government guidance regarding the Corona Virus and
acknowledge that the Hastings and Rother School Games Partnership or its partners take no responsibility
for my actions. Should Government guidance change I will immediately abide by any and all such changes.
Parents and carers have full responsibility for the safety, health and welfare of their children/ charges at all
times. In submitting my entry I agree to these terms.
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Hastings & Rother
School Games
Partnership

HASTINGS HALF MARATHON AT HOME CHALLENGE
Events
Medals and trophies will be awarded to the top 3:
Families completing 13.1 miles together
Individual U11 pupils completing 13.1 miles
Individual U16 students completing 13.1 miles
Families must complete the challenge together and record their distance as a family, not as separate individuals
Individual participants do so under the strict guidance of their parents/ carers who will take full responsibility for their
child’s safety, wellbeing and health including ensuring the routes followed are safe and that their child is fit, healthy,
exhibiting no symptoms of Covid-19 and adheres to social distancing rules at all times

How to enter
Download or print out the tracker form and entry form
Walk, wheel or run and record how far you go each day
Take a photo of your fitbit, strava or smart watch records each time you finish your exercise

for that day (and a photo of you and your family would be great too, if you like 😊)
Share your progress @hrsspe and on your school’s social media
When you have completed your challenge of 13.1 miles send your ‘evidence’ to
r.antcliffe@hasla.org.uk Don’t forget to say which school you attend
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