Friday 5th June 2020
Home Learning – Year 6 – Friday

Subject

Read to Succeed Questions under the text!
- Fluency: It’s your turn, read fluently for 1 minute. 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 – signature, sincere(ly), soldier, stomach, sufficient,

Complete the attached SPaG
Writing Task for the week- Write a diary entry as HP
Today’s purpose: Write a recount

Maths

Topic

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 topic this term is Wild West.
Purpose: Create a wanted poster
-Now you have created a wanted poster for Butch Cassidy – create one about yourself, a
friend or family member!

Physical Activity

Arts

Reading for
Pleasure

Purpose:
- Joe Wickes on YouTube:
- Alternative Physical Activity for the day: Complete 10 star jumps, 10 push ups, 10
seconds run of the spot, 10 second gallop REPEAT!
- Take part in the HRSGP Indoor Half Marathon challenge: documents attached in this
booklet!
• Art for Key Workers:
• Today, let us celebrate those dedicated delivery drivers
• It could be supermarket delivery or another kind

-

Journal/ Blog
entry

-
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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 abut your favourite part of ‘a monster calls’ from this week.

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!

— CHAPTER THREE —

The Letters from No One
The escape of the Brazilian boa constrictor earned Harry his longest-ever punishment. By the time he was
allowed out of his cupboard again, the summer holidays had started and Dudley had already broken his new
cine-camera, crashed his remote-control aeroplane and, first time on his racing bike, knocked down old Mrs
Figg as she crossed Privet Drive on her crutches.
Harry was glad school was over, but there was no escaping Dudley’s gang, who visited the house every
single day. Piers, Dennis, Malcolm and Gordon were all big and stupid, but as Dudley was the biggest and
stupidest of the lot, he was the leader. The rest of them were all quite happy to join in Dudley’s favourite sport:
Harry-hunting.
This was why Harry spent as much time as possible out of the house, wandering around and thinking about
the end of the holidays, where he could see a tiny ray of hope. When September came he would be going off
to secondary school and, for the first time in his life, he wouldn’t be with Dudley. Dudley had a place at Uncle
Vernon’s old school, Smeltings. Piers Polkiss was going there, too. Harry, on the other hand, was going to
Stonewall High, the local comprehensive. Dudley thought this was very funny.
‘They stuff people’s heads down the toilet first day at Stonewall,’ he told Harry. ‘Want to come upstairs
and practise?’
‘No thanks,’ said Harry. ‘The poor toilet’s never had anything as horrible as your head down it – it might
be sick.’ Then he ran, before Dudley could work out what he’d said.
One day in July, Aunt Petunia took Dudley to London to buy his Smeltings uniform, leaving Harry at Mrs
Figg’s. Mrs Figg wasn’t as bad as usual. It turned out she’d broken her leg tripping over one of her cats and
she didn’t seem quite as fond of them as before. She let Harry watch television and gave him a bit of chocolate
cake that tasted as though she’d had it for several years.
That evening, Dudley paraded around the living-room for the family in his brand-new uniform. Smeltings
boys wore maroon tailcoats, orange knickerbockers and flat straw hats called boaters. They also carried
knobbly sticks, used for hitting each other while the teachers weren’t looking. This was supposed to be good
training for later life.
As he looked at Dudley in his new knickerbockers, Uncle Vernon said gruffly that it was the proudest
moment of his life. Aunt Petunia burst into tears and said she couldn’t believe it was her Ickle Dudleykins, he
looked so handsome and grown-up. Harry didn’t trust himself to speak. He thought two of his ribs might
already have cracked from trying not to laugh.
There was a horrible smell in the kitchen next morning when Harry went in for breakfast. It seemed to be
coming from a large metal tub in the sink. He went to have a look. The tub was full of what looked like dirty
rags swimming in grey water.
‘What’s this?’ he asked Aunt Petunia. Her lips tightened as they always did if he dared to ask a question.
‘Your new school uniform,’ she said.
Harry looked in the bowl again.
‘Oh,’ he said. ‘I didn’t realise it had to be so wet.’
‘Don’t be stupid,’ snapped Aunt Petunia. ‘I’m dyeing some of Dudley’s old things grey for you. It’ll look
just like everyone else’s when I’ve finished.’
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Harry seriously doubted this, but thought it best not to argue. He sat down at the table and tried not to think
about how he was going to look on his first day at Stonewall High – like he was wearing bits of old elephant
skin, probably.
Dudley and Uncle Vernon came in, both with wrinkled noses because of the smell from Harry’s new
uniform. Uncle Vernon opened his newspaper as usual and Dudley banged his Smeltings stick, which he
carried everywhere, on the table.
They heard the click of the letter-box and flop of letters on the doormat.
‘Get the post, Dudley,’ said Uncle Vernon from behind his paper.
‘Make Harry get it.’
‘Get the post, Harry.’
‘Make Dudley get it.’
‘Poke him with your Smeltings stick, Dudley.’
Harry dodged the Smeltings stick and went to get the post. Three things lay on the doormat: a postcard from
Uncle Vernon’s sister Marge, who was holidaying on the Isle of Wight, a brown envelope that looked like a
bill and – a letter for Harry.
Harry picked it up and stared at it, his heart twanging like a giant elastic band. No one, ever, in his whole
life, had written to him. Who would? He had no friends, no other relatives – he didn’t belong to the library so
he’d never even got rude notes asking for books back. Yet here it was, a letter, addressed so plainly there could
be no mistake:
Mr H. Potter
The Cupboard under the Stairs
4 Privet Drive
Little Whinging
Surrey
The envelope was thick and heavy, made of yellowish parchment, and the address was written in emeraldgreen ink. There was no stamp.
Turning the envelope over, his hand trembling, Harry saw a purple wax seal bearing a coat of arms; a lion,
an eagle, a badger and a snake surrounding a large letter ‘H’.
‘Hurry up, boy!’ shouted Uncle Vernon from the kitchen. ‘What are you doing, checking for letter-bombs?’
He chuckled at his own joke.
Harry went back to the kitchen, still staring at his letter. He handed Uncle Vernon the bill and the postcard,
sat down and slowly began to open the yellow envelope.
Uncle Vernon ripped open the bill, snorted in disgust and flipped over the postcard.
‘Marge’s ill,’ he informed Aunt Petunia. ‘Ate a funny whelk …’
‘Dad!’ said Dudley suddenly. ‘Dad, Harry’s got something!’
Harry was on the point of unfolding his letter, which was written on the same heavy parchment as the
envelope, when it was jerked sharply out of his hand by Uncle Vernon.
‘That’s mine!’ said Harry, trying to snatch it back.
‘Who’d be writing to you?’ sneered Uncle Vernon, shaking the letter open with one hand and glancing at
it. His face went from red to green faster than a set of traffic lights. And it didn’t stop there. Within seconds it
was the greyish white of old porridge.
‘P-P-Petunia!’ he gasped.
Dudley tried to grab the letter to read it, but Uncle Vernon held it high out of his reach. Aunt Petunia took
it curiously and read the first line. For a moment it looked as though she might faint. She clutched her throat
and made a choking noise.
‘Vernon! Oh my goodness – Vernon!’
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They stared at each other, seeming to have forgotten that Harry and Dudley were still in the room. Dudley
wasn’t used to being ignored. He gave his father a sharp tap on the head with his Smeltings stick.
‘I want to read that letter,’ he said loudly.
‘I want to read it,’ said Harry furiously, ‘as it’s mine.’
‘Get out, both of you,’ croaked Uncle Vernon, stuffing the letter back inside its envelope.
Harry didn’t move.
‘I WANT MY LETTER!’ he shouted.
‘Let me see it!’ demanded Dudley.
‘OUT!’ roared Uncle Vernon, and he took both Harry and Dudley by the scruffs of their necks and threw
them into the hall, slamming the kitchen door behind them. Harry and Dudley promptly had a furious but
silent fight over who would listen at the keyhole; Dudley won, so Harry, his glasses dangling from one ear,
lay flat on his stomach to listen at the crack between door and floor.
‘Vernon,’ Aunt Petunia was saying in a quivering voice, ‘look at the address – how could they possibly
know where he sleeps? You don’t think they’re watching the house?’
‘Watching – spying – might be following us,’ muttered Uncle Vernon wildly.
‘But what should we do, Vernon? Should we write back? Tell them we don’t want –’
Harry could see Uncle Vernon’s shiny black shoes pacing up and down the kitchen.
‘No,’ he said finally. ‘No, we’ll ignore it. If they don’t get an answer … yes, that’s best … we won’t do
anything …’
‘But –’
‘I’m not having one in the house, Petunia! Didn’t we swear when we took him in we’d stamp out that
dangerous nonsense?’
That evening when he got back from work, Uncle Vernon did something he’d never done before; he visited
Harry in his cupboard.
‘Where’s my letter?’ said Harry, the moment Uncle Vernon had squeezed through the door. ‘Who’s writing
to me?’
‘No one. It was addressed to you by mistake,’ said Uncle Vernon shortly. ‘I have burned it.’
‘It was not a mistake,’ said Harry angrily. ‘It had my cupboard on it.’
‘SILENCE!’ yelled Uncle Vernon, and a couple of spiders fell from the ceiling. He took a few deep breaths
and then forced his face into a smile, which looked quite painful.
‘Er – yes, Harry – about this cupboard. Your aunt and I have been thinking … you’re really getting a bit
big for it … we think it might be nice if you moved into Dudley’s second bedroom.’
‘Why?’ said Harry.
‘Don’t ask questions!’ snapped his uncle. ‘Take this stuff upstairs, now.’
The Dursleys’ house had four bedrooms: one for Uncle Vernon and Aunt Petunia, one for visitors (usually
Uncle Vernon’s sister, Marge), one where Dudley slept and one where Dudley kept all the toys and things that
wouldn’t fit into his first bedroom. It only took Harry one trip upstairs to move everything he owned from the
cupboard to this room. He sat down on the bed and stared around him. Nearly everything in here was broken.
The month-old cine-camera was lying on top of a small, working tank Dudley had once driven over next
door’s dog; in the corner was Dudley’s first-ever television set, which he’d put his foot through when his
favourite programme had been cancelled; there was a large bird-cage which had once held a parrot that Dudley
had swapped at school for a real air-rifle, which was up on a shelf with the end all bent because Dudley had
sat on it. Other shelves were full of books. They were the only things in the room that looked as though they’d
never been touched.
From downstairs came the sound of Dudley bawling at his mother: ‘I don’t want him in there … I need that
room … make him get out …’
Harry sighed and stretched out on the bed. Yesterday he’d have given anything to be up here. Today he’d
rather be back in his cupboard with that letter than up here without it.
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Next morning at breakfast, everyone was rather quiet. Dudley was in shock. He’d screamed, whacked his
father with his Smeltings stick, been sick on purpose, kicked his mother and thrown his tortoise through the
greenhouse roof and he still didn’t have his room back. Harry was thinking about this time yesterday and
bitterly wishing he’d opened the letter in the hall. Uncle Vernon and Aunt Petunia kept looking at each other
darkly.
When the post arrived, Uncle Vernon, who seemed to be trying to be nice to Harry, made Dudley go and
get it. They heard him banging things with his Smeltings stick all the way down the hall. Then he shouted,
‘There’s another one! Mr H. Potter, The Smallest Bedroom, 4 Privet Drive –’
With a strangled cry, Uncle Vernon leapt from his seat and ran down the hall, Harry right behind him. Uncle
Vernon had to wrestle Dudley to the ground to get the letter from him, which was made difficult by the fact
that Harry had grabbed Uncle Vernon around the neck from behind. After a minute of confused fighting, in
which everyone got hit a lot by the Smeltings stick, Uncle Vernon straightened up, gasping for breath, with
Harry’s letter clutched in his hand.
‘Go to your cupboard – I mean, your bedroom,’ he wheezed at Harry. ‘Dudley – go – just go.’
Harry walked round and round his new room. Someone knew he had moved out of his cupboard and they
seemed to know he hadn’t received his first letter. Surely that meant they’d try again? And this time he’d make
sure they didn’t fail. He had a plan.
*
The repaired alarm clock rang at six o’clock the next morning. Harry turned it off quickly and dressed silently.
He mustn’t wake the Dursleys. He stole downstairs without turning on any of the lights.
He was going to wait for the postman on the corner of Privet Drive and get the letters for number four first.
His heart hammered as he crept across the dark hall towards the front door –
‘AAAAARRRGH!’
Harry leapt into the air – he’d trodden on something big and squashy on the doormat – something alive!
Lights clicked on upstairs and to his horror Harry realised that the big squashy something had been his
uncle’s face. Uncle Vernon had been lying at the foot of the front door in a sleeping bag, clearly making sure
that Harry didn’t do exactly what he’d been trying to do. He shouted at Harry for about half an hour and then
told him to go and make a cup of tea. Harry shuffled miserably off into the kitchen, and by the time he got
back, the post had arrived, right into Uncle Vernon’s lap. Harry could see three letters addressed in green ink.
‘I want –’ he began, but Uncle Vernon was tearing the letters into pieces before his eyes.
Uncle Vernon didn’t go to work that day. He stayed at home and nailed up the letter-box.

RTS: Questions
I-Why is everyone so shocked that Harry has received a letter?
I-How would you feel if you were Harry?
R-Why did Uncle Vernon visit Harry in his cupboard?
E-If you were Harry, what would you do, to ensure you got one of the letters?
SPaG
Spelling test
Practice your spellings for two minutes and then get someone else to test you
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signature, sincere(ly), soldier, stomach, sufficient

Writing task
Yesterday we thought about the different paragraphs we were writing, as Harry. We
thought about his feelings about living with the Dursleys, we described his aunt, uncle and
cousin, we wrote about the events at the zoo and then how Harry would feel after the
events at the zoo.
Today, complete any unfinished paragraphs.
Once you are sure you are finished, underline in green (or a regular pencil or pen if you
don’t have green) examples of the following: emotive language, adjectives to describe,
figurative language, fronted adverbial, first person and conjunctions.
If you are unsure of some of the examples, use the internet to refresh your memory.
Bitesize is a good website to revise.
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Maths Support (scaffold)
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Maths Challenge
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