Thursday 7th May 2020
Home Learning – Year 6 – Thursday

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 – queue, recognise, relevant, restaurant, recommendation

Complete the attached SPaG task.
Writing Task for the week- to describe the monster
Today’s purpose: to write descriptively
Maths

Science

Physical Activity

Arts

Reading for
Pleasure

Journal/ Blog
entry

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: Explain how the Lungs work.
- Read explanation.
- Fill in the missing words in the task using scientific vocabulary.
Purpose
- Joe Wickes on YouTube: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Z42mwuX_Xj8
- Alternative Physical Activity for the day: create a circuit of activities to do in your
house, e.g. push ups, jumping jacks, skipping etc
- Take part in the HRSGP Indoor Half Marathon challenge: documents attached in this
booklet!
- Today in art, we are going to be putting together all the art you have been doing this
week.
- We will be drawing a beautiful woodland scene.
- Begin with drawing the trees, just like you did yesterday.
- Then, add in birds (they don’t have to be blue birds). The birds could be nesting, flying
or perching.
- You may wish to add in other woodland creatures such as rabbits, foxes or badgers.
- Don’t forget to send in your finished pictures to office@arkcastledown.org
- 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 book review on your favourite book you have read.

-
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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
GRANDMA
“Are you being a good boy for your mum?” Conor’s grandma pinched Conor’s cheeks so hard he swore
she was going to draw blood.
“He’s been very good, Ma,” Conor’s mother said, winking at him from behind his grandma, her favourite
blue scarf tied around her head. “So there’s no need to inflict quite so much pain.”
“Oh, nonsense,” his grandma said, giving him two playful slaps on each cheek that actually hurt quite a lot.
“Why don’t you go and put the kettle on for me and your mum?” she said, making it sound not like a
question at all. As Conor gratefully left the room, his grandma placed her hands on her hips and looked at
his mother. “Now then, my dear,” he heard her say as he went into the kitchen. “What are we going to do
with you?” Conor’s grandma wasn’t like other grandmas. He’d met Lily’s grandma loads of times, and she
was how grandmas were supposed to be: crinkly and smiley, with white hair and the whole lot. She cooked
meals where she made three separate eternally-boiled vegetable portions for everybody and would giggle
in the corner at Christmas with a small glass of sherry and a paper crown on her head.
Conor’s grandma wore tailored trouser suits, dyed her hair to keep out the grey, and said things that
made no sense at all, like “Sixty is the new fifty” or “Classic cars need the most expensive polish.” What
did that even mean? She emailed birthday cards, would argue with waiters over wine, and still had a job.
Her house was even worse, filled with expensive old things you could never touch, like a clock she
wouldn’t even let the cleaning lady dust. Which was another thing. What kind of grandma had a cleaning
lady?
“Two sugars, no milk,” she called from the sitting room as Conor made the tea. As if he didn’t know that
from the last three thousand times she’d visited. “Thank you, my boy,” his grandma said, when he brought
in the tea.
“Thank you, sweetheart,” his mum said, smiling at him out of view of his grandma, still inviting him to join
with her against her mother. He couldn’t help himself. He smiled back a little.
“And how was school today, young man?” his grandma asked.
“Fine,” Conor said. It hadn’t really been fine. Lily was still fuming, Harry had put a marker pen with its cap
off deep in his rucksack, and Miss Kwan had pulled him aside to ask, with a serious look on her face, How
He Was Holding Up.
“You know,” his grandma said, setting down her cup of tea, “there’s a tremendous independent boys’
school not half a mile from my house. I’ve been looking into it, and the academic standards are quite high,
much higher than he’s getting at the comprehensive, I’m sure.” Conor stared at her. Because this was the
other reason he didn’t like his grandma visiting. What she’d just said could have been her being a snob
about his local school. Or it could have been more. It could have been a hint about a possible future. A
possible after. Conor felt the anger rising in the pit of his stomach–
“He’s happy where he is, Ma,” his mum said, quickly, giving him another look. “Aren’t you, Conor?”
Conor gritted his teeth and answered, “I’m fine right where I am.”
Dinner was Chinese take-away. Conor’s grandma “didn’t really cook”. This was true. Every time he’d
stayed with her, her fridge had held barely anything more than an egg and half an avocado. Conor’s mum
was still too tired to cook herself, and though Conor could have made something, it didn’t seem to occur
to his grandma that this was even a possibility. He’d been left with the clean-up, though, and he was
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shoving the foil packages down onto the bag of poisonous berries he’d hidden at the bottom of the rubbish
bin when his grandma came in behind him.
“You and I need to have a talk, my boy,” she said, standing in the doorway and blocking his escape.
“I have a name, you know,” Conor said, pushing down on the bin. “And it’s not my boy.”
“Less of your cheek,” his grandma said. She stood there, her arms folded. He stared at her for a minute.
She stared back. Then she made a tutting sound. “I’m not your enemy, Conor,” she said. “I’m here to help
your mother.”
“I know why you’re here,” he said, taking out a cloth to wipe an already clean countertop. His grandma
reached forward and snatched the cloth out of his hand. “I’m here because thirteen-year-old boys
shouldn’t be wiping down counters without being asked to first.” He glowered back at her.
“Were you going to do it?”
“Conor–”
“Just go,” Conor said. “We don’t need you here.”
“Conor,” she said more firmly, “we need to talk about what’s going to happen.”
“No, we don’t. She’s always sick after the treatments. She’ll be better tomorrow.” He glared at her. “And
then you can go home.” His grandma looked up at the ceiling and sighed. Then she rubbed her face with
her hands, and he was surprised to see that she was angry, really angry. But maybe not at him. He took
out another cloth and started wiping again, just so he wouldn’t have to look at her. He wiped all the way
over to the sink and happened to glance out of the window. The monster was standing in his back garden,
big as the setting sun. Watching him.
“She’ll seem better tomorrow,” his grandma said, her voice huskier, “but she won’t be, Conor.” Well,
this was just wrong. He turned back to her.
“The treatments are making her better,” he said. “That’s why she goes.” His grandma just looked at him
for a long minute, like she was trying to decide something.
“You need to talk to her about this, Conor,” she finally said. Then she said, as if to herself, “She needs to
talk about this with you.”
“Talk to me about what?” Conor asked. His grandma crossed her arms.
“About you coming to live with me.” Conor frowned, and for a second the whole room seemed to get
darker, for a second it felt like the whole house was shaking, for a second it felt like he could reach down
and tear the whole floor right out of the dark and loamy earth– He blinked. His grandma was still waiting
for a response.
“I’m not going to live with you,” he said.
“Conor–”
“I’m never going to live with you.”
“Yes, you are,” she said. “I’m sorry, but you are. And I know she’s trying to protect you, but I think it’s
vitally important for you to know that when this is all over, you’ve got a home, my boy. With someone
who’ll love you and care for you.”
“When this is all over,” Conor said, fury in his voice, “you’ll leave and we’ll be fine.”
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“Conor–” And then they both heard from the sitting room,
“Mum? Mum?” His grandma rushed out of the kitchen so fast, Conor jumped back in surprise. He could
hear his mum coughing and his grandma saying, “It’s okay, darling, it’s okay, shh, shh, shh.” He glanced back
out of the kitchen window on his way to the sitting room. The monster was gone. His grandma was on
the settee, holding on to his mum, rubbing her back as she threw up into a small bucket they kept nearby
just in case. His grandma looked up at him, but her face was set and hard and totally unreadable.

THE WILDNESS OF STORIES
The house was dark. His grandma had finally got his mum to bed and then had gone into Conor’s
bedroom and shut the door, not asking if he wanted anything out of it before she went to sleep herself.
Conor lay awake on the settee. He didn’t think he’d be able to sleep, not with the things his grandma had
said, not with how his mother had looked tonight. It was three full days after the treatment, about the time
she usually started feeling better, except she was still throwing up, still exhausted, for far longer than she
should have been– He pushed the thoughts out of his head but they returned and he had to push them
away again.
He must have eventually drifted off, but the only way he really knew he was asleep was when the
nightmare came. Not the tree.
The nightmare. With the wind roaring and the ground shaking and the hands holding tight but still
somehow slipping away, with Conor using all his strength but it still not being enough, with the grip losing
itself, with the falling, with the screaming– “NO!” Conor shouted, the terror following him into waking,
gripping his chest so hard it felt as if he couldn’t breathe, his throat choking, his eyes filling with water.
“No,” he said again, more quietly. The house was silent and dark. He listened for a moment, but nothing
stirred, no sound from his mum or his grandma. He squinted through the darkness to the clock on the
DVD player. 12.07. Of course it was. He listened hard into the silence. But nothing happened. He didn’t
hear his name, he didn’t hear the creak of wood. Maybe it wasn’t going to come tonight. 12.08, read the
clock. 12.09. Feeling vaguely angry, Conor got up and went into the kitchen. He looked out of the
window. The monster was standing in his back garden. What took you so long? it asked. – • –

It is time for me to tell you the first story, the monster said. Conor didn’t move from the garden chair,
where he’d sat himself after he’d gone outside. He had his legs pulled up to his chest and his face pressed
into his knees. Are you listening? the monster asked.
“No,” Conor said. He felt the air swirl around him violently again.
I will be listened to! started the monster. I have been alive as long as this land and you will pay the respect owed
to me– Conor got up from the chair and headed back towards the kitchen door. Where do you think
you’re going? demanded the monster. Conor whirled round, and his face looked so furious, so pained, that
the monster actually stood up straight, its huge, leafy eyebrows raising in surprise.
“What do you know?” Conor spat. “What do you know about anything?”
I know about you, Conor O’Malley, the monster said.
“No, you don’t,” Conor said. “If you did, you’d know I don’t have time to listen to stupid, boring stories
from some stupid, boring tree that isn’t even real–”
Oh? said the monster. Did you dream the berries on the floor of your room?
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“Who cares even if I didn’t?!” Conor shouted back. “They’re just stupid berries. Woo-hoo, so scary. Oh,
please, please, save me from the berries!” The monster looked at him quizzically.
How strange, it said. The words you say tell me you are scared of the berries, but your actions seem to suggest
otherwise.
“You’re as old as the land and you’ve never heard of sarcasm?” Conor asked.
Oh, I have heard of it, the monster said, putting its huge branch hands on its hips. But people usually know
better than to speak it to me.
“Can’t you just leave me alone?” The monster shook its head, but not in answer to Conor’s question.
It is most unusual, it said. Nothing I do seems to make you frightened of me.
“You’re just a tree,” Conor said, and there was no other way he could think about it. Even though it
walked and talked, even though it was bigger than his house and could swallow him in one bite, the
monster was still, at the end of the day, just a yew tree. Conor could even see more berries growing from
the branches at its elbows.
And you have worse things to be frightened of, said the monster, but not as a question. Conor looked at the
ground, then up at the moon, anywhere but at the monster’s eyes. The nightmare feeling was rising in him,
turning everything around him to darkness, making everything seem heavy and impossible, like he’d been
asked to lift a mountain with his bare hands and no one would let him leave until he did.
“I thought,” he said, but had to cough before he spoke again. “I saw you watching me earlier when I was
fighting with my grandma and I thought…”
What did you think? the monster asked when Conor didn’t finish.
“Forget it,” Conor said, turning back towards the house.
You thought I might be here to help you, the monster said. Conor stopped. You thought I might have come
to topple your enemies. Slay your dragons.
Conor still didn’t look back. But he didn’t go inside either.
You felt the truth of it when I said that you had called for me, that you were the reason I had come walking. Did
you not?
Conor turned round. “But all you want to do is tell me stories,” he said, and he couldn’t keep the
disappointment out of his voice, because it was true. He had thought that. He’d hoped that. The monster
knelt down so its face was close to Conor’s.
Stories of how I toppled enemies, it said. Stories of how I slew dragons. Conor blinked back at the monster’s
gaze. Stories are wild creatures, the monster said. When you let them loose, who knows what havoc they might
wreak? The monster looked up and Conor followed its gaze. It was looking at Conor’s bedroom window.
The room where his grandma now slept. Let me tell you a story of when I went walking, the monster said.
Let me tell you of the end of a wicked queen and how I made sure she was never seen again.
Conor swallowed and looked back at the monster’s face. “Go on,” he said.
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RTS: Questions
V- Find the definition of ‘slew’. Use it in a sentence of your own.
I-Do you think the monster is here to help Conor? Yes or no? What makes you
think this?
I-What are your first impressions of Grandma? What makes you think this? Use
the text to justify your reasons.
E- Think about Grandma. How do you think she feels having to come and stay
at Conor’s house? Explain.
R- What did they have for dinner?
R-What does Conor say the monster has never heard of?
Fluency (Monday’s text- time for 1 min and record the amount of words read, read the same text each day to gain
confidence and learn unknown words):
Monday ____ Tuesday ____ Wednesday ____ Thursday ____ Friday ____
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SPaG
1) Which words in these sentences have a prefix or suffix?
The boy felt he had been overlooked for the position of rocket pilot.
The lucky person to be chosen was much older than him though.
The moon dust disintegrated in the astronaut's hand.
2) Write the correct determiner (a or an) for each of these
words:
____ hour ____ clock ____ hand ____ alarm
3) What are the conjunctions in these sentences?
- I had to practice walking on the moon in order to be successful.
- The rain threatened to fall consequently I had to keep my umbrella
with me.
Dictation (say aloud to a partner, then they repeat it back to you)
1) My friend recommended this restaurant; apparently it is
excellent.
2) The vehicles queued for miles causing an inconvenience to the commuters.
A hyphen is used to join two adjectives together to
form a compound adjective in order to make the
meaning of the sentence clear.
E.g. John had twenty pound notes.
John had twenty-pound notes.
Notice how each sentence has a different meaning.
In the first, John has twenty £1 notes, but in the
second, the hyphen makes the notes £20 notes.

Practise: Find hyphenated compound words by
matching up words from each list.
Moth
Heart
Tight
Hot
Hair
Red
Flat
Cold
Rock
Slow
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Hot
Headed
Broken
Solid
Footed
Eaten
Blooded
Witted
Fisted
Raising

Writing task
Look back at all the work you have completed this week. We have looked at figurative language, senses
and other exciting vocabulary. It is time to use all of your hard work, to begin creating a description of
Conor’s monster!
Below are all the examples that we have used this week, to help you should you need it. Don’t forget to
use the picture of the yew tree!
CHALLENGE: Use each figurative language and sense! You could underline in green where each one is!
Fig-lang examples.

The Yew Tree

8

Ideas table
Colour Size

Rust

Texture Sound

Senses

Huge

Other
amazing
vocabulary!
Splinter

Rough Whoosh Earthy
stench
Burnt Big
Bumpy Rustling Compost Roaring
Orange Enormous Coarse Groaning Clouds Scattering
Dark Gargantuan Jagged Moaning Moon Eerie
brown
Grey Towering Smooth Snap
Cold nip Creature
Gold Immense Sharp Wind
Dewey Sadness
rushing grass
Teal
Giant
Bristle Hooting Pinprick Shaking
Senses table
Sight

Sound

Smell

Touch

Taste

Leaves falling

Bark rubbing

Damp earth

Hard, rough bark

Midnight air

Towering

Moaning

Compost

Dewey grass

Compost

Rough bark

Groaning

Midnight air

Cold air

Wood decay

Moon

Thud

Dewey grass

Splinters

Spring flowers

Clouds,
Roar
eclipsing light
Twinkling lights Rumble

Fusty decay

Goosebumps

Salt from my sweat

Rotten wood

Razor sharp
eyes staring

Spring flowers

Raining, poison
berries
Soft compost

Acrid stench of the
berries
Last nights dinner!
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Blood rushing in my
ears

My example from yesterday
My Turn- In the still night, I could taste the damp breeze: spring flowers and honeysuckle. It seemed a
normal enough night, until…. A slow rumble, that came from deep within the earth, could be heard. I
squinted into the night, trying to catch a glimpse of what I thought was approaching and then, it was
before me. It was the nightmare. A great, towering mass of bark and leaves, raining down its sharp
splinters, that pinned and pricked my skin. Its creaking and moaning sounded unearthly, and yet, that is
exactly where it had come from: deep down from the earth. Emanating from this creature, was the stench
of fresh damp soil. The smell blocked my throat, filling my mouth with its earthy decay. It sprang up into
the air, like a fox pouncing, ready to consume me, its prey….

I am now going to focus on describing what the monster actually
looks like:
Before me, towering above me, was a gargantuan creature. It’s skin, no…. its bark, looked rough and
jagged, like a single touch could shred your hands. Although I could see that it had 4 limbs (trunks of
trees!), it also had smaller, sharper twigs and branches jutting out from its back and head. Oh and its head!
Solid wood from the yew, but hidden in the knots of wood, were two razor sharp eyes, golden as an
autumn leaf. This thing did not do anything for what seemed like forever, and just when I was thinking it
must be a nightmare, imaginary, its head began to change. The bark began to expand and move, like dough
being stretched. And then it split open, to reveal, hidden within the wood….

You can use some of my ideas to start you off, but remember these
are just starting points to get your imagination going!
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Maths Support (scaffold)
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Maths Challenge
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Science
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Art:
Here are some examples of woodland scenes, photos and drawings.
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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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