
Good morning Year 6, hope you are all well and happy this morning. 
Please find attached the home learning for today which you can complete at home. We will be available 
via our class emails for any questions and will arrange a catch up call on Teams later today at 12:15pm. 

Year6@stmartins.kent.sch.uk  

Session 1 - 
Maths 

Complete sheet that is attached.  
Remember to show your working out. 
Can you then create a post explaining ways to solve this reasoning problems? Show clear steps with 
annotations.   

Session 2 - 
English 

English research the poem ‘In Flanders Fields’.  
Write a paragraph on what you think the poem is about. 
Research other WW1 poems and create your own WW1 war poem.  
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/47380/in-flanders-fields    
https://resources.poetrysociety.org.uk/lesson/war-poetry-and-ww2-poetry/ 

Session 3 - 
WW1 

Research the solider Wilfred Owen and create a fact file on him. Find out what regiment he served in 
and what battles he fought in.  Can you find any interesting fact about him? 

Session 4 - 
Computing 

Create a poster about online safety. Are there different ways to stay say safe on different platforms? 
Remember to include about ‘Fake News’ and how we can identify what is truth and what is fiction.   

PE Here’s our friend Joe Wicks. Have a go and get your heart beating! Click here 
Or for a more relaxed form of exercise try cosmic yoga here or make your own routine from what Adele 
has taught us.  

mailto:Year6@stmartins.kent.sch.uk
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/47380/in-flanders-fields
https://resources.poetrysociety.org.uk/lesson/war-poetry-and-ww2-poetry/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vzA8wMx-gew
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LCVengYJHss


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

*If you find the maths above a bit tricky, create some 2-digit and 3-digit numbers and practice adding and subtracting them. 



WW1 Poetry 

My dreams are of a field afar 

by A. E. Housman  

My dreams are of a field afar 

And blood and smoke and shot 

There in their graves my comrades are, 

In my grave I am not. 

 

I too was taught the trade of man 

And spelt the lesson plain 

But they, when I forgot and ran, 

Remembered and remain. 

The Dancers 

By Wilfrid Wilson Gibson 

All day beneath the hurtling shells 

Before my burning eyes 

Hover the dainty demoiselles –  

The peacock dragonflies 

 



 

Unceasingly they dart and glance 

Above the stagnant stream –  

And I am fighting here in France 

As in a senseless dream. 

 

A dream of shattering black shells 

That hurtle overhead, 

And dainty dancing demoiselles 

Above the dreamless dead 

Demoiselles-  French word for ‘the young ladies’ plural of    ‘mademoiselle’ 

 

 

 

 


