
 

 

Marlborough St Mary’s Primary School 

Year 6 Home Learning – Term 5, week 4, day 2 

 

English 

 This week you are going to be writing a diary entry as an Egyptian person. 

 You can choose the type of person you want to be – farmer, soldier, slave, child, Pharaoh 

etc. 

 Today we would like you to plan your own writing. 

 Look at the diary entry attached to give you ideas about layout etc. 

 Look at the planning template attached to help you with your planning. 

 There is also a poster of the key features attached so you can check these off in your 

plan as well. 

 

Maths 

 There are daily tasks to be completed for arithmetic and reasoning / problem solving – 

week 4 day 2 maths. Also please remember to complete half an hour of Khan Academy. 

 

RE 

 This term we will be studying Islam. 

 Today we would like you to plan your image of the 5 Pillars of Islam – this is the way that 

Muslims are supposed to live their life. 

 Some questions to help you think about what to include. 

 What is each pillar about? What do the words mean? How do Muslims show they are 

following these pillars? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Daily Learning  

 Please continue to use your spelling strategies (located on inside covers of spelling 

books) to practise your spellings. You could revise all spellings from the year so far! 

 Please use this time to read as much as possible! We would love to hear about the 

books you have read. Write a book review; this could be hand written or typed and 

emailed.  

 Continue to play Times Tables Rock Stars / Khan Academy as much as possible.  

 

Completing home learning 

 You can complete your home learning tasks in your spelling homework, complete it 

electronically (PowerPoint, Word, Scans of work) and email it to your class email 

address ( Kingfisherclass@marlboroughstmarys.wilts.sch.uk or 

Heronclass@marlboroughstmarys.wilts.sch.uk ) or you can complete the assignments 

on Microsoft Teams. 

 

If you do not know how to access Teams, please feel free to email Mr Taylor at the Heron 

Class email listed above. 
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March 7th, 4812 BC 

Dear diary 

 

What a strange day that was. I woke up, frightened, almost toppling off my bed. 

Here’s the reason - the Nile River isn’t flooding, and the rain hasn’t come for 

months. I’m SO angry at the Pharaoh! Anyhow, I dreamed that my crops didn’t 

grow because of the rain; I couldn’t feed my family. What a horrendous 

nightmare! I got out of the linen covered bed and stared crazily at the objects 

in my room. I saw my clothing, it was a linen sheet that covered me from the 

waist down. It was from a stall where a weaver worked. She had offered me 5 

linen sheets - that were specially toughened for farming - for one pig. It was 

definitely worth it! But nowadays the sheets are slightly torn!  

 

I lay in bed for a while, praying to all the gods that the harvest will happen: but 

I doubted it. As I looked into the sun through my open window, I hesitated to 

move much. My old aching body wasn’t used to this type of stuff anymore. I 

used pure will power from my battered body to look at the ceiling. Sadly, the 

cracked ceiling was pouring dust into each of our rooms.  Gently I kissed my 

wife good morning as she lay next to me - Isis. Then she shuffled slowly into the 

kitchen.  

 

My son, Sebastet, rushed in and shouted, “Father! Locusts are coming!” I 

grabbed my locust charm and hid under my bed. They buzzed around for what 

seemed an eternity. I got out when I was certain it was safe. As I crawled out 

from the bed, I saw no locusts at all. “Curses! Let’s just hope they did little 

damage to my crops!” Later, I saw my sons scared out of their wits. They gave 

me my large reed hat, then they opened the door. My crops, almost all of them, 

had locusts in them, on them in fact all around them...  

 

“Curse that Pharaoh” I thought. I saw that the gateways of the Nile River to my 

farm had broken, but that didn’t matter because there wasn’t even a drop of 

water in my farm. I dropped to my knees and sobbed, for a long time. My sons, 

Sebastet and Qenna comforted me and picked me up with no effort. They 

brought me back home, and brought me to the kitchen, and gave me some dates 

and figs. I thanked them and munched ever so slowly on my food. I had a better 

view of my house from here.  

 

My wife sat with me with her amulet hanging from her neck. The amulet had the 

symbol of Tawaret; the string was made out of papyrus. Solemnly, I sat there 

thinking. “Will I be poor? What will I do when it happens?” I felt so forlorn, 

with not even my wife being able to comfort me. “Time for work,” Isis whispered 



into my ears. Her voice echoed in my mind - it rebounded through my head like a 

blow from a god. “Okay, okay, I’ll go!” I moaned. I got my scratched up scythe, 

and headed out. The sun was a killer, literally. Some of my animals have died 

from heatstroke. My aged donkey, Senufer, was the only donkey alive, he 

pushed his tired and weary body out into the open. I assembled the plough onto 

his back and I kicked forward. This job seemed to go on for days, with the 

donkey ploughing. I was so bored, I would have rather watched mud dry. Finally, 

the job was over, I walked away wistfully till I remembered that I needed to 

cut the grass and fix the gateways. “What am I thinking?” I thought, and 

rushed towards my house. “It’s dark, sons, dinner!” Isis called out. 

“Coming Mum!” My sons said in unison. 

 

 The meal was stupendous! Red meat from my goat’s legs. Bread made by my wife 

from harvesting our own wheat. Last but not least, beer for the whole family. As 

my son Sebastet hungrily took the last leg, I scolded him. “Sebastet!” 

“What?” 

“You are greedy! Our family is in poverty, dying from it! You should know better! 

Off to your room! And no playing Senet tomorrow with your friends!” 

“Awww man,” Sebastet mumbled as he slowly ambled back to his room. 

 

I lie here in bed writing in you and wondering about the future. The poor 

weather has caused everyone to be in a bad mood. The starry sky twinkled every 

now and then, as I thought to myself what else can go wrong tomorrow? I could 

hear Sebastet’s snoring bellowing across the rooms, making me even more 

frustrated with the lack of sleep. Well tomorrow is a new day and I hope that 

we will finally have some rain so we can start to grow some crops again. 

Good night diary it is now time for me to try and drift off to sleep, ready for 

the adventures that tomorrow will bring. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

A diary is a written record of how someone feels on a daily basis. It includes their events, feelings 

and experiences.  

It is written in the first person, the writer is writing about themselves.  

It is written in the past tense, it has already happened. 

It is a self reflection, the writer writes about their feelings, thoughts, hopes and fears. 

Written in paragraphs and the style is informal.  

Plan 

Date including which day of the week: 

 

Time adverbials you will use: 

 

Year 5/6 vocabulary you will use:  

 

What were the main events of the day?  

 

 

 

 

How did you feel? (describe your emotions): 

 

 

Did you feel the same way all day? 

 

 

When did your feelings change and what made you change the way you felt? 

 

 

 

What are you looking forward to about tomorrow? 

 

 

 

 


