English planning and resources

Planning and Resources
School -
Year group (s) - 5
Teacher -
Text — The Last Wild
erm — Summer 2

e




Suf

Swlld

Sull

Suil

Model ideas in a list
SPAG semi-oolon to
separate a more
detailed list

PORI0 mavement
and respanse to bext
- imagery — resap of
use of powearful verbs
and metaghars SPAG

Blocks of & weeks allow for most terms to have an assessment week or cnl[i surricubum week)

3
r

Loak at maodal text
and identify text and
language features
facus on SPAG use of

thesaurus

POR 11

PIT7-47 et and
language features
analysiz — focus on
imagery - SPAG

=
T
E

The Last Wild by
Piers Torday

appropriate with
wihat is
hix with

Covid as dealing
with a wirus

CxtEnsian to
narrative

Shape poem for
setting




Writing outcomes and SPAG focus

Writing outcomes
+ Extension to narrative T—

+ Shape poem - setting focus

SPAG focus
+ Semi-colons for longer list items

+ Imagery — metaphors



Please read POR in full

.

* https://clpe.org.uk/system/files/The%20Last%20Wild%2
oTS.pdf
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Texts linked to The Last Wild

* Varmints by Helen Ward (Y5 spring 2)
* The Great Kapok Tree by Lynne Cherry (Y4 summer 2)

* @Greenling by Levi Pinfold

* The Dark Wild by Piers Torday

* The Wild Beyond by Piers Torday

*  Dark Sky Park (Y6 summer 1)

Other books covered in the strategy that have links from younger years...

* One plastic bag / Charlotte’s web / The wild robot / One day on our blue
planet



Hook ideas

* Create their own pictures of what they imagine the future
might be like

* Make a huge version of the map at the start of the book
out on the playground or field and take children on a
journey across the new land.

* Get children playing scrabble games on a table together to
communicate imagining that they are not able to talk.
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Model text

As you will be working on this text for 4 weeks before getting to
the end — do not learn the complete text or share this on your
washing line.

Reveal each section as you go and learn each part each week.

Opening and build up - put up and learn after 15t week
Problem - put up after 2 weeks

Resolution — put up after 3 weeks

Ending — put up after 4 week



Model text — Plan
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Model text — opening

e——

| stare out my window as the moon reveals the crashing
waves and sheer cliff-face surrounding my prison,
wishing | could escape and make my way back to dad
and home. Spectrum Hall will never be home: not with
its wardens guarding the doors; bullies threatening you
at every opportunity; and meals of formula consisting of
pink slop. There may be no more animals due to ‘The
Virus’ meaning there is no more ‘real’ food, but after six
years of this gloop | am ready to go just starve to death.



Model text — build-up

e——

Death certainly seems like the only escape. | am aware this
might be earlier than I think as the gloop has been messing
with my brain causing the cockroach (that is my only friend)
to talk back to me. Smiling inwardly, | am not concerned until
he tells me that it is time to escape my prison and actually
scurries over with a keycard to unlock the doors. Almost like
| am in a trance, | follow his every command through doors
and tunnels until eventually | am out on the cliffs. Crazier
still, pigeons sweep down and lift me from the rocks; over
the crashing waves; through dark forests; and drop me by a
lake deep in the wilderness.



Model text — build up 2

e ——

This wilderness should not exist: the animals encircling me are
meant to be long dead. A magnificent stag approaches and bows.
“Forgive me for summoning you here, but when | heard you had
the gift to talk to us, | knew you would be the one to find the cure.
We are the last of the wild and we are becoming infected. Please,
you must save us.” Confused, | realised | actually could understand
exactly what the animals were saying. | knew that | would not be
able to cure the animals, but they wanted what | wanted, my dad.

“My father is a famous vet who can help you all. | will head home
now to find him.” I say, even though | have no idea where | am or
how I will get home.

“We will help get you there,” replies the stag and along with the
pigeons who carried me, we set off.



Model text — problem

e ——

Pigeons can tell the compass points of directions wherever they are,
they know we need to head south so they scout ahead for us. Our
journey is long and dangerous, along the way we rescue a young girl
whose parents left to find food and never returned. She joins us with a
personal drive after her cat became ill with the virus and never
recovered. She is constantly fearful talking of the bad men who came
to cull her beloved pet. These cullers are stalking the country to Kkill
any animal still alive. Their boss, the guy who makes the awful pink
slop they call formula, seems determined that he provides the only
food supply in the world. Just then a car rumbles in the distance.
Polly shakes and recognises the sound as that of the worst culler of all
Captain Skuldiss. We are all tied, but with a last push we move as
quickly as possible and arrive at the edge of my old city home.



Model text — resolution

e ——

The city seems deserted. No-one is on the streets. There is no sound.
The silence is eery. Only the clip clop of the stags hooves can be heard.
We move slowly towards my home and for the first time | am worried
that dad won’t be there. What would | do then? | have promised | will
help these creatures. The house looks empty and there is no answer
as | pound on the door. We are just about to give up when a booming
sound echoes around us and our stag falls- forward. Captain Skuldiss
smiles walking towards us with his rifle still smoking. Fury blinds me as
| run towards the evil man. He bashes me with the end of the riffle and
then heis on top of me, angry and full of rage. | know his next bullet is
for me. Blood runs onto my shirt, | wonder how | can be shot without
feeling pain, when | realise the captain has crumpled and a long antler

is sticking through his chest. Our stag had saved me, before collapsing
back down in pain.



Model text - ending

e——

Shock. I'amin shock. I can hear pounding. It must be my blood pounding in
my heart. Polly is screaming at me, but | can’t understand what she is saying. |
crawl up and away from the captain’s body after Polly as she is running back to
my old house. With the riffle, she is breaking through a window and as I follow
her inside, | realise the pounding in coming from dad’s lab. We rush towards
the door and together break the lock keeping the door shut. As the door
opens, | feel my heart burst. Dad is there in an instant scooping me into his
arms and telling me he loves me. He rushes over to our stag and begins giving
orders that | am following without even realising. Soon our stag is stable and
dad is now handing me potions. “It’s the cure Kester. | did it. They locked me
away so | couldn’t give it to anyone. They don’t want to save the animals as
they are earning so much money selling their formula.” I'look at the pigeons,

without saying anything and they swoop down, each taking a vile of cure off to
the wild.

We did it.



*

*

*

*

*

Monday Week 1

Learning objectives

| can make predictions.

| can infer from text and pictures.

| can make connections between genres of writing.

| can give personal opinions with justifications.
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Discuss...
What do you notice?

How does the map
relate to the title?

What might the ‘Last
Wild’ mean?



Part 1: Spectrum Hall
PART 1: o

SPECTRUM
HALL
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My story begins with me sitting on a bed, looking out of
the window.

I know that doesn’t sound like much. But let me tell
you where the bed is, and what I can see from it. This bed
is right in the corner of a room only just big enough for it,
and the bed is only just big enough for a kid my age.

(Twelve —just about to be thirteen — and skinny.)

The window is the size of the whole wall, made of
special tinted glass that means the room stays the same
temperature all the time. The room is locked shut and you
need an electronic keycard to open the door. If you could
open it, you would be in a long corridor with absolutely
nothing in it apart from cameras in the ceiling and a fat
man in a purple jacket and trousers sitting opposite on a
plastic chair. Sleeping, most likely.




T 1 1
H. And |

< mer
on the seventh floor of a buil;s and the fat v
ing which i 1 Jen
1S llke a

upside-do
wn boat made of glass and m i
etal. Eyer '8
Yw

you look there are reflection

storm clouds. & °f ¥ou, oth =
down to th Ffihe curved glass walls stretc}-ler faces, the
=5 ee g‘e of some very high cliff all the way
mud for miles around, with rocks S = only graq,

an

The cli :
e cliffs are in the north of the Island idt;ea below
» 1N the middle

The name of this building is Spectrum Hall

Or in full: S
: Spectrum Hal
e all Academy for Challenging

It.l’ . v 2
schools .]ust like a big school mainly. Only the most boring
in the world, that you can never, ever leave.

?nki Oa‘i f:); what | c.an see out of the window?
e thealtiL v;}tla'lt is really there is sea and sky and
e ght in the ceiling bounces off the glass

- So when [ look out into the dark sky all I
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Y see is my reflection. That and the hairy grey
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I know what the words mean. I know how

t can’t say them. No more than the
to W

moth can-
Not since Mum died.

I look at mYy watch again. The chunky green digital
one she gaveTmss The last present I ever got from her. My

¢avourite present I ever got from her. Even Dad nicked it

once, because he thought it was ‘nifty’, and T had to hassle
him to give it back.

I'm lucky to still have it — we aren't meant to keep
anything personal at the Hall, but I kicked and bit so they
couldn’t take it. T flick the picture on to the screen.

It's a summer afternoon in our garden, behind our
house in the city. You can just see the sun shining on the
River Ams, gleaming beyond the top of the back wall, and
far away on the other side, the skyline of tall glass towers.

Premium.

City of the south, and capital city of the Island. When
the rest of the world grew 100 hot, and cracked open in
the sun, everyone came to live on this cold grey rock - the
Island — in their hundreds and thousands. If only it was

hot here sometimes. The weather is never good. But for
me this picture has just always been where our home is,
where Dad is — and where, one day, I know T'll return.

Right now though, I'm more interested in the person
in the garden.

It's my mum, Laura, before she got sick. She has
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nothir;lg happens. The more I try, the harder it get
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Fredergf( :::11:; ::S :nake me .talk again here - Doctor
t ests —but it's not working. People still
stare at you funny as you go red in the face, or sometimes

they laugh and make i
to say. up what they think you were going

though, it’s like trying to learn th

enol’d hrather try and talk to a varmint, thanks. There’s
dxc‘;f mifn ;himh— tl}at’s for sure. Flapping moths that
and spiders hfk-ts’ 1?ke the one in my room right now,
around by the ;Tf in corners, or cockroaches scuttling
that the red- = All. the useless insects and pests
eye left behind. We don’t even bother with

their real
nam :
= es half the time. Varmints is all they

And | hay, i
5 © Practised talking at them, as it happens

that Y()u'
re my
€ant to go near them — even though

I say to myself in my head, *let’s see

what you think I'm saying this time*
ut to havea goat saying /B-E-D again -

a noise that sounds like a

Right, varmint’

Go I'm just abo
e ‘B, or even

g’ — when the speaker hidden in the ceiling splutters
You can almost se€ the spit fly out of the holes.
away; he doesn't like it any

or at least th

into life.
The varmint whirls angrily

more than I do.

‘Calling all, ah, students.
ah, served, in the Yard. You have t-t-ten minutes.’

There’s a clank as he replaces the microphone in its
stand, and a hum as he forgets to turn it off and I hear his
heavy breathing for a minute before he remembers and

flicks the switch.

Doctor Fredericks, the Governor.

He can give himself as many titles as he likes; he’s
still just an ugly man in a white coat with a comb-over,
whose breath smells of sweets. The day after they brought
me here — bundled out of my home in the middle of the
night — I gathered with all the new kids in the Yard while
he stood behind a lectern reading words off a screen, his
jacket flapping in the air-con.

‘Good afternoon, ahm, boys and, er, girls. Welcome
to S-Spectrum, ah, Hall. You have been sent here because

your parents want to, ahm, f-f-forget about you. Your, ah,
so they have asked

dealing

Your first meal of the day is,

schools can no longer t-t-tolerate you,
us to help. Because we are a Special institution,
with special c-c-cases like yours. And I'll tell you now how



it's going to, ahm, work.” His amplified worqg bo
Unceq

_ e filthj
and most p-p-polluted sea in the world, we're to1q- Riest

He stared down at us through his bottle

off the walls. ‘Look behind you at the sea. It ig th

~top gl
and flicked away a loose strand of greasy hair as w eggZSSes
zed

out of the glass walls behind us at the waves choppi
1ng
and crashing at the cliffs. bing
But I didn't believe that Dad wanted to forget aboyt
me.

Six years later, I still don't.

‘There are t-t-two ways, ah, out of here. Through our
front gates, as an improved and functioning member of
society. Or off these bally c-c-cliffs and into the, ahm, sea.
So either learn to, ah, m-m-modify your behaviour, or
jolly well learn to, ah, dive!’

I haven't learnt to do either yet.

[ pull on my trackies, shove my feet into my trainers
and strap on my watch. Then there’s a beep, and the light

in my d.oor goes red, orange, then green, before sliding
open with a hiss. The fat warden is standing there in his

: :
rumpled purple jacket and trousers, my door keycard

i
angling on a strap from around his wrist
Come on, Jaynes; he mutters,

chin. ‘I haven't got all day’ ey

I'm not surpri .
Prised, with so much sjt;
and sleeping to do, I think. Th < Sitting on your bum

: at's
of not being able to speak — y, one of the advantages

talki . OU Never get §
ing back. I step out into the cor s Endln bother for
Wait,

One by one the other doors along from me beep and
ne ¥

de open- And out come
irls my age, all in trackies and trainers like

the other inhabitants of Corridor

sli
7, boyS aI'ld g

pe, their hair un : .
h other, and then the warden silently points to the

brushed, their faces blank. We look at

eac :
other end of the corridor.

I feel his eyes boring into my back as we walk past
him along the passage and into the open lift.

The Yard is full of noise, which gets right inside my
head. Most of it from the queue for the servery, a polished
counter set into the wall, lined with pots. Metal pots full
of pink slop, which some women with grey hair and
greyer faces are busy dishing out, all of them wearing
purple tunics with a big F stamped on the front.

F for Factorium. The world’s biggest food company.
More like the only food company now, since the red-eye
came and killed all the animals. Every last one, apart
from the varmints.

So Facto started making formula for us to eat instead.
Which now makes them the only company, full stop —
they run everything. First the government asked them to
take care of the red-eye, and then they ended up taking
care of the government. They run the country now, from
hospitals to schools. Including this one. I don't know
why making food or killing animals makes you good at
running schools as well, but the first thing you learn ina
Facto school is: never argue with Facto.

“What's the flavour, miss?” shouts Wavy J, waving his




plastic bowl in the air, somehow first in the an
. S Queue g

- h‘e ach,
That's why he's called Wavy - he's always at the £ dy,

Lu- . ” : - Hont of
every line, waving. I don't even know his rea] Name f

Behind him is Big Brenda, a fat girl with hair ;
bunches who has to sleep on a reinforced beg Shl,n
- She’s

here because she ate her mum and dad out of house ap 4
home — even during the food shortage — and )

got so big
they couldn’t look after her any more. That pale-facegd kid

under his eves is Tony — who ot in tr

=3

g

ouble for
tns of food. And now he's here, quietly nicking

l{j’

some headphones out of the bag belonging to Justine, who
= here becanse she was caught being part of a gang. A
g=ng of theeves who got around everywhere on bikes,
who nicked not just tins of food, but anything they could
get merr hands on. Like music players and headphones.
That hitle kid she’s talking to with spiky hair and a devil

‘Chicken'n’Chips, announces the grey lady behind the
hatch who looks like a big door on legs, with hairy arms.
‘Today’s flavour is Chicken and chips.” Her name is Denise,
which doesn’t rhyme with arms, so instead the others
have made up a song about her hairy knees, which aren’t
actually that hairy. It doesn’t matter what Denise or any
of the women say though — Sausage’n’'Mash, Ham'n'Eggs,
Pien'Peas — everything they serve looks exactly the same:
bright pink gloop that spills over the edge of the bowl and
only ever tastes of one thing: prawn-cocktail crisps.
B "Fol‘mul-A’, they want us to call it, pronouncing the
A 'hke in ‘day’, but no one does. It’s just formula. First the
animals we eat went, and then the bees went, and then
the crops and fruit went. Vegetables were contaminated.

S :
© there were rations, the remaining supplies of fresh
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Jaynes! Do v feedi
Jaynes’ Do vou want
5 : ¥ou want feeding or a crack on that dumb
skull of yours?

Hairy Denise empties a ladle of pink
bowl, and I walk back past the others,
their faces where they stand. Big Brenda

slop into my
already stuffing
smiles at me as |
Pass, and so [ stop. She’s all right, Bren — perhaps because
People laugh at her all the time for being fat, she doesn’t
laugh at other People so much.

- fAll right, Dumbinga?’ she says, putting away half of
2 Olmula dose in a single spoonful. Dumb a1d ginger.
™ 2 gift for a nickname, I am,

: 3
shnlg;nd stir the formula round in my bowl.

‘ Ihen‘ €1€’s a head-full of Spiky hair in my face, and

Maz.e‘ i leering up at me.

IH&H-G, Dumbinga. Whays the chat?’

avoid hi
S gAze and look down at the pink gloop
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..2* he Says.
. . . ic jt?" he sa) full of
git quiet; 1 Jlone $ays Bren, her mouth
= - Y
JL_eave 1‘1i
Chicken’n’Chlps'
But he doesn £ Dumbinga?’

r.h. He's only pretending. Aren't you, <
7 lan. - 4 §
1\h ke my head, already resigned to wha
I sha 2

uts his bowl down and rolls his sleeves. up.
= E\?zp I'll show you. I bet you if I give Dumbinga
“Look, breni — b

dead arm he’ll scream his little head off. Won't you,
a dea -

pumbinga?’

No, I won't.

A) Because I can’'t, and —

B) I'm not in the mood for this today.

So holding my bowl close to my chest, like a shield, I
press past him and the others.

I hear Maze spit with disgust on the ground behind
me and laugh, and even though it’s the worst thing to do,
it's impossible not to — I turn back round. They’re all just

happens

staring at me.

‘Freak,” says Maze. And flashes his little devil grin.

I have to remember that I gave up trying to be like
the talkers a long time ago. So, shaking my head, trying to
pretend like it doesn't matter, playing the big man - I turn
back and take the bowl to go and sit in My Corner.

My Corner isn'’t really my corner, of course. It's just a
part of the Yard, underneath one of the metal walkways
between classrooms, where there’s more metal and con-
crete than glass, where they pile up the empty formula

13
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hard to see people when they’re always behind

_ a smoked-
glass car window or disappearing into a

skyscraper
surrounded by crowds of photographers and bodyguards

The head of Facto, the man who invented formula. The
head of the whole Island now, the man who made up all
the new rules. Don’t touch this, don’t eat that, don't live
here - well, right now, I don’t care for his stupid rules.
And to prove it,  sit right down on top of his stupid name,
pick up my bowl and wait.
You see, I'm not going to eat it myself.
Well, maybe a bit — but it is properly foul. I'm going to

ive it
8 to someone else, Someone who should be here right
about . . . now,

And Sure enoy

the drain, gh, there on the ed ge of the shadows by

Icanj
Just see twgq antennae poking out, curling
red antennae belonging
my t i i
Eis e Y thumb, An insect with

the front — 5 paire

he air, and, checking that no one

e Sﬂiff t )
i es out into the open,

carefully scuttl
white stripes across his back.
ack, he’s a

The
s around, he
two large ‘
mile. Not that he can smile b
at spmmfuls of

else 1
revealing the

I gjve him a 8
ut he |

so I le

ikes to come and nibble
t him. And he’s OK to han% out with.

g and say, ‘How about if 1 give

cockmach. B
my formula,
He doesn’t thump your le
a dead leg instead? Will
doesn’t grab both your arms behi
mate tries to tickle you to death, saying, ’
even laugh either?’ (Again, no.) And he certainly never,

r jeers or points when you do try, as hard as you can,

you scream then?” (No.) He
nd your back, while his
‘“What, you can’t

yOU

eve
to say a word.

He just sort of listens.

I scoop a bit of formula in my spoon, and, checking
no one is watching, lay it down on the ground by my feet.
He scurries over and starts to lap it up.

No one knows why the cockroaches didn't catch
the red-eye. Dad used to say he wasn’t surprised they
survived — apparently even if you dropped a nuclear
bomb on everything, they would be the only ones left.

(That's what happens when you have a scientist for
a Dad. You don’t need school or exams when his lab is in
the basement and he lets you watch him work, muttering
to himself as he does. Your head is full of useless facts
from the get-go)

The red-eye wasn't a nuclear bomb though, it was
a disease. A disease worse than a nuclear bomb, if you

15
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fell out of the air and fish floated in silver
of the sea.

wild animals, pets,

y SIiCkS on top

It killed all the animals in the world.

Al i
= 1, that is, apart from the useless ones. The ones we
u I
;- n't eat, the ones that didn't pollinate crops or eat
pests. Just the pests themselves — the varmints. Like this

smell :

=% thz);kroach slurping at my spoon of formula. Even

touc}g1 th €y can't get the virus, you're still not meant to
em. Because humans can get the virus. That's

why Fact

] ando fdeclared the whole countryside a quarantine
they can kec:;(:: everyone to move to the cities, where
% em Safe —and -

u 2 why wi

Pside-down glass bogt. Ju y we live here under an

g 1o stin case, Selwyn Stone says.
i an over, put my hand out and let the

her side of the Yard laughing and joking

he ot .
; d,and 1 think perhaps freak is a good choice

of word by Maze.
Because he’s right.

[ didn’t ask for it, but t .

and only varmints for friends.

ast of cold from the air-con, and 1 shiver,

That’s what L am. I didn’t choose it,

hat’s what I've become — a genuine

freak, mute
There’s a bl ’
feeling all of a sudden very alone. The most alone I've felt

for a long time. Like I'm not even really here in the Yard
any more, like I'm just sort of floating about in space, cast
adriftin the sky above. It's weird, but L kind of enjoy feeling
sad sometimes. I deliberately think of all the sad things
that have happened — the animals going, then Mum, and
being taken away from Dad, dumped and forgotten about
in here. Like it’s all been done on purpose just to make
my life as rubbish as it could ever be, and there’s a kind of
warm feeling rising up inside my chest, filling up behind
my eyes, because I hate it, I hate everything, including

myself for feeling like this, and I think I'm going to cry,
when -

I hear it. A noise.

Strong, loud and clear, the strangest noise I've ever
heard: faint and crackly, like an old-fashioned radio in a
film. A noise that slowly, definitely, turns into a word.

*Help!*

That’s it — nothing else. It comes again.

*Help!*

')
There’s no one else here. The wardens are inside,



probably dozing. Back over b
seems to have Tony in 5 head
his bowl of formula, byt they'r

Y the serve,
lock ang is

y.' Blg Brenda
try Ing ¢,
€ mileg away. Anqg =

then ¢
€ words =

y SO faint |
just make them out.

*Kester! Help!*

Whoever is speaking has a Very deep voice —

it's not 5
kid’s voice at all, or even a man’s —

it rasps and echoes, Jike
a rock rattling down a meta] pipe.

*Please. You must help*
Almost not human.

Then slowly, with a knot in my stomach, I realize

whose voice it is. The only possible answer, however
impossible it seems, Looking straight at me, his little
varmint antennae waving —

The cockroach.

No -1 must be making this up. We're not in a cartoon.
The cockroach hasn’t got massive eyes, or a hat, and he
isn't singing a song. I definitely don’t think he’s going to
grant me a wish. He'’s just an insect sitting in my hand.
And yet I can hear him. He's trying to speak to me.
The cockroach flicks his antennae impatiently -
before we are both Plunged into shadow. The shadow

; "t
Cockroaches can’t talk. I can

was 1 thinking?

What ed. id at
1k, Nothing has Chal: gwarden says the words no L’;
talks- e n the ; tor will see
whic : :ier wants to hear: “The Docto
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Speckei
you now-
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Tell me...

* What do you like/ dislike about the opening?
* What questions do the opening pose for you?

* What connections can you make with other stories,
films or experiences?

* What atmosphere does the author create and how does
he do this?



How does the setting description

create a sense of atmosphere?

Consider:

* the size of the room,

* the size of the window in proportion to the room,

* the isolated nature of the location,

t
t
t
* the building materials referenced such as ‘plastic,

‘glass’ and ‘metal,’
)

* the properties of the materials and how they might
contribute to the sense of atmosphere and mood



Mood [ Atmosphere...

+* Qverall sense of confinement created

* Draw the setting with phrases to clarify images



Tuesday Week 1

* Learning objectives

+* | can retrieve and infer to understand characters’.



Role on the wall - Jaynes

—

("
-




Role on the wall - Bren




Role on the wall - Maze

{
H

— —




Role on the wall - Warden




Wednesday Week 1

* Learning objectives

* | can use inference to understand character
motivations.

* | can speak and act in character.



Freeze Frame...

‘Factorium is a Selwyn Stone Enterprige’ has
engraved on the bottom. Whatever. No one’s eyer Beel;
Selwyn Stone for real. He probably doesn’t even exist, I’
hard to see people when they’re always behind a smoked-
glass car window or disappearing into a skyscraper , Y,
surrounded by crowds of photographers and bod yguards, enterprise’ —
The head of Facto, the man who invented formula. The what does this
head of the whole Island now, the man who made up all
the new rules. Don’t touch this, don’t eat that, don’t live
here - well, right now, I don’t care for his stupid rules.
And to prove it, I sit right down on top of his stupid name,
pick up my bow! and wait.
You see, I'm not going to eat it myself.
Well, maybe a bit - but it is properly foul. I'm going to

gwﬁtmmmwne else. Someone who should be here right

word mean?



Role on the wall - Selwyn Stone




Thursday Week 1

* Learning objectives

* | can punctuate bullet points consistently.

+* | can make notes.



Bullet point punctuation reminder

When making a list of ideas you can:

* Use bullet points;

* Add a colon before the bullet points;

* Add a semi-colon at the end of each bullet point;
* Place a full stop after the last bullet point.



Note making — use bullet points for

each section

The Doctor: Kester:

Selwyn Stone: The virus:




* How do you think Selwyn Stone wants people to think about the virus?
Why?



\
* How do you think they would report on the virus? Why?

* What have Stone Enterprises already done as a result of
the virus?

+ Where does the Factorium Food come from?

* What advantage does the virus have for Stone
Enterprises?

* Why is it good for them to create panic?




Friday Week 1

* Learning objectives

* | can use semi-colons to separate items on a longer
list.

* | can recognise pros and cons for a balanced
argument.



Conscience Alley

“*Come with us now, Kester Jaynes. Or rot here forever.
The choice is yours.*’

Should he stay or go?



Stay ideas...

.

Use bullet points to note your ideas.



Go ideas...

.

Use bullet points to note your ideas.




Shared writing

| believe that Kester Jaynes should stay because: he is
obviously ill if he believes he is talking to an insect; there is no
way he will manage to get past all of the security that is at
Spectrum Hall; and he has nowhere to go even if he were to
escape.

Create this type of text with the children from their lists
showing how ideas can be extended and a list can begin with
a colon and separated by semi-colons.




Reminder to now have opening

model text on washing line

* Begin to learn model text with actions based on text
maps — ensure copy is in school handwriting policy

* Highlight semi-colons as will be a focus coming up



Monday Week 2

* Learning objectives

* | can recognise how movement and imagery can be
vividly created through power metaphors and
powerful verbs.



Metaphors [ Powerful verbs

+ Black flood (cockroaches)
+ Black ball swivels (camera)
# Grey curtains (moths)

* Swarm [ dissolve [ scuttling [ rears [ rattles [ clang



Drama activity

.

* Working as groups over obstacles.



Tuesday Week 2

* Learning objectives

* | recognise different techniques for creating tension
and imagery.



Figurative Language

Metaphor

She is a ray of sunshine.

Heart of stone.

He is the light of my life.

A rollercoaster of
emotions.

Onomatopoeia
Crash! Splash! Boom!
Pop! Bam! Snap!
Honk! Buzz! Drip!
Swish! Ring! Crackle!

Personification
The snow speaks.

The grass tickled my feet.

The leaves danced on the
trees.
The husky corn spoke.

Alliteration
Evil eagles eat eels.
Dreary, dismal darkness.
Pretty purple purses.
Adjectives and adverbs.




Simile
Pure as snow.
Quiet as a mouse.
Busy as a bee.
Cute as a kitten.

Hyperbole
For the millionth time, be quiet!
He's got a brain the size of a pea.
These shoes are killing me.
Speed up- a snail can go faster than you!




Copies of p37 — 48

* Text mark where you see effective examples of these that
create atmosphere or imagery:

Simile;

Metaphor;

Onomatopoeia;

Powerful verbs;

Adverbs;

Varying sentence structure;
Alliteration;

Dialogue.

* X X X X F*x  * ¥



Wednesday Week 2

* Learning objectives

* | can sequence and summarise events.



Story Mapping
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reaction to his
escape and the
disappearance of
The Doctor?

Consider how Stone
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to manage the
situation and how
they would want to
report this.
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Consider the
chronology of events
from Kester’s escape to
falling off the cliff, how
could these details be
manipulated to best
serve the purposes of
Stone Media?

How would they
describe Kester and his
actions?

In what light would
they want to portray
The Doctor?

How would they spin
the reporting of his
actions and intentions?
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Thursday Week 2

* Learning objectives

* | can compare and contrast settings.

* | can recognise language that evokes emotions.



P. 70 What is this place?

TERNE A N5 Y
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- CITYOFTHESOUTH \

Where do you
think they are?

Justify your
choice.



Draw the setting.

* Do a gallery walk and compare settings created here
to those in Spectrum Hall.



Friday Week 2

* Learning objectives

* | can recognise the impact of facial expression,
prosody and body language for creating either
positivity or negativity.



Read to p. 83

Positive and Negative views of Kester.

Life-saver Virus-spreader
Miracle-maker Animal-killer
Hope-giver Death-bringer

Wild-saviour Life-destroyer




* Kester  * Stag

+ Wolf pack




Reminder to now have build up

model text on washing line

* Begin to learn model text with actions based on text
maps — ensure copy is in school handwriting policy

* Highlight semi-colons as will be a focus coming up



Monday Week 3

* Learning objectives

* | can understand the motivations of characters.



Read to p 113

e ——

* ‘...nuzzling the cub softly on the top of his head'.

Why do you think the wolf has decided to
join the group?

How could the wolf cub’s entry into the
group strengthen them group and mission?

How could the wolf cub’s entry into the

group weaken them and threaten their
mission?

Do you think the group should welcome
him? Provide reasons for and against.




E——

Consider...

*

*

The wolf cub’s motivation for joining.

In what ways he could be an asset for the group and the
mission.

What threats he might pose to the group and the mission.

Should the stag have consulted the group before welcoming
the wolf cub?

Do you think the group would have welcomed him so freely?



Leadership...
_

* Reflect on the concept of leadership, its challenges and
difficulties of decision making on behalf of a group.

What would you have done as The Stag?



Tuesday Week 3

* Learning objectives

* | can recognise how outward actions can hide inward
feelings.






Read to p. 133

« Polly
* Sydney

+* Kester

Freeze frame the initial meeting.
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Role on the wall - Polly

—

*  What are our initial impressions of
Polly?

+ What do we know about her?
* How does she view Kester?

*  What do we know about her
outward appearance and her
inner thoughts and feelings?

* How does what she thinks on the
inside differ from how she
portrays herself on the outside?

*  How might she be feeling when
Kester arrived?

* |s she threatened by his arrival or
relieved?

*  What thoughts and questions
does she have?



Wednesday Week 3

* Learning objectives

* | can sequence events.

* | can summarise events.



Read to p. 159

* Add to your story map.

* Sequence the key events that have taken place so far.



Events so far...

* Escaped from Spectrum
Hall



Events so far...

Met The Wild




Events so far...

Travelled to find the
cure with Polly
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Consider the implication of the key revelation.

What would happen if this information was revealed to the wider public?

Why would Facto lie about something so significant?

What purpose could it serve them?

How are they likely to communicate the recent developments in Kester’s story?
What would they report if there had been sightings of Kester with the wild?
How might they use this to their advantage?

How might they manipulate the developments and report this to the public?



Thursday Week 3

* Learning objectives

* | can recognise how concise sentences can express
the loss and grief a character feels.



Read to p. 184

* Discuss your thoughts on what happens in these
chapters.

* How did you emotions vary at different points.

* When was Kester feeling elated, guilty, determined,
angry, at peace?



Grief and guilt...

The loss of Sidney has a profound effect on Kester, this is shown in is inability
to express his grief and guilt.

The wolf cub’s disappointment further compounds this when he curtly states,
‘The cat. You lost the cat.

This careful and succinct choice of words is particularly poignant in this
moment.



Hot seating...

Polly, Wolf-cub, Kester, Stag...

+* Choose a character to be in the hot seat.

* Ask them to explain how they are feeling at losing
Sydney.



Emotions captured through poetry.

| could not save her
Time and tides dragged her under
Guilt etched on my soul

Discuss this Haiku and how it expresses Kester’s emotions
at the loss of Sydney.



Reminder to now have problem

model text on washing line

* Begin to learn model text with actions based on text
maps — ensure copy is in school handwriting policy

* Highlight semi-colons as will be a focus coming up



Friday Week 3

.

* Learning objectives

* | can use



Read to p. 191

‘What | thought only a stag could do’

Reflect on the decision that Kester is facing.



Perspectives and expectations of

leadership...

o—

* In groups, consider the different perspectives and
expectations of leadership, thinking about the following
points and referring back to the text to justify opinions.

Why do you think the stag has asked him to
become the Wildness?

How will this affect the dynamics of the
group?

Do you think the other animals will support

the decision? Do you think there will be
divisions?

Do you think Kester should take the lead?
Provide reasons for and against.




Read to p. 200

Explore the change in the relationship between Kester and the Wolf cub as he
becomes the Wildness.

After starting out as sworn enemies, what has happened that has enabled them to see
the world in each other’s eyes?

Explore the shared importance of their fathers, looking at the change in circumstance
around their leaving their fathers.

The wolf left of his own decision, Kester was taken away.

Why is Kester reluctant to talk about this with the wolf?




Monday Week 4

* Learning objectives

# | can infer and retrieve information from a text to
understand a character’s motivations.



Read to p. 218

*| do not like this woman or her smell, Wildness*

Do you think Polly was right to trust Ma and reveal everything to her?



Conscience Alley...

To trust Ma or to not trust Ma?

Hold a debate and then vote.

Give a reason for your choice of
vote.




Read on to p. 235

+ What do we learn about Ma and her intentions?

* Does this reinforce or change any of your opinions?



Role on the wall - Ma




Predictions and reactions...

Summarise what we have learnt about Facto’s involvement in
the virus.

What does Ma think of Facto?

Why do you now think she is keen to look after Kester, Polly
and the wild?

Look carefully at the last line of the chapter ‘Professor Dawson
Jaynes'.

How will Kester react to this?



Professor Dawson Jaynes

What will Kester be feeling at this point?



Tuesday Week 4

* Learning objectives

* | can use illustrations to represent power dynamics
within texts.



Read to p. 243

* What connections can you make to other stories you
have read or watched?



+ The Lion, THE WiTcH axD THE WARDROBE +

“The fool!™ she cried. “The fool has come. Bind
him fasc.”

Lucy and Susan held their breaths waiting for
Aslan’s roar and his spring upon his enemies. Bur it
never came. Four Hags, grinning and leering, yet also
(at first) hanging back and half afraid of what they
had to do, had approached him. “Bind him, I say!"™
repeated the White Witch, The Hags made a darr ar
him and shrieked with triumph when they found that
he made no resistance at all. Then others - evil
dwarfs and apes — rushed in to help them, and
between them they rolled the huge Lion over on his
back and tied all his four paws together, shouting
and cheering as if they had done something brave,
though, had the Lion chosen, one of those paws
could have been the death of them all. But he made
no noise, even when the enemies, straining and
tugging, pulled the cords so tight thar they cur into
his flesh. Then they began to drag him towards the
Stone Table.

“Stop!™ said the Witch. “Let him first be shaved.”

Another roar of mean laughrer went up from her
followers as an ogre with a pair of shears came
forward and squatted down by Aslan’s head. Snip-
snip-snip went the shears and masses of curling gold
began to fall to the ground. Then the ogre stood back

w 164

4 THE TriuMPH OF THE WITCH

and the children, watching from their hiding-place,
could see the face of Aslan looking all small and
different without its mane. The enemies also saw the
difference.

“Why, he’s only a great cat after all!™ cried one.

“Is that what we were afraid of?™ said another.,

And they surged round Aslan, jeering at him,
saying things like, “Puss, Puss! Poor Pussy,” and,
“How many mice have you caught today, Car?” and,
“Would you like a saucer of milk, Pussums?™

“Oh, how can they?” said Lucy, tears streaming
down her cheeks. *The brutes, the brutes!™ For now
that the first shock was over, the shorn face of Aslan
looked to her braver, and more beautiful, and more
patient than ever,

“Muzzle him!" said the Witch. And even now, as
they worked about his face putting on the muzzle,
one bite from his jaws would have cost two or three
of them their hands, Bur he never moved. And this
seemed to enrage all that rabble. Everyone was at
him now. Those who had been afraid to come near
him even after he was bound began rto find their
courage, and for a few minutes the two girls could
not even see him - so thickly was he surrounded by
the whole crowd of creatures kicking him, hitting
him, spitting on him, jeering at him,

= |55 -



# THE Liod, THE WITCH AND THE WARDROBE +

At last the rabble had had enough of this. They
began to drag the bound and muzzled Lion to the
Stone Table, some pulling and some pushing, He was
so huge that even when they got him there it took all
their effores to hoist him on to the surface of it. Then
there was more tving and tightening of cords.

*The cowards! The cowards!™ sobbed Susan.
“*Are they still afraid of him, even now?”

When once Aslan had been tied {and tied so thar
he was really a mass of cords) on the flar stone, a
hush fell on the crowd. Four Hags, holding four
torches, stood at the corners of the Table. The Wirch
bared her arms as she had bared them the previous
night when it had been Edmund instead of Aslan.
Then she began to wher her knife. It looked to the
children, when the gleam of the torchlight fell on it,
as if the knife were made of stone, not of steel, and it
was of a strange and evil shape,

At lasr she drew near. She stood by Aslan’s head.
Her tace was working and twitching with passion,
burt his looked up ar the sky, sull guier, neither
angry nor afraid, but a little sad. Then, just before
she gave the blow, she stooped down and said in a
qQUIVETINE VOICe,

“And now, who has won? Fool, did you think
that by all this you would save the human trairor?

& | Gy &

& Tue TriusrH OF THE WiTCH #
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Connections to the scene of Aslan’s death.

Consider the use of language, and the two heroes
maintain their dignity against the jeering mob.

Re-enact the scene in The Last Wild, from p239-243, think
about how to achieve the sense of wild hunger that the
mob feel against the dignity of the stag and the horror of
Kester and Polly.



Power of
illustrations...

+ What has the illustrator done to
draw our attention to him amidst
the chaos of the mob?

+ What impact does the composition
have on our understanding of the
power dynamic?



 Create your own illustration of the mob scene in The
Last Wild, drawing on what you have learnt.

* You may choose to limit the palette to black, white
and red to mirror the other illustrations in the book.



Read to p. 268

Think about these aspects as you listen...

Has Kester proved himself as the Wildness?
How?

How have the group dynamics evolved?

In what ways have the animals and Polly
supported him? Why have they done this?

Do you have any remaining questions or
doubts about his leadership?




Wednesday Week 4

* Learning objectives

* | can recognise moral aspects of character decisions.



Story board update...

* Add the most recent events to your story boards.

Consider Kester’s leadership of the wild.
What challenges has he faced?

How has he overcome them?

Has he lived up to the responsibility?
What was integral to his success?

Could he have done it alone?

Think about the trust that is built within the group and how this has been
formed, especially with Polly and the wolf cub.

* X X X X X ¥



Read to p. 303

.

* Add the events as you listen to your storyboard.



Proportionate?

Discuss the sequence of events leading to Skuldiss’s death.
Reflect upon Kester’s actions and whether they were proportionate.

o To what extent would you go to protect a loved one or a principle you hold dear?
o What prompted such rage within him?

o Why do you think the author chose this point in the story to be the first time that Kester
expresses rage?

o Do you think he was fully in control of his actions?

o Why does Kester refrain from killing Skuldiss?

o Isviolence ever an appropriate response?

Why do you think the stag reacted differently?

What distinguishes Kester and does this reinforce his position as leader?
What might the consequences of Skuldiss’s death be? How might Stone react?



Thursday Week 4

* Learning objectives

* | can respond personally to a story and giver
justifications for opinions.



Read to the end

+ Tell me...

* Likes?

* Dislikes?
* Patterns?
* Puzzles?



Story board completion

Part 1 — Spectrum Hall

Part 2 - What is this place?
Part 3 — The man with crutches
Part 4 — The wildness

Part 5 — She knows your father
Part 6 - Welcome to the city

* X X K% X ¥

Your task is to think what Part 7 may be...
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The Last Wild is a
trilogy.

Kester’s story
continues, but how

would you continue
his story?




Reminder to now have resolution and
ending model text on washing line

* Begin to learn model text with actions based on text
maps — ensure copy is in school handwriting policy



*

*

x

*

*

Friday Week 4

Learning objectives

| can use knowledge of a story and an author’s style to
continue ideas in the same theme.

| can collaborate.
| can share ideas.

| can edit and improve writing



Shared writing

# Plan for next part (Book 2)

* Shared writing opening together as a class and then
in small groups using class plan write build up





















Monday Week 5

* Learning objectives

+* | can collaborate.

+* | can share ideas.

* | can edit and improve writing.



Shared writing

# Using plan edit and improve a group’s build up and
then use class plan to shared write problem

* In groups children to write resolution from class plan

* Come back together to write shared ending from
class plan



Tuesday Week 5

* Learning objectives
| can plan and draft my ideas.

* | can talk through my ideas with clarity and
confidence.



Planning — once done, talk through

and offer support to a partner.

(Picture)

(Notes)



Wednesday Week 5

* Learning objectives

# | can write in the style of an author.

* | can check my writing is in 15t person and present
tense.

* | can edit and improve my writing.



Thursday Week 5

* Learning objectives

# | can write in the style of an author.

* | can check my writing is in 15t person and present
tense.

* | can edit and improve my writing.



Friday Week 5

* Learning objectives
# | can write in the style of an author.

* | can check my writing is in 15t person and present
tense.

* | can edit and improve my writing.



Monday Week 6

* Learning objectives

* | can recognise a shape poem.
* | can recognise emotive language.

* | can give personal opinions with justifications.



Genre objectives
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At the flick of a switch | reach under the bed
I slip on the watch and fix the strap tight
One last look, | take o deep breath

The corridor fills with a black flood of shells
Warden’s asleep, chin tucked in his neck

Black ball swivelling, swarming moths locking wings
Drone of the lift filling the silence

Stamping and shouting, ready to nip

Boots thundering towards us, we scrambie out . .
Quickly! Hurry! Only way out. Learn with actions from text map.

Earth tumbling, nails digging, hands slipping
Torch beams, lights move, total darkness

[} ° ° ° ’
st b g et Have on washing line written in school’s
Plunge under the surface, chest about to explode handWl’ltlng pOllcy.

Torrent turning and tumbling, spitting me out
The wet and the wild, where the red-eye rules

Syringe in hand, he barks in my ear
Wet breeze spray flicks the back of my neck

Cose my eyes,

| take one step back.
I smile.

He lunges,

I fail




At the flick of a switch | reach under the bed
I slip on the watch and fix the strap tight
One last look, | take o deep breath

The corridor fills with a black flood of shells
Warden’s asleep, chin tucked in his neck

Black ball swivelling, swarming moths locking wings
Drone of the lift filling the silence

Stamping and shouting, ready to nip

Boots thundering towards us, we scrambie out
Quickly! Hurry! Only way out.

Earth tumbling, nails digging, hands slipping
Torch beams, lights move, total darkness

We must keep going, no time to lose

Piunge under the surface, chest about to explode
Torrent turning and tumbling, spitting me out
The wet and the wild, where the red-eye rules

Syringe in hand, he barks in my ear
Wet breeze spray flicks the back of my neck

Cose my eyes,

| take one step back.
I smile.

He lunges,

I fail

‘\

Likes?
Dislikes?
Patterns?
Puzzles?

When in the story is this poem written?

What emotions are being shared?




At the flick of a switch | reach under the bed
I slip on the watch and fix the strap tight
One last look, | take o deep breath

The corridor fills with a black flood of shells
Warden’s asleep, chin tucked in his neck

Black ball swivelling, swarming moths locking wings
Drone of the lift filling the silence

Stamping and shouting, ready to nip

Boots thundering towards us, we scrambie out
Quickly! Hurry! Only way out.

Earth tumbling, nails digging, hands slipping
Torch beams, lights move, total darkness

We must keep going, no time to lose

Piunge under the surface, chest about to explode
Torrent turning and tumbling, spitting me out
The wet and the wild, where the red-eye rules

Syringe in hand, he barks in my ear
Wet breeze spray flicks the back of my neck

Cose my eyes,

| take one step back.
I smile.

He lunges,

I fail

In groups, work on how this could be
shared.

Think about dynamics (volume), tone,
use of instruments, body language,
facial expression and audience position.



Tuesday Week 6

* Learning objectives

* | can recognise how language choice creates mood
and atmosphere.



Language choice...

Atﬂmﬁ“}dﬂfnm tch | reach under the
| slip on the watch and fix the strap tight
One last look, | take a deep breath

* Flick

« Slip

* Last look

* Deep breath



Language choice...

The corridor fills with a black flood of shells
Warden’s asleep, chin tucked in his neck

Block ball swivelling, swarming moths locking wings
Drone of the lift filling the silence

Stamping and shouting, ready to nip

+ Black flood
* Swivelling
* Swarming
* Silence

* Stamping
* shouting



Language choice...

Boots thundering towards us, we scromble out
Quiickly! Hurry! Only way out.

Earth tumbling, noils digging, hands slipping
Torch beams, lights move, total darkness

Scramble
Tumbling
Diffing
Slipping
darkness

* X X X ¥



Language choice...

We must keep going, no time to lose
Plunge under the surface, chest about to explode

Torrent turning and tumbling, spitting me out
The wet and the wild, where the red-eye rules

* Plunge

« Explode

* Turning and tumbling
* Spitting



Language choice...

Svringe in hand, he barks in my ear

Close my eyes, * Barks
| take one step back. .
* Flicks
[ smile.
* Lunges
He lunges,
, * Fall
cries.



Layout choices...

Svringe in hand, he barks in my ear
Wet breeze spray flicks the back of my neck

Close my eyes,

| take one step back.

I smile.

How is the
ending of
the fall

reflected in
how this
poem is
presented?



Wednesday Week 6

* Learning objectives

* | can plan my own poem based on an extract of the
story.

* | can select words and phrase specifically to create a
mood and atmosphere.



Shared write...

+ Could choose the section where Kester is carried over
the land by the pigeons with the writing lifting up and
almost traversing mountains before landing in the
wild.

* Or the crossing of the river and Sydney perishing over
the edge of the waterfall?



Which section of the story will you

choose?

# Think about the mood and atmosphere at this point.

« Look closely at the text from this section.
# Select words and phrases that are effective.
* What others could you add?

* How are you ending this section? Can you think of how the
poem will look on the page to support this ending?



Thursday Week 6

* Learning objectives
* | can write a poem based on my plan.

| can think about how the presentation reflects the
writing of the story.



Friday Week 6

* Learning objectives
* | can publish my poem.
# | can offer support to my peers.

* | can reflect on my learning.



* What
* What
* What

The Last Wild

nave you achieved?
nave you enjoyed?

have been your

strengths?

* What have you improved?

* What are you going to keep
working on?
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