
Home Learning for Year 5 (RED)             

Wednesday 10th June  
 

 

Writing learning  
Spellings 

 
Spot Mr Whoops’ spelling mistakes! 

 

 
 

Mr Whoops is a little bit clumsy…OK, OK, he’s a lot clumsy! Even 
though he’s really trying hard with his writing, he’s still accidentally 
misspelt 13 of his Y5/Y6 key spelling words. Can you spot his 
mistakes? 

 

 
 

Write a list of the correct spellings for Mr Whoops to practise.  
 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 

Reading Learning 
Street Child 

 
Today, read the next chapter of Street Child (chapter 6 – 
Tip). It’s a bit of a long one so today, simply read the 
chapter carefully.  
 
Your History task today is to write a diary entry about life in 
the workhouse, so if you like you could jot down some ideas 
from Street Child to help you as you read.  
 

 
 



. 

 

History learning 
 

1) Read the diary entry of a Victorian child.(below) 
 

2) Use the diary entry, your own research and notes about life 
in the workhouse as well as the descriptions from Street 
Child to write your own diary entry about life in the 
workhouse.  
 

 
 

 

  
 

 

 

 

 

Maths Learning 
Calculating perimeter 

 

 

 

 

 

 

3. The perimeter of the inner square is 16cm. 

The outer square’s perimeter is four times larger. 

What is the length of one side of the outer square? 

 

2. Each square has a length of 2cm. What is the perimeter of 

the shape?  

 

1. Find the perimeter of the shapes (don’t forget to work out 

the missing sides first!) 

 
 



31st January 1874 

Dear diary, 

I am sat in our overcrowded dormitory, we are supposed 

to be asleep but I can’t. It is too cold. It is extremely 

difficult to see the page; I am holding this diary up to the 

window so that I can see the light from the reflection of 

the moon. Today has been as miserable as any other day, 

if not worse. 

The master stormed into our room to wake us up at 

4.30am and ordered us outside to wash our face using the 

outside water pump. However, it was so cold that the 

water formed little icicles at the end of the pump. All of 

the boys were stood huddled together in a line, trying to 

stay close for warmth. I tried to look for my sister, 

Charlotte, as boys and girls are separated at all times. We 

haven’t seen each other since we entered this place, but I 

will not give up hope. 

Breakfast was water and a small piece of bread left over 

from last night. I can tell it was left over because it was 

extremely tough to bite. Soon after we were ushered into 

the bustling workroom, where I was ordered to unpick old 

rope and separate it into threads to be resold. The 

material is so tough and scratchy that my fingers are 

crimson and blistered. The pain was so incredible that I 

wanted to cry, but I didn’t dare. If the Master catches 

somebody crying he beats them with the cane. 

 To think that we do this all day, every day, for 5d a week. 

It isn’t much, but I send what I can home to Ma to look 

after the baby. She needs it more than I do. 

Dinner was exactly the same tonight, too. Small piles of 

stale crusty bread were on the table tops and bowls of 

cold gruel were slammed down before us. I spotted some 

of the boys sneakily stuffing pieces into their pockets to 

eat later. We are all so hungry.  

When will this end? I feel weak and tired. Sometimes I 

wish I could run out of the doors and escape, but the last 

boy who tried was beaten in front of everybody. I can still 

hear his cries. 

I had better get some rest, I will write to you tomorrow.  

Goodnight. 

From 

Peter 

  



 



  



  



 

 

  



 
  



 


