
Apple and Koa Classes Home Learning Year 2 
Monday 8th June 2020 

 
Dear Year 2 families, 
 
As you know, teachers in the school are in charge of “bubbles” that have been created for Early Years 
children, year 1 and Year 6 so, from today, we will not have as much time as before to answer all your 
emails the same day you send them. We might send the 3 tasks for Mondays and Thursdays the previous 
day in the evening so we have the time to get ready to go to school in the mornings. 
 
Here are Block 6 Week 2 Monday’s activities:    

1. In Maths, we are going to make patterns with shapes.  
Get some pieces of coloured paper or card and cut some 2-D shapes like triangles, squares, oblongs, etc. 
Make sure they are the same size. Choose two shapes to begin with and create a pattern: 2 triangles, 1 
square, 2 triangles, 1 square and so on. Then make it harder by choosing a third shape and change the 
pattern, you can also change colours to make it even harder. 

   Simplification: Use shapes like triangles, squares, oblongs and circles. 
Extension: Use shapes with more sides, pentagons, hexagons and octagons and different colours. 

2. In English, we will explore how particular words are used, including words and expressions with 
similar meanings. 
First, you can play a game called ‘Mini-beast mime’ with an adult or your brother or sister. Mime the 
movement of a particular insect, ask your adult to guess what it is. Repeat by swapping places. 
              Do you likes insects? Why? Why not? 
Tell your child that insects are the most successful type of animal on earth. They’ve existed since long 
before humans, long before dinosaurs, and there are more different types of insect on the planet than 
any other animal. Ask your child to guess how many.  
Answer: more than 900,000 different types, and more are being discovered all the time. Insects are 
amazing! 
Tell your child that today we are going to look at and think about a selection of mini-beast poems. We’re 
going to particularly think about how their authors ‘paint pictures with words’ to bring their subjects to 
life. Ask your child to think about the four senses – 
How do they look?  
What sounds do they make?  
How do they behave?  
How do they move?  
What words and phrases do the poets use to bring their creatures to life? 

Ask your child to shut their eyes, listen carefully and tell you when they think they know the insect that the 
following poem is describing. Read ‘Ladybird’ poem. Can they guess what insect is it? Tell them is a 
ladybird. Read poem again, asking your child to write one word, phrase/image that they really like. Discuss 
why. Give a different insect poem to read, discuss and analyse.  

Your child to read through and underline part they like.  
Find the poems after the tasks at the end of this document. 

 

Simplification: You can select one poem. 
Extension: try and analyse two or more poems.  

3. In Science, did you plant the seed last week? 
Describe the changes you observe. Did it grow a little root? This is called the “radicle”.  
Fill in the second page of your seed diary. 
Simplification: Draw the picture of what the seed looks like now. 
Extension: Label the parts of your drawing. 
 

We shall look forward to receiving your work.  
Love from, 

Mrs Khan and Ms Aldecoa 

 



Ladybird 
 

Tiniest of turtles! 
Your shining back 
Is a shell of orange 
With spots of black. 
 
How trustingly you walk 
Across this land 
Of hairgrass and hollows  
That is my hand. 
 
Your small wire legs, 
So frail, so thin, 
Their touch is swansdown 
Upon my skin. 
 
There! break out 
Your wings and fly: 
No tenderer creature 
Beneath the sky. 
 
By 
Clive Sansom 
 
Woodlouse 

 
Armoured dinosaur, 
blundering through jungle grass by 
dandelion-light. 
 
Knight’s headpiece, steel hinged 
orange-segment, ball bearing, 
armadillo-drop. 
 
Pale peppercorn, pearled 
eyeball; sentence without end, 
my rolling full-stop. 
 
By 
Judith Nicholls 



The Spider 
 

I’m told that the spider 
Has curled up inside her 
Enough silky material 
To spin an aerial 
One-way track 
To the moon and back 
Whilst I 
Cannot even catch a fly. 
 
Anon. 
 
Dragonfly 
 
When the heat of summer 
Make drowsy the land, 
A dragonfly came 
And sat on my hand. 
 
With its blue jointed body, 
And wings like spun glass 
It lit on my fingers 
As though they were grass. 
 
The Fly 

 
How large unto the tiny fly 
Must little things appear! - 
A rosebud like a feather bed 
It’s prickly like a spear; 
 
A dewdrop like a looking-glass, 
A hair like golden wire; 
The smallest grain of mustard-seed 
As fierce as coals of fire; 
 
A loaf of bread, a lofty hill; 
A wasp, a cruel leopard; 
And specks of salt as bright to see 
As lambkins to a shepherd. 
 
By 
Walter de la Mare 



The Caterpillar 
 

Brown and furry 
Caterpillar in a hurry 
Take your walk 
To the shady leaf or stalk 
 
May no toad spy you, 
May the little birds pass by you; 
Spin and die, 
To live again a butterfly. 
 
By 
Christina Rossetti 
 
The Dragon Fly 
 
Today I saw the dragon-fly 
Come from the wells where he did lie. 
 
An inner impulse rent the veil 
of his old husk; from head to tail 
Came out clear plates of sapphire mail 
 
He dried his wings: like gauze they grew 
Through crofts and pastures wet with dew 
A living flash of light he flew. 
 
By 
Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
 
Wings 
 
If I had wings 
I would touch the fingertips of clouds 
and glide on the wind's breath. 
 
If I had wings 
I would taste a chunk of the sun, 
as hot as peppered curry 
 
If I had wings 
I would listen to the clouds of sheep bleat 
that graze on the blue 
 
If I had wings 
I would breath deep and sniff 
the scent of raindrops 



 
If I had wings 
I would gaze at the people  
who cling to the earth 
 
If I had wings 
I would dream of 
swimming in the deserts 
and walking in the seas 
 
Pie Corbett 
 
Centipedes 
 
The Centipedes in my garden 
Are such noisy little brutes, 
I wish that they'd wear slippers 
Instead of hobnail boots. 
 
Martin Honeysett 
 
The Butterfly 
 
The sun is on fire 
In the sky 
And in its warmth 
Flowers open 
In the garden 
And the butterfly 
Flutters by. 
 
Wings widespread, 
It stops to feed 
At the flowerbed 
And on its favourite flower 
The butterfly settles 
Like two extra petals. 
 
Stanley Cook 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Wasp 
 
When the ripe pears droop heavily, 
The yellow wasp hums loud and long 
His hot and drowsy autumn song. 
A yellow flame he seems to be, 
When darting suddenly from high 
He lights where fallen peaches lie. 
 
Yellow and black - this tiny thing's 
A tiger-soul on elfin wings. 
 
William Sharp 
 
Dragonflies 
 
They used to fly  
over all the ponds 
in summer, Granny says 
 
like sparkling sapphire helicopters, 
purple aeroplanes, 
with eyes of bright topaz, 
wings flashing emerald light, 
brightening the countryside 
in their jewelled flight. 
 
Sun-glow brilliance winging 
over every pond, 
someday I hope to see one 
- smallest last dragon. 
 
Joan Poulson 
 

 
 

 


