Year 4 Home Learning 4.5.20 – 8.5.20
Literacy Support Pack

This week we will be looking at emotions and vocabulary with a view to creating a high quality diary entry from Bess’ point of view in ‘The Highwayman’ Poem.

Lesson 1 – Finding different words with the same meaning (synonyms)
Try and find at least 4 different emotions that mean the same as the emotions listed below. You could use a dictionary or an online version, whichever you prefer.
The emotions that will be looking at are:
Scared
Happy
Tired
Confused
Angry
Relieved
Sad
Love

Challenge 1: Using the words from Literacy Task 1, choose a synonym for each emotion and put it into a sentence where it is appropriate.



Lesson 2 – Emotions Graph for Bess during ‘The Highwayman’

I have included the poem below as a reminder.
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Bess has a range of emotions throughout the poem.
For your task I would like you to pick out her emotion and how she was feeling at these key points:
1. Bess waiting at the window and seeing the Highway Man riding up.
2. The Highway Man telling Bess he is going to a job and will be back tomorrow night. 
3. Bess seeing the troops and being tied to the bed post.
4. Bess shooting herself to warn the Highway Man to save him.
5. Bess living with the Highway Man as a ghost. 

I would like you to display your emotions on a graph. I have included a graph example below, however you could draw the graph however you wish to. Once you have drawn your graph, label each point with an emotion that Bess is feeling. Try to use some of your synonyms from the previous session.
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Lesson 3 – Writing a diary entry as Bess
Using the 5 key events from the previous graph, write a diary entry as Bess. Remember to include a range of emotions and also techniques used by the author of the poem. He uses a lot of repetition and this is something that you could use in you diary entry.
Here is a model of a diary entry.

Thursday 16th May 1810
Dear Diary,
Today, my life changed forever. I suppose that’s what love does to you. I just didn’t expect it to change my life this dramatically. Waiting, that is how I had started my day. Waiting for my beloved Highway Man to return from his life stacking robbery. His words replayed in my head all day… ‘One kiss, my bonny sweetheart’. 
As the day progressed, my nerves began to race uncontrollably. My love had not yet returned from his job. Dawning came and went, as did noon and the tawny sunset. Still no Highway Man. The anxiety began washing over me like a dark and traitorous sea. 
Hope was almost lost when I heard the crashing and clattering of horses hooves against the cobbled road. An unsettling feeling grew in the pit of my stomach, I knew the sound of me sweet Highway Man, riding-riding, to my inn window, and this was not him. It was King George’s red-coat troops, marching-marching. My heart sank deep to the pit of my stomach. 
Gagging me, they tied me to the bed post of the bed with a cold hard musket pressed up against me. Despite the terrible danger I was in, all I feared was the safety of my true love. I had to warn him. Wriggling my hands I tried to get free. The searing pain coming from my wrists and hands did not come close to the pain and panic I felt in my heart. 
Relief. Relief washed over me for a second as soon as I heard the familiar sound of the Highway Man making his way to me. However, the fear soon returned, what if the troops heard him before I got the chance to warn him. That’s when I pressed the shivering trigger with the hope my efforts would be enough. BANG! That was the last sound I heard. 

My efforts did not save my beloved, but all was not lost. We now llive in a world of our own. Together. On a winter’s night, I still plait a red love-knot in my long black hair, while I listen to the comforting sound of my true love riding down the purple moor. 
I fear this is the last entry I will write in you, thank you for the pages we have shared. 

Take note of a few key features:
· The date – Remember this is not set in the present time.
· Paragraphs
· Emotions and feelings
Thoughts written down as though she was actually speaking them (eg. I fear this is the last entry I will write in you, thank you for the pages we have shared.)

This would have been your success criteria:
[image: ]
Appropriate Diary entry features are:
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You may also want to use the resource below to remind you of some fronted adverbials which you could use. Remember that you must use a comma, just like the resource does.
[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ] 
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ALL: T can maintain the viewpoint of Bess’ ghost throughout the diary
entry.

MOST: I can include all the appropriate diary entry features in my
work.

'SOME: I can use specific detail from the poem fo support my diary
entry.
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Features of a Diary Entry

Uses the past tense

Uses first person pronouns (I, we, my, etc)

Describes the writer's point of view, thoughts
and feelings

Includes opinions as well as facts

Uses ambitious words to describe people and places

Is written in an informal style, as though speaking
to someone

Uses time conjunctions to link events

Organises events into paragraphs

Uses inverted commas to show direct speech
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Fronted Adverbials are words or phrases at the beginning of a sentence which are used to describe the action that follows.

Time Frequency Place Manner Degree
Afterwards, Often, ‘Above the clouds, Sadly, ‘Almost unbelievably,
Already, Again, Below the sea, Stowly, Much adrmired,
Always, Daily, Here, Happily, Nearly asleep,
Immediately, Weekly, Outside, Awkwardly, Quite understandably,
Last month, Fortnightly, Over there, Bravely, Really happily,
Now, Yearly, There, Likea ..., Perhaps,
Soon, ‘Sometimes, Under the ground, As quick as a flash, Maybe,
Yesterday, Rarely, Upstairs, As fast as he could, Just arrived,
Today, Every second, In the distance, Without a sound, Certainly amused,
Tomorrow, Twice a year, Between the sea and the sky, | Without warning, Obviously angry,
Next year, Once a minute, Everywhere she looked, Unexpectedly, Definitely confused,
In January, Once, Around the tent, Unfortunately, Completely exhausted,
On Tuesday, Once or twice, Back at the house, Suddenly, Barely alive,
In the morning, Three times, Nearby, Mysteriously, Out of breath,
After @ while, Constantly, Down by the cliffs, Frantically, Decidedly unimpressed,
s soon as she could, Regularly, Behind the shed, Anxiously, Perfectly confident,
Before long, Frequently, In the wooden box, Courageously, Positively trembling with
Allof a sudden, Infrequently, Over my bed, Silently, excitement,
In the blink of an eye, Occasionally, Somewhere near here, Curiously, purely practically,
Just then, Rarely, Far away, Nervously, ‘Somewhat flustered,
Eventually, Never in my lfe, Wherever they went, Rapidly, Utterly joyous,
& Later, Never befor North of here, Carefully, Totally overwhelmed,
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The Highwayman

BY ALERED NOYES

PART ONE

he wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees.
The moon was a ghostly gallcon tossed upon cloudy scas.
The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,
And the highwayman came riding—

Riding—riding—
The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door.

Hed a French cocked-hat on his forehead, a bunch of lace at his chin,
A coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of brown doe-skin.
“They fitted with never a wrinkle. His boots were up to the thigh.
And he rode with a jewelled twinkle,

His pistol butts a-twinkle,
His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky.

Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard.
He tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked and barred.
He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there
But the landlordss black-eyed daughter,

Bess, the landlord' daughter,
Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.
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And dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked
Where Tim the ostler listened. His face was white and peaked.
His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay,
But he loved the landlord's daughter,

“The landlords red-lipped daugher.
Dumb as a dog he listencd, and he heard the robber say—

“One kiss, my bonny swectheart, I'm after a prize to-night,
But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning lights
Yer, i they press me sharply, and harry me through the day.
“Then look for me by moonlight,

Watch for me by moonlight,
Pl come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way.”

He rose upright in the stirrups. He scarce could reach her hand,
But she loosened her hair in the casement. His face burnt like a brand
As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breasts
And he kissed its waves in the moonlight,
(O, sweet black waves in the moonlight!)
“Then he tugged at his rein in the moonlight, and galloped away to the west.
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PART TWO

He did not come in the dawning. He did not come at noon;
And out of the tawny sunset, before the rise of the moon,
When the road was a gypsy’ ribbon, looping the purple moor,
A red-coat troop came marching—

Marching—marching—
King George’s men came marching, up to the old inn-door.

“They said no word to the landlord. They drank his ale instcad.
But they gagged his daughter, and bound her, to the foot of her narrow bed.
ivo of them knelt at her casement, with muskets at their side!
There was death at every windows

And hell a one dark window;
For Bess could sce, through her casement, the road that e would ride.

‘hey had tied her up to attention, with many a sniggering jest.
ey had bound a musket beside her, with the muzzle beneath her breast!
“Now, keep good watch!” and they kissed her. She heard the doomed man say—
Look for me by moonlight;

Watch for me by moonlighs:
Tl come 10 thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way!
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She twisted her hands behind her; but all the knots held good!
She writhed her hands tll her fingers were wet with sweat or blood!
hey stretched and strained in the darkness, and the hours crawled by like years
ill, now, on the stroke of midnight,
Cold, on the stroke of midnight,
The tip of one finger touched it! The trigger at least was hers!

The tip of one finger touched it. She strove no more for the rest.
Up, she stood up to attention, with the muzzle beneath her breast.
She would not risk their hearing; she would not strive again:
For the road lay bare in the moonlight;
Blank and bare in the moonlight;
And the blood of her veins, in the moonlight, throbbed to her love's refrain.

Tlot-los; Hor-tlor! Had they heard it? The horschoofs ringing clear;
Tlot-tlos; tot-tlo, in the distance? Were they deaf that they did not hear?
Down the ribon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill,
The highwayman came riding—

Riding—riding—
The red coats looked to their priming! She stood up, straight and scll

Tlot-tlor, in the frosty silence! Tlor-tlor,in the echoing night!
Nearer he came and nearer. Her face was like a light.
Her eyes grew wide for a moment; she drew one last decp breath,
hen her finger moved in the moonlight,
Her musket shattered the moonlight,
Shattered her breast in the moonlight and warned him—with her death.
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He turned. He spurred to the west; he did not know who stood
Bowed, with her head ofer the musket, drenched with her own blood!
Not tillthe dawn he heard it, and his face grew grey to hear
How Bess, the landlord's daughter,
“The landlords black-cycd daughter,
Had watched for her love in the moonlight, and dicd in the darkness there.

Back, he spurred like a madman, shricking a curse to the sky,
With the white road smoking behind him and his rapier brandished
Blood red were his spurs in the golden noon; wine-red was his velvet coat;
When they shot him down on the highway,

Down like a dog on the highway,
And he lay in his blood on the highway, with a bunch of lace at his throat.

And sill of a winer's might, they say. when the wind i in the irees,
When the moon is a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,
When the road is a ribbon of moonligh over the purple moor,
A highuayman comes riding—
Riding—
A highuayman comes riding, up 1o the old inn-door.

Over the cobbles e clatters and clangs in the dark inn-yard.
He taps with bis whip on the shutters, but all i locked and barred.
He whistles a tune to the windows, and who should be waiting there
But the landlord black-cyed daghter

Bess, the landlord's daughter
Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.




