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Seneca Learning
· Seneca Learning should be completed by the Monday of each week
· It will either be revising key content that they have covered, pre-learning new content for their subject or extending their learning beyond what we can cover in lessons
· Students should complete as much as they can
· Students who complete the Seneca work will receive praise postcards
· Students who do not complete any Seneca work will receive homework interventions




Week 1: Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin 

Accounts from the first men on the Moon, Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin, (20th Century:  1969)  
On 21st July 1969, the American astronauts Neil Armstrong and Edwin ‘Buzz’ Aldrin became the first humans to set foot on the surface of the Moon.  The following extract is taken from their account of the mission.  
NEIL ARMSTRONG:  The most dramatic recollections I had were the sights themselves.  Of all the spectacular views we had, the most impressive to me was on the way to the Moon, when we flew through its shadow.  We were still thousands of miles away, but close enough, so that the Moon almost filled our circular window.  It was eclipsing the Sun, from our position, and the corona of the Sun was visible around the limb of the Moon as a gigantic lens-shaped or saucer-shaped light, stretching out to several lunar diameters.  It was magnificent, but the Moon was even more so.  We were in its shadow, so there was no part of it illuminated by the Sun.  It was illuminated only by earthshine.  It made the Moon appear blue-grey, and the entire scene looked decidedly threedimensional.   
I was really aware, visually aware, that the Moon was in fact a sphere not a disc.  It seemed almost as if it were showing us its roundness, its similarity in shape to our Earth, in a sort of welcome.  I was sure that it would be a hospitable host.  It had been awaiting its first visitors for a long time…  
[After touchdown]The sky is black, you know.  It’s a very dark sky.  But it is still seemed more like daylight than darkness as we looked out the window.  It’s a peculiar thing, but the surface looked very warm and inviting. It was the sort of situation in which you felt like going out there is nothing but a swimming suit to get a little sun.  From the cockpit, the surface seemed to be tan.  It’s hard to account for that, because later when I field this material in my hand, it wasn’t tan at all.  It was black, grey and so on.  It’s some kind of lighting effect, but out the window, the surface looks much more light desert sand than black sand… 
EDWIN E. ALDRIN [on the moon]: The blue colour of my boot has completely disappeared now into this –still don’t know exactly what colour to describe this other than grey-cocoa colour. It appears to be covering most of the lighter part of my boot…very fine particles… 
[Later]  The Moon was a very natural and pleasant environment in which to work.  It had many of the advantages of zero gravity, but it was in a sense less lonesome than Zero G, where you always have to pay attention to securing attachment points to give you some means of leverage.  In one-sixth gravity, on the Moon, you had a distinct feeling of being somewhere… 
As we deployed our experiments on the surface, we had to jettison things like lanyards, retaining fasteners, etc., and some of these we tossed away.  The objects would go away with a slow, lazy motion.  If anyone tried to throw a baseball back and forth in that atmosphere he would be have difficulty, at first, acclimatizing himself to that slow, lazy trajectory; but I believe he could adapt to it quite readily… 
Odour is very subjective, but to me there was a distinct smell to the lunar material-pungent like gunpowder or spent cap-pistol caps.  We carted a fair amount of lunar dust back inside the vehicle with us, either one our suits and boots or on the conveyor system we used to get boxes and equipment back inside.  We did notice the odour right away.  
 
 

1. Summarise Armstrong’s description of the moon from beginning of the extract to the paragraph which ends ‘had been awaiting its first visitors for a long time…’  (4 marks) 

________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________



2. How does Aldrin describe working on the moon?  

________________________________________________________________________

3. What happened to the objects that they had thrown away? 

________________________________________________________________________


4. List the two smells Aldrin compares the odour of the moon to?  

________________________________________________________________________


Week 2 Charles Dickens
Task: read the extract below and answer the questions which follow.  
Extract from a speech by Charles Dickens, 5th November 1857, (19th Century) Charles Dickens used his fame as a writer to help raise funds to educate poor and less fortunate children.  The following extract is taken from the text of a speech that he gave on 5th November 1857, appealing for funds for a school for orphaned children.   
Conspicuous1 on the card of admission to this dinner is the word “Schools.” This set me thinking this morning what are the sorts of schools that I don’t like. I found them on consideration, to be rather numerous. I don’t like to begin with, and to begin as charity does at home — I don’t like the sort of school to which I once went myself — the respected proprietor2 of which was by far the most ignorant man I have ever had the pleasure to know; one of the worst-tempered men perhaps that ever lived, whose business it was to make as much out of us and put as little into us as possible, and who sold us at a figure which I remember we used to delight to estimate, as amounting to exactly 2 pounds 4s. 6d. per head. 
I don’t like that sort of school, because I don’t see what business the master had to be at the top of it instead of the bottom.   Again, I don’t like that sort of school — and I have seen a great many such in these latter times — where the bright childish imagination is utterly discouraged, and where those bright childish faces, which it is so very good for the wisest among us to remember in after life — when the world is too much with us, early and late — are gloomily and grimly scared out of countenance; where I have never seen among the pupils, whether boys or girls, anything but little parrots and small calculating machines. Lastly, I do not like, and I did not like some years ago, cheap distant schools, where neglected children pine from year to year under an amount of neglect, want, and youthful misery far too sad even to be glanced at in this cheerful assembly. 
And now, ladies and gentlemen, perhaps you will permit me to sketch in a few words the sort of school that I do like.  It is a children’s school, which is at the same time no less a children’s home, a home not to be confided to the care of cold or ignorant strangers, nor, by the nature of its foundation, in the course of ages to pass into hands that have as much natural right to deal with it as with the peaks of the highest mountains or with the depths of the sea, but to be from generation to generation administered by men living in precisely such homes as those poor children have lost; by men always bent upon making that replacement, such a home as their own dear children might find a happy refuge in if they themselves were taken early away. And I fearlessly ask you, is this a design which has any claim to your sympathy? Is this a sort of school which is deserving of your support? 
Ladies and gentlemen, this little “labour of love” of mine is now done. I most heartily wish that I could charm you now not to see me, not to think of me, not to hear me — I most heartily wish that I could make you see in my stead the multitude of innocent and bereaved children who are looking towards these schools, and entreating with uplifted hands to be let in. A very famous advocate once said, in speaking of his fears of failure when he had first to speak in court, being very poor, that he felt his little children tugging at his skirts, and that recovered him. Will you think of the number of little children who are tugging at my skirts, when I ask you, in their names, on their behalf, and in their little persons, and in no strength of my own, to encourage and assist this work? 
 
 
1. Why did Dickens not like the proprietor (owner) of the school he attended as a child?  
(Give at least three reasons) 

________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________


2. What does Dickens say is ‘discouraged’ in some schools? (1 mark) 

________________________________________________________________________


3. List two phrases from paragraph two of the text which shows that Dickens does not think that children thrive (do well) at the type of schools he dislikes.  Then explain why the phrases you have chosen suggest this.  


________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________



Week 3 Mary Seacole
Task: read the extract below and answer the questions which follow. 
 
Extract from Mary Seacole’s autobiography, Mary Seacole, 1858, (19th Century) 
Between 1853 and 1856, the Crimean War fought between the Russian Empire and an alliance of the United Kingdom, France and other nations claimed many lives.  Mary Seacole was a nurse who travelled to the Crimea to help the wounded soldiers there.  The following extract is taken from her autobiography, which was first published in 1858, and describes her experience of the battle of Tchernaya, which was fought on 16th August 1855.   
 
It was a fearful scene; but why repeat this remark. All death is trying to witness—even that of the good man who lays down his life hopefully and peacefully; but on the battle-field, when the poor body is torn and rent in hideous ways, and the scared spirit struggles to loose itself from the still strong frame that holds it tightly to the last, death is fearful indeed. It had come peacefully enough to some. They lay with half-opened eyes, and a quiet smile about the lips that showed their end to have been painless; others it had arrested in the heat of passion, and frozen on their pallid1 faces a glare of hatred and defiance that made your warm blood run cold.  But little time had we to think of the dead, whose business it was to see after the dying, who might yet be saved. The ground was thickly cumbered2  with the wounded, some of them calm and resigned, others impatient and restless, a few filling the air with their cries of pain—all wanting water, and grateful to those who administered it, and more substantial comforts.  
I attended to the wounds of many French and Sardinians, and helped to lift them into the ambulances, which came tearing up to the scene of action. I derived no little gratification from being able to dress the wounds of several Russians; indeed, they were as kindly treated as the others. One of them was badly shot in the lower jaw, and was beyond my or any human skill. Incautiously I inserted my finger into his mouth to feel where the ball had lodged, and his teeth closed upon it, in the agonies of death, so tightly that I had to call to those around to release it, which was not done until it had been bitten so deeply that I shall carry the scar with me to my grave. Poor fellow, he meant me no harm, for, as the near approach of death softened his features, a smile spread over his rough inexpressive face, and so he died. 
I attended another Russian, a handsome fellow, and an officer, shot in the side, who bore his cruel suffering with a firmness that was very noble. In return for the little use I was to him, he took a ring off his finger and gave it to me, and after I had helped to lift him into the ambulance he kissed my hand and smiled far more thanks than I had earned. I do not know whether he survived his wounds, but I fear not. Many others, on that day, gave me thanks in words the meaning of which was lost upon me, and all of them in that one common language of the whole world—smiles. 
I picked up some trophies from the battle-field, but not many, and those of little value. I cannot bear the idea of plundering either the living or the dead; but I picked up a Russian metal cross, and took from the bodies of some of the poor fellows nothing of more value than a few buttons, which I severed from their coarse grey coats. 
So end my reminiscences of the battle of the Tchernaya, fought, as all the world knows, on the 16th of August, 1855. 
 
Questions

1. How does Seacole describe death and dying in the first eight lines of the text ending with the line ‘…might be saved.’?  	 

________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________
 	 	 	 	 

2. List four things you learn about how the wounded from Seacole’s description. 

a) ______________________________________________ 
b) ______________________________________________ 
c) ______________________________________________ 
d) ______________________________________________ 
 
3. What causes the scar which Seacole refers to in the extract? 
Answer: ___________________________________________________________ 
 
4. What does Seacole describe smiles as?  
Answer: ___________________________________________________________ 
 
5. What does Seacole not wish to do on the battlefield?  
Answer: ___________________________________________________________ 


Week 4: Edie Fassnidge (biographical account)
Extract from a magazine article from the Guardian newspaper: Surviving the Tsunami, 15th November 2014, (21st Century)  
On Boxing Day in 2004, an earthquake struck beneath the Indian Ocean, triggering a tsunami that killed more than 230,000 people in fourteen countries. The following extract is taken from a magazine article published in The Guardian newspaper on 15th November 2014 describes the experience of Edie Fassnidge who lost both her mother and sister in the tsunami.   
 
‘Surviving the tsunami’ 
Just before the first wave hit,  took a picture of her younger sister Alice and their mother. The scene was idyllic, Boxing Day 2004, the three of them kayaking off Koh Nang beach in Thailand with Fassnidge’s boyfriend, Matt: blue skies, clear waters, perfectly calm weather. “I remember saying, ‘It’s so beautiful here,’” FEdie Fassnidgeassnidge says. “We were floating along in the sea, and there was a dramatic limestone column right by us, a little island in the background, and we were all really happy.” 
The camera was still aloft when something in the air shifted. Fassnidge’s mood switched to high alert. “I caught sight of the horizon and suddenly that didn’t look right. Everything had been so calm and now there was a ridge all the way along it.” A wave was approaching them – her mother and Alice in one kayak, she and Matt in the other. They were a kilometre from the nearest beach, but only a few metres from a rocky, vertical cliff. “My mind was going crazy, trying to make sense of what I was seeing.” 
Fassnidge noticed her mother and Alice paddling towards the rocks and shouted at them to stop, before water engulfed them all. She was pulled from her boat, into a bank of rocks, her head pounding against them, over and over. Her mother and sister were swept away. 
Then the waves came. After that first one, Fassnidge tumbled underwater until everything calmed around her. When she regained some control of her body, she kicked up and found she was trapped beneath a wall of solid rock; as she felt her way along, she started panicking, deeply aware of her lack of oxygen. Finally, her hand reached into clear water and she rose up through the blue. 
At the surface, she saw Matt, Alice and her mother a few metres away, all treading water. “I was so happy – so, so happy – and I was about to say to everyone, ‘It’s all fine!’ when I realised they didn’t look fine, any of them. They all looked very, very distant, just staring, not saying anything.” A couple of seconds later she watched, appalled, as another wave rose behind them. 
She was pulled under again, and emerged to find her family had disappeared. As she swam around looking for some sign of them, another wave hit, and when she broke the surface for the third time, she saw her mother’s body five metres away in the water. “I swam over to her and she was face down. I turned her over and knew she was dead, but I wanted to see if I could bring her back to life, so I breathed into her mouth. I had hold of her, and my back to the sea, but I sensed something else.” Another wave. “I knew my mum was dead and that if I stayed in the water, I could die, too.” 
Fassnidge swam to some nearby rocks, pulled herself out and scrambled as high as she could, holding on to rushes as the waves crashed around her. “When the water died down, I looked to see whether my mum was there, and her body had gone. Then I looked down at myself and I was speechless. I couldn’t feel any pain, but where the rocks had torn me, I was covered everywhere with lacerations and cuts. It was the strangest experience, because I thought that when people looked like I looked, they screamed, but I was just completely numb.” 
Alone on the rocks, she considered her chances of being rescued. At that stage, she had no idea of the scale of what had just happened – she assumed the tsunami had just been a freak, local wave and that a search party would be along soon. But she also realised that she was very isolated. There was no way to dry land except via the sea, and since she was now terrified of the water, she started climbing up the rocky headland. “Before long I was climbing through really dense, spiky gorse bushes, pulling myself up through branches; I could feel myself getting cut even more. It was getting steeper and steeper, and I realised that it wasn’t going to work. I needed to turn back and preserve my energy.” 
On climbing down, she was suddenly surrounded by large, orangey-brown ants. “I felt them first in my feet, which were really cut up; it was as if something was biting into the core of my body, electric pain, like an electric shock, and they swarmed all over me.” There were too many to pick off, and this was the first time that she cried. “I got really angry and I screamed, ‘Why is this happening to me?’” She moved down to the water, heard a helicopter, and motioned to it, shouting. It was flying low, but didn’t slow down, just kept moving on out to sea. There was no option but to follow it, to do what she was dreading: she lowered herself back into the water. 
Fassnidge swam against the currents, then rested, aware of how close she might be to dying if she didn’t get help. “I was feeling drained and out of energy, out of ideas. I lay down and gave myself a bit of a talking to, told myself that if I didn’t do anything, I could die.” Finally she saw a small gap between some rocks and decided to squeeze through. She emerged on to a small, rocky beach. After so long without water she knew she was running solely on adrenaline, but she crawled, walked and paddled as far as she could, finally turning a corner and seeing two men next to some boats. A paramedic arrived and she was carried to a beach; she hadn’t spoken for hours, but her story began tumbling out. 
 
 
1. Who was Edie Fassnidge with when the first wave struck?  
Answer: 
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_____________________________________________________________________ 
 
2. How did Fassnidge know that something had changed? (1 mark)  
Answer: ________________________________________________________________ 
 
3. List four verbs used by the writer to help show the danger of the situation in paragraph 
3.  (4 marks)  
i. ______________________________________ ii. ______________________________________ iii. ______________________________________ iv. ______________________________________ 
 
4. What did Fassnidge do to try to help her mother?  (1 mark)  
Answer: ________________________________________________________________ 
 
5. Identify the phrase which shows that Fassnidge had to push herself to continue. 
(1 mark) Answer: _________________________________________________________  
 
6. Who does she see first when she finally makes it back to the beach? (1 mark) 
Answer: _________________________________________________________________




Week 5 – Your own biography

Write an account of an important day in your life. Try to include: 

· Interesting Vocabulary
· Paragraphs
· Sentences of different lengths
· Metaphors
· Similes
· Personification


_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
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_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________________
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How to logon to Seneca Learning

Go to www.senecalearning.com
Click on Login

Enter your school email
(username@student.foresthillschool.co.uk)
Enter the password seneca2020

If the password does not work reset your
password using the Forgotten Password link

If it still does not work email

\\ passwords@foresthillschool.co.uk /
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