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Starter:

Circle the adverbs in the sentence below.

If we walk briskly, then we will scon

be there l————

Circle the adverbs in the sentence below.

Suddenly, he played the

drum Ioudlz!

November 03, 2020

Circle the adverbs in the sentence below.

Tomorrow, he would carefully
take down the display.

Circle the adverbs in the sentence below.

Today is my birthday, yesterday
———— s
was my mum’s birthday.
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Tuesday 3rd Nowvember 2020
LO: To enplore key nvocabulary

In Flanders Fields
In Flanders fields the poppies blow

Between the crosses, row on row, WJ'“J ' D l,g,o,t,a ital lotter?

That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly

Scarce heard amid the guns below. Have they noticed that there are lots .of
commas .and short phrases?

We are the Dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie

In Flanders fields.

Take up our quarrel with the foe:
To you from failing hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high,
e break faith with us who die
ot sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders fields.

- Lieutenant Colonel John McCrae
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In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below.

What do yow think the poet is saying in this
Nerse?

Can myou see arny key wvocabulary?
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Stick the poem in yowr hook - around the poem drow pictures that
MouL imagine when reading the poem.

Write .at least three sentences to explain why the picked these

In Flanders Fields

In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below.

We are the Dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie

In Flanders fields.

Take up our quarrel with the foe:
To you from failing hands hrow
The torch; be yours to hold it high.
e break faith with us who die
not sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders fields.

- Lieutenant Colonel John McCrae
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