
Today you are going to pretend you are a famer from the 
Middle Ages, and you are going to write a diary entry 
about your day.

Farming 
in the 
Middle 
Ages



You need to…

1. Write as the first person, as a farmer.

2. Set the scene and write about the things you did on that 

day.

3. Write in the past tense.

4. Write how you, as the farmer, was feeling and why.

5. Use the information we have collected to help you.

Let’s remind ourselves what you have learnt about farming in 

the Middle Ages.



What was in 
a manor?



A plough for turning 
the soil over. 

A sickle to cut 
the grain.

A scythe to mow 
the grass.

What tools did you 
use?



Homes
The peasants lived in small, 
cramped houses on the manor. 
Most medieval homes were 
cold, damp and dark. 
Sometimes it was warmer and 
lighter outside the home than 
within its walls.

Many peasant families ate, 
slept and spent time together 
in very small homes, usually 
one or two rooms. The 
houses had thatched roofs 
and were easily destroyed.

What was your home 
like?



This is how the inside of a 
peasant cottage might have 
looked…



The Ox

Did you have the help 
of an ox?
Are you sharing it 
with other farmers? 



I have written an example of a diary entry on the next two 
slides.

While you are reading, look out for the information we learnt 
about.



This morning I was woken very early by the birds singing in the 
clear, blue sky. It was cold and damp in my house, but it was a 
beautiful day outside, so I hurried to dress and get out to start the 
day. I had a busy day ahead of me, sowing the seeds that I prayed 
would grow into strong, healthy barley.

Before I went to my strip of land, I went to church to pray that the 
seeds would grow into a bumper harvest, so I can pay my taxes to 
my Lord. Last year the rain came in May and destroyed 
everything, so I need a good crop this year. 

After church, I headed to my strip of field. It was my turn to use 
the ox that I share with my neighbours, so I ploughed the land 
ready to plant my seeds. It was hard work, as my plough hardly 
turns the soil over at all. It was a hot day and the sun was beating 
down on my head as I walked up and down my strip with my ox 
and plough. 



After many hours, I stopped to get a drink of water from the well, 
and eat a chunk of bread. I didn’t have much time, as I wanted to 
sow the seeds before it got dark.
Once I had finished ploughing, I got my seeds and scattered them 
on my strip. I was very careful, as I didn’t any of my precious 
seeds to fall on anyone else’s strip.

Now it’s your turn…


