
7 May 2020 Term 5: Week 3 

Weekly Message from the Headteacher: Mr Ellis 
I hope that all our students have used consolidation week to ensure that 
they are fully up to date with their remote learning and 
all tasks have been completed to the very best of their 
ability. Consolidation week also presents students with 
the opportunity to revisit and reinforce key concepts and 
terms; this is particularly important for those who are 
preparing for examinations.  Extension tasks are 
available for those who request it and there is a wealth 
of material available on line for students who want to undertake 
additional research. 

Consolidation week also provides staff with the opportunity to take stock 
of how successfully students are meeting the challenge of independent 
learning. Mr Whittaker is sending out a survey for students to assess how 
they are managing the current arrangements and Mr Waite is following 
up with parents and carers to evaluate the level of student engagement. I 
would urge everyone to respond to these questionnaires; the parent/ 
carer questionnaire will close on Monday. 

It is already apparent that this period of enforced closure has emphasized 
the importance of independent study skills. From staff evaluations, it’s 
evident that some students have continued to make accelerated progress 
during lockdown; they are accessing schemes of work, keeping to 
productive schedules, assessing their own work and taking full 
responsibility for their learning. Irrespective of how long the lockdown 
continues for, it is this approach that will help our students to develop their 
knowledge and perform at the very highest level in exams. Students who 
are finding this method of learning a struggle must persevere as the skills 
they are acquiring will help them to succeed in the future. 

We have received notification this week from Ofqual that students in Year 
10 who were due to sit public exams in the summer will be receiving 
calculated grades in the same manner as Year 11. This means that they 
will not have to sit an RS or PE exam when they return in the autumn or at 
the end of Year 11. This is good news for our Year 10s who will now be 
able to prioritize their other GCSE subjects. The latest information from 
Ofqual can be found here https://www.gov.uk/government/news/ofqual-
publishes-initial-decisions-on-gcse-and-a-level-grading-proposals-for-
2020 

Under normal circumstances, today would have been a “bank” holiday 
and we would have been celebrating the anniversary of VE day. Although 
we are currently living through an unsettling period we can reflect on the 
fact that 75 years ago when Victory in Europe was celebrated, the country 
was emerging from 6 years of war and hardship. Although our thoughts 
are naturally with our key workers and the modern day “heroes” of the 
NHS at the moment it is also worth taking the opportunity to reflect on the 
heroic actions and sacrifices made by people three quarters of a century 
ago. We had uploaded a video on our Facebook page for you to go 
through with your child and how to celebrate at home. 

 

 

 

Headteacher's Stars of the Week 

Stars of the week: Issy Morrison, Rose Millington, Jack Pannell, Gabe 

Hoggarth, Alice Granea, Bluebelle Brinkmann, Ellen Jones, Chanel 

Pritchard, Harvey Jenkins, Freya Whitaker and Georgia Hannay:  

Working Hard Key 

For my stars of the week this week I wanted to focus on our Year 9 
students. This is a crucial time for this cohort and it’s vital that they are not 
missing out on critical learning in the first year of their GCSE courses. They 
will all be sitting their RS GCSE next summer and the remainder of their 
GCSEs in the following twelve months. It’s pleasing that they have 
responded so positively to the challenge of a prolonged period of remote 
learning. Mr Purdey and the team really struggled to limit themselves to 
identifying just 12 students. The nominations were made for the following 
reasons: Issy for producing beautifully creative and skilled work across a 
number of students; Rose for working incredibly hard across a number of 
subjects and producing outstanding work; Jack for a first class attitude 
and trying his hardest consistently; Gabe for his mature approach and 
work of the highest standard; Alice for truly outstanding work across the 
board; Bluebelle for creative and beautifully presented art work; Ellen for 
creating an amazing portfolio of work; Chanel for overcoming obstacles 
and producing amazing work in Spanish; Harvey for independent 
engineering in DT and excellent work across all subjects; Freya for 
outstanding work across the board and Georgia for consistently producing 
work of the highest quality. Well done to these students and all our other 
“stars” in Year 9 who are maintaining excellent progress towards 
achieving outstanding GCSE results. 

https://www.gov.uk/government/news/ofqual-publishes-initial-decisions-on-gcse-and-a-level-grading-proposals-for-2020
https://www.gov.uk/government/news/ofqual-publishes-initial-decisions-on-gcse-and-a-level-grading-proposals-for-2020
https://www.gov.uk/government/news/ofqual-publishes-initial-decisions-on-gcse-and-a-level-grading-proposals-for-2020


 
 
 
 
 
House Update 
There were 39 players in the latest edition of the Kahoot House Quiz for 
Years 7 & 8. With students once again being challenge in a wide range 
of different subjects. The prize on offer was once again House Points, with 
40 points awarded to the winning House. It was a close competition once 
again, with just over 2,000 pts separating the top three Houses. 

“Kahoot House Quiz 4” Results: 

1st Churchill (45,825) =40pts 

2nd Mandela(43,875) =30pts 

3rd Rowling (43,575) =20pts 

4th Nightingale (24,425) =10pts 

Come along and play this Friday 8th May. Entry details will be e-mailed 
through at 4pm. You will have until 11pm on Sunday 10th May to 
complete the Quiz. 

Take Care and Stay Safe. 

Mr. Beverley 

Staying Home Things to do & Local News 
This great link gives you some ideas  on how to do thing safely from 
home and features local news. Click on the picture below: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

30 Days of Wellbeing! 

Try out some of these activities through May to support your 
wellbeing, experience new things and connect with others.   

 

1331 Miles in May  

Our Staff are undertaking a physical challenge where they will 
walk run cycle 1 mile for each student.  Amongst the staff we will 

be doing 1331 miles in May. Here are some of us making use of our 
daily exercise 

 

FOR OUR STUDENTS!! 

https://content.govdelivery.com/accounts/UKESCC/bulletins/2892d4f


Working from home 

Lizzie Lawton’s “A Street Car 

Named Desire” project. Looking 

YUM Lizzie!! 
Poppy Griffith’s reallu got into the 

whole “Great Gatsby” vibe! 

Nilany Sathiyaseelan looked 

deep into the microscope for 

this art work! 

Ayla Graham captured nature 

perfectly with this beautiful collage of 

a blossom tree! 



The Visitor 
By Hayden Roberts 
 
The end of the world. 
A virus had broken out in the Eastern 
Countries on planet Earth, a virus like no-
one had ever seen before. Related to the 
common cold, no vaccine could be made 
and no cure rendered before it slowly 
creeped its way across the globe, reaching 
out with its thick, ugly tongue and sucking 
up all the life it touched. Whilst the 
governments told us not to worry, that 
everything was under control, they also 
made new rules, new laws, in a feeble 
attempt to keep everybody safe of the 
uncontrollable sickness. Schools closed, 
businesses halted, and the people of 
planet Earth hid away, trying to be invisible 
to the virus they all knew would get them 
in the end….. 
The doorbell rings. 
I look up from the computer and see dad’s 
puzzled face also raise from his book. 
“Whom could that possibly be then?” he 
questions.  
Through the glass door I see mum hurling 
herself down the stairs, tripping up on the 
bottom one in her haste to get to the door. 
“Well, it must be the postman!” she grins, 
with that familiar glint of glee in her eye. 
Dad’s starting to rise form the couch now. 
“But I didn’t hear a-” 
Mum opens the door and, for a moment, 
we all stare. 
A man stands there, a stranger, wearing 
an outfit like non I’d ever seen in this part 
of town before. Whilst his well-waxed hair 
and trimmed moustache perfectly matched 
the norm for the upstate inhabitants of 
Upper Rudder, his clothes were anything 
but. A dark, grubby shirt concealed 
beneath a patchy, stained black hoodie, 
his torso resembled a rat which had just 
scuttled into the sunlight for the first time… 
and, now that I thought about it, a new 
smell had become present that was a bit 
like one too! He wore ripped shorts that 
looked as if they had once been close to 
resembling something more like full-length 
jeans, and beneath these stood a pair of 
sickly pale legs which in some places was 
being drowned by clumps of thick, knotted 
hair. One of these certain clumps of hair 
was protruding from his left sock and 
reached all the way up to his knee in a 
thin strip, whilst displaying a vast array of 
stale bread crumbs and pieces of sticky 
candy within its curls. Contorting his mouth 
upwards, the yellow-green (and in some 
places brown) clumps that made up his 
teeth were revealed, and as he spoke in a 
dry, husky voice, his eyes squinted and 
flickered between the three of us, as if he 
were deciding who would be safest to 
address first. 
“Please...” he begins, before settling into a 
long string of stuttered errs and ums. “May 
I, um, use you’re…..can I….. I’ll just, err….”with 
that, he pushes the three of us all out his 
way as he limps over the threshold into our 
home. 

A cacophony of noise. Dad’s shouting. 
Mum’s screaming. Their voices end up in a 
muddle and it is hard to tell who is saying 
what. 
“You can’t come in here!” 
“You might have the virus!” 
“We didn’t let you in!” 
“It’s illegal, even more so at a time like 
this!” 
“I’ll call the police!” 
“Why aren’t you self-isolating! You might 
give the virus to us!” 
“Well, err, with that logic miss, ya might give 
the virus to me...” 
“Oi, you shut up!” 
“Get out, or I’m calling the cops!” 
“Yes, yes, I will…” 
“Well get on with it then!” 
“Hold on, just give me a sec...” 
I look at the three of them bickering as my 
parents seem to grow taller and taller and 
the man shrinks into the shadows of the 
spotless, white walls. His eyes are rolling 
faster than ever between the two of them 
as they continue to bash him with insults 
and threats. Then suddenly, he looks at 
me: a plea of help radiating from his eyes. 
I don’t why I do what I do, and if 
somebody ever asks me I doubt I’ll be able 
to give them an answer. Maybe it’s 
because of the positive upbringing I led 
that has me feeling pitiful towards this 
obviously helpless man, or maybe it’s 
because the noise is just too loud to be 
able to cope.  Whatever the reason, I hear 
my mouth open as a torrent of pure sound 
sails out, drowning out anything the other 
three are saying as if they were fish in a 
Pond being swept up by a tidal wave. 
“SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHH
HHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!
!!!!!!” 
They all stop. They all look at me. I speak 
again; this time adopting a quiet, calm, 
friendly tone to my voice, speaking in the 
manner of which someone would use in 
the act of speaking to a four year old child. 
“Mother, father. You’re better than this. Why 
don’t we all just listen to what this man 
wants, and then he said he’d be on his 
way.” Mum and Dad look dumbfounded, 
their features blank as they gormlessly, 
unblinkingly stare at first me, then each 
other, and then the man currently knelt 
down on our entrance room floor. I nod at 
him to speak. 
“Hum, yes…,” he begins, as he rises from 
the floor and pointlessly brushes his hands 
on his dirt-smothered shorts as if in an 
attempt to clean them.” I won’t be here for 
long… just a visitor… yup, just a visitor, just a 
visitor…. Well, err, I need to, err, could I 
maybe, possibly borrow a ph-phone?” 
I sigh happily. Phew! All this was just over 
someone wanting to borrow a phone. That 
was an easy, simple request, and then this 
person would be on their way. I look up at 
my parents, expecting them to be 
presenting the same relieved expressions I 
am, but for some reason find them 
frowning unhappily, perhaps even more so 
then before. 

“Our phone?” Dad asks, no emotion or 
thought being revealed in his voice “y-yes 
please,” the man stutters. “If it wouldn’t be 
too much trouble…” 
Dad and Mum share a long look. 
Confused, I look away from the two of 
them, and begin to walk towards the man 
as I reach into my pocket. 
“Of course you may,” I begin. “Here you-“ 
“No, hold on, Sam, stop!” Mum cries. 
Turning round, I confront the two of them 
sternly. “Why?” I demand, in a cold voice. 
Mum is actually sweating now as beads of 
perspiration drip off her forehand and 
slowly glide down her face. “Because…” 
she falters. Then her eyes light up. 
“Because he might have the virus and 
pass it on by the phone!” 
I look at her; this is evidently a lie. “Then, 
we can just use that big box of hand 
sanitizer you bought last week,” I counter. 
Mum glances at Dad for help, who just 
takes in a big breath and says nothing, 
obviously deep in thought. 
I can tell they have a reason, but not one 
they’re willing to share. Why wouldn’t they 
want me to help out this man? I’m only 
letting him borrow my phone so he can 
make a quick call. Do they think he’s going 
to steal it? Impossible. with a limp like the 
one he showed when coming into the 
house, there’s no way he could run 
anywhere, never mind past all three of us, 
out of the house, and to the other side of 
town, all the whilst fast enough so that 
none of us could catch him up. No. I know 
what it is. It’s because he’s poorer than us; 
not as well off. Mum and Dad think it’s 
beneath them to help someone who they 
don’t deem is as good, that’s why they’re 
so unwilling to admit it in front of this man. 
Well, I’m not like them. I’m eager to help 
those not as well off as me, even if it goes 
against the selfish commands of my 
parents. 
I turn round and, before Mum and Dad are 
able to stop me, flick my phone out of my 
pocket, handing it to the man as I do so. 
A blur of movement. Something hard 
knocks into my shoulder, pushing me out 
the way. 
Dad makes a loud exhaling noise, as if 
he’s been winded. Mum shouts. 
The door slams open. Footsteps running. 
Ten seconds later an engine, and a car 
can be heard pulling away from near the 
house and driving down the road. 
I look at Dad, lying down, clutching his 
stomach on the floor, and catch a glimpse 
of Mum’s velvet jacket as she hopelessly 
launches herself out of the house and after 
the car, now completely out of sight. My 
hand is sore and my shoulder throbs with 
pain. 
“Damn,” I groan under my breath. 
 

 

. 

 


