
 
Friday 5 February 2021 
 
Dear Parents and carers 
 
As we draw to end of this strange half-term we have 
much to celebrate.  Our pupils learning at home and 
in school have, mostly, been engaging well and 
completing their work to a high standard.   
 
As we start to plan for the return of pupils to school, 
we want to reassure parents and pupils that we are 
committed to support pupils to build on the work they 
have been doing and address any gaps that may have 
occurred.   
 
For now, we would like all our pupils and parents to 
take a break form the screen and enjoy some well-
deserved time off.  
 
Nicky White  
Principal 
 

 
 
Important Dates 
Some dates may need to change given the situation 
with Coronavirus 
 
22 February 2021: Staff training day.  
 
4 March 2021: World Book Day. 
 
8 March 2021: Primary parents receive a phone call 
during this week from Class teacher in lieu of Parents’ 
Evening.  
 
26 March 2021: Virtual awards assembly for students. 
 
12 April 2021: Start of Summer term 
 
16 April 2021: Year 8 and Year 9 Pathways form 
deadline. 

 
29 April 
2021: 
Junior 
Maths 
Challenge. 
 
17 May 
2021: 
Mental 
Health 
awareness 
week. 
 
7 June 2021: Y10 Trial Exams begin. 
 
6 July 2021: Provisional Primary Sports Day. 
 
7 July 2021: Provisional Secondary Sports Day. 
 
9 July 2021: Virtual awards assembly for students.  
 
9 July 2021: Last date for legacy GHCS uniform.  All 
students must wear Christ’s College uniform from 
September 2021.  Not, as incorrectly printed last week 
on the newsletter, January 2021.   
 
9 July 2021: End of academic year. 
 
Staff Training Day 
Online lessons will resume on Tuesday 23rd February 
and school will re-open on this day for Keyworker and 
vulnerable children.  
 
Faith in our School 
 
Primary  
This half term, we have been looking at the life of Jesus 
through the eyes of Matthew by looking at different 
miracles and events in the book of Matthew. We have 
learnt how Jesus showed kindness and care towards 
others by showing friendship to people who were  
 
rejected by others. We have had challenges for the day 
to show friendship, kindness to others and put other 
people first. 
Our memory verse has been: 



 
 
Secondary 
Pupils have been reflecting on keeping their bodies 
healthy by self-discipline around diet and exercise.  The 
emphasis has been on making small changes to 
improve our health – including a small amount more of 
exercise, eating more fruit and less chocolate.  
 
 
 
Who’s that behind the mask?! 
Some of the Primary year groups have been creating 

animal masks inspired 
by the ‘Hope Hippo’ 
exhibition which was at 
the Baltic Centre for 
Contemporary Art in 
2020.  This exhibition 
was about the role of 
art and artists in 
speaking out in relation 
to current 

environmental 
challenges.  

For their home learning Art lesson they had to create 
an animal mask.  
 
Mrs Daniels is really impressed with the results and it 
was a challenge to only select a few.  
 

The question is, can you tell who’s behind the mask?! 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Year 4 home learning 
Our fabulous Year 4 home learners have taken timeout 
from school work to enjoy the snow. Well done Aatish 
with his Plant Pot Snowman and Daniel for Lazy 
Snowman (Ellie and Charlie Mullen too!).  



 
 
 
 
Music  
Primary pupils have 
enjoyed completing their 
weekly tasks on Charanga, 

as well as joining in with other activities led by Dr 
Hardy. Additional Charanga singing and instrumental 
resources  have been added to each class. If pupils have 
an instrument at home, they can earn coins for the 
length of time spent practising and the number of tasks 
completed.  
 
‘Virtual’ Music Competition 
To give pupils an opportunity to perform, I would like 
to invite any Primary pupil to submit a video of 
themselves singing or playing their instrument (max 3 
minutes). Pupils should wear uniform and select a 
neutral background. Videos can be uploaded to Teams 
or emailed directly to LHardy@christscollege.org.uk by 
Friday 26 February. Dr Hardy will select the best 
performances from each year group. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
10,000 Competition 
 

 
 
The latest PE competition saw each student aiming for 
10,000 steps a day. Well done to Y9 who managed a 
massive 190758 steps altogether!  
A number of students managed 10,000 at least once 
and have achieved a postcard. Some students even 
managed to beat their score with one student 
achieving a massive 18000 in one day!  

10000 steps is, on average, 
equal to around 8km or 5 
miles. This means that if 
we add all our submitted 
scores together this week, 
as a College, we have 
walked over 470km or 292 
miles. This would get us to 
Bournemouth from 
Sunderland, as the crow 
flies of course!  
 
Y11 – Half Term Checklist 
 
As we head into half term, we would like to say a big 
well done to those in Y11 who have already been in 
touch with colleges and who are progressing to 
interview. In some cases you have already secured 
places, conditional to your final grades, which is 
fantastic! 
If you are still unsure, please take some time over half 
term to research your next steps. You should: 

- Have attended a virtual open evening or 
spoken to the college you are interested in. 
Many will have a prospectus you can look at.  

- Know which courses you are interested in 
applying to.  

- Know what the entry requirements are for the 
courses. 

- Have started to look at how to apply for a 
place. 

If you are still trying to decide which course is for you 
the informed choices website (Pick a route | Informed 
Choices) takes you through step by step what you 
should be looking at now, in order to achieve a place 
on your desired university course.  
If you are looking into apprenticeships a number of 
colleges will have open days dedicated to this but the 
government website (Apprenticeships) is also an 
excellent place to start researching available 
apprenticeships.  
If you still don’t know which route to take the career 
pilot website (Careerpilot : Get information : Your 
choices at 16 : Places to study at 16) might help. It 
describes each route available to you at the end of the 
current academic year.  
 
“Flip it” – School Games challenge 
 
To celebrate pancake day (Shrove Tuesday – 16th Feb), 
can you take on the “flip it” challenge?  
Can you flip a pancake?  
Can you flip a bottle?  
Or even your body?  
Can you flip your slipper from your foot into a target?  
Or your socks into the washing basket.  
Get creative and flip it!  
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Video your efforts and post them on the assignment on 
your year group team. The best video will achieve 
house points. You have until Tuesday 23rd February to 
upload your efforts.  
 
World Book Day 2021   
 
Once again, we look forward to 
celebrating reading by enjoying 
World Book Day on Thursday 4th March. All Primary 
school children, both at school and at home, will be 
able to dress up as their favourite character from a 
book and take part in a variety of fun activities 
throughout the day.  More details will be sent home in 
the week after half term, but for now please think 
about which character you would like to dress up as 
and make sure you have a copy of the book as you will 
need it to complete some of the activities!  
 
 

 
 
This week’s English Star is Leila Beckwith in Year 9 who 
wrote the following story in response to the prompt to 
write about two characters who are very different.  A 
keen writer, Leila has also been working on her first 
novel during lockdown.  We look forward to reading it.  
In the meantime, enjoy this sample of her short story 
writing. 
 
The occasional low groan of moody thunder occurred 
and accompanied the drowsy rain which fell upon 
Victor’s School for Boys. The acres of land surrounding 
the grand school had become far close to invisible and 
replaced with a thick grey mist of fog. The miserable 
weather isolating around the school made all the 
students attending feel dull and tedious, however the 
occasional soft laughs echoing from the courtyard 
made Alistair Black believe that he was the loneliest 
being in the word.  
The boy, with his head full of apathetic torpor, sat 
composedly on his marble windowsill designed 
perfectly to accompany a singular person. His 
distraction switched regularly from watching the 
sleepy droplets of rain dance down the stain-glass 
window shielding his dormitory from the world, to 
between the lines of his leather covered novel. He 
noticed the sky gradually grow darker, the only sign of 
the day coming to an end as the groggy fog blocked all 
other sights. Alistair’s whole body felt heavy, and his 
mind felt weak and thoughtless. The days following the 
terrors that attacked at his vulnerable mind every few 
nights were the hardest to deal with. Instead of feeling 
the common sharp feeling of being terrified and 

immensely shocked, he felt numb. The feeling, he could 
not put into words, could be described in no other way 
than a paused battle, which brought a rising slow urge 
to scream which settled itself within his head. He was 
thinking of everything possible to be thought of, yet it 
was all so far out into the distance that he was thinking 
of nothing at all.  
Alistair didn’t know many things, no matter his 
cleverness. He didn’t know how to make friends, nor 
did he know how to tie his school tie. What he did 
know, however, was how to escape. He knew how to 
escape his torturous mind, and that was through the 
lines of a story. It was not only the focus on the words 
on the pages that distracted his mind with appeal, but 
the ability to live a life that wasn’t his own.  
The boy, with his nose in his book, hadn’t noticed the 
time as he closed it at last. The light from his candle was 
possibly the only light source throughout the school. 
He stretched up from his position on the windowsill 
and watched the darkened courtyard slumber, and 
dazedly reminisced his days laughing there with his 
friends, he reminisced the time he was getting better, 
and he reminisced the time he was treat like a normal 
boy and not isolated from the rest of the school and 
attending his classes daily rather than once every three 
months.  
He placed his covered feet carefully upon the creaking 
floorboard, walked delicately across his miniature 
dormitory and placed his scraped hand upon the 
bronze yet rusting doorknob. Surely it can’t be that 
late? He couldn’t get in trouble if he quickly went to the 
library, could he? Then, without thinking, he was gently 
hurrying down the haunting and lifeless corridors of 
the school. After nearly five years of attending the 
school, he was aware of the nurses who the halls 
outside of his dormitory every few nights, but 
considering he was in need of them only last night, he 
was sure that they would take a night off tonight. He 
was so very thankful his assumptions were correct. The 
school was completely silent and all that was to be 
heard were Alistair’s gentle footsteps and breathing as 
he wandered down from the west-wing where his 
singular dormitory was located all the way to the 
centre ground where the library slept, with his read 
book in one hand and a candlestick in the other.   
The door to the library was a heavy oak one, which took 
a good deal of strength to open. Alistair placed his 
scarred back against it and pushed backwards, 
attempting to avoid any creaking that may echo from 
it. He decided he would be as fast as he could, just for 
caution as he was sure he would only be accompanied 
by the characters who lived within the stories on the 
shelves. He used his leg to shut the door behind him 
and used the light from the candle-flame to guide 
himself over to his usual desk in between the romance 
fiction and fantasy fiction aisles. Just as he hovered the 
candlestick over the cluttered desk, he flinched at the 



sound of movement and rustling sounding from the 
corner.  
“Hello?” Alistair spoke, loud enough to sound powerful 
but quiet enough to not be heard. Nothing. He stepped 
haggardly towards the corner indicating the sound, and 
held the candlestick up close, and he gasped. He was 
startled to see a blonde-haired boy whom he didn’t 
recognise but appeared to be around his age, curled in 
the corner with his hands up to his face. Alistair stood 
over him for a moment, with a curious expression 
etched upon his face. The boy curled in front of him 
seemed frightened, as he was making delicate 
whimpering noises and shaking gently.  
“What are you doing here?” Alistair asked from above, 
realising that this was the first time he had spoken to a 
fellow student in many months. As the trembling boy 
in front of him removed his hands from his face and 
looked up at Alistair with a sense of fear, Alistair 
studied the boy. He had messy dark blond hair, 
appearing to have been trimmed unlike his own dark 
collar-length hair. His eyes seemed fearful, squinted 
tight but not tight enough to hide his stormy blue eyes, 
standing out with the light of the candle. It also took 
him a few moments to notice the holes in the boy’s 
shirt, and the dirt covering a large surface of his skin.  
“I was... I was studying,” the frightened boy told 
Alistair, confidence in him appearing to be growing as 
he propped himself up and looked him in the face. 
Alistair didn’t respond. Instead, he turned his gaze 
down to the book laid out in front of the blonde boy. It 
was a large book with very large writing, appearing like 
more of a children's book with many illustrations. 
However, Alistair didn’t mention it. He decided that 
with this encounter, he could make a friend from it.   
“Do you mind if I... if I join you?” Alistair asked him, 
turning to look through the darkened window above 
the boy’s head. He answered with a confused look but 
nodded all the while.  
-  
The heavy wooden clock on the wall near the library 
door struck four in the morning as the two boys grew 
to learn more about each other, seated on the dust-
gathering floor with the last droplets of wax from the 
dying candle dropping onto it. However, Alistair still 
hadn’t let his new friend, by the name of Charles, know 
about how he is locked away in a singular dormitory 
and doesn’t live the life of a normal student at Victor’s 
School for Boys. Alistair had a lot of secrets but hadn’t 
spoken of them to anyone before and wasn’t planning 
on revealing himself to a fellow classmate whom he 
had met only a couple of hours before. And Charles, 
having his own secrets that made him embarrassed to 
be himself, had not confided in Alistair about the true 
reason he was in the library tonight - nor had he 
informed his new friend that today was his first day at 
the school.   

“Alistair?” the messy blond asked his friend with a 
noiseless yawn. Alistair turned to the boy beside him, 
pushing his own dark hair from his face. “I believe you 
should know that today is my first day here” Charles 
continued, looking down to pick at his fingers 
nervously.  
“Oh, well welcome, Charles,” Alistair smiled at him, still 
overwhelmed by the feeling of simple having company 
of someone other than a wizened nurse.  
“I was wondering, would you care to you know, like 
help me tomorrow? ‘Ya know, show me around and be 
something like, uh, a tour guide?” Charles asked him 
again, smiling to himself and hoping his dark-haired 
friend would agree. It was beginning to become clear 
to Alistair as Charles spoke that he was definitely new 
to the school, with the way he spoke so coolly. But then 
he realised, for he could not guide his friend tomorrow, 
for he did not even attend classes anymore. He began 
to calmly panic.  
“Well,” the asking boy started, before giving his friend 
a time to give him a response. He hesitated, closing his 
eyes. “I may need more guidance than just around the 
school. You won’t make fun o’ me, will you? Oh please, 
don’t. You see,” he was beginning to ramble now, and 
quickly. “I... I don’t know how to read. An’ it’s not 
because I’m stupid, I’m just not from the wealthiest... 
of families. I never could afford it,” Alistair was 
shocked, but he didn’t judge. “I was transferred here 
because of my brilliance in art, you know, drawing and 
stuff. You don’t need many words for that!” he finally 
stopped himself.   
Alistair couldn’t think of anything to say. A boy who he 
has known for less than two hours just opened himself 
completely up to him, when Alistair had kept himself to 
himself and nobody else for his entire life.   
“Thank you,” is all Alistair managed to speak, trembling 
with nervousness. His adoration for the language and 
literature of English was such a strong love that he was 
determined to share it with anyone he could, but being 
as restricted as he was, he never found anyone who he 
was able to. Now, he wanted to help Charles, for he 
wanted to teach him how to read. But how could he 
teach him how to read whilst being locked in a lifeless 
dormitory like that of a zoo animal. He looked up at 
Charles, and Charles looked back, hopefully.  
“Charles, I must admit something,” Alistair began, not 
able to believe himself. “I’m not like any other 
schoolboy here. Well, I don’t know if I’m even 
considered a schoolboy anymore. I don’t attend 
classes, oh how I would love to, but I am kept away. I 
would like to open up to you about myself, but I don’t 
know if that’s possible if I can’t understand myself,” 
Alistair continued, slowly, looking away from Charles’ 
intently listening face. “I have never told anyone about 
what happened that night. Whether that was because 
I simply couldn’t bring myself to or because I never 
found anyone to put my trust in, I do not know. But 



from what you have told me about your disagreements 
with wealth, I can assure you that wealth isn’t 
happiness. Nor is popularity or grandness. All it brings 
is pain. Wealth turned me into a monster. I am only 
eighteen but feel as if I have lived my life and all the 
happiness from it is gone, because I gave it all to 
wealth. I want to be great, but with a mind like my own 
I believe it impossible.”   
Charles gazed at his beautiful, but corrupt friend. For 
Alistair was breaking down, shaking all over and 
sobbing into hands. “I’m sorry”, Alistair whispered to 
his new friend, whilst feeling floods of guilt.   


