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Merry Christmas 
From all the writers, editors and designers at 

The Falcon! We’re really pleased with what 

we have produced for the first issue of the    

re-launched school newspaper and hope you 

enjoy it too.   

Here’s to many more in 2017! 
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  Christmas in Other 
Countries 

 

Tired of the same old Christmas every year? Well, why not read on to find out 
about Christmas in other countries.? You could even use one of these traditions 
yourself! 

 

Christmas in Iceland 

In Iceland children put shoes on their windowsill and wait for ‘Juletide Lads’ (their Santa) to fill them with 
goodies. Christmas celebrations in Iceland start on 24th of December. 

 

Christmas in Japan 

Are you a big fan of chicken? Well, many Japanese people go to KFC for their festive dinner! They also 
celebrate Christmas as a time to spread happiness more than religious reasons. Christmas Eve is normally 
more celebrated than Christmas Day. Christmas is not a national holiday so schools and businesses are open 
on the 25th. 

 

Christmas in Sweden 

In Sweden, they eat their traditional risgrynsgrot (a rice pudding/porridge that is eaten with raspberry jam 
and a sprinkle of cinnamon). Normally its eaten in the evening after people have exchanged presents. On 
December 13th, they celebrate St. Lucia’s Day. It is celebrated by a young girl wearing a white dress with a 
red sash. She also wears a crown of candles. Young children get electric candles but at the age of 12 you get 
a real one. Lucia also visits hospitals and old people’s homes singing about St. Lucia and giving out 
Pepparkakor, ginger snap biscuits. 

 

Christmas in Greece  

On Christmas Eve, people often go out carol singing in the streets, especially boys. They play the drums and 
the triangle. They also sing. Sometimes they carry around model boats -  these are decorated with nuts and 
painted gold. This is a very old tradition in the Greek Islands. If children sing well they may be rewarded with 
money, nuts, sweets and dried figs. Lots of Greeks go to a Midnight Mass Service it is very important to 
them.  A traditional food is loaves of Christopsomo (Christmas bread). It’s a round, sweet bread which is 
flavoured with cinnamon, orange and cloves. It is baked on Christmas Eve ready to be eaten on Christmas 
Day.  

 

Christmas in Egypt  

In Egypt, not many people are Christians, so Christmas is celebrated on the 7th January. People sing special 
praise songs on Saturday nights before the Sunday service. For 43 days before Christmas (25th November to 
6th of January) they have a special feast where they eat a vegan diet. Their Santa is called Baba Noel - this 
means Father Christmas. On 6th January (Christmas Eve) people go to a special service which tends to start 
at 10:30pm and finish after midnight (some can go on till 4:00am). 

 

Christmas in the Netherlands/Holland 

For most children, the most important day during December is the 5th where Sinterklaas (St. Nicholas) brings 
them presents. St. Nicholas Day is on the 6th of December but most major celebrations are held on the 5th. 
Children normally leave a shoe by their fireplace or window so Sinterklaas can leave them goodies. Often 
within school, children’s names are put into a hat on a slip of paper. After that everyone picks out someone 
else’s name and has to make them a surprise present. 

 

Lottie Pull  
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 Inspired! 
We have some extremely talented writers at Thirsk School who know how to move a pen and 
move a reader! Here we will showcase some of the best work produced outside of the 
classroom.. 

This issue’s piece comes from Archie Turner, a budding Yr9 writer with a  wonderful way with 
words. 

Let me introduce myself, 

We talk and live in peace, 

Me and my shadow, 

We live and love, 

Until we're deceased, 

My names don't matter, 

Part 1 and 2 will never be released, 

Never alone am I inside, 

In the shadow part 2 does hide, 

Expressions love and care, 

It waits inside for me to share, 

People think you must be a freak, 

For the lie I hold is quiet and meek, 

Me and my shadow. 



My story... 

Hello, I am Sasha Mallory. I am writing to you, the FALCON, partially because my school 

doesn’t have a newspaper/magazine, but mostly because I want my story to be known. I 

want the time of my life between the 15th November and 1st December 2016 to be 

acknowledged and believed by students worldwide. 

  It all started on Thursday 15th November, at precisely 4:42 pm, when I was lying on my bed, 

dreaming about James, the hottest boy in my year, Year 7, when all of a sudden, he popped 

out of thick air (my own phrase, by the way) sitting on the side of my bed, as good looking as 

ever, if slightly ruffled. 

  “James, uh, what, where, how did you get here?”, I bumbled, in my usual manner (I always 

bumble around James). 

  “Sorry, no time to explain, we have to leave, now”, he spoke in the hurried tone of someone 

desperately trying to save their loved ones’. 

  “Why?”, I ask. 

  “I said ‘no time to explain’, understand”, his tone suddenly got annoyed, but in a hurried 

tone, he said “hold my hand,”. 

  “Where are we going?” 

  “Somewhere safe, now hold my hand” 

  “No!”, I argued, suddenly feeling suspicious and, surprisingly, defiant. “Where are we going, 

and why?” 

  “You are most definitely making it hard for yourself”, he growled. 

  “I am sorry, but I don’t happen to like going somewhere new without knowing where it is, 

or if I want to go there.” 

  “Fine, then you leave me no choice but to…”, he trailed off. 

  “But to what?” 

  “Do this.”, he then proceeded to swing a punch at my head. I was knocked cold and remem-

ber nothing. 

  And then I wake up on a planet with half a sun visible in the midday sky. A rabbit with but-

terfly wings glided gracefully over my pale face 

“Where are we?” I ask. 

 

To be continued… 



  

   THE CHRISTMAS  

KRAKEN 
By Libby Watson 

  
 The cold, icy wind howled across the sea from the north stirring  the skies and the frenzied 
ocean as the sacrifice was brought forth. Four girls of raven hair and emerald eyes, one for each 
season in the year that the Kraken would leave the small Greek town near Crete alone and 
unharmed. The wind hollered in the ears of the three mortal girls for a few seconds longer as they 
shivered from the calling wind that would soon be the last thing they felt upon their delicate paper 
thin skin.  

Then, seemingly from nowhere as if the gods themselves had stopped breathing, the wind 
died down, the sea rose and from the usually calm, warm sea came a monstrous creature of beastly 
evil as it erupted from the grey water with an unearthly roar that seemed to shatter worlds. Surging 
forward it reached for the trembling girls whose hearts were in their mouths and breaths clouds in 
front of their frightened faces. When all of a sudden a wall of water shot from the sea obscuring the 
Kraken’s vision and knocking off his aim. The maidens yelped as the massive tentacle slammed 
down next to them causing rock to rupture and debris to spray. Roaring in frustration and 
confusion it withdrew its tentacle and searched for the source of this water wall, thrashing and 
pounding at the waves causing foam to spray onto not only the girls but a green cloaked man 
standing silently on the next rocky out crop.     

Watching. Waiting. The wind seemed to stick to him whispering a thousand wishes and a 
thousand wrongs gently brushing against his white beard and cloak that was made out of threaded 
kelp and lined with foam of the crashing ocean. Raising his old eyes from the distracted Kraken to 
the sky that started to swirl as his frail hand trembled as he brought it up and up, following his gaze. 
Slowly he began to whisper words so old that no one could understand them but himself and he 
swirled his hand round and round making the winds tear at the cliff and pull at the sea causing cloud 
and sea to meet in a chaotic BOOM! Lightning and thunder crashed down from the heavens and 
smacked right into the roaring, desperate beast as it was drawn up and up into the sky that shook 
with energy, its humungous body disappearing into the eye of the mighty storm. But, even when 
the last tentacle disappeared into the sky the storm did not stop, no. It grew more vicious and more 
violent. The man on the black, rocky outcrop dropping to his knees as his face paled, the invisible 
hands that seemed to control the storm loosened their grip on the grey beast unleashing it on the 
very village from which the girls had come from, the four he’d tried to save. Gobbling up the houses 
and screams, the storm picked up its now un-bound master 
and threw his unconscious form into a northern current where 
the icy water dragged him up and up to the northern most 
point of the world.  

 



  

   

    
Coming to a slow sweeping stop on a rocky shore littered with seaweed 
and ice, he finally woke. Taking a deep gasping breath, the man woke. And 
ever so slowly he got up, his coat now red from the blood of the innocents 
whose lives now coated his hands and the sea foamed lining frozen in a 
frosty crystals of ice. He shook as he looked at his hands in despair the 
thought circulating over and over what have I done?  He turned looking 
at his pale, half frozen reflection in the shore’s still waters I’m a monster 
he thought tears brimming in his now calm pale blue eyes. The word monster circulated through his 
head as well as murderer and butcher, killer and executioner. The tears fell into the sea, salt to salt 
as it lapped against the black sand. Nicholas he thought remembering his name victory of the 
people its meaning. What victories had he achieved? Demolishing an entire village? That was no 
victory in his eyes.  

Turning into the frosty northern wind he started to trudge towards the barren landscape 
when a shadowed figure caught his attention. The figure came forth silently with a hand 
outstretched and inviting. “Who are you?!” he asked in a deep, rusty, commanding tone, determined 
to keep up his superior appearance. The woman’s eyes, of which were the only bit of bare skin 
visible, looked at him with a sympathetic tone. They were much like his to be honest, pale blue and 
sparkling even in the dim light but they seemed much wiser, older and at ease with the world and 
what was around her. Getting no verbal answer, the man, Nicholas, took her delicate gloved hand 
that matched her fine red robes that had gold streaming down the red in vibrant distracting swirls 
that seemed to move and change if you looked too closely for too long. All this accented with a 
white fur cloak much like his own. A pair of fire and ice. Laying her other hand on top of his own 
worn wrinkled skin they vanished leaving only a wind in their wake.  

Now, no one knows what happened next in the years to come because no one ever clearly 
saw the two again, most believe they died as both were very old. But one theory is this rhyme.  

 
When one thing falls another shall rise,  

Fear turns to delight in their eyes.  
For sorrow can be a powerful thing 

And even though the world seems grim 
Hope shall rise  

And fly through the skies. 
 

The moon is full, the night draws near 
As children write down their wishes for this year. 

Burnt on the fire the sparks fly up high 
All the way to the north sky  

Where the wind will whisper in St. Nicks ear 
Of all the bad and good that’s happened this year. 

 
So from ice to fire, from bad to good, 

Any things possible  
If you think you could.  

 
 Nick and his new found love healed each other’s wounds and found peace giving once a year 
on the 25th of December to the whole world. But not all can be heard so when you open your 
presents think of those who have none but don’t let that spoil your fun.  
 



  

Debating Hotshots Stun Judges 

On a cold Tuesday night in Ripon, Year 12 students Louis Benoit and Aidan Tulloch defied all odds 
to power through to the second round of the annual ESU Schools’ Mace debating competition. 

Louis and Aidan were drawn against Harrogate Grammar School, a school with a proud culture of 
debating, and were challenged to provide persuasive arguments against the imposition of salary 
caps in professional sport. 

After a dramatic, feisty, and, at times, aggressive debate, the Thirsk boys emerged as convincing 
victors. This was even more impressive, given that the 
Harrogate side have previously reached the national finals, but 
this was Aidan and Louis’ very first competitive debate. 

In particular, our lads were commended by external judge, 
Hassan, for watertight arguments backed up with original 
evidence, and an appropriate level of humour. 

After a break over the Christmas period, Aidan and Louis will be 
back in action for the next round of the prestigious national 
competition - have a chat with them if you want to find out 
more about competitive debating.  

Louis Benoit and Aidan Tulloch  
 

Thirsk School – 100 
years ago 

Whilst in the library, I found some pictures of the school 
when it first opened.  I decided to ask students and staff to 
describe what they thought the school looked like 100 years 
ago, before showing them the picture. 

Ben Smith had pictured it to be ‘very basic, but modern for 
the time’. After I showed him the photo, he said “What on 
earth is that? It doesn’t look like a school at all!”. 

Archie Turner said he pictured it as having the same layout 
but with poorer facilities. After showing him the photo, he 
commented on how much it looks like the current Sowerby 
Primary School. 

Mrs Job said she thought there would be ‘no trees’ and 
would only consist of the blocks we know as A and C blocks 
today. She couldn’t believe the difference after I showed 
her the photos and said it looked ‘very weird’. 

Mrs. Stimson said she thought that it would be ‘small and 

boring’ and after I showed her the photo she said it looked ‘dull and small’ but that there was plenty of space 

to run around in. 

George Dixon  



  

To Infinity and Beyond!  

 York ESA Conference 
 

On Saturday 5th November Callum, Kieran Harry) and myself went with Mr Aldred to York 
University to attend a conference. It was really fun and we  were lucky enough to meet Tim Peake , 
the British astronaut guy! 

 

We all met outside the Physics building and I got 
lost trying to find it. York University is a confusing 
place! First we went to the auditorium for the 
welcome talk and we found out the timings of the 
day. After that we were shown where we were 
going  to do our presentation, it was in a massive 
lecture theatre. After that we grabbed some food 
(some of us far more than necessary) and went to 
explore the exhibition of posters and models the 
other schools had made.  

 

Next we had to give our presentations. We were  
the last group so we had to sit nervously though 
many others. Halfway through a presentation Tim 
Peake arrived so the presentations were paused momentarily so we all could meet him.  

When we finally got to meet him (after many arguments  about who should hold the Astro Pi case) 
he told us that he already knew what we had been up to and that our code lit up Node 2 in the ISS at 
night, so it was like mood lighting on an evening. It was awesome! 

 

After that we had lunch. I had a jacket potato but everyone else got macaroni and cheese whilst Mr 
Aldred got us  all Wispas for pudding! Finally we had one last look around the exhibition before it 
was time to go to the closing ceremony. Tim Peake received  a Stem Ambassadors badge. 

 

During the conference we had volunteers from the university in blue shirts to lead us around. Our 
volunteer was called Bailey and he was really nice. 

 

Gemma Tazzyman 



Teacher Feature  
Interview with Miss Clapham 

How old were you when you knew you wanted to be an art teacher? 
I have always wanted to be a teacher of some sort, but I wanted to be an art teacher since the start 
of my GCSEs in year 10. 
 
Who is your favourite artist? Why? 
Yellena James because she layers up lots of different textures and patterns then combines them 
with really intricate paintings of species from the sea. 
 
If you could invite any three people for dinner who would they be? And why? 
My sister - she lives in Dubai and I miss her lots. Also, I think I would invite Donald Trump and 
Hillary Clinton just to see how they react with each other considering they used to be pretty good 
friends. They’re both quite interesting characters! 
 
What was the last book you read? 
I read a book called ‘The Room’. There is a film about it but I wanted to read the book first. 
 
What is your favourite TV program? 
Westworld – it’s Jurassic Park mixed with robots, but at the moment there are way too many plot 
lines flying about so it’s a bit confusing. 
I also really enjoy Game of Thrones- I am waiting for the next series at the moment. 
 
Who do you think has the biggest impact on the history of art? 
Andy Warhol. In his day, people took the mick out of him because he had autism and he produced 
some strange picture, so people thought he was crazy. 
 
Who is the most interesting person you have ever met? And why? 
I met David Beckham at a charity event and we got along well. I have also met Gary Cahill - a friend 
of mine played football with him when he played for Aston Villa. I also met Kimberly Wyatt when I 
took students from my old school to a charity event called ‘Got to Dance’. 
 
Where were you born and raised? 
I was born and raised in York, I lived in Newcastle when I went 
to university and I lived in Yarm when I worked at my old 
school and I now live in Easingwold and work here in Thirsk. 
 
If you could swap places with someone for a day, who would it 
be? And why? 
My little dog Nancy. She sleeps a lot and I need to catch up on 
sleep right now. 
 
What are your interests out of school? 
I really like travelling all around the world. I have been to Brazil, 
India, South Africa, USA, Peru, Iceland, Australia and Italy – plus 
many more. 

 
Chelsea Perrett and Bethnee Goodall 

 Coming soon… Teacher’s Pet! We delve into the world of 

our teachers’ most loved creatures. Thanks to Nancy 

(pictured above) for the inspiration! 



  

  What would happen if every ocean ran 
dry simultaneously? 

 

Firstly, we have to ask ourselves how ‘running dry’ works. It could be that the ocean surface 
evaporates by some arbitrary amount every second, or that the water magically teleports itself off 
the Earth. I am going to go through the first option first (guess why), so buckle up for some super 
serious science in sibilance. 

 

Actually, I think I’m just going to stick with normal writing. It’s easier! 

 

To begin with, let us say that for some strange reason the oceans are slowly but surely evaporating 
at a rate of 1cm/s (this is really, really fast for this kind of process). Assuming that the water 
actually evaporates and doesn’t just stay in the sea, because there isn’t enough available space in 
the atmosphere to hold the vapour, the deepest part of the ocean (Challenger Deep, about 10.92 
km deep) will empty in about 12 and a half years. The displaced water has to go somewhere. The 
atmosphere can only hold so much water vapour before the air gets so saturated that the vapour 
almost instantly rains down again and the most of the water actually stops being accepted into the 
air. The amount of water the air can hold increases as the temperature does, so knowing the 
average air temperature is incredibly important. Although I could work with a map of the world’s 
average air temperatures by the areas on the map, I’m going to simplify and use one number to 
calculate the amount of water vapour the air can hold, with the average air temperature being 
about 15°C.  Using the power of a field of science called psychrometrics, with its useful and 
convenient chart, we can work out how much water vapour the air can hold. The data point we 
want from the chart is called the ‘humidity ratio’ which will tell us how much water the air holds. 
Using the official graph, we can estimate the value to be about 0.011g/1kg (water vapour to dry 
air), which means that in the first second of the ocean losing liquid (about 3,600km of water vapour 
taking up about 33,000 km of dry air). Because most of the water vapour wouldn’t be able to move 
fast enough, earth’s oceans are saved by their sheer vastness, as their surface area is 360,000,000 
km² which will fill up after 3 minutes, and an equilibrium will probably be met within 1 hour of the 
evaporation. The fact that the water would be trying to evaporate like this would also create a 
runaway greenhouse effect, mostly because the ‘greenhouse effect’ that most people think is 
caused by carbon dioxide is actually mostly caused by water vapour.   
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Now then, as we change our velocity 
towards southeast, 0.001c, let’s go and do 
more science! 

  

 Actually, explaining the second point 
I mentioned sounds like a better idea. You 
know, the one with all of the water, and 
the sudden and mysterious disappearing, 
and the who knows what might happen to 
all of those poor sea creatures?! First we 
decide what we mean by ‘disappearing’, 
and there are two ways I can think to do it: 

 

 

 Quantum teleportation (everyone loves teleportation, right?) 

 Literally removing the water from existence. 

 

I vote we take the second option first. Literally removing all of the water from existence will create 
a massive nuclear explosion because of something called ‘the conservation of energy’ which states 
that energy cannot be created or destroyed, only changed. Because mass is energy that has slowed 
down and turned into quarks, electrons and a few other particles, we could (in theory) turn all of 
that mass back into energy. This is also essentially what the Einstein’s E = MC² equation means, and 
that means that 1 gram of water is equal to 8.9876 x1013 J (89,876,000,000,000 joules) of energy. 
That is a lot. As such, doing this would be actual suicide, given how doing so would release 
something like 1.2457 x1029 J (aka “I’m not even going to try to write that out” amount of energy), 
which would definitely destroy earth, maybe even the moon, and the pieces of debris would float 
off into space, never to be seen again… Oh well! 

The other option is much, much less dangerous for us (in the short run) because for one thing, 
quantum teleportation takes a lot of time. Even if we transported something like 6.02 x 1023 

molecules at once (one mole, the number of atoms in 12 grams of carbon-12), it would take around 
2 quadrillion 450 trillion years to get rid of all of the water, simply because atoms are unimaginably 
tiny and as a result there are lots and lots and lots and lots of them. I say we dump this water on 
Venus, just to add to its problems with the regulation of its temperature. The main good news with 
this, is that if we only teleport water, we could collect the precious minerals that are dissolved in 
the water, at a concentration of about 13 billionths of gold per litre of seawater. Kaching! 

 

All in all, if the seas were to run dry we would either be brown bread and observing the day old 
debris of Earth or we would be slowly collecting large amounts of precious minerals from an 
ecosystem that is dying at a slightly faster rate than normal. Tough choice! 

 

If you have a truly absurd question you want answered, send it to this email address: 
azureanswerer@gmail.com. Ask anything! 
 

mailto:azureanswerer@gmail.com


  

   
 Fans of new game Pokémon GO will be glad to know there is a new Pokémon game coming 

out that requires less walking! Pokémon Sun and Pokémon Moon are the newest edition to the 

Pokémon mainstream game series. The soon to be 7th Generation game in the Pokémon main 

series, Pokémon Sun and Pokémon Moon offer new and exciting features never before seen in 

Pokémon games, such as “Island Trials”, which will be replacing the usual “8 Gym Leader, 4 Elite 

Four, Champion” routine that Pokémon has been rolling with 

for 21 years, and all new Pokémon such as Mimikyu, Wimpod, , 

Wishiwashi, and (my personal favourite out of all the new 

Pokémon currently announced) Rockruff .  

 Mimikyu was never 

popular, and so designed itself 

a Pikachu disguise to try to 

siphon some of the love 

Pikachu gets for itself. 

Unfortunately, it just makes it 

look creepy. No-one knows 

what Mimikyu looks like underneath the disguise.  Wimpod is a 

wimpy arthropod, whose ability is “Wimp Out”, allowing Wimpod 

to escape battle after receiving a certain amount of damage.   

Wishiwashi Solo Form is a simple fish, but when it sends out an 

S.O.S signal, another Wishiwashi joins with it in battle to create a 

fearsome monster that is 

Wishiwashi School Form (School as in a school of fish 

rather than an educational school). Even Gyarados flees 

from it!  

 Rockruff is a fierce puppy Pokémon who will 

continue battling, no matter what the odds (unless it has 

fainted). Depending on whether you’re Playing Pokémon 

Sun or Moon, Rockruff will evolve into one of two 

evolutions- A super-loyal Dog (Sun), or a badass 

Werewolf (Moon).  

 Pokémon Sun and Moon was released on the 18th of 

November 2016 in America, and the 23rd here in Europe. 

& 



  

  By Jacob Fairweather 

  

Those were the facts about the highly anticipated game, and now for my opinion. 

So, my first thought when I was surfing YouTube, and saw “OMG! NEW POKEMON 
GAME HYPE!” as a video title, it was all I could do not to squeal like a wounded pig. After 
six years of playing Pokémon, and an agonising wait for three years since the last 
Pokémon game (if you don’t count the Gen 3 remakes, Omega Ruby and Alpha Sapphire), I 
felt I was long overdue new Pokémon. In the end, I lost the battle with my vocal chords. I 
swear my mother must have thought I was having a heart attack. I quickly clicked on the 
video, and was filled with nostalgia and hype; NEW POKEMON! After the video, I booted 
up my Alpha Sapphire, and played for almost half an hour, just because of the 
Pokédreneline running through my veins. Almost a month later, a new video was released, 
this time by the Official Pokémon Channel. It was a video revealing new Pokémon! 
Already I was hooked, and Pokémania was alive again! 

 

Okay, so now for my opinions on the new Pokémon revealed. First my favourite: 

ROCKRUFF IS AMAZING!! I freaking love it. Not only can it evolve into a werewolf, but 
it’s a ROCK type! We have never before had a Pokémon that’s accessible early that’s rock 
type! PLUS IT’S A REALLY CUTE DOG THAT CAN FIGHT STUFF! 

 

Next we have Wishiwashi. Wishiwashi is an awesome 
Pokémon for more reasons than one. Not only can it 
transform into a bigger version of itself by merging 
with OTHER WISHIWASHI, but FRICKIN’ GYARADOS 
FLEES FROM IT! For those of you who haven’t yet 
played a Gen 1 Pokémon game, Gyarados was the 
Pokémon everyone wanted on their team. It was a 
deadly powerhouse of a Water/Flying type. If you 
bought the seemingly useless Magikarp from the guy in 
the Pokémon centre on Route 4, and trained it to level 
20, you were rewarded 100 fold. Anyway, that’s why 
Wishiwashi is awesome. It scares Gyarados! 

 

Number 3 is Mimikyu. 

Oh my good God. It’s such a tragic story. Never loved as 
a young Pokémon, Mimikyu watched Pikachu’s popularity explode, and so tried to disguise 
itself as Pikachu to get a bit of love. JUST GIVE THE POOR THING A HUG!  I know 
Mimikyu, along with Rockruff and Rowlett (the Starter Pokémon I’m choosing this time 
around), will be a Pokémon that will seldom leave my team! 

 

Finally, Wimpod.  

Wimpod is kind of relatable. It’ll enter battle, but it’s unique ability, “Wimp Out” makes it 
switch out of battle after it receives a certain amount of damage. There’s really not much 
to say about Wimpod, other than I really hope it redeems itself with an awesome 
evolution, otherwise it’s going to be an unfortunately forgettable Pokémon.  

 



  School Subject Wordsearch 
 

ART 

TECHNOLOGY 

DRAMA 

ENGLISH 

FOOD 

FRENCH 

GEOGRAPHY 

GERMAN 

HISTORY 

MATHS 

MUSIC 

SCIENCE 

TEXTILES 

 

Hollie 

Pallatina 

and Katie 

Fawkes 

 

 

  

Down 

 

1. Head of Year 7 

2. Teaches French in A2 

3. Works in the Art Department 

4. Headteacher 

5. Teaches History in C5 

 

Across 

 

4. Head of Year 8 

6. The Librarian 

7. Head of Lower School 

 
Millie Devaney and Holly Hathaway 

 

Crossword 




