
 

The newspaper written by Kettlethorpe pupils 

The Big Write 
There were some stunning entries in The Big Write competition. 

It was a very difficult choice to pick a winner but in the end we 

picked four thoroughly entertaining entries. Well done Ayisha 

Ahmed in Y7, Melissa Fox in Y8, Rhiannon Sigamoney in Y9 

and Olivia Thawley-Strong in Y10. 

Each class winner also received a prize and it highlighted just 

how much talent we have at Kettlethorpe High School!  

Read two of the winning stories below…  Mr Bromley 

 

I knew it was still behind me. I knew that no matter how fast 

or far I ran, it would still be right behind me. Following me, 

breathing down my neck, extending its long, cold fingers to 

grasp me. I had been running for weeks- but it was never more 

than a step behind me. 

I was in a school. I didn’t know how. I never knew how it 

happened, how I ended up where I did. All that mattered in 

that moment was that I had to run. I had to run and not stop. I 

had to run and run until my legs gave out, until I could barely 

gasp for air, until the stitch in my side became so unbearable I 

couldn’t take it. I had to keep on running. 

I couldn’t stop or I would be caught. I couldn’t stop or it would 

be right behind me, gripping me with its hands around my 

neck... 

I ran through the school, past motivational posters peeling 

from the walls, yellowing pieces of work written by students, 

art projects put out on display. I burst through the tall oak 

double doors, into the cold night air, stopping just for a second 

to take a breath before taking off again. I sprinted down the 

streets, down small alleyways, trying to escape, though deep 

down I knew the only way it would end was if I stopped. If I 

stopped and let it grab me, let it torture me and kill me and... 

There was no use dwelling on thoughts like that. My feet 

moved faster than I thought they ever could. My long black hair 

billowed out behind me as I started to grimace. Three miles of 

agonizing pain later, I started to give up. I began to slow down, 

gradually. I had been running for years, trying to defy this 

creature when I knew my only hope would be to turn around. I 

kept my eyes ahead, trying to find something to focus on. I 

tried to imagine a target, something to run towards. But it was 

Continued on page 5 

Thank you 

to everyone 

who 

participated 

with the 

Taskmaster 

World Book 

Day 

challenge. 

We have 

been so 

impressed 

with how 

creative you 

have all 

been. 

Seeing all of your entries has been thoroughly 

entertaining and prizes are to follow. Here are some of 

our favourite entries.    Miss Green 
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To make 8 cakes, you will need: 

50g (2oz) self-raising flour 

1 medium egg 

50g (2oz) caster sugar 

50g (2oz) soft margarine 

Paper cake cases 

A baking tray with shallow pans 

Small round sweets and jelly diamonds or slices 

To make the lemon butter icing, you will need: 

40g (1floz) butter, softened 

75g (3oz) icing sugar, sifted 

1 teaspoon of lemon juice (from a bottle or squeezed 

from a lemon) 

1 drop of yellow food colouring 

Method: 

Heat your oven to 190°C, 375°F, gas mark 5, before you start 

baking. 

Put eight paper cases into pans on the baking tray.  

Sift the flour through a sieve into a bowl. Break the egg into a 

cup, then add it to the flour. Add the sugar and the margarine. 

Beat the mixture firmly with a wooden spoon, until it is light 

and fluffy. 

Using a teaspoon, half fill each of the paper cases, you laid out 

on the tray earlier, with mixture. Then, bake the cakes in the 

oven for 18-20 mins, until they are golden brown. 

Take the cakes out of the oven, carefully. After a couple of 

minutes, lift them out of the baking tray, and put them on a 

rack to cool. 

For the icing, put the butter into a bowl, and beat it with a 

wooden spoon until creamy. Then, stir in half of the icing 

sugar. 

Add the lemon juice, yellow food colouring and the rest of the 

icing sugar. Mix everything together, well. 

Using a blunt knife, cover the top of each cake with butter 

icing. Then, use a fork to make the icing look feathery. 

Press two small round sweets onto each cake for the eyes. 

Then, cut eight jelly diamonds or slices in half for the beaks. 

Press two halves into the icing on each cake, to make the beak. 

Make the pointed ends of the halves stick up a little.  
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What did the Easter bunny say to himself when 

he saw some beautiful young hens in the middle 

of a heatwave? 

Those are some hot chicks! 

by Yasmin Coe 

by Alice Mitchell 

Chirpy Chick cakes 



The Kettlethorpe Press 

Page 3          The newspaper written by Kettlethorpe pupils 

Why do people play music? 

This is a very good question to ask because there can be many different 

reasons as to why people play. It can be because the person wants a way to 

calm down and relax, they might want to learn a new skill or just have fun 

doing something they’ve never done before. Professional musicians are 

more likely to play because they like the fact that they can produce a 

beautiful sound with an instrument or because they play in a band in their 

free time. Music is also a way of expressing your feelings and becoming who 

you truly are. 

Is learning to read music difficult? 

Learning to read music is different for everyone, however, the older you are 

the harder it becomes because your memory weakens as you get older and 

more things happen so your mind focuses on different things. If you are 

already a fluent reader and are an intelligent person, this may help you to 

understand, however, some people that are extremely talented musicians 

aren’t academically gifted but creative things like music is where their 

hearts lay.  

What is performing music in front of a large audience like? 

I am going to tell you a little bit about my personal experience and how I 

find it because music is a large part of my life and I’d love to share this with 

you.  

At a young age, it can be extremely daunting; playing an instrument or 

singing in front of other people you’ve never met before. When I sang as 

part of a choir in the Theatre Royal, I was only a little bit nervous. That was, 

until it came to my duet with my twin sister. It felt like something you could 

never describe; a mixture of all emotions. Happiness, confidence, 

nervousness, worry and a feeling that you could only know when you felt it. 

Memories flip through your brain and decide to overwhelm you with the 

thoughts of what could happen. Adrenaline whizzes around your body and 

you feel like you’d like to run off the stage with sickness. My palms became 

sweaty and I felt my eyes water with tears before it began. My mind may 

have been elsewhere, however, this was my chance to shine and I knew 

exactly how to do it. A talent that I’d never be able to give away was about to 

fill me with pride. As our pianist began to play, I shook with fear that I’d 

make a mistake. I didn’t have time for that though, the conductor was 

waving his arms and it was time to sing. As the duet ended and the rest of 

the choir joined in, my heart raced as the conductor put a thumbs up at me 

and my twin. It was a feeling of joy and perfection. I’d done what I had to do 

and now everyone was impressed. It was the moment of stardom which 

filled my heart with gold.   

That was just one of my many musical experiences that I have completed 

and it will never be forgotten.  

by Emily Mitchell 

Music isn’t just music, 

It’s a world that is filled with joy. 

This is for everyone; 

Girls and boys. 
 

It gives you a feeling of magic, 

Something you will never forget. 

The boost of confidence, 

That you’ll never regret. 
 

A piece of gold will glow inside you, 

And live forever more. 

It will stay put in your body, 

Especially in your core. 
 

For me, life cannot go on without it, 

For others, it can. 

No matter your opinion,  

We must not ban. 
 

It gives you a spark of happiness, 

When you are feeling down. 

The music will give you, 

An uplifting sound. 
 

After all this time, 

I must say goodbye. 

But, just remember, 

Music lifts you through the sky  
by Emily Mitchell 
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Game birds are birds including pheasant, grouse and 

partridge that are shot for sport in the game season from 

around August to February. They are usually bred in 

captivity and are released to be mercilessly slaughtered. 

Every year 50 million pheasants and partridges are mass-

produced in dire conditions for this “sport” along with half 

a million grouse. They are not, as most people think, wild 

birds.  

Imagine this: you have lived in a cramped, dark cage for all 

your life until now, when you are shown the outside world, 

you take the leap and have a sense of freedom until you 

hear a sharp bang, and everything turns to chaos. Feathers 

fly as birds fall and then you are hit by a shotgun pellet. The 

shock and pain of it makes you plummet. You’re doomed. 

You can picture the pain and fear of this situation, yet 

people continue to shoot game for “fun”. The birds that 

survive have been conditioned to be dependent from birth 

and so are especially vulnerable to exposure starvation, 

disease, predation and being killed on roads. So, game birds 

don’t have much of a chance at life even if they do escape 

the shooting and massacre because they have never learnt 

to live freely and are incapable of living in the wild after 

their life in confining cages. 

Out of the 50.5 million birds reared, only 3 million actually 

enter the food chain meaning the rest are needlessly 

murdered. It costs £30 to rear each bird and they retail for 

£4, showing that they are killed for human entertainment. 

The caged birds suffer from stress, feather loss and back 
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by Kylah Battye  

While we have all been stuck at home, doing almost 

everything online, animals have been much more active 

and have made lots of appearances in our towns and cities. 

Many of the human-dominated urban areas are now empty 

so rarer animals have now been spotted all over the world. 

For example, dolphins have taken a liking to the far-less 

crowded Bosphorus Strait in Istanbul, and wild boar 

families in Israel are raiding rubbish bins in search of food.  

Closer to home, hedgehog numbers have been on the rise, 

as there was a 75% traffic decrease in the very first 

lockdown almost a year ago. Over 12,000 of them are killed 

every year because on the roads, but things are looking up 

as it is now safe for them to move around. A plethora of 

runners, who have been on their own, have encountered 

foxes, badgers, stoats and even deer!  

These sightings are great for us; being outside boosts 

dopamine levels (a happiness chemical) and increases 

vitamin D, both of which improve our health. Why don’t 

you go for a walk, and see what you can find? You might be 

surprised. 

and 

head 

wounds 

from 

stress 

induced 

aggression.  But it gets worse, the solution to this 

aggression is to restrain the birds’ beaks to stop the birds 

from injuring each other. Birds that have spent their entire 

life stuffed in metal cages with other birds are almost 

definitely going to fight. They should not be in this situation 

anyway! 

Animal Aid recorded shocking footage of newly hatched 

chicks being thrown into a macerator (high speed grinder) 

while others are put on a conveyor belt to be boxed up and 

shipped off to game farms. Amazingly killing live birds in 

this way is legal until the chicks turn 72 hours old. How 

disgusting. Should this really be happening in the 21st 

century? 

So, it is obvious that game birding is a cruel and horrible 

sport but there are people that are trying to help. Animal 

Aid (www.animalaid.org.uk) is an organisation that 

campaigns for animal rights and against cruelty. They are 

campaigning against the game bird season and are striving 

to stop killing innocent creatures for sport. Many people 

vehemently oppose the shooting of game birds, but it is still 

legal, why? The answer may be that many rich and 

influential people enjoy this “sport”.  

Please visit the Animal Aid website and sign their petition, 

your support is vital to this worthy cause. 

Wildlife in lockdown 

Game bird season 

by Yasmin Coe 

http://www.animalaid.org.uk
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For many people going back to school will be a relief. 

Although many will struggle to get back to school, it is 

needed for our learning. With so much missed out on 

throughout the past year, now is a time to catch-up on 

learning.  

Lockdown learning has been difficult for everyone, with 

system crashes and internet failures, many can say they’re 

glad to be back in school. In the past year, our mental health 

has also taken a hit and even teachers have said that they 

have missed seeing students in the classroom.  

Another bonus of coming back to school is that we can see 

our friends again face to face and not through a screen. In 

class learning is much better and teachers will be able to 

assist more in person than online. If you have any worries 

talk to a person whether that is parents, teachers, guardians 

or a trusted adult.  

During these tough times: stay together, work hard and keep 

your mask on! 

by Ella Goodair 
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Why do you like teaching and what inspired you to 

teach? 

'I wanted to teach PE because I love sport and always have 

even when I was really small'. 'I remember my dad pushing 

me on my bike on the grass. Both my parents were teachers 

and this was where I picked up the idea of being a teacher'. 

'I never wanted to do anything else, only wanted to teach 

PE. I thought it made a difference to other people’s lives. I 

had a really good experience in school myself. I even came 

to Kettlethorpe myself and had a positive experience with 

teachers that were there like : Mr Mellor, Mr Newton ,Miss 

Lee, Miss Clark and even Mr Griffiths, the head teacher. 

They all gave me a positive experience. They inspired me to 

teach and give something back.’  

 

What is the funniest thing that happened to you in 

school as a teacher? 

'There were many, some not for the newspaper, but an 

unforgettable one was when a pupil at my old school 

brought in a pogo stick. They were a bit older than you so 

they had a common room they could go in at break, lunch 

and in free time. I had gone to find a pupil who needed to 

hand in some work. I came in to see a pupil on the pogo 

stick on a desk. He then, without thinking, jumped off the 

desk on the pogo stick, landed on the floor, bounced up so 

high his head went through the roof tile. Luckily, he wasn't 

injured. I thought it was silly but so funny.’ 

 

If you were stranded on a desert island what three 

things would you take? 

'I always thought I would take my family but I now disagree 

because at some point you would fight over food so I would 

leave them on the safety of dry land. The first thing I would 

take is Aladdin’s lamp because I would have three wishes so 

I would definitely take that. I would also take some form of 

solar powered music device like a boom box because it is 

hopefully sunny and then I could listen to music. The last 

thing is an unlimited supply of hula hoops, any flavour.’ 

 

Interviewed and written by Savannah Khall 

Teacher feature 

Easter holiday: 

29 March—11 April 

School starts again: 

Monday 12 April 
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The Big Write  

walking while looking through the phone. The second photo 

was even more peculiar and was taken straight after the last 

one. It was a note which said "tomorrow 3612 don't shout" in 

bold red letters. Confused as ever, my brain is doing 

somersault s as well as trying to process the numbers. Then I 

think of an idea, could it be some sort of time, but where? As 

my mind starts to overthink this whole thing I shuffle the 

numbers around and it read 12:36. 

Unsure as to where I needed to go I keep scrolling through 

the phone to find yet another strange picture. This time it 

was a video of someone running through a school, but I have 

no idea why. 

As thoughts run through my head, I carry on walking west. I 

can feel the panic filling up in my body but I carry on, feeling 

more uneasy. The night got darker, so I put the flashlight on 

the phone hoping to find my way a lot easier. Out of 

nowhere, I see a tall, worn down building that looked as if it 

had been there for years. Captivated, I steadily admire the 

building trying to find and entrance but I have no luck. It's 

approximately 12:30 and I still haven't found the entrance, so 

I wonder around the building once more and to my surprise, I 

finally find a door hidden behind some long vines that are 

drooping out of the top window of the building which covers 

half of the door. I gently uncover the plants and quietly push 

open the glass door to see a small sign that read "Crawford 

High School" At that moment I realised that the video was 

taken in this school! 

Unexpectedly, a light appeared shining down onto some stairs 

leading up to the second floor of the school. I ran up the 

stairs in a hurry and when I get to the top there's a corridor 

with classrooms at either side. Almost lost for breath, I peer 

through the glass panel in the door. The room looks 

neglected and ruined; windows smashed, chairs and tables 

across the classroom as if they had been purposely thrown. 

The building felt like it had been put on mute, there was 

complete silence. The building itself gives me goosebumps as I 

feel the cold breeze on my arms, making me realise I need to 

get out of there quick. I turn around and immediately rush to 

the door. I reach for the door handle but before I can open it 

a strong force slams it shut, I feel a warm breath on my right 

shoulder; I froze, unable to move. The smell of his cologne 

overpowers my nostrils as I breathe in, as fear builds up 

inside me. Before I’m able to shout for help, his cold hand 

suddenly covers my mouth. "Well, well, well I didn't expect 

you to find me so soon." 

by Olivia Thawley-Strong 

no use. The little voice in the back of my mind took over. 

The little voice I had managed to keep out for so long, had 

finally forced itself to the front, convincing me to stop and 

deal with the pain. 

Gradually, I slowed down. The soft, gentle thuds my feet 

made as they hit the pavement became more and more 

dispersed. I stopped, ready to face death, ready to meet my 

end. I shut my eyes tight, feeling the cold come closer and 

closer toward me. Frozen fingers wrapped around me. It felt 

like being strangled by death itself. Somehow, I knew that 

this wasn’t the end. It was as if it was a game. You run and 

run, in different setting every time. You are always led back 

to the same situation, every time. It's the same note written 

in red. It’s the same arrow in the forest. It’s the same 

everything until you give up and let yourself die. And when 

you do... 

It starts over and over again.  You are trapped in an endless 

cycle.  And it never. Ever. Ends. 

     by Ayisha Ahmed 

The woods were a sinister, dark and eerie. My speed 

quickening as I walk through the desolated area. I was on my 

way to meet my friends in my local park like I do every 

Saturday, usually I walk across the village field but instead I 

chose to walk through the woods. The leaves crunching 

underneath my feet causing my heart to race. The prolonged 

branches poke me as I continue to walk, almost as if they are 

trying to tell me to get out of there. As I get deeper and 

deeper into the woods I begin to feel more unsafe which 

causes me to trip over an object on the ground. I carefully 

look down and spot a phone hidden beneath some leaves, I 

didn't expect it to be something this valuable. My 

subconscious is telling me to pick it up, however it's not 

mine to touch, but I just can't help myself and begin to look 

through it. 

At first I was intrigued as to what could be on there, 

nonetheless I come across some pretty unusual things. I look 

at the first photo which was taken yesterday and it was four 

rocks and a stick which formed an arrow pointing to my left. 

Before I was able to even able to think, my legs took over 

and I carried on walking, following the arrow. I continued 


