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News from Gloucester he, Albert Schweitzer and others struggled for world

rs Jill Winterton joined the department in pEatt and'agamst nuclear armament. . .
September to help with the Reception Class in The children, as usual, performed with great poise

e sherneas s e erEnise thevaferackiaal and dignity. Itis quite a feat for a four-year-old to stand
care for thie youriger childter & on the stage and sing in the vastness of St Mark’s

: . church. The older children always amaze us with their
The children enjoy her i fh
. . ability to throw their voices to the back
sessions very much indeed

and can be seen going home of thiggallery.
clutching something precious
they have made with her.
Mrs Winterton seems to
have an endless supply of
creative ideas and the
children have settled
happily in her capable
hands.

Still on the subject of
after-school activities, the
Thursday Club continues
with an enthusiastic
group of children. They
have enjoyed crafts such
as papier maché,
modelling with dough %
and clay, weaving, puppet  Apove -
making, cookery and collage, Archaeologists visit Pre-Prep
as well as indoor hockey and 2 — making clay pots.
games. Ballet classes now  Below: The Nursery Nativ
take place after school on
Monday and Tues-
day and several
children are part-
icipating in Miss
Whatling’s lessons.

The Reception
Class moved upstairs
into the large room,
with an enviable view
of the sea. The
younger children enjoy
being on the same floor
as the older ones. It has
been a successful move.

We now have a
beautiful, new, multi-
coloured library area
upstairs and are now in
the process of stocking it
with non-fiction books. It
has transformed a rather
dark corner into a very
special place and the staff and children have been very
excited about the new books and furnishings.

‘T}(])ur Natwvity Play‘ was 1ns;"nred by a story entitled Gloucester is lively, interesting and enjoyable. The
ey Followed a Bright Star’, by Joau Alavedra. The : ;

i s : ; ; children have endless energy and enthusiasm and are a
original poem for his daughter was written in 1943 and .
composed in the atmosphere of war. This original Joy @ teach.
version ended with a hymn to peace and it became
Alavedra’s contribution to the Peace initiative in which

Rainbow Theatre

Company performed Winnie the Pooh to

us in November. As ever, a most enjoyable and
worthwhile experience. It is a wonderful sight watching
the faces of the children as the actors display their skills.
It is always difficult to write about all our activities but
we hope we have given you a little taste. Life in

V.B.
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The Year in Elliott House

“All the world’s a stage,
And all the men and women merely players:
They have their exits and their entrances;”

r l Vhe girls from Elliott House, listening to these
words at a recent Shakespeare Workshop
(performed by the Rainbow Theatre), can have

had no idea of the truth and relevance of that statement

at all levels.

In Elliott we are used to welcoming the new Lower
Preps in September and bidding Transition farewell the
following July. Classes move on within the building and
the changes are generally minor ones — a fresh face in
the class, a new occupant of the teacher’s desk, a
different classroom, etc.

This last year was rather different. We had to say
goodbye to two very familiar faces — that of Mrs Vivien
Jewsbury, Head of the Junior School for the previous
three years, and that of Mrs Pat Hyde, who had been
cleaner in Elliott House and St Mary’s Hall for nearly 20
years. It was not all ‘sweet sorrow’ but both felt more
was to be gained by their having time for their own
interests and families, and were looking forward to a
‘brave new world’ of time enough to finish the
newspaper, sew, bake and get out and about that those
in the ‘tempest’ of a working routine merely dream
about.

Into one of those spaces came Mrs Maggie Jemmett,
as Head, who was welcomed into the office in Elliott in
August, both figuratively and literally, and to whom staff,
parents and pupils alike have since presented their
triumphs and tribulations, not to mention their un-
named art overalls and myriad phone messages! We
wish Mrs Jemmett a happy and successful time in the
post.

Mrs Kate Hudson, new to Elliott, though not to
Gloucester where her daughter is a pupil, has joined
forces with the form teachers to provide valuable
individual help for those who need it. She is qualified to
teach dyslexics and those with other learning difficulties
and her patience and positive approach are already
greatly valued by all who work with her.

Musically, the Prep department has been ‘greened’ by
‘Planet Rescue’ and taken ‘Bach to the Future’ by LP2
last July. Harvest, Christmas, and summer Garden Party
performances by the choir and orchestra have testified
to the enthusiasm and considerable skills of Junior
singers and musicians. They are representing the school
in a wider context at a choir concert and musical
workshop day in May and we have every confidence in
their success under the calm and conscientious
influence of Mrs Aviss.

The classes have had their exits too, of course, mostly
on visits to give them hands-on opportunities and a
chance to see in real life what they have seen, read and
talked about in the classroom. There has been a steady
increase in the number of outings as the teachers have
found that the imagination and interest of all concerned
is fired by their experiences. What emerges seems to be
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a soaking-up of atmosphere and the development of
understanding which goes beyond mere information.
The ‘feel’ that the children get from their day lingers on
and helps them to appreciate the facts at a much deeper
level. To old favourites like the British Museum,
Pavilion, Mary Rose, Cuckmere Haven, Fishbourne,
Lewes Barbican Museum, Coombe Farm, Wilderness
Wood and Preston Manor have been added, this year,
trips to the Engineerium, Singleton Open Air Museum,
the Downs, the Workshop Pottery in Brighton and
Newhaven Fort, where Trans celebrated VE day in
traditional style on May 8th. Rainbow Theatre then
hosted a “We’ll meet again’ morning with more evacuees
from Elliott House dressed for the part.

Last year LP1’s work on India was greatly enhanced
by the involvement of one of our parents, Mrs Dhillon,
who gave us a first-hand insight into life in the Punjab,
and culminated in a colourful dancing display by the
pupils for Garden Party. As you can see, horizons of all
kinds are being extended.

So, while in Shakespeare’s cameo, the children ‘creep
like snail, unwillingly to school’, we hope that the
learning that goes on in Elliott encourages our pupils to
‘put a girdle round the Earth in forty minutes’ — the
length of one lesson!

D.LT,

Nursery News

he move to Gloucester House has been a great

I success. Numbers are steadily growing and the

benefits to children, parents and staff are
numerous.

We enjoyed two minibus visits during the Autumn
Term. We followed ‘The Story of Bread’ and visited a
farm, windmill and bakery and also went to Friston
Forest as our topic was ‘Autumn’. The children
collected items for class discussion, climbed trees and
waded through boot-deep puddles.

Parents watched the Christmas Nativity with pride and
a few tears. Many were very surprised at their children’s
confidence in performing both in the group and
individually. They really were wonderful.

Our Spring topic is ‘Weather and Clothes’ and we
look forward to visiting Eliza’s farm to meet the lambs
and learn about wool.

The twice-termly minibus trips form an important
part of the curriculum, giving the children ‘hands-on’
experience and another step forward in independence.

LT
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Junior School Creative Work

The Killer pyﬂ\on

In a small village in India, a rather large python

slithered out from its hole in an abandoned home.

It had been abandoned ever since the family had
found the body of their dog, which had two small holes
punctured in its leg. This dog had been the very dog
interested in the python and had bitten off several
centimetres of its tail. The python had then, of course,
lashed out at the enemy.

The python glided across to the crack under the
door, where it paused to make sure no humans were
about. This was almost midday, and no-one was
outdoors, so the python slid out from under the door
and into the nearest occupied home’s cellar, and looked
for rodents.

Up above, the people decided to eat, and several went
down to get some food. The python was alarmed by
their sudden appearance and slithered behind the
nearest food container. Soon, a man picked up this
container, and the terrified python lunged at his ankles.

This sort of attack happened several times, and the
people in the village thought that it lay in wait for them,
but did not abandon their houses as they had nowhere
else to go. They always knew it was the same python
because of the blunt tail.

Soon an Englishman heard about the python whilst
on holiday near the village, and the news about it spread
round his home town.

A group of scientists also heard about the snake, and
decided to capture it for testing on. People usually
would not let them capture an animal because it was
cruel, but it would seem good for these people. The
scientists immediately began making arrangements.

As soon as they arrived in India, they drove their van
straight to the village. They soon heard about the
abandoned house, and decided that the pvthon was the
sole occupant now. They went in, treading very softly so
as not to make any vibrations, and saw the hole. Thev
stood absolutely still and silent outside it, and then the
long shape of the python slithered out. It was going
away from them, and had not bothered to look around,
as the house was always empty. As soon as the scientists
saw the blunt tail and knew it was the snake they were
after, one of them, using a pole with a loop on the end,
grabbed the python with it just behind its head before it
had time to attack.

Back in England, when they had named it Stumpy,
they tied its mouth and, keeping it in a box with central
heating, tested it on various things, then took out its
venom and sold it to a pet shop.

Carol Topley, Transition A
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The S|eepin9 Volcano

he day is 15th June, 1995. My name is Marie-

Anne Stark and my best friend, Hannah Foster,

has just got the job she has wanted for ages. She
is a vulcanologist. We live in the Canary Islands and
Hannah’s boss has asked her to go and check out
Volcano Emma. She has kindly offered to let me go with
her, but I was a bit worried in case it might be active.

‘Please go with me, it wouldn’t be fun without you.
It’s exciting. Please!” Hannah pleaded. Hannah
wouldn’t leave me alone, so I decided to go. But it was
because we were only 19 years old.

We were going on the 19th June and I was half-
excited and half-nervous. The day had come to pack for
the fine day trip. I packed everything such as shorts,
anorak, cardigan, T-shirts and a burn-proof hat (just in
case). The day went quickly. Ilay in bed thinking about
the next day. I thought to myself, it’s not so bad, I
mean, I will have my best friend with me, and I went to
sleep.

The day had come to go the volcano. I met Hannah
at the airport and we got in the plane. It was a five-hour

Journey. We were hot and sticky and it was a long trip

and all the food we had was apples and water. We finally
got there. Hannah said, excitedly, ‘Isn’t this fun? I have
been waiting for this moment for the past few days.’

‘I'm not so sure. I mean this is not exactly the zoo.

We got out of the plane, and I was nervous. We
started walking and I was hot. I sat on the dirty, muddy
floor and looked in my back-pack and I had a map of
the Canary Islands, two apples, a can of 7-Up and a big
bottle of mineral water, and a £10 note. 1 said to
Hannah, ‘T am hot, tired and sweaty and I have to
survive a five day trip with this.’

Hannah looked in my bag. She gave me a funny look
and said, ‘I'm sorry, but we have only got 100 metres to
go until we reach Volcano Emma.’

So I gave in, and after about 15 minutes we reached
the volcano. I got weak in the knees. Hannah gave me
that kind of look which makes you feel sorry for her.
The volcano was very high and we had to climb up it. I
crawled, one arm and one leg at a time. It was so hot 1
could have fainted. Hannah wasn’t tired. She just kept
going as if she had an endless supply of energy. Hannah
knew everything there is to know about volcanoes and
she was positive that this volcano was dormant.

We finally reached the top. I was relieved. Then we
went. [ was trembling, scared and worried as we crept
down the volcano. After ten minutes of climbing down
we reached the bottom and I flopped and Hannah got
out her notebook. She studied every stone and wrote
down anything, and picked everything up that would fit
in her pockets. After half an hour of me resting and
Hannah studying, the volcano started to rumble and
shake. ‘Oh dear, and double Oh dear, the volcano is
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starting to erupt,” said Hannah, nearly panicking. We
both climbed as fast as we could and I was so scared and
panicky. We climbed out of the volcano and I said to
Hannah, ‘I thought you said that this volcano didn’t
erupt!’

‘I thought it didn’t,” said Hannah as we were running.
We were going straight now. There was magma, lava,
ash, basalt, crater bubbles and everything was hot and
sticky and runny lava. It was partly exciting because
everything was happening. By now we were about two
miles away from the volcano and we watched it blow up.
I was an experience I will never forget.

Larissa Kanagalingam, Transition A

Fountains of Hot Lava

i, my name is Joanna. I am 13 years old and I
Hlive in Portland City, close to Mount St. Helen,

with my mum, dad, and my brother, James, who
is 14 years old.

My Uncle Max is coming to stay with us for a week
because he wants to do an experiment with a piece of
pumice rock. He is a vulcanologist. He is coming this
afternoon! Tomorrow he is going to take James and me
to help him, but little did we know what was going to
happen!

Yes! it has finally come, the day my Uncle Max is
going to take us up to the volcano’s cone. Uncle Max
drove to the foot of the volcano and parked the car.
Then we got everything we needed and started to climb
to the top. When we were halfway up (an hour into the
hike) the mountain began to shake, and all of a sudden
boulders, ash, and poisonous gases were shot hundreds
of feet up into the air. The volcano was erupting.

As we started to race down the steep mountain, hot,
runny lava came pouring out of the crater. As we were
running down, Uncle Max slipped and one of his shoes
came off, and the lava was running down fast behind.
Uncle Max got up and ran down to us and then we
watched Uncle Max’s shoe quickly disappear into a river
of lava.

We were nearly there, at the foot of the volcano, but
when we got to the bottom — disaster! The lava split into
two rivers and one of them had completely covered
Uncle Max’s car and was starting to cool down. There
was no way of getting back home, so we walked about
three miles and then we came to a coach stop and,
thank my lucky starts, a coach was just pulling into the
layby, and we got on. We had a very narrow escape!

When the coach pulled up outside our home, Uncle
Max said, ‘I don’t want to be a vulcanologist any more. I
think I will be a builder. And I never got the pumice
either!’

Victoria Hastilow, Transition A
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Far Away Land

There is a bright sun so very bright,

There is a dark, dank, cold night,

There are lands far away, that have not been visited to
this day,

There are lands we have not seen with trees so green.

Spring has come with the sweet young flowers,
Partly open, bright and gay.

Then come the autumn hours,

To wither them away.

Tiny birds chirp songs of praise
All the summer long.

But in dark, dank days

They forget their chirpy songs.

There’s a place where angels sing
Non-stopping praises to their king.
Christ our Lord is ever near,
Those who follow him.

But we cannot see him,

For our eyes are dim,

There is a most happy place,
Where we can all see his face.

Who shall find that bright, cheery land?
Who shall be right?
There holy children should stand
In their robes of white,
For that heaven so bright and blest
Is our ever-lasting rest.
Kate Smith, Transition A

éXOoW\S

Revision, I hate it!

Pages of maths, loads of comprehensions,
Not many days to go now.

This time next week they will all be over.
Will I sleep tonight?

Will I still be chanting tables in my head?

We are all sitting in different places,

Everyone has serious faces,

I turn the sheet over to see the questions,

Some are not as bad as I thought they would be.
Someone has finished already! Why not me?

Thank goodness it’s over,
Oh! what a relief.
No more exams, for a while at least!
I'll keep my fingers crossed and hope I do well,
I shall find out next week,
When time will tell.
Vietoria Hastilow, Transition A











































