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EDITOR’S NOTE 

Dear parents and students, 

Summer holidays, or freedom as some students would call it, are almost here and it is again 
time to showcase some literary and artistic works made by the young creative minds. 

 
But what even is creativity? The official definition would be ‘using imagination to create original 
ideas’. If you think of it, without creativity our world would be extremely boring. There would be 
no books, no computers, no television, no cartoons, no internet etc.  
 
Most of the things that are interesting and important are the result of creativity and essentially it 
is what’s needed in order to see things beyond what’s visible. Some say we’re born with it, and 
some say we can develop it through hard work. We believe it’s a combination of both.  
 
Having this in mind, we encourage our students to always think outside the box, make 
unexpected connections, and be risk-takers. The following works that you will read and see are 
definitely great representations of creative thinking.  
 
We hope you will find them as inspiring as we do! 
 
 

Ms Tina Frelih and Ms Anja Dežman 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 Yura Wee, 1.m 

 

 

 

  

 

Sun, birds singing songs, 
Flowers dancing in the wind, 

Summer – here it comes. 
 
 

By Maria Kurakina 

The glorious rays 
Beam on me in the first days 

Of sunshine and heat. 
 
 

By Angelina Nova Wisniewski 

Cold days are over, 
Trapped in a chamber of heat, 

Heated by the sun. 
 
 

By Isabella Sarah Williams 



DIAMOND POEMS 

At the beginning of the new term, students from 1M learnt to become great poets by writing their 

first diamond poems about their class. 

 

                                      Alessia Erzsebet Maria Ottino, 1M   Lachezar Georgiev Susanin, 1M 

 

                                              Alisa Kaspranova, 1M                       Ana Radivojević, 1M 

 

                       Kayra Kiliçaslan, 1M                        Yura Wee, 1M                               Era Zogaj, 1M 

 



WORDSEARCH 

Can you try to solve this word search on the topic of rocks created by 2M student Eric Stoven? 

 

 

 

 



RIDDLES 

Try solving the riddles about healthy lifestyle created by 2M. 

  

MY RIDDLE 

By Paula Ježina 

 
It is small. 
It is red, yellow and green. 
You have to peel it. 
You can make a smoothie out of it. 
You have to wash it. 
It grows on a tree. 
It is healthy. 
You can make a cake or pie from it. 

MY RIDDLE 

By Anna Ivanova 

We must peel it. 
We can cut it or squeeze it.  
It is shaped like a sphere.  
It is kind of a fruit.  
We can make a juice with this 
fruit.  
It is orange and sweet.  

What am I? 

MY RIDDLE 

By Talia Kosem 

You can eat it for lunch. 
You wash it, then you can cut it. 
It is green. 
It is crunchy. 
You can have it with vegetables. 
What is it? 



BEAUTIFUL BRAIN 

3M students have made some interesting and creative artwork on the topic of the human brain. 

 

  

 

 

   

 

 

 

 

                                         Haoming Qu, 3M 

 

                                                                                                        Diana Karpova, 3M 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                 Eden Kismet Bahri, 3M                                                                Iva Matović, 3M 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ENERGETIC POEMS 

4M students are talented poets and they have created some wonderful poems connected to their 

unit of inquiry about energy. 

 

 

 

  

I CARE ABOUT ENERGY 

By Vladislav Maksimov, 4M 

I really like energy, 
I care about it. 
Without energy, hard to live 
And I admit. 
 
I know there are some users 
That use a lot of watts. 

The charger, lights, even 
computers 
Can't work without it. 
Some chargers charge so slow 
But it's okay. 
'Let's go!' 
 
Now I see a windmill, 
Now I see the coal, 
Now I see the sun 
That shines on solar panels 
And they glow. 
 
This biogas station looks like 
Three balloons flying in the space 
patient. 
Moon shone so light 
Like the sun when it's bright. 
 

I was building the solar panel 
Near to me I saw a camel. 
Ooo, where did I yesterday mine 
coal? 
In the dessert, I think so. 

ENERGY POEM 

By Maks Pilgram, 4M 

WINDMILLS 
Are tall, 
Are small, 
Are as fast as a spaceship, 
Make thousands of spins, 
Help cars fly! 
 
SUNLIGHT 
Is fast, 
Is like lightning, 
Makes gunfight, 
Makes fun light! 
 
STATIC 
Makes our hair problematic, 
Makes our hair pathetic, 
Sticks with a balloon. 
Static makes us 
melodramatic! 
 
COMPUTER 
We can play games, 
Knows a polluter, 
Makes us go on a scooter, 

Scouts for a looter! 



  

ENERGY 

By Yury Chumakov 

Energy, energy 
I like it. 
Without energy 
I wouldn’t stand on my feet. 
 
No new sources of energy, 
No new users are there. 
Where are the new sources? 
Tell me, energy 
Where are they, where? 

 
Maybe, we can make up 
something 
In the future night. 
Maybe, we will have one 
thing 
For turning on the light. 
 
Out of the moonlight, 
Out of grass, 
In the sunshine, 
In the mess. 
 
Energy is our life 
And I will come up with 
A renewable source 
And it is not a force. 

ENERGY 

By Nil Pelin Muratoglu 

Water, water 
Close the sink 

Or the water will stink 
And you will be like a skunk. 
 
Close the computer, 
Close the fridge, 
Close everything, 
It can be anything. 
 
Save energy, have 
everything. 
If you don’t save energy 
By closing the computer, 
You can have an allergy! 

Everybody is ENERGY! 

ELECTRICITY 

By Mariya Uvarova 

Static electricity can 
Lift things up, 

Stick them and 
Turn them 
Around. 
 
Atoms help 
Static do it. 
There are  
Electrons, neutrons, 
Protons, and 
They are inside 
The great atoms. 
 
We can hear 
The sound waves, 
But we can’t see 
Them now, but 
Maybe in the 
Future we 
Can learn how. 
 
Magnets stick 
Together, usually 
They do, there 
Are types of 
Metal which 
Never stick, 
Never! 
 
Electrical cycle 
Is like the life cycle. 
You need batteries 
To help it, and  

Like this you 
Can make it. 
 
Atoms are perfect 
Atoms are bright 
There is a big 
Band between 

Them, right? 



ANCIENT CIVILIZATIONS 

5M students created some authentic sculptures and reliefs from Ancient civilizations. 

 

                                               Chengyuan Qiu, 5M                          Polina Abramenkova, 5M 

 

 

                                                                   Parsa Alaghehband, 5M 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



COMIC STRIP 

Our students are always proud of their achievements but they are also reflective and can 

recognize and improve their weaknesses. The following reflective comic book was made by 5M 

student, Ekaterina Kostyleva. 

 

 

 

 

 



COMPARING CHILDHOOD EXPERIENCES 

Most of you have already heard of Roald Dahl, or you have at least read some of his famous 

stories such as Matilda, Charlie and the Chocolate Factory or James and the Giant Peach. The 

pupils of 6M read a very special book of his entitled Boy, and it is actually about Roald’s 

childhood and young adolescence. Needless to say, the students found out many interesting 

facts about the writer, but what shocked them the most was what life was like almost 100 years 

ago. In the end, they wrote essays in which they compared their childhood experiences with 

Roald’s and we are sharing one of them with you. 

 

HOW WAS MY CHILDHOOD SIMILAR TO, OR DIFFERENT, FROM ROALD’S? 

Written by Maria Kurakina 

Time. Everything changes through time. Days and nights spent, memories made. Everything counts. The 
first steps you make, first word, first smile, first laugh, is what makes you who you are. Your childhood is 
what gave you a beginning. All these moments in your life, stories you have told, create an imaginative world 
and at its core is a treasure box full of the most memorable events in your childhood. It is hard to remember 
and put all these memories in a jar under lock and key for storage, just like Roald Dahl did when he wrote 
Boy. They say childhood in the old times was more like freedom than in today’s world, yet, if we think about 

it, it may be very different when it comes to travelling, holidays, and friends. 

Waking up early every day is hell for everyone, especially when you go to school. Unlike Roald, I had a lot of 

friends, seeing them being there for me was the best. Yet, the story was different for Roald when it came to 

friendship. Just like when he put a dead mouse in a jar of gobstoppers in Mrs. Pratchett’s sweet shop. When 

he and his friends thought Mrs. Pratchett was dead, they started blaming and accusing Roald of being a 

murderer. His friends were not always there for him and sometimes even went against him for an action 

they made. In class, teachers always have favourites, in all subjects, different favourites. Although in Roald’s 

story, teachers were always making it obvious who they liked and did not. Additionally, they never showed 

respect to those they hated, just like in prep at Repton. Captain Hardcastle gave Roald a stripe for asking a 

neighbour for a new nib for his pen and stripes were like tickets to visit the cruel headmaster’s office for 

beatings. The headmaster would hit a boy’s behind once, wait thirty seconds while explaining how the boy’s 

action was a sin, and later hitting once more as he continued it for a cycle. Different from Roald, my school 

only gives warnings and never hits pupils, since that is against the law. Additionally, you get sent to the 

headmistress rarely, but if you do, it is usually because you used violence. 

“What’s this?” she gasped. “What’s happened to you?” Those were the words Roald’s mother used to express 

how furious she was after she saw the bruises on his behind. This horrible act happened when he was still 

at Llandaff Cathedral School. Even as a grownup, Roald swore he could still feel the bruises inflicted by his 

headmasters. Speaking of damages and injuries, Roald experienced quite a lot in his childhood. For example, 

his nose being almost cut off when he was in a car crash in a motor-car, or when he got homesick. We have 

all experienced homesickness, but according to Roald, his homesickness was an extreme condition. 

Personally, I have never experienced homesickness simply because I live with my family and have never 

been to a boarding school, additionally, we have phones to communicate with each other. One of Roald’s 

most traumatic injuries was when he got adenoids, it was unexpected, just like with me, but in my case, it 

took one year and two operations to finally remove my tonsils and stop my suffering. But when it came to 

operations back in the day, there was no such thing as anaesthesia or strong painkillers, especially for 

children. From my own experience, anaesthesia is helpful – from the aspect of killing pain, simply because 

you are in a deep sleep and cannot feel anything. Once, I was in Croatia and I slipped and cut my hand 

open, I had to go to the hospital. That was the first time I had stitches, therefore, since the cut was only on 

my hand, I only got a local anaesthetic, which did not work as well, since I could still feel the strong pain in 

my body. For Roald it was even more painful since he did not have any anaesthetic at all. After a tragedy, 

we usually get a hug, sometimes even a gift. On the other hand, Roald, didn’t get any “reward” after his 

operation, instead he got home and only got to sit next to his grandmother with the saying; "That won't be 

the last time you'll go to a doctor in your life.” 



 

In today’s world there are a lot of inventions, including transport. It takes only twenty hours to travel the 
world on a plane. Back in the 20th century there were no planes. There were only boats, and some families 
could afford cars, but the cars would not drive you far back then. In the 21st century, there are a lot of 
hotels and even organizations that may organize you a place to stay. Contrastingly, Roald’s family needed 
to book a place to stay weeks before they actually went because there were no computers invented, this is 
why they had to write a letter by hand, and it took weeks to arrive there and back. When it comes to moving 
abroad it is even a tougher experience. When I was moving from Russia to Slovenia, everything happened 
quite fast, we rented an apartment and flew around two hours to get there. Yet, Roald’s family had to arrange 
a lot of things. For example, since Roald’s family was big (which is one similarity of ours’) his mum had to 
book transportation, hotels for the night, and a place to live in Radyr, Wales. But the best time of the year 
is when we have holidays. When my family has holidays, we rarely stay home. We travel all over Europe or 
Asia. In my family, we always buy a magnet or two from each country we travel to and gather so many that 
they almost cover our whole fridge. Since it took ages to travel in the past, Roald did not travel as often, but 

he still travelled to Norway and England. 

Only 100 years have passed from Roald’s childhood to mine, but many things changed. That is why most of 
our journeys were different, with different paths and stories. When it comes to travelling, school, injuries, 
and spending time with friends and family. When we learn not to make mistakes like putting a dead mouse 
in a sweet jar, or when we understand to be careful at the sea shore to not cut open our hand. When we 
understand that we should listen to our parents so we will not get sick. When we understand that we should 
appreciate every moment spent because sometimes that moment could be our last, or when we should never 
lie to stay out of trouble. Although, one thing we both can say is that our childhoods have upsides and 
downsides, but we all have one main similarity – we got to experience and learn how different opportunities 

and life situations can prepare us for our future. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

Source:  https://www.therosegallery.co.uk/products/boy-we-all-have-our-moments-of-brilliance 

 

 

 

https://www.therosegallery.co.uk/products/boy-we-all-have-our-moments-of-brilliance


POETRY 

Students of 6M discovered how to express feelings with words in their last unit dealing with 
poetry. They recited poems in their mother tongues focusing on expression and emotions, as well 
as analysed some well-known poems. They learnt what all great poems consist of and then it was 
time for them to try out their creative ideas. They each received a different picture and, based on 

the scenery, they needed to write an emotional poem. 

 

LOVE     by Mykhailo Dyrchenko 

One day I woke up, my wife was not there, 
I thought she went to her friend’s, so I did not care, 
I put my clothes on and went to the shop, 
I kept thinking about her, because love for her could not stop. 
 
Today I finally met her and we went to the park, 
Between us it lit a spark, 
Next morning, I woke on the ground, 
I was scared, and my heart started to pound. 
 
My wife was not there,  
Now, I started to care! 
I searched all over the place, 
But she did not even leave a trace.                                        (https://mothership.sg/2016/07/loving-someone-with-depression-is-not-easy-but-heres-how-you-can-make-things-better/holding-hands/ ) 

 
At home I started to cry, 
My friends arrived to help, but I quickly said bye, 
After one hour someone knocked on the door, 
I screamed, I’m not in the mood, but the door was dancing even more. 
 
I opened the door and there she was, 
The same second I froze, I felt like I was on pause, 
I hugged her as tight as I could, 
Finally, I thought, now I am in the mood. 
 
 

LOVE AND HATE              by Miša Damjanović 

Arguments and conflicts every single day, 
We almost came to the end of May, 
She does not want to go back to those days, 
For solving our problems there are almost no ways. 
 
Hate is a thunderstorm, 
Close to her I do not feel warm, 
Love is a fight between the two, 
Love is the biggest thing I share with you. 
 
I must have walked a hundred miles,  
To see that fire in your eyes, 
I saw your face like never before, 
You are my East and West and so much more. 
 
My heart was cold as ice,                                                                 (https://coach.nine.com.au/latest/fight-constructively/094ea856-7964-4c84-bcf0-602e8da2baa2) 

But I did not have to think twice, 
When I saw your eyes, 
Your face had no price. 
 

 

https://mothership.sg/2016/07/loving-someone-with-depression-is-not-easy-but-heres-how-you-can-make-things-better/holding-hands/
https://coach.nine.com.au/latest/fight-constructively/094ea856-7964-4c84-bcf0-602e8da2baa2


ANCIENT ROME 

Imagine you lived in Ancient Rome. What would your life be like? Where would you live? What 
rights would you have? Well, in Ancient Rome all of these things depended on what social class 

you were in. They had what is now known as a social hierarchy, or division of people into 
differently-ranked groups depending on their jobs and family. The emperor was at the top of this 

structure, followed by Patricians, Plebeians (the common people) and at the bottom, the slaves. 
Lasting more than 500 years, the Roman Empire was, at its peak, the most extensive political 
and social structure in all of western civilization. 7M students learnt all of the aforementioned 

this school year and much more at History lessons. One student, however, wrote an imaginative 
story from the perspective of a Roman slave as her English assignment. 

 

FIFTEEN RAGGED SLAVES 

Written by Anika Chavrakova 

It was early in the morning. The sun was rising. The sprinkled drops of dew on the blooming flowers gave 

the field a fresh smell. Early roosters crowing every now and then. It was quiet and peaceful. Unlike the 

privileged citizens probably sound asleep on their soft silk sheets, I was outside planting vegetables and 

gardening. Sadly, not for my own entertainment, but because around 30 minutes ago I was woken up by 

the lovely sound of Aelia’s grouchy voice yelling for me and the others to wake up. After that, we were 

escorted to our jobs for the day by Aelia’s oldest son, Marius. Marius was around 18 years old, rather nice 

compared to the rest of his baleful family. He let us have breaks and gave us water from time to time, but 

he could be cruel and unremorseful if he wanted to. The family itself was wealthy. They had a big house and 

a huge garden, all of their seven children were educated and the family had no problem “financing” thirty 

slaves if you can even call it that. 

The sun was up. Everyone was up and about. My hands and feet were covered in bruises and cuts. My face 

was drenched in sweat. Everything hurt. In moments like this, I just pray to god to take me now and end 

this all, there is nothing much to leave behind. The only thought that kept me sane is that maybe, one day, 

somehow, I will go home, see my family and friends. I would get married and live a normal life… hope was 

my escape. Running away was much too risky, there was a high chance that I would get caught and get 

killed and all my hopes and dreams would disappear in seconds. But then again, what did I have to loose… 

So what if my thoughts were interrupted by the bell. Whenever it was mealtime, the person in charge of us 

would ring a small, high pitched bell. We lined up in order and one by one we were handed two pieces of 

bread. One of mine was mouldy but since this was my first and probably last meal, I had no choice but to 

eat it. I sat on the floor and began eating. I felt as if I had not eaten in weeks. As I was finishing the last 

piece of bread, I heard Marius arguing with his mum, Aelia. With her chin up high, the cold hearted demon 

yelled at her son. I could not really hear what it was about, but it seemed bad. It was really funny any time 

Aelia lashed out at her son because he was at least two heads taller than her, but she argued as if she was 

5 feet above him. She was also a horrible person to argue with because she was a hypocrite and she 

constantly contradicted herself. But after all, she was the mother and Marius was under her roof. After a 

few minutes of violent debating they rushed inside the house. They must have not understood that there 

was no other monitor. Which meant that they left us all unsupervised. After a couple of seconds of silence, 

we all made eye contact. Did they really just leave? It seemed too good to be true. 

 “What now?”, someone asked.  

“I say we wait a couple of minutes.” Replied another. 

 ”And then what do you expect us to do, drop everything and run into the field?” I said.  

We all stared at each other for some time. The ongoing argument from inside escalated to now multiple 

raging voices. I looked into the field, and then back, then again. I dropped the rusty pick axe. Wiped my 

sweat and started walking. What else would I do? I could not care less about getting killed. I could not stand 

living in that hell hole for the rest of my life. I heard whispering behind me. “Has she lost her mind?” “Where 

is she going?”. Suddenly from behind I heard a few others, throwing their axes and shovels on the floor. I 



felt more empowered than I ever had. I took another step… and another… and another, each one faster than 

the other. And before I knew it, I was running, faster than ever. As if my whole life depended on this moment, 

because it did. People started getting up and joined me. I felt happy, and scared, and excited and everything 

at once. I was too scared to look back, so I just kept on going. I had now crossed the field half way.  

“Where are we going?” someone asked behind me. 

I realized that I had no idea where we were going. Neither of us had ever been anywhere near this part of 

the field. I paused to take a breath, and peered behind my shoulder. The house was barely visible. I looked 

back ahead and saw a forest, only about one mile away. I pointed to it and suggested that we go and seek 

shelter there. At least for now. 

“But woods are populated areas, what would they think if they found fifteen ragged slaves, alone, in the 

woods?”  

“Well there’s nothing better we can do, going back isn’t an option, neither is going to the city for help.” I 

answered. 

Everyone went silent and stared at me.  

“We can split up!” I implied.  

“And go where? Home? I don’t think you understand that some of us haven’t seen our families in ye-˝ 

We were interrupted by loud screaming and shouting from the distance. 

“Oh no… I think they noticed us.” someone from the back said with fright. 

And just like that, our few moments of glory where killed and replaced with fear. Marius and a few of his 

brothers where armed, on horses, racing their way to our now sprinting crowd of terrified, hungry peasants. 

Suddenly someone behind me took a tumble and wiped away a few behind him. As much as they hurried to 

get up and continue, they were still too slow and before they knew it, they were held captive. The rest of us, 

still running but starting to slow down. It is over, it is actually over. I will never get to see my dear brothers 

and sisters. Never get to hug and kiss my only mother and father. Never fall in love, never have a kid. My 

last few moments felt as if they were in slow motion.  

I turned around to see that no one else was still running. Scattered on the ground or held by Marius, no one 

else was running. 

“Agh, just leave her, she’s only one, it’s not worth it.” A faint voice said from behind. 

I froze… 

I turned back, they were all walking back. Marius and his brothers tugging the horses, tied up and now 14 

of the remaining slaves treaded along. Some were screaming. Some were crying. I had never felt so guilty. A 

part of me wanted to leap across to them and… and… what, save them?  

I collapsed on the ground, exhausted. I looked over one last time. They had almost reached the house. What 

would they do then? Will they slaughter them one by one… or have mercy and let them go… It is all my 

fault.  

I leaned my head backwards and rested it on the dusty ground. 

“I’m just going to rest my eyes.” I said to myself…  

I breathed in… felt the air gush into my lungs, then I exhaled. I felt a shiver down my spine… It felt great. 

I breathed in again. But this time I held it for a little. Looked up to the sky. I could hear the birds sing a 

song, a joyful and glorious song. I felt the soft wind blow and whistle. 

 I felt happy. I felt alive. I breathed in again and closed my eyes. I felt my thoughts fade away into deep sleep. 



THE MAORI 

The Maori are the indigenous Polynesian people of New Zealand. Students in 7M read an 

interesting story The Whale Rider by Witi Ihimaera describing the story of a Maori girl being 

suppressed by her culture and her fight to prove herself in the patriarchal world. The story is 

intertwined with Maori legends and myths and represents an interesting mix of the old and the 

new. At the end of the unit, the pupils wrote the story from the main character’s perspective by 

focusing on sensory details and emotions. We believe the following story is an excellent example 

of this. 

 

THE YOUNG WHALE RIDER 

Written by Charlie Frank Volavšek 

For as long as I can remember, I spent all my time trying whatever I could to impress Paka, no matter what 

it was, it was not enough for him according to my Nani Flowers, oh how I love her. The earliest memory I 

have, which was not based on stories, was when I was at a large airport waiting for my Uncle Rawiri. It was 

a large white complex of tall ceilings and weary passengers. I eventually grew bored of waiting and was ready 

for a nap until I looked up and saw him, my favourite and only uncle, drifting casually down the escalator. 

When I saw him, I could barely keep myself together. I sprinted towards him with joy and leaped into his 

arms forcing him to let go of his luggage or else he would let me fall. After a decent hug he held me out and 

said, “My, how you have grown.’’ A big smile grew across my face. When they managed to get me off my 

uncle and onto the bus, we exchanged stories about his travels and Putiputi, my little baby sister. When the 

bus eventually arrived on the street, I dragged Uncle Rawiri off the bus, down the street and past our house 

into the backyard. I pointed to the small rusty tin shed and said, “Open it.’’ He was hesitant at first to reach 

out and yank the door open with a blood curdling screech. There it was, his prized bike. I had washed it 

every day while he was gone, I washed it with some soap I found in the bathroom. I guess that is why the 

brown leather seat was pealing but he seemed thankful nonetheless. 

One day after I had finished playing in the yard, I walked in on another ferocious fight between Paka and 

Nani Flowers until Nani got so mad and grabbed her things and screamed, “We’re leaving,’’ as she hauled 

me to my uncle’s boat, and told him to get it started as we hopped on the back. We roared past the aggressive 

winds and through the salt flavoured air until we came to a brutal stop when Nani sulked, “It’s out there, 

his precious stone.’’ My mind began racing, all these thoughts came to my head and with a cut throat 

attitude I dove in head first not even taking my white dress and sandals off. I dove through the clear cool 

ocean towards a coral reef at the bottom. By the time I got there, I was followed by two different splashes. 

One looked like a frantic duck, the other attempted to catch up with me. Then it hit me. I began feeling 

lightheaded until a pod of dolphins swam past sending two of the strongest, I grabbed their fins. They seemed 

to know what I was looking for. When they swam to a shimmering green stone, I picked it up and mimicked 

their noises. They seemed to understand because they swam away. Then the shock wore off. My chest began 

to feel like it was being crushed so I slowly ascended towards the surface. I pierced the barrier between the 

sky and ocean. A strong gust of Antarctic wind blew across my face and took all the pain I was feeling from 

being submerged that long. They dragged me onto the boat. Uncle Rawiri softly grasped my hand in an 

attempt to make me release my clenched fist. So I did, revealing the magical stone that left a mark on the 

eternal sky. Nani stuttered, “N-n-not a word of this to the old grump.’’ Rawiri nodded in agreement. Although 

I thought it was unfair, I did not argue with the two people who adored me. 

After that, the passing years were glum with very few events worth mentioning so I spent all that time 

working hard and attempting to impress the old Paka. He always ignored me and pretended we were not 

even family, completely disassociating himself with me. 

After some time had passed, by my eighth birthday, things began to change. The area became dark and 

gloomy even in the middle of the day and the whole bay reeked of death. There were some bad things brewing 

down by the beach where men spent the whole day there and only came back for sleep and occasional meals. 

Of course, I wanted to know what was happening, but Nani never let me see, until one stormy night a man 



splashing through the rain and flooded streets wailed, ‘‘Get the women to help, help at the beach.’’ Sprung 

up like a frightened cat, she put my jacket on as fast as she could before helping herself to the same. We 

rallied all the women at the village centre. As we marched to the rescue, we fanned out to save time passing 

all the abandoned houses and workplaces. We reached the beach and huddled together again. With each 

step, the stench of rotten corpses grew until we came to a stop. I was stuck at the back but I used my small 

water covered body to make my way to the front. My jaw dropped. I looked down at the coast and saw 

nothing but blood and corpses of innocent whales. When I glanced up the beach I saw him, a giant god like 

bull whale. He seemed like he had lost the will to live, beaching himself every time he was saved. My mind 

went blank as I ran across the wet sand as it squelched beneath me until I got in the stormy seas under 

dark, almost black clouds. I grabbed the whale’s skin and climbed it like a ladder and mounted it at the top 

triumphantly and looked down at the people of the village until they noticed me. They called my name, then 

the whale began to shake as a saddle like shape formed in its muscles, so I rested in them. The whale began 

flopping like a caught fish toward his waiting family. Was this the whale from the tales of our peoples’ 

beginnings? But then that train of thought crashed and burned with fear of death taking its place. As the 

whale dove in and out of the water, we began to dive deeper than I had ever been, so this other muscle 

reformed into a breathing chamber full of oxygen, but it kind of smelt like a fish market 

A few days had passed, I was getting hungry and thirsty when I saw this confrontation between the old 

mother whale and bull whale. They created some strange sounds that I seemed to understand. She was 

saying how I might not be the original and how I am the last spear he hesitated to throw, or maybe I was 

just going crazy. It sounded like he eventually agreed. The muscle saddle released sending me drifting off. 

He took a swift glance backwards with hopelessness in his eyes when the rest guided his eyes forward in an 

attempt to make him lead once more. They faded off into the rich blue ocean when the old mother whale 

came from the shadows and stopped in front of me, glaring at me with a form of pity. I could finally get a 

close look at all her battle scars. She was old but a tough girl. She told me, ‘‘Your people need you, return 

to them and don’t wake until they are all there.’’ She followed the rest of the pod into the misty shadows, 

my eye lids felt heavy but I fought it until I could get one last look at my short but beautiful travel and then 

it went blank… I woke up in this long black room that went on forever. There were no walls but ankle-deep 

water. I somehow could not feel it all. It felt like nothing and then it went blank again. 

 

‘‘GASP’’! I launched my head forward with my mouth open at an attempt to scoop up as much air as possible, 

as if I just came out of the ocean, but I was dry and in a hospital. I looked down and saw Paka praying. He 

peaked one eye open at me. I smiled and waved at him. He rushed to give me a hug. It felt good. He finally 

loved me. Then Nani saw some commotion so she got up in her hospital gown and came to investigate. I 

smiled at her too. She ran at me to join in this hug. The door creaked open and what seemed to be the whole 

village, came to join this moment. ‘‘Where am I?’’ I asked confused. 

 

Paka replied, ‘‘Home, you are home.’’  

 

‘‘And, thank God,’’ another voice in the back replied. 

 

‘‘Does this mean you love me, Paka?’’  

‘‘Yes, I am deeply sorry,’’ Paka said softly. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

Source: https://outschool.com/classes/learning-through-film-maori-people-of-new-zealand-and-whale-rider-ezBeyy6G 

https://outschool.com/classes/learning-through-film-maori-people-of-new-zealand-and-whale-rider-ezBeyy6G


THE CHIPPENDALE COMMODE 

Have you ever heard of Thomas Chippendale? If you are an antique furniture lover, then you 
probably have, but to most people, he is not known. Thomas was an 18th century British 
furniture designer, most famous for his cabinets. As a matter of fact, one of his chests of 

drawers, the Harrington Commode, was sold for a whopping £3.8 million in 2010. At English 

lessons, 8I read a short story ‘Parson’s Pleasure’ by Roald Dahl, revolving around one of 
Thomas’s commodes which unfortunately did not live to experience such a happy ending. The 

students wrote imaginative stories from the commode’s perspective, including everything from its 
thoughts, emotions and experiences. Enjoy! 

 
 

THE LIFE OF A CHIPPENDALE COMMODE 

Written by Val Enej Jenko 

 There I was, the tallest prettiest Red Mahogany tree in the entire jungle, located in a small area in 

South East Asia. Sticking up far above the horizon of the other trees, I suddenly started shaking rapidly. 

Before I even knew it, I was falling straight towards the ground and I broke multiple branches on my way. 

As soon as I hit the ground, in excruciating pain, I had faced the fact that my majestic flawless life had 

ended, just like my mother’s and father’s. 

 The next thing I can remember is being loaded onto a long rusty truck, tied up in thick heavy chains. 

After a freezing, long and bumpy journey, I was taken into a magical, cosy little workshop. I felt like one of 

Santa’s little elves. The smell of the dry polished wood immediately filled my nose. I was placed on a cold 

metal table. In front of the table sat a middle-aged man with grey curly hair who wore an apron and black 

circular glasses. On his black working apron, gold stiches marked the name Thomas Chippendale. For ten 

minutes or so, in complete silence, he observed me. He took gentle sniffs of my bark and carefully assessed 

my every detail.  

 All of a sudden, his face filled with delight as he picked up a terrifyingly sharp saw. For a moment, 

my heart skipped a beat as he began to work on me. In excruciating pain, I was cut up into very fine, thick, 

wide planks of Mahogany wood. It was at this point that I realized my days of being a tree were over. With 

supreme caution, Mr. Chippendale began carving into my wood. Using delicate, yet extremely sharp tools, 

he slowly began the process of carving beautiful little designs ranging from flowers, to royal symbols such 

as crowns and even lovely animals, where he focused on every single feather separately. He continued with 

carving my wood into majestic drawers, two long and four small ones. The entire process took him months. 

Finally, he fixed tiny little knobs on each of my drawers and majestic legs at the bottom. He then finished it 

off by polishing me with the best oil money can buy. 

 Once I was all set, I was moved into a small shop in the middle of London, which was full of lovely 

furniture like myself. I was placed right next to a beautiful white leather couch with legs very similar to 

mine. Each day, customers would fill the room taking precise looks and assessing furniture. Eventually, 

some would buy the furniture for immense prices while some would leave empty handed. 

 After a couple of days, it was finally my time to shine. At around noon that day, a muscular man 

with a long black beard entered the room with two other men who appeared to be his bodyguards. 

Immediately, his eyes widened as he saw me, he came closer, observed, measured and touched me. He stood 

up exclaiming, “This is the one”. The two men lifted me up and took me to the counter. He looked at my 

price tag which read an astonishing 87 pounds. He took a deep breath and placed the exact amount on the 

counter. In return, the cashier gave him a note from Mr. Chippendale himself, it was like a letter of 

legitimacy. The men packed me up into the most luxurious black van I had ever seen. It was about a 15-

minute ride until we arrived at a luxurious estate with marble walls and a perfectly cut green garden. As the 

wooden doors opened, I was brought into a huge living space in which I was placed. 

 Being placed exactly in the middle of the room, facing straight into the vintage door, I would 

see hundreds of people enter and leave the house over the span of a couple of years. After long exciting 

months of events and parties at the house, two men dressed in black suits and sunglasses cautiously told 



the butler of Mr. Montague (my owner), the devastating news that he had died in a horrible car crash late 

that night. I could not believe it, after a long time I finally felt loved by Mr. Montague and now he was gone. 

A couple of hours passed, the house in complete silence, the butler in tears, when the people from the bank 

arrived to pick up Mr. Montague’s property, including me. Firstly, they said their condolences then the butler 

emptied my heavy but neat drawers for one last time. My mind filled with fear and anger as they loaded me 

up onto a van.  

 For the next couple of days, I was placed into a filthy, dirty, dusty and unorganized warehouse 

full of other confiscated furniture. It was absolutely horrible; I did not see light for days. Finally, they took 

me and the rest of the furniture out of that horrific place and placed us onto a stage in front of hundreds of 

middle-class people with boards of numbers on them. Soon, I realized I was at an auction. Once it was my 

turn, I noticed there was only one bidder willing to buy me. I was tremendously disappointed. What made it 

even worse was, that they were willing to pay only 20 pounds. I could not believe my ears, “Going once, 

going twice, sold! To Mr. Rummins for twenty pounds.” It was at that moment that I felt so sick, I thought I 

would throw up in the middle of the wide wooden stage. My new owner picked me up backstage after the 

auction. He was wearing baggy jeans and a ripped red T-shirt. With him, he brought his son dressed in 

similar clothing who helped him load me up on a wooden and dirty trailer full of vegetable peal and soil. 

What shocked me even more was that the trailer was attached to an old red and rusty tractor. Although I 

was a commode, I was embarrassed to be seen riding around in that pile of junk. I thought to myself it could 

not possibly become worse, and yet, as soon as we arrived at our destination, my burden got even bigger. It 

was an old brick house with small dirty windows and a yard full of pigs, chickens and even sheep, all rolling 

around in big piles of hay and mud. Inside, the house was small, there was a small kitchen with a dining 

table, a room with a couch and some bookshelves as well as one bedroom with two beds. The entire space 

was filled with a horrible smell which was identical to the combination of animals and mud outside, not to 

mention how dark it was. Worst of all, I was placed into a dark corner full of dust and mice droppings. That 

sequence of events most definitely qualifies as the worst day of my life. 

 Not a day went by without me questioning how a Chippendale commode like myself ended up 

in this messy little house with the value of practically nothing. After about a year, I was so dirty that even 

my owner, Mr. Rummins, could not get the stains out of my no longer beautiful Mahogany wood. Because 

of this, Rummins made his son Bert paint me white. It was a horrible experience. It was the cheapest paint, 

which was freezing to the touch. It felt like jumping into a sea of five degrees Celsius. The worst part was 

that the bumps on the paint were incredibly itchy and still came to haunt me in the years to come. 

 After years of dust piling on me, a man named Mr. Boggis entered the house. He was dressed 

as a priest and for some unknown reason he carefully inspected the furniture in the house and seemed 

rather shocked to see me. As I anticipated he might be someone willing to buy me, I made sure I put on my 

best behaviour. Immediately, Mr. Boggis, Mr. Rummins, his son and our neighbour fell into a serious 

conversation having something to do with a Victorian reproduction or something like that. For the next hour, 

they had arguments about my legitimacy. This was followed by events such as checking my papers, scraping 

off my paint and even unscrewing and replacing screws. Finally, Mr. Boggis offered a few pounds for me. 

Next came a long discussion about the price. They settled on something very small. If I remember correctly, 

it was about 20 pounds. Once they all agreed, Mr. Boggis went to fetch his car. Meanwhile, Rummins and 

company thought it would be helpful to chop of my legs as apparently that is all Mr. Boggis needed. This 

truly did push it over the top but once again, there was nothing I could do about it. Once they did the 

unforgivable, their logic also told them that it would be fine if they cut me up into pieces in order to make it 

easier to fit me into Mr. Boggis’s car. They took sledgehammers and saws and crushed me into tiny pieces. 

Not only was this act unacceptable, it is also the reason that I was covered in smelly disgusting sweat in my 

last moments alive. This is where the magical and mighty story of a Mahogany Chippendale commode came 

to an end. 

  
             

 

 

  

Source: https://www.1stdibs.com/furniture/storage-case-pieces/commodes-chests-of-drawers/george-iii-18th-century-chippendale-period-mahogany-serpentine-commode/id-f_7369933/ 

https://www.1stdibs.com/furniture/storage-case-pieces/commodes-chests-of-drawers/


ARTWORK 

Many of our students are very talented artists. The following works represent their creativity 

collected throughout the year. 

 

                                                       Jeseong Wee, 4M – Religious building 

 

                                                      Jeseong Wee, 4M – Illustration for his story 



 

                               Kristjan Škorjanc, 4M – Symbol for school football (sketch for printmaking) 

 

                      Henri Stoven, 5M – Sketch and final product for print making 



 

                                                   Nicolas Goester, 5M – Sketch for print making 

 

                                                         Amelia Isabela Weeks, 7M – Still life 



         

                   Sophia Rose Wadley, 7M – Croquis                                       Artem Tankov, 5M – His world                               

 

Lučka Mis & Yeva Vlasova, 8I – Political project Trump/Putin 



 

                                                                 Benjamin Kohl, 8I – White house 

 

                                                         Sara Necić & Ivana Williams, 8I – White house 

 

 


