
   

 

ABBEYFIELD 

ECHO 
Summer 2020 Edition 

Creativity  

Honesty  

Independence  

 

Respect 

Resilience 

Responsibility 

Ambitious to Achieve 



 2 

 

Summer 2020 

 Inside this Edition... 
 

Editor’s Note………………………………………………………………………… Page 3 

Letter from the Principal…………..………………………………………...Page 4 

Useful Information……...………………………………………………………..Page 5 

Sister Act—Musical 2021...…………………………………………………..Page 6 

Age UK Fundraising..……………………………………………………………..Page 8 

Acts of Kindness.………………………………………………………………..Page 10 

My Time at Abbeyfield……………………………………………………….Page 12 

Poetry……………………………..…………………………………………………..Page 18 

The Bond of a Building……………………………………………………….Page 20 

Short Story Excerpts Part 1….…………………………….……………..Page 21 

Step-Up to Sixth Form: A Guide to Year 12……………………..Page 22 

Boxing Achievements…………………………...…………………………..Page 24 

Addam’s Family……………………………..……………………………………Page 26 

A Day in the Life of a ‘Key Worker’…………………………………...Page 28 

The Love-Hate Relationship with Lockdown…..……….…....Page 29 

Bored in Lockdown?…………………………………………………………..Page 31 

Hello from the Sixth Form Team……………………………..………..Page 32 

Abbeyfield Echo 



 3 

 

Welcome to the Summer 2020 Edition of the Abbeyfield Echo. 

This is a student-led project which allows for students to display and celebrate 

their gifts and achievements with the rest of our school community. Many   

students have contributed their writing to this edition, covering topics from  

being a keyworker at Tesco, to a recap of seven years at Abbeyfield School. 

There are creative writing entries, showing off talents that you don’t normally 

get to see in the classroom. Settle down with a cup of tea and read about the 

exciting events and achievements of the summer term.  

“Ambitious to achieve” is part of our core values at Abbeyfield, which has truly 

been evident throughout every page of this edition. Despite the worldly      

challenges being faced by all, our students have not failed to take this belief to 

heart. It really does go to show that our building isn’t what makes us a       

community. Thank you to everyone who has given their time and abilities      

towards the creation of this edition; without your stories and ambition, there 

would be no talent to celebrate.  

Through this time, it is important to find the good in every day. It can be easy to 

focus on the negatives in current situations, however it is important to realise 

the astounding goodness that can be seen in it too. I hope this gives you     

something to be joyful for. However bad life may seem, if  you stop and look for 

it, goodness can be found. 

Happiness comes in waves; I hope this can be one for you. 

 

Emily Miles– Thom   Year 12 

Editor’s Note 
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On Wednesday 18 March at around 5:30PM, my Senior team sat around the table in my office lis-

tening to Boris Johnson announce that schools were closing two days later and that our Year 11 

and 13 would not have the opportunity to sit the exams they had been working so hard for. We sat 

in stunned silence for a while, but not for long, we had planning to do and very little time to do it. 

Talking to Year 11 and 13 was one of the most emotional and hardest things I have had to do in my 

career. My heart went out to them. Despite their disappointment and the huge sense of uncertainty 

they were amazing; they and staff pulled together to make their last 2 days at school positive. The 

singing in the Year 11 leaving assembly was a sight to behold! When some Year 11 and 13 stu-

dents came to me and suggested raising money for the elderly self-isolating by arranging a mufti 

day I was humbled by the generosity of spirit at a time when the rug had been pulled from under 

them. As a school we were enormously proud of our Year 11 and 13 and how they handled the sit-

uation. 

On Monday 23 March, I became Principal of a predominantly virtual school, a job I had never im-

agined I would ever do and one which no one had any proper experience of. It has been a chal-

lenge but made so much easier by the wonderful and supportive staff I work with who have pulled 

together and worked as a team to ensure our students continue to learn. They have developed 

skills, taught each other, shared best practice, reflected on our provision to ensure the quality of 

our remote learning provision keeps evolving and improving.  Our students have engaged with 

staff in their weekly welfare checks and despite a range of home circumstances have persevered 

and taken responsibility for their learning and shown independence and resilience. Three of our 

school values, in a way that is inspiring. The support they and my staff have had from parents/

carers has been fantastic and I cannot begin to tell you the positive impact that the Facebook mes-

sages and emails have had on staff when we have shared them in our weekly Teams Staff briefing 

attended online by over one hundred staff.  

Over the last twelve weeks I have seen the on-site school grow to over 70 students. They are now in 

Year pods, are enjoying school, and are so so good at following all the new rules we have put in 

place to ensure their safety and that of staff. In fact they are often heard self- policing the 2m rule. 

I could not be prouder of them. We are seeing more and more new staff who have not been on site 

since lockdown and for those of us who have been here since we closed its so lovely to see new fac-

es. On Monday we welcome back Year 10 and 12 and we are so excited about seeing them. Staff 

are really looking forward to doing what they love, teaching students face to face in the classroom. 

We don’t know yet what September will bring but what I do know is that the Abbeyfield Commu-
nity will rise to whatever is required of us in order to support our students.  

Siona Robson 

Principal 

Letter from the Principal 

  

C r e a t i v e  E d u c a t i o n  A c a d e m i e s  T r u s t  
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These times are unprecedented, so it’s perfectly  

normal to be struggling. We want you to know that, 

although it may feel like it at times, you are not 

alone.  If  you need guidance, a helping hand or just 

someone to lend you an ear, the school have things 

in place to provide you with what you need.  

It’s crucial that you don’t suffer alone with mental 

health. It may be daunting, but taking that first step 

and reaching out can be life-changing. Please reach 

out to a trusted adult, whether that’s a parent, 

guardian, or a member of staff. Your form tutors 

should be sending weekly welfare checks; this would 

be a perfect opportunity to discuss your feelings and 

take this first step. You can also contact your head of 

year. If  you are in Sixth Form, Miss Cadd or Mrs 

Dedman are here to listen.  

There is a number to contact the school nurse, who 

can help with any of the issues you may be       

struggling with, from mental health issues to fears 

about school work and remote learning. If  you 

would prefer to reach out without your name       

attached, every student has access to Zumos, which 

provides advice completely anonymously. If  you 

want to seek professional help away from the 

school, CAHMS and the Lowdown both have contact 

details online.  

We’re all finding things difficult at the moment, 

some more than others. If  you are struggling and 

are in need of support, please take that step and 

reach out. It may be scary, but it will be worth it. 

You are not alone. 

Addressing Mental Wellbeing 

USEFUL INFORMATION 
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Following the success of  Ab-

beyfield’s production of ‘Addam’s 

Family’ in February 2020, we are 

very excited to announce that 

‘Sister Act’ will be our next     

production in 2021! 

An audition pack for ‘Sister Act’ 

has been compiled, which con-

tains lots of  information about 

the show, as well as key audition 

material. This pack can be        

accessed on the Abbeyfield School 

Website, alongside a montage 

looking back at the cast and crew 

experiences on the set of Addam’s 

family for an idea of what to    

expect.  

It would be great to have many 

students involved, whether this be 

performing on stage, or working 

behind-the-scenes technically, 

with set, lighting and sound.  

So why not take some time to 

think about how you could get 

involved? 

Keep reading to hear from 

Jessica Hackett on her 

experience as a member of the 

Addam’s Family cast! (Page 

26) 

Steps to find the Sister Act 

Audition Pack on the 

Abbeyfield Website: 

Curriculum > Enrichment 

and Extension Activities > 

Sister Act 2021.  
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Age UK Fundraising 

Friday 20th March  

In the face of the 

abrupt final day 

of normalcy    

before lockdown, 

our students 

have had a    

positive,        

purposeful day. 

Our fabulous 

students and 

staff  have      

generously      

donated an astounding £1,082 for Age UK Northamptonshire. This is an incredible 

amount of money which will contribute towards helping those elderly members of 

our wider community, made even more amazing when considering the depleted 

numbers we faced on Friday 20th, with some students already in isolation.  

Alongside this, students have crafted       

hundreds of lovely cards, some of which        

pictured. These cards have been given to Age 

UK, to be gifted to the elderly who are       

self-isolating in Northamptonshire, alongside 

donations for food parcels from students and 

staff. These rays of hope and positivity are a 

true testament to the generosity and kind 

hearts of members of Abbeyfield School, not 

to mention the beautiful artistic skills shown. 

This is a very trying time for everyone, so it 

brings us great pleasure to do what we can 

for Northampton on behalf  of Abbeyfield 

School. ITV has written an article celebrating 

our success with this latest charitable      

venture. 
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Years 11 and 13 had special assemblies, in 

which a premature farewell to these cohorts 

was said. We wish them the very best with 

their lives, especially in the unpredictable 

challenges of the coming months. The school 

is not allowing lockdown to prevent us from 

giving support to those students remotely. 

Thank you for the numerous donations to 

Age UK Northamptonshire, and good luck to 

all students in years 11 and 13 for their     

futures. 

 

The card pictured above reads: “Hello, I am a student at Abbeyfield School and 

wanted you to know we are all thinking about you at this tough time. Although it’s 

difficult for everyone, as a community we want to help and support each other as 

we’re all feeling uncertain at this point in time. I truly believe that this will pass 

soon and we can go back to where we left off. Take care of yourself  and have 

faith.” 

Although it is now clear that we are in this for the long-haul, and there is still    

uncertainty surrounding our future, the sentiment of community and support    

remains true. 
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Face Masks—Laura Biddis   DT Teacher 

We made the 3 part straps using recycled old 

GCSE portfolio covers which were Polypropylene 

which we cut out on the laser cutter and clear 

acetate for the front. The design was created by a 

company called Kitronix and has been used by 

lots of DT departments across the country to help 

with the PPE appeal. A range of students in school 

helped by cleaning the straps, putting them      

together, hole punching the covers and putting 

them all into packs ready to hand out with letters 

and thank you stickers from Abbeyfield School. 

We made 193 in total before we ran out of     

materials and have given them to care homes           

including Oak Lodge, Burlington Court, Timken 

Grange, Nazareth, Argyle House. Whitefields and 

Danes Camp doctors surgery, Park Avenue    

Medical centre, uni drugs pharmacies, the Stroke 

Association and several local newsagents and 

bakeries serving our 

local community. 

 

 

Acts of Kindness 
 

 

Mrs Dallas, Miss McMahon and Mrs Magee have  

also been using their free time in making scrubs for 

local hospitals.  

Abbeyfield Echo 
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Mrs Ami Wilson and her young daughter Jess, 

have been busy carrying out acts of kindness 

for people in the area last week. They have 

visited Hunsbury primary, neighbours and on 

Friday 1st May it was our turn.  

We were thrilled with our gift , the staff  and 

kids really enjoyed them, thank you. 

On the 20th April we had over 20 students at 

school and they have just received Easter Eggs 

from Far Cottons Resident Association. What a wonderful surprise. The students 

want to say huge thank you for this generous and incredibly kind gesture.  

Teaching and taking care of over one 

thousand pupils when only twenty 

are spending any time on school 

premises is obviously a challenge. 

However, thanks to the kindness,  

perseverance and dedication of all 

staff, we have been able to continue 

to educate and protect students. 

Thanks to the work of the IT staff, 

Microsoft Teams was set up days    

before lockdown, ensuring that all 

students have a platform to speak to 

their teachers remotely. Teachers 

have continued to set work and teach 

in this unprecedented manner. A 

handful of teachers and members of 

staff  have been going back into 

school to teach in severely depleted 

classrooms for those select students. A 

team of staff  have been manning the 

phones, checking up on students and 

making sure everything is okay at 

home. Keeping our Abbeyfield     

community afloat and functional at 

this time has been difficult, but it has 

been successful thanks to the hard 

work of our teachers and staff. For 

that, we thank you! 

Finally, I would like to take a moment 

to thank those committing the    

greatest acts of kindness currently: 

key workers. NHS staff, care home 

workers, delivery drivers, shop  

workers or anyone else still going out 

to work every day. These people are 

risking their lives to ensure our safety 

and survival—it is a debt that cannot 

be repaid. From all of us at            

Abbeyfield, we thank everyone  

working day and night to keep      

everyone else safe. Your sacrifices do 

not go unnoticed. 

The school have donated all of 

their gloves, goggles and         

protective gear as PPE to     

Northampton Hospital. 
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 My Time at Abbeyfield 
 

Henschel Freduah-Agyemang   Year 13 

Hello! I’m Hench, an A-Level student studying Mathematics,     

Physics and Chemistry. I will be reading medicine next year at    

either the University of Leeds or the University of Cambridge. As I 

approach the end of my journey at Abbeyfield School, I cannot 

help but to reflect on the last seven years of my life. Upon          

retrospect I can only agree with Charles Dickens. “It was the best 

of times, it was the worst of times” 

I often hear teachers point to me as an example of how a rebel 

student can turn his life round and become good student. While I am indeed flattered, 

it attributes disproportionate credit to the surgeon that performs the operation rather 

than the team of anaesthesiologists that prepare and look after the body.                  

Unbeknownst to Mrs Jeyes, Mrs Dallas, Miss Robinson and most importantly my 

mother, their constant discipline was the engine that propelled me to the person I am 

today. My reputation as a former mutineer turned compliant and even a model       

student is sadly a shallow description of my development as a person.  

Year 7—Pilot 

It all began in the summer before year 7. I scolded my primary school peers to my 

brother as to why they were upset and scared about leaving primary school to attend 

secondary school. I had been in the country for about a year now. I can finally        

understand what people mean ‘nighties’, ‘cuppas’ and ‘have a good’n’. I had taken my 

SATS and felt pretty confident that I did well. I was ready to stroll through secondary 

school. This notion was soon shattered to pieces by the way. 

English-set 7. Mathematics-set 6. Science- set 6. These numbers a complete guess. I 

just remember that I was in bottom set for most of my classes. This didn’t really bother 

me. Afterall I was bristling with excitement. I had spent the last year trying to          

understand English and completely ignoring the oral aspect of learning a language. 

This presented a major problem for me. I could hardly communicate effectively. I used 

words I did not understand simply by analysing the circumstance it was said in.     

Obviously, my accent was foreign. So, what happens when your peers laugh at your 

accent as children so often do, you become withdrawn and quiet. YES, believe it! 

There was a point when I was quiet. 

 

Abbeyfield Echo 
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Vivo was introduced to my life. An opportunity to buy what I wanted by doing what a 

normal pupil was required to do. It seemed absurd that good behaviour was rewarded. 

During my time in Ghana it was the total opposite. Bad behaviour was severely       

punished, and bad behaviour included anything that wasn’t good behaviour. So, as you 

can probably tell I was a good student. I was enthusiastically studious. I did not hesitate 

to put my hand up to answer every question. I was a nerd without even knowing what 

a nerd was. Vivo was the steppingstone to getting realized by teachers as a good student. 

Miss Alby likely remembers my ardent request for more vivo every lesson. Hence this 

attraction led to my first public speaking event. I honestly do not remember what I said 

or what the event was about only that there were a lot of parents. I just know I did it for 

the Vivos. It was probably embarrassing but I did not really know. I’m sure the parents 

would not have laughed if  I said a word wrong. Anyways you can kind of tell that I was 

hooked on vivos. It started an entrepreneurial spirit in me.  

Year 8—Parting 

As you progress to year eight, no longer being the babies 

of the school and being on the verge of emotional turmoil 

as puberty loomed ahead, misbehaviour was widespread. 

Going a whole year without friends can be hard on a kid. 

Contractions on wanting to be liked and accepted grew 

more intense as the year progressed. Analysing the        

behaviour of popular kids, I discerned that misbehaviour 

was my key to fitting in. Foolishly, yet cautiously, I began 

to embrace it. I knew the boundaries not to cross. Afterall, 

I wanted to be liked at school, not be disciplined at home. Hence, I was carefully picking 

when misbehave and when to settle. I’m certain that Mrs. Alby was horrified at my  

sudden change in behaviour. My caution failed me as I even broke a PE door once and 

got my first of many sentences to the Internal Exclusion Unit. The walk home was long. 

I knew I had messed up bad. The thought of my mum paying for the door made my 

stomach tighten. 

In addition with a whole years’ experience of mimicking how people pronounce words 

and the context in which it was used, I was equipped to form relationships with people. 

My closest friends being Edward Onowanga and the triplets: Kamran, Kiyanna and 

Kaira.  

Engrossed in intense rivalry, Kamran and I embarked as athletes. Competing for the title 

of the fastest. Athletics competitions, sports day and training after school fuelled our 

competitive nature. In the end I have to admit that he was faster. It infuriates me to this 

day. To pronounce my defeat, Mr Hunt exclaimed that Kamran was cooler than me. You 

can tell that it still affects me to this day. Despite my new friends I was still an outsider. I 

felt like an imposter. Every word I spoke, and every action, wasn’t mine.  

 



 14 

 

Abbeyfield Echo 

A few remarks about my trainers suggested that I was not cool. I was hurt by how other 

kids looked at me with contempt simply because of my shoes. I subconsciously decided 

that I wanted to be cool. I gathered that those with branded shoes and clothing were 

cool. Unsurprisingly my mother couldn’t afford to buy me those shoes. I did not even 

ask her. I knew as a single parent that she worked and treasured every penny she got. 

She was zealously frugal, knowing automatically which products are cheaper at which 

shop. For a mother raising three children alone it was expected. Eventually, I was able 

to buy my first Air Force 1 for mufti day, and was able to rock up to school with     

complete confidence. 

A taste of coolness was addictive. However, with this came an avalanche of negative 

traits and conditions that hindered my development as a student and a son.  

Year 9—Injury 

The gloomy year of my time at Abbeyfield school. This was “the worst of times”. With 

increasing popularity, and not for praiseworthy reason, I frequently faced sentences to 

the isolation unit. My mother was called in many times to have meetings, receiving 

phone calls almost every fortnight. Wanting to escape discipline I crafted lies to my 

mother, which inevitably put a huge strain our relationship.  

She had worked hard to provide me with an opportunity to learn yet I did not show 

any appreciation for her sacrifices, sweat and tears. It was during these sorrowful    

moments that I made my long-time friend Amara. For confidentiality reasons his     

support will be kept silent. Yet it cannot be understated that he had a profound          

influence on my behaviour. He was extremely well-behaved and kind. 

Albeit being a turbulent period of time, the stability maintained during maths lessons 

with Mr Mpieri reignited my love of learning. Lessons were thoroughly engaging, and a 

thick competitive ambiance provided the fuel to enflame my love of learning. Engaging 

art lessons were a source of focus. I was allowed to stay in during break times to draw 

still life. It was therapeutic. My artistic prowess increased, and I mastered up the    

courage to take part in a road sign design competition. I placed second, an                 

accomplishment that was truly rewarding. 

I was twice enrolled into the Gateway Mental Toughness program by the school. Each 

program lasted three days with the focus of developing admirable qualities (Challenge, 

Commitment, Control, Confidence, Leadership) within chosen students. For a period of 

time I was lost, meandering without purpose. This 

program provided something to focus on. It ultimate-

ly had a lasting impact on my attitude, yet this was 

only realized at a later date. Returning to a model stu-

dent would be a difficult challenge as I had strayed so 

far from it. It required commitment and control. I 

needed confidence. Yet I had chased after the wind 

and was worn out. 



 15 

 

Year 10—Preparing the body 

A year of rediscovery and discovering new passions. The 

ability to analyse language and discuss your                   

interpretation was quintessential to writing. My inability 

to do this presented a major challenge for me in English. 

My English teacher expertly diagnosed this issue. She sat 

me down one day after a lesson and gave me a speech 

about my potential. I disregarded her exhortations. Still, I 

opened up to her about my difficulty to find the right 

words to transcribe my ideas. The next lesson she offered 

me her favourite book, Pride and Prejudice. For a boy that 

had only been reading “The Diary of a Wimpy Kid”, the 

book looked terrifying. Yet I threw myself  at this       

challenge. I read each day with a dictionary by my side. Slowly but surely, I fell in love 

with the book. It remains to this day my favourite book. After conquering this        

challenge, I took up other books: Sense and sensibility, Jane Eyre. I increasingly         

developed a bank of unusual words. Like an inexperienced idiot I started using those 

humongous words in my writing- largely incorrectly. Yet Mrs Styant urged me, offered 

to mark any extra work I may do and spend breaktimes to teach me how to write      

effectively. She criticized me severely. I would go to every revision lesson and do extra 

homework. I grew more confident in my abilities, more expressive and able to          

articulate, sometimes.  

I spent the majority of this year falling in love with learning once again. Not solely due 

to Mrs Styant’s involvement in my learning, but also due to the engaging lessons across 

the board from Geography to Computer Science. Right from the outset I was            

conditioned by Mrs Herridge to be punctual and conscientiousness. Arriving after the  

movement bell would earn me late minutes. Keeping in 

mind that the late bell (which was 5 minutes after the 

movement bell) signified the point at which a person is 

officially late! Hence, I had to make my way to lessons 

before break even ended! Ultimately her lessons were 

spirited and enjoyable. She had a very good rapport 

with her students and encouraged them to always speak 

French once in her lesson. I still have to speak it to her 

to this day.  

All the hard work and dedication paid off at the end of 

this year. I sat my English Literature GCSE exams in 

year ten and was hoping for the most a grade seven 

when I went in for results day. Surprisingly I achieved a 

grade nine and was hailed as ‘smart person’. As evinced 

during this day I was in utter shock.  
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Year 11—Surgery  

“Superstar”. This is what Ms Robinson said to me the first time she saw me in year 

eleven. For a woman I considered my enemy, I sure did appreciate her appraisal. The 

milestone achieved the previous year depicted me to all the teachers and my peers as 

somebody with potential. With this depiction came a sudden feeling of expectation. An 

expectation to achieve greatly and strive. From what I can gather it was the first of 

many great achievements in their eyes. And to be frank, I did really enjoy the attention.  

The “superstar” status admitted me into the club of the “intellectuals” of the year. The 

ones who were seamlessly good at every subject and make good grades look like a stroll 

in the park. Yet I found that outperforming these individuals in English literature      

exams sparked a visceral competition and rivalry within the club. Being new to this   

artificial club I started to doubt my ability and capability to live up to the expectation 

of its members. Ms King, an English teacher, reminded me of my great achievement. 

Prophesying that if  I work as hard as I did the previous year, I had no limit to my      

potential. I could even go to Oxbridge should I chose to. Like always, I completely     

disregarded such a huge compliment of being an Oxbridge candidate, but I took to 

heart her comments about hard work. So, I welcomed the challenge of being an all-out 

high-grade achiever and a fierce competitor to the cohort of intellectuals. It was       

exhilarating to compare marks on assessments with Rish. Although fierce  competitors, 

we had a mutualistic relationship. We often helped each other with  concepts and revi-

sion and so we became good companions. Some people say I bullied him, but I did not! 

Just to clarify. 

With this fierce competition and fantastic learning resources such as MathsWatch and 

Tassomai I progressed academically. Although subconsciously we were all     competing 

with each other, there was a sense of comradery and respect for each    other. I can still 

recollect vividly holding hands with my comrades to share our     anxieties before     

entering the sports hall to take the rest of our GCSE exams. Wishing each other the 

best. It almost felt like a goodbye. An end to our journey as opponents and supporters. 

It is through such relationships that I was able to achieve high grades in my GCSE’s. 

Honestly it was hard work. The only source of comfort was the thought of beating Rish 

Lassen and the unloading of everything I had learned during the long summer holiday.  

Sixth form—Meeting 

I find it hard to transcribe these last two years of 

my life. Perhaps because a lot happened in such a 

short period of time. The ‘Spoilt for Choice’   

public speaking competition. Overflowing with 

excitement, I relayed my speech to strangers on 

the train as we travelled to the venue of the  

competition. After winning the competition, the 

feeling of  
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endless potential was potent. Although to think that you can do anything you want is 

misguided in my opinion, the feeling that you can do everything instils such drive and 

motivation in me. It was my ship to voyage across the turbulent ocean of sixth form. 

Indeed, sixth form is hard. The subjects cover a wider array of topics and delve much 

deeper than GCSE. Stress is an endemic condition. Yet when I think back to my overall 

view of these two years, waves of positive memories flood my brain: 

An excursion to Cambridge where we embarrassed our school in Homerton College; 

picking the well-decorated flowers and taking photos for the gram. Effortlessly    

showing our excitement to be at such a prestigious university. I marvelled at the       

archaic structures, fantasizing about studying there. The thought that we had such 

strong supporters who believed in our abilities was overwhelming.  

 A trip to the university of Leicester which I struggle to remember the purpose—I just 

remember the enjoyment of association with my peers: Yassire trying to chat up a girl 

and failing hilariously badly, Ethan’s skin-tight jeans carefully revealing his underlying 

blood vessels, I must also add that I dripped like honey that day (I looked good!) 

A day out to Willen Lakes. Hearing people scream for their lives even though they were 

securely fastened was pretty funny I must say. It was a day where you could overcome 

challenges you don’t face occasionally and to be honest it was refreshing and geared 

me to resume the challenge of sixth form. The Ice-skating trip where I “skated” for the 

first and last time in my life. And the lovely meal I got to share with my companions 

after. UNIQ Summer School where I lived the life of an undergraduate Physicist at the 

University of Oxford. Going to school on a teacher training day to prepare for my 

Cambridge interview to read medicine. Do you ever wonder what the future holds for 

you? If you had told the 10-year-old me that I’d study at Oxford, hold an adjustment 

offer to read medicine at the University of Cambridge or even have a medicine offer 

for any university, I would not have understood or appreciated your words. Yet here I 

am, just like that boy, excited at the prospect and frantically waiting for a whole new 

world. 

It has all gone full circle. I’m about to venture into a new world and culture full of   

alien words. Perhaps it’ll all be like the first time. I may feel like a foreigner and lack 

the ability to express myself  and form relationships. That is why I do not regret at all 

my time at Abbeyfield School. My mistakes I do regret, and I will learn from them!  

So, as I look backwards, I also look forward into the future. I see the need to appreciate 

those who have given me this opportunity. I see the need to joyously engage whatever I 

choose to do. I see the need to strive for improvement. I see the need to have good     

associates that bring out the best in me. I see the need for discipline. I see the need to 

ride the wave of success. Perhaps it may lead to another wave. 

“The pain of parting is nothing to the joy of meeting again.”- Charles Dickens 
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Jessica Hackett   Year 10 

POETRY 

I am writing poetry in lockdown as a way of expressing how it feels to be affected 

by global disarray and as a way of recording my experiences and hopefully spread-

ing a message of hope to people and showing that we are all coming together to get 

through this. Here are some of the poems I’ve written over the last month. 

The world is a ghost 

 

The world is a ghost, 

As the sun beats down, 

No ripples of  chatter, 

No buzz of the town, 

  

The world is a ghost, 

As I walk in the door, 

And the shelves are as empty, 

As the streets that I saw, 

  

The world is a ghost, 

As I gaze outside, 

Deserted streets, 

We cower inside, 

  

But together we clap, 

We clap from our doors, 

For the NHS, 

As they battle this war 

Keep smiling 

 

Keep smiling, 

Even as rain scrapes dusty win-

dow pains, 

Keep singing, 

Even if  the rest of  the world has 

stopped, 

Keep laughing, 

Even if  it feels like all joy is gone, 

Keep hoping, 

Because someday spring will 

come 
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They don't know 

 

The birds don't know, 

That the world is amiss, 

As we stay in our homes, 

They live in bliss, 

  

The squirrels don't know, 

That the world is changing, 

That people are dying, 

As their bodies are failing, 

  

The world will keep going, 

Even if  we're gone, 

The birds will still fly, 

The squirrels will live on 

 

 

Here's to 

 

Here's to the shimmering sun, 

Here's to the glistening sea, 

To exotic cuisines, 

To feeling free, 

Here's to snaking ivy, 

To blossoms of all kinds, 

To sleeping cats on cobbled 

streets, 

Here's to happier times 
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The Bond of a Building 

Louise  Worth  

While we have been in lockdown, I 

have started to notice that I have 

strong connections to my house. 

Spending all day here, every day, 

makes me realise how many memories 

I have with these rooms. This house 

has affected me as I grew up. But what 

makes this house my home? Why do I 

have such strong emotional ties to a 

building? 

‘Home’. It has been described as many 

things and is defined differently by 

everybody, but I believe it is the place 

we have the strongest connection to. 

The dictionary defines home as ‘the 

house or flat you live in, especially 

with your family’. But a home means 

so much more than just a building. 

Why do we see home in this way?  

Firstly, we make connections with the 

people we live with. Neighbours in a 

block of flats, your family in a      

childhood home, flatmates in          

university. The people we are always 

around inevitably have an impact on 

us and it influences our perception of 

the place we live. If  the connections 

we make are positive, then the place 

we live becomes a safe place where we 

feel welcomed and comfortable. We 

make memories which then softens 

our view of that building. Houses do 

not have to be beautiful for us to feel 

connected to them. If they are          

designed to be unique and they have 

character we can easily become        

attached. Living with people is an     

intimate connection because where 

we live is often the place where we 

feel comfortable to truly be ourselves. 

So, we make connections with people 

we live with as our true selves. Not 

just a pretend version to try and fit in. 

This makes us more comfortable to be 

in the place we make for ourselves.  

As humans we have always tried to 

find shelter, security and sanctuary 

from the elements. As we have evolved 

home has developed to need more 

than shelter from wind and rain. 

However, this evolution has not 

changed our need for shelter, just the 

things we now shelter ourselves from. 

For many of us a house is about a 

sanctuary from the world around us. 

A world of difficulty and stress. But a 

home means we can escape this and 

find peace. 

Sometimes home is not the place we 

live but it can be found somewhere we 

feel safe, comforted and protected. 

This could be a friend’s house, a 

church, a library. It does not matter. 

What makes it home is the feeling of 

security and safety with the people 

and building.  
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Individuality is another key element 

of a home. This means the building 

should have some character because 

this makes the place different and 

our own. As humans we easily     

become attached to the things 

around us. This is because we     

create connections with our       

surroundings as we change and 

make memories there. It is the    

special touches that remind us of 

our past because they are unique to 

us. Another aspect of individuality 

in a home is the freedom to truly be yourself  in a safe space without trying to      

impress anyone or be someone you are not. When we are truly comfortable in a 

space it becomes a home to us.  

So, we have strong emotional ties to buildings because they give us shelter, from the 

weather and the world of such high speed. They also give us the freedom to be   

ourselves and we connect with the unique details that make somewhere our own. 

Therefore, when we bond with a building we make it a home. 

Wiktoria Malgorzewicz   Year 12 

SHORT STORY EXCERPTS 

Excerpt One: 

Breathe the air of the men of the Earth. These are the men of sin and silence, the 

men of death and war. They have knelt to no God yet tasted the spoils of Heaven, 

stared into the souls of the damned and the lost. These are the men that sleep with 

the sun and sing with the moon, drawing thunder across pure lands and forging 

hunger from sate. It is said their faces empty into the minds of all: seeping, bleeding, 

soaking into each crevice, each hole. Their memory sticks to one’s hearth. And as 

they wander through endless lands, the rain turns a darker shade and somehow the 

plains echo a deep red. Puddles pool black as the darkest of night, so inky and   

complete they swallow light whole. It is their power to haunt. They are the men of 

the Earth. 

Yet, someplace else, stories spread of flowers silver and gold, plaited into auburn 

hair. The song was of the men of beauty and love, the men of shelter and hope. The 

children giggled of their passion and aid; their gorgeous bronze eyes; warm tones. 
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They wore tunics of forgotten silk and cradled fauns during the night, basking in the 

sun and swallowing the night. Summers drew longer, Winters shorter and the crop 

began to bloom like never before. Sorrow replaced. Famine forgotten. Death       

abandoned. The rain cleared into a soft shower of warmth and the puddles         

glimmered with fallen stars. There was no sin, no silence, no death and war. 

They were the men of the Earth. 

Excerpt Two: 

Every day, for a few passing moments, she caught a glimpse of what they could be. 

He would brush past her shoulder, laughing into her ear, grinning as he strolled 

away from her grip. His hand would trail along her arm, or slip against her cheek, 

or bring laughter from her lips. He would bring out the joy in her like never        

before, a joy she wished she could have for more than she let on. 

They would interchange words, as few as they were. Look at each other from 

across the room, sneak a glance before they caught each other’s eye. Or as one 

would leave, the other would watch, in hope that they would turn back and speak. 

But neither did. 

And sometimes, they spoke for longer than they thought they could. Sitting across 

the table, laughing gently, focused only upon the others joy. She only saw him for 

that time. Him and his voice and his jokes, with his words that trailed out from be-

tween his lips like melodies. For her heart fluttered and she hoped his did too. For 

she wished that more would come soon. 

She whispered her feelings to his friends, her heart full of words she couldn’t say. 

It all came pouring out. It spilled and spilled and spilled, filling his lungs, his heart, 

him whole. He drowned in it all, and she felt everything but free.                       

Their relationship broke down, torn apart by words she finally said. His laughter 

disappeared, his grin something she didn’t see, his brush past her shoulder a thing 

she couldn’t feel. He drowned and didn’t come back up, gone from her eyes before 

she could even speak. And just like that, it all came crashing down. 

Every day, for a few passing moments, she caught a glimpse of what they could be. 

Abbeyfield Echo 

Agnese Baltmane   Year 12 

Step-Up to A-Level: A Guide to Year 12 

When I was just starting my GCSE’s my brother was in year 13, all I remember is see-

ing the vast amounts of homework he had, from essays due in almost every other 

week to coursework deadlines he had to meet, on top of vocab he was learning. It 

seemed daunting to me then, the thought of having to do so much work… 

While it’s true that the amounts of homework you get in sixth form seems             

overwhelming when compared to how much you might’ve gotten in previous years, 
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got to remember that you’re only taking 3 subjects! This means theoretically you’ve 

got enough free periods to compensate for 7 more subjects! If  you think of it with this 

in mind it’s not so much homework you’re being set but teachers making sure you’re 

constantly working. The majority of stress for sixth formers comes in managing your 

workload and what makes this a struggle is usually not using your frees. The blessing 

of free periods isn’t that you don’t have to do anything and therefore try to             

compensate for the social time you missed out on while you were revising for your 

GCSE’s but in the independence of being able to choose what you want to work on at 

your own pace. 

The skill that will effectively get you through these two years is time management and 

discipline. Your frees are enough time to get done the work you’ve been set, the     

trouble comes when you don’t use them. You end up having to do the work at home 

which ends up piling up until you’ve fallen behind and end up stressed and             

unmotivated to carry on. 

Sixth form offers the opportunity to work independently, allowing you to take things 

at your own pace and use teachers to your advantage by asking them for help on      

issues you personally struggle with. The fight isn’t between you and your teachers   

anymore but being disciplined enough to realise you’ve got to get things done for you. 

There is no behaviour team in sixth form, it is your choice to do a-levels; teachers 

won’t be scared to tell you to leave if  you’re not showing the will power to choose to 

move through the obstacles that come in your way. Therefore you need to realise early 

on that you are your own cheerleader and any consequence comes in you not     

achieving the qualification you set out for. 

The trick here then is to work smart, not hard. The biggest perk of sixth form in my 

opinion is it allows you to find the right balance for your lifestyle, be that getting a job, 

taking driving lessons or maintaining a thriving social life, sixth form is the perfect  

opportunity to see what works for you. You may find yourself  in situations where 

you’ll be set a whole term of coursework in one go, but stay grounded and remember 

that’s what the whole term is for! Instead of teachers planning out your time while the 

support is certainly there it’s up to you to fit the work in around your lifestyle. Spread 

out the work over a long period of time and avoid all-nighters, a little goes a long way 

and when it comes to you’re a-levels it’s the continuous effort that leads to success not 

the stretches of overworking yourself. 

Something that is easy to underestimate is the importance of a good relationship with 

your teachers. You’ll be walking into a completely different environment with a     

drastically different number of students in your year-group with classes that have as 

few as 5 people. With such a comparatively small number of students sixth form is a 

close-knit community, especially when it comes down to you having as few as 4   

teachers in the space of the 2 years. You therefore really get to engage with them and 

so it is very important to maintain a good relationship. At the end of the day they’ll be 

writing your university reference, not to mention you’ll be seeing them around…a lot. 
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Boxing Achievements 

 Zara Aitchison   Year 11 

My boxing club is called Leicester lightning ABC and I’ve been there for 7 months 

but in total I have been boxing for 10 years but I’ve moved clubs twice in that period 

of time. 

My first fight was in 2015 against Eleanor. C and I won by a unanimous decision 

meaning I won every round and that was in Hastings. 

My biggest moments in my boxing career was winning the England National Junior 

Cadet semi finals by a TKO in the second round meaning I stopped her and the ref 

had to stop the competition. Another big achievement was being accepted onto the 

England Team (talent pathway) which was just the best news because that’s a big 

achievement for my age. I’ve been on that for 2 years now. I am also 2X England   

National finalist , 2X East Midlands Champion and 1X hull box cup finalist and  

Winter Women’s Box Cup Semi Finalist. So far I have had 12 bouts. 

People that inspire me are definitely my family as they have always supported me. 

My dad and brother used to box and my mum drives us all up and down the country 

for my boxing fights and England camps and they’re just my biggest supporters.   

Secondly would be my coaches as they train me to my best ability and they’re there 

all the step of the way. Nicola Adams has been my favourite boxer as she has made a 

massive impact in boxing for women by winning the Olympics twice and then    

turning professional. 

First ever boxing match in 2015—I won! 

Abbeyfield Echo 
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My most challenging opponent was my most 

recent fight which was in the Winter Women’s 

Box cup - Yasmin. M. She was Ireland’s best 

boxer and European champion. Unfortunately I 

lost to her. I did dislocate my shoulder in the 

first round but I wasn’t giving up—I powered 

through and I gave it my all and it was a very 

good fight. 

I’ve been accepted into University College     

Birmingham for the Boxing Education (BoxEd) 

Diploma in Sporting Excellence (DiSE). In this 

course 50+ people applied and only 16 people 

got accepted. I was lucky enough to be one of 

those 16 people. In the course we will do Level 

2 Fitness instructing, level 3 personal training 

and a level 3 in a diploma of sporting             

excellence, and we will also do boxing in link 

with England Boxing   

This year I would have been competing in the 

2020 England National Junior Championships 

in Liverpool. If  I won this, I could have had the 

opportunity to compete in the GB               

championships and the Europeans. Due to the 

Coronavirus, these have been cancelled but I’m 

still training hard and working out. I’m also  

doing a lot of running—my longest run that I 

have completed so far was 10 miles. I’m making 

sure I’m fit and ready for when the boxing   

season is up and running again. 

My goals for boxing would be to win the       

Nationals/ GB championships and the           

Europeans, but the end goal would be to win 

the Olympics and then become a professional 

boxer. In the mean time 

of all of this I’ve had 

Mocks at school ,      

preparing for the GCSEs 

and maintaining a social 

life but it’s all worth it 

for this sport. 

Latest fight in December 2019—

won by a points decision and oppo-

nent was also a former kick-boxing 

champion! 

2019 England National 

Junior Cadet semi Finals 

where I won by TKO.  
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 Addam’s Family 
 

Jessica Hackett   Year 10 

In February 2020, Abbeyfield School 

performed three nights of The Addams 

Family, a play full of iconic musical 

numbers, loveable characters and 

unique and hilarious comedy. 

Traditionally, the school musical had 

been performed at the end of the year, 

but this year it had been decided that 

we would perform in February instead 

to allow older students time to focus on 

studying while still being able to com-

mit to becoming valuable and punctual 

cast members.  This meant however 

that we had nearly five months less 

than normal to create an entertaining 

and memorable performance.  

Something I noticed right from the   

beginning of rehearsals in September 

was how supportive the whole cast 

was. Everyone came together students 

from 7 to 13 with the united goal of 

creating the best production ever seen 

at Abbeyfield School. There was also 

the opportunity for younger students to 

benefit from the professionalism and 

flawless characterisation of GCSE and 

A level students. Whether you had a 

lead role or were part of the ensemble 

(like I was) it really felt as if  everyone 

had an important role in delivering an 

amazing production.  

Not only did the actors, singers and 

dancers display dedication to every  

rehearsal, learning lines and           

performing to the best of their ability, 

it is just as important to note the     

dedication of Mrs Peilow's band 

and  Mr Walker-Glenn and his team of 

behind the scenes crew. It was brilliant 

to have a live band while performing 

and it definitely added to the authen-

ticity and originality of our take on this 

production. The band were tasked with 

playing every single song in the       

production (and when doing a musical 

that was quite a lot of songs!).          

Additionally, Mr Walker-Glenn        

designed and built the entire intricate 

interior of the Addams family house, 

including complicated moveable rooms 

and decadently furnished walls as well 

as a second floor of the house with 

balconies and steps. His theatre crew 

worked tirelessly to create from 

scratch the most technical and         

professional set I have ever seen at      

Abbeyfield. In addition, in the         

performances they executed flawless 

lighting and sound effects and back 

stage work (including props,            

microphones, the moving of set and 

curtains etc) as well as welcoming the 

audience and showing people to their 

seats. The director, Mr Routledge put 

so much effort into making sure our 

take on this production was              

unforgettable and like nothing  

Abbeyfield Echo 
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that had been seen before. There was a 

huge amount of work that the teachers 

had to complete in their own time, for 

example ordering costumes and          

materials for the set, scheduling          

rehearsals,  organising ticket sales and 

seating and refreshments, photos, cue 

sheets, microphones, editing scripts and 

so much more. It really was so exciting 

to see all the work that everyone had put 

in pay off  on opening night. 

In rehearsals, everyone brought so much 

energy and drive and the entire cast was 

unbelievably hard working and focused, 

even coming to school on several    

weekends and to rehearse. It was         

incredible the amount of work everyone 

put in.  

I would recommend this experience to anyone and can't wait to hopefully be             

involved with Abbeyfield's next production. 

To Nadine, Patience and Ellis 

CONGRATULATIONS! 

A huge well done to three of 

our Year 10 students, Nadine, 

Patience and Ellis who were 

successful in applying to this 

year’s‘Universify Programme’. 

They will get the opportunity 

to visit the University of    

Oxford to see what it’s like to 

study at a top university and 

receive mentoring from a 

‘Universify’ Coach through-

out the year. These students 

are certainly ‘Ambitious to 

Achieve’!  
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A Day in the Life of a ‘Key Worker’ at Tesco 

During the Coronavirus 

 

Decklyn Hartley   Year 12 

Life has changed. It has changed for everyone. From 

not being able to see family and friends, to many  

people not being able to work or go to school. I   

haven’t been able to go to school and it has been very 

challenging to keep up with the work load of a sixth 

form student, but this is my priority so I will always 

manage to get it done. However, I am also still    

working. As I am considered a “keyworker”, myself  

and others are relied upon to do the jobs that are   

required to keep the country up and running. And I 

must say, I think any keyworker would agree, our job 

has changed a lot; increased hours, social  distancing 

and changes to customer service especially. 

One of the largest changes for many keyworkers is 

the difference in the hours they have been working. 

However, all of this hard work is made worth it by the appreciation we receive from 

customers and the general public. I couldn’t tell you how many times a customer has 

told me, and my colleagues, what a great job we are doing and thanking us. Although 

this is a small gesture, it brightens our day. Even the smallest comment from one    

customer makes it feel worth it. So thank you if  you are one of these kind hearted 

people who make us feel better on a day to day basis. 

However, so far I have focused majorly on the positive changes in customers’       

treatment of us. There are negative changes. Many customers are rude and not       

appreciative of what we are doing. Every shift I get strange looks, snide comments and 

people disobeying the rules. All of this because I am trying to do my job and protect 

the public. As staff, we have to enforce the 2 metre rule and the one way flow system 

we have in place in the majority of our stores. If  you have been to Tesco recently, you 

will have noticed a change in the way we are running the store. Luckily, 99% of    

customers understand the difficult time we are all in, but sadly there are the           

occasional few who don’t seem to understand the severity of the situation. Colleagues 

have been sworn at, had everything they have said completely disregarded and had 

our personal space invaded on many an occasion. Customers excuses for this           

behaviour varies from they are vulnerable to they have had enough of all the 

measures we have in place. I have seen customers leave the store because they “can’t 

deal with it anymore” to customers saying they weren’t aware of a virus, although  
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 they were wearing masks. 

These are merely a few of the strange situations we have experienced. But I will     

repeat, it is all made worth it by the kind customers we meet every day. 

Another significant change are all of the social distancing measures that have been 

implemented, both on the shop floor and behind the scenes that the customers do not 

see. On the shop floor, we have a one way flow system, meaning customers and     

colleagues alike have to follow the arrows around the store and up or down an aisle 

dependent on the direction of the arrows. This does make the shopping experience a 

lot more difficult, as well as filling stock. It is inconvenient but it is a required       

difficulty if  we want to flatten the curve. Furthermore, behind the scenes the one 

way system is maintained, you have to go up one set of stairs and down another, and 

in the staff  canteen, tables have been extended and only two people are allowed on 

one table, each person sitting on an opposite end. This is very different for employees 

as well as customers and will be hard for everyone to get used to. 

Finally, I would like to touch on the “clap for the NHS and keyworkers” every   

Thursday evening. As I am contracted to a Thursday evening shift, I hear this every 

week, and I will say whole heartedly it really makes our day. Looking around at my 

fellow colleagues smiles to the customers clapping and smiling at us. These are      

undoubtedly the most positive experiences of my lockdown as I can see the whole 

community coming together to support all keyworkers, and it is heart-warming. 

51 days. 51 days locked in a house. 

Some more and some less but we have 

been locked for more than 6 weeks 

now, but why are we scared of leaving 

the lockdown now? Did we get too 

comfortable? Are we too scared? Have 

we been brainwashed into liking this 

and wanting to stay in lockdown? Why 

do two-thirds of British people want to 

s t i l l  s t a y  i n  l o c k d o w n ? 

This is not a physical war like the ones 

in the 40's and we are not getting killed 

by bullets, this is a psychological war. 

Who can resist the most? I am going to 

answer every question one by one on 

why we might want to stay in lockdown 

and my opinion if  we should. 

Did we get too comfortable? I think that 

most people have gotten used to the idea 

that this is how we will live for a short 

or long time and we need to face it. 

Most people have been finding ways on 

how to get comfortable with this and 

they found the right way. I completely 

understand that.  

Are we too scared? This is the psycho-

logical war. We go to the park and we 

avoid people, we suspect everyone, we 

are looking at other people like they are  

going to hurt us. However, there is still  

Eljo Metani   Year 12 

The Love-Hate Relationship with Lockdown 
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no scientific proof that the 2 metre   

distance, the hugging and getting close 

transmits the virus. In my opinion this 

is getting exaggerated and this will 

change our lives. Asking people in my 

family if  they will shake hands with 

people when we are allowed back in 

work places most of them say they will 

refuse to do so. We should be scared, 

but not this much! 

Have we been brainwashed into liking 

the lockdown? Why is the media con-

fusing everyone so much? If  you read 

an article of "The Sun" it says that a 

vaccine or a drug will be ready for    

autumn, but if  you read an article of 

"The Guardian" it says that we need to 

keep washing our hands with the 

"Happy Birthday" song on in the      

background for another 2 years. What 

is the media doing with us? Are Brits a 

niche and weak audience that believes 

everything that is being served on a 

plate to them? We still don’t know 

where it came from, how, what it does, 

what are the real symptoms and why 

did it spread now? We are so informed 

but so not informed at the same time. 

We need to start thinking before        

believing that post that got send to you 

on WhatsApp. Do we want this? Does 

the lockdown benefit us in any way? 

Another thing is that we are finding it 

very good that for now more than 30 

million of us are getting paid by a 

scheme and money gets in your bank 

account whilst you are cooking cookies 

and watching "Tiger King". But the 

money you are getting paid now is a 

debt the government took and us, the 

taxpayers will pay for it later when the 

taxes increase and you will not know 

who Carole Baskin is because you will 

be working 10 or 12 hour shifts. We 

need to work together and keep each 

other safe because I think that there is 

nothing that can destroy humans and 

destroy what we have created. For some 

this is a short crisis and they think that 

a pint or the kebab is waiting for them 

again in 3 months after a Saturday 

night, but for the realistic ones they 

know that if  we don’t protect each   

other the government and everything 

else that is behind them will keep us 

away from the normal for longer than 

this summer only. Come on Britain, we 

can do it together! 

Abbeyfield Echo 
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Here are some things to keep you busy! 

Bored in Lockdown? 

Now is the perfect time to get caught up on all the things you’ve been putting off. 

Whether it’s making revision resources, tidying your bedroom, or starting a new 

hobby, what better time to tick it off  your to do list than now?  

There are many things to enjoy online currently. There are many websites that are 

showing free musicals and theatre productions, for 

example the National Theatre on YouTube. If  this 

isn’t your taste, you can bet you can find a podcast 

or Ted Talk on a topic you’re interested in.  

If  you want to do something a little more active, 

Easy hobbies to 

try at home: 

• Knitting 

• Drawing 

• Baking 

• Reading 

• Writing 

• Origami 

• Crafts 

• Scrapbooking 

• Birdwatching 

• Gardening 

• Painting 

• Coding 

• Design 

A habit takes 21 consecutive days to develop. Since 

we probably have more than three weeks left in  

lockdown, why not give it a go? Usually it’s easier to 

introduce a couple at a time, and tick them off in a 

habit tracker when you accomplish each task. What 

may be helpful is to associate one new habit with an 

existing one.  

Here are some habits you may want to try and devel-

op: 

• Working on your hobby every day—the more 

you work on something, the better you’ll get! 

• Doing a workout/ running—exercise is im-

portant for improving your physical and mental 

wellbeing. 

• Going outside every day—changing your envi-

ronment and getting some fresh air can be good 

for motivation. 

• Going to sleep and waking up at the same 

time—a good sleep pattern is healthy and helps 

to establish a routine. 

Developing New Habits 
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Hello from the Sixth Form Team... 

Sixth Form  

...at this very strange time! We hope     

everyone is keeping okay, staying safe and 

looking after themselves and loved ones.  

In March we said a premature farewell to 

Year 13 when the government announced 

school closures and the cancellation of  

exams. It was a very emotional time, with 

none of us quite feeling ready to say  

goodbye. The students felt cheated out of 

their last few weeks, especially the chance 

to sit exams they had been working        

towards for so long. It definitely wasn’t the 

finale of seven year’s work that we had all 

planned for. Both staff  and students did us 

all proud with a lovely final assembly. We 

are currently supporting Year 13 as they 

accept their university places, job offers 

and apprenticeships (Well done, Chloe!) It 

has been great to hear from them about 

what they’re going on to do and we’ll up-

date the wider community in September 

with our students’ destinations.  

We are incredibly proud of Year 12 who 

continue to work hard towards their A 

level subjects, despite uncertainly and 

worry. ALL of our students are engaging in 

some way, which is brilliant. We are    

supporting them with enrichment tasks to 

ensure balance in their days and asking 

them to begin thinking about their next 

steps. Mr Routledge has introduced Taster 

Tuesdays, where universities are offering 

online taster sessions for courses, and 

Webinar Wednesdays where students can 

gain valuable insights into student finance, 

accommoda-

tion and 

university 

places. We 

do love a bit 

of allitera-

tion in the 

Sixth Form! 

There will 

be more information for Year 12 on     

University, Apprenticeships and all Next 

Steps, very soon.  

One of our biggest tasks recently has been 

contacting Year 11 students, our            

prospective new Year 12 cohort. It has 

been lovely to speak to them all and begin 

to get to know them. It has been hard 

work  completing this process remotely, 

and we are grateful to students, parents 

and staff  for their support and patience. 

We are now almost there, with places    

offered and accepted, subjects confirmed 

and           enrichment qualifications being 

chosen. There is lots of transition work on 

the website and by the time you read this, 

Teams should be up and running for all 

new subject groups.  

As a team, we are all coping with        

lockdown in our own way; jigsaw puzzles, 

walking and cycling, baking, home tasking, 

learning new skills, reading, gardening, 

face-timing, quizzing, balancing         

home-schooling with working from home. 

It is not an easy situation to navigate but 

we are grateful to be currently healthy and 

Abbeyfield Echo 
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Abbeyfield School. We are looking for-

ward to getting back to school and seeing 

all our brilliant students, as soon as it is 

safe to do so.  

If you have any questions at all about 

Sixth Form please get in touch, and 

keep us posted of any of your great 

news.   

Abbeyfield is home to some wonderfully talented musicians throughout all years, 7 right 

through to 13.  

I wanted to write something not only to promote mine and my friends talents but to also 

encourage and inspire those in younger years to get  involved in the things they like, 

whether that be music, art, football or any extracurricular activities that are available at 

your disposal. And to finally encourage others to support their friends in any projects or 

hobbies they are pursuing. 

Speaking from my own experience. It can often be daunting to initially take the plunge 

and partake in an activity, especially something like music where you are  often required 

to show and perform what you have worked on.  

I started playing in a group when I started my music GCSE, me and three of my mates 

originally got grouped together. Me being the singer, with 

a   drummer, bassist, and guitarist. We were  already well 

on our way to being the next Coldplay.  After two years of 

playing together we performed for our music GCSE and all 

managed to pass the performance section of our exam. 

Shortly after we all realised that we wanted to keep    

playing together and formed our, newly named, band 

“Contentment”. It took some time to get the ball rolling of 

course and organising practice outside of school hours 

was, to begin with, quite difficult.  But after a while it    

became second nature and Contentment were beginning 

to feel like a proper band. Our guitarist had to leave as he 

couldn’t find the time for it unfortunately and after our 

replacement guitarist also couldn’t stay for long, I then 

had to pick up my own guitar and become the singer and 

guitarist.  

 

 

 Homegrown Talent 
CREATIVE EDUCATION ACADEMIES TRUST  

Ben Knight   Year 12 
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After a little while we setup a Facebook page and went to our first open mic night at the 

“King Billy Rock Bar” here in Northampton. After a few more open mics, speaking to 

some people and pulling some strings we were booked in at a festival for the summer, 

being asked to play at a restaurant all while still having fun at essence just by playing 

music. 

My point is that starting something like a band, or even just performing on your own is 

never as scary as it seems. Whether you want to play on your own or with friends, in 

festivals or to family members its always so much easier than you can imagine and     

oftentimes just needs someone to take the first step. 

And to those who are not interested in taking part 

but have friends who do, I cannot stress enough the 

importance of your support! Me and my friends in 

Contentment all have our own friends who always 

come and support us whenever we play and without 

them it certainly would not be as fun. Seeing your 

friends and family alike come together and enjoy the 

music we are playing makes me immensely proud 

and is a feeling that is only achievable as a result of 

having encouraging friends. So, I urge you whether 

playing or not, please support your friends! 

Ultimately, you miss 100% of the shots you don’t take. And if  you never look to take 

risks and get out of your comfort zone you might never experience some of the great 

times I have had as a part of Contentment. 
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Short Story Excerpts  

 
Wiktoria Malgorzewicz   Year 12 

Excerpt Three: 

She stood just shorter than the stone soldier's hips, skinny and clean, draped in a 

white quilt that hardly shielded her pale skin. She was frail and young, no older than 

ten with silky blonde hair that barely reached her shoulders, soaked in the clear     

liquid that now bled into her body at concerning speed. Between the strands of   

golden hues were tiny horns, black as the darkest of paint, so inky and complete that 

it swallowed the light of her hair. They looked much like the horns of a similarly 

sized goat child - a faun - just deeper in colour and shape. There was an uncertainty 

as to what she was: she certainly didn't possess hooves, nor a tail, nor wings. And as 

the liquid sunk into her, he could swear her skin became fuller with life and colour, 

her lips turning a muted pink that matched the tone of her rosy cheeks.  

She opened her eyes. 

Balthasar could see their colour matched none he had seen before, a mixture of many 

things but none at once, coiled into words and meanings and places he could barely 

grasp. They were wide and sharp against her complexion, glimmering gently against 

what was left of the flickering light. The Wizard had heard of these things only in 

crone's tales when they spoke of Lilû, the bringer of life and death from before the 

Full Age. He had never believed in children's tales. But here, for a moment, he wanted 

to believe. 

They were spectacular. 

Her tiny hand reached forward, towards the hand of the stone being, a tiny ball of 

flesh in comparison to his colossal palm. She barely held the quilt that covered her 

skinny figure, curling and uncurling her toes as he watched her swallow his image, 

nearing the being and gently hiding herself  behind his leg. She moved like she had 

always known where to go. 

"Hello," he spoke gently, watching her shy away behind what he could only guess was 

her protector. He hadn't anticipated getting this far at all or seeing a child of her age 

be what they had sought. Yet, there he was, attempting to communicate with      

something he had no grasp of understanding. The tales they had pursued from the 

men in the North said she was from the Nil Age. They had intertwined stories from 

dwarves and orcs and elves and even greenwood folk, of the tale of a cave deep       

beneath the  
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ground. They said that whatever they would find, if  they would find anything, would 

mean the end of the Full Age. That it would be a thing with unheard Magic coursing 

through its veins. They whispered that it could restore what was before. It would be 

beautiful and wild and answer everything the world ever wanted. But here, they were 

only met with confusion. 

"What's your name?" 

She stared into him, her expression lifeless but bright, gripping the hand of the being 

as she peeked around his side, almost entirely hidden by his single limb. Balthasar was 

unsure if  she could understand him. She hadn't responded in a single movement, 

simply watching him from hiding. 

"Who are you. . . ?" Her voice was weak and high pitched, the sound of many           

adolescents he'd heard before. If  it weren't for their current environment, he would 

have taken her as any other urchin of the street, tumbling in the spring puddles and 

weaving flowers within her hair. But this was no urchin. And she had no flowers    

tangled in her hair. 

"My name's Balthasar." He crouched to her height, or as well as he could, leaning upon 

the staff. She shifted further away as though afraid the man would harm her, her feet 

scuttling against the cold stone. Her eyes diverted to his companions: she seemed to  

notice their presence, witnessing the much larger dragon patiently waiting by Flint's 

side. Her breath hitched in her throat. "Ah, you're interested in my companions.”    

Balthasar gestured towards the second Wizard who raised his hand in response. "That 

over there is my good friend, Vendrick - the rather sour one - and Flint," Flint smiled, 

beaming from ear to ear at the child, his dragon companion huffing into the air, "the 

one with his Dragon, Stormbreaker. You're not scared of Dragons, are you?" For a   

moment, her eyes didn't falter from the winged beast. But she shook her head and 

looked towards him again, gently lowering her head in reserve. She was a shy child, it 

seemed. Cowering away from their friendly advances. 

"Will you tell me your name?" Balthasar spoke as gently as he could, extending a hand, 

revealing a beige palm in a friendly tone, cautious to not startle the young girl. Instead, 

the stone soldier turned its head towards the child, watching as she timidly chewed 

upon her bottom lip. He nodded his head and lightly stepped out of her way, releasing 

her palm and leaving her to stand untouched. She stood before the Wizard, looking 

down and bouncing on the balls of her feet. Somehow, Balthasar understood - this 

child would not leave the stone being's side. She had been awake mere moments and 

yet she seemed to trust it with her life. Her cheeks flushed red as she reached forward, 

taking his hand and shaking it. 

"Lilith." Balthasar smiled at the exchange and pulled himself  up to stand, looking down 

upon her. He had expected something from the Old World's tongue. Lilith was much 

easier. 

"That's a very pretty name, Lilith. Who gave that to you?" She shrugged and turned her  
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head towards the being, as if  searching for his guidance again. 

There was silence. 

"What do you want?" Lilith reached for the being's hand once more. 

"Well, you see Lilith. We're here to take you home." 

"Home. . . ?" Her brows furrowed, knitting in unknowing. Balthasar didn't know what 

else to say - he had never been a good liar. 

"Yes, home." Vendrick approached and stood beside his companion, standing at about a 

head taller. Even though he was older, he was the more handsome of the two and a 

much better liar. "You belong with us, little one. We've been looking for you for a very 

long time." He had also always been the more confident, the more familiar with people, 

the better-worded. His talent for persuasion was one of the reasons Balthasar            

respected him so very much. With enough time, Vendrick could convince anyone, even 

the most stubborn of Centaur. 

She grimaced, stepping away. "I don't want to. I don't know you." Who would? No child 

would follow two grown men even if  they were the highest of Kings. Strangers were 

strangers, people not known. Their intentions were a secret to unfold. Unless she were 

stupid, or unless that stone soldier of hers somehow hinted towards it, Balthasar was 

sure she would not even touch them again. This was time to be cautious, not brash. If  

they played this wrong, they might just return empty-handed. 

"You know us, little one. Vendrick and Balthasar." A smile formed upon his lips, curling 

the edges of his lips into warmth. Balthasar hadn't seen him pull such a face in a long 

time. "We can get you some nice clothes, a warm bath maybe? Hm? What do you say to 

that?" When she shook her head, his smile vanished and was replaced by a look of 

simmering anger. Vendrick's only vice was his impatience. He had always wished for 

things now, and his journey as a Wizard had been plagued by thoughts of delving into 

achieving things with the help of wrong-doers and the banished. But Balthasar          

respected him - he was a good man, and he only wanted the best for the next world. 

"You're coming with us, little one. It is what's best." 

The child shook her head, crossing her arms over her chest. "I don't want to. I want to 

stay here." Her eyes glimmered against their firelight as she stepped away from them, 

leaving them lightly confused as they watched her. Flint could be heard tsking behind 

them, judgment seeping from his tone. "Let me handle this one lads." He stepped      

forward, approaching the child with confidence and quick step. His red hair sat shaggy 

on his head, messy and thick from lack of cut, dropping behind his ears and growing 

into a stubble across his jaw. The arch of his brows mixed well with the cut of each 

small scar littered upon his face. He was a well-built man who had been dressed in 

plates of chiselled bronze, clunking against the wideness of his battleaxe which hung 

upon his back. For a man of four and fourty, his figure suited him well. He walked 

with a heavy step that lightly tremored the ground, straight and well-postured, unlike 

that of the gentle step of Zora or the child herself. Flint simply radiated familiarity. 
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"Hey, how about I show you what a dragon can do? You know, they're actually quite 

friendly-" The stone soldier gurgled and choked, attempting to step between the child 

and Flint. The auburn-haired man didn’t even give him notice, skimming past the   

outstretched stone. Flint reached forward, ready to grasp her by her arm and tug her 

along, offer a bit of push towards the child. He was certain she wouldn't harm him. 

"I said no!" 

He barely managed to scrape her skin as he was hurtled away from her. Balthasar had 

hardly caught the action, a strand of white thwacking Flint right in his chest. He 

watched as the dragon-bearer went flying, Stormbreaker screeching in concern and 

stretching its wings, standing out upon its hind legs and catching the man with a flail 

swoop. He tumbled from wings to ground, grunting and groaning as rock and dust 

swirled into his lungs. The impact made him wheeze. 

"Don't touch me." 

Balthasar stepped away, raising his staff  in preparation as the child clenched her small 

fists. Whatever it was that she had used was gone and only she stood stood, waiting, her 

brows knotted in irritation. Vendrick slid back and began speaking in that novel       

language, words streaming from between his thin lips as the jewel upon his staff    

glimmered in the dark. The light upon the cave faltered and dimmed,     leaving only 

Balthasar's magic working to illuminate the cave. His eyes closed and his body eased, 

his words becoming murmurs and mutters, whisked away by the roar of Stormbreaker. 

Behind him, Flint had removed the battleaxe from his back, his face boiled in rage. 

"You little-." Balthasar raised his staff, pointing it towards the dragon-bearer.        

Somewhere, he heard stone crackle and a thin thump, the child whining. 

"Stand down, Flint. You do not want to do this." He laughed in response, raising the 

battleaxe towards the Wizard. He clearly did not take lightly to retaliation. 

"I'm not going to kill her, Wizard." Balthasar's mutters were quick as they emptied into 

the air, the staff  thrusting a blue shield before dragon and man, covering their route 

towards the child. He threw the axe forward only to be met with its bounce back, 

shocking his entirety. The dragon screeched again, waving its wings and  inhaling the 

air as it charged a shot into the shield. Somewhere, Vendrick's words ceased and Lilith 

paled, barely caught by the stone soldier in his cold arms. The  colour drained from her 

face as quickly as it came, the black-haired Wizard falling to his own knees as the light 

emitting from his staff  wavered. Red trickled down his defined face, dripping into the 

rock. He knew exactly what Vendrick was trying. 

        The grey-haired man of six and forty rushed towards his friend, whispering in 

that language once again. thump. The sound of lightning pressuring the shield     

crumbled the cave, as each surge of energy became stronger than the last. Thump. 

Rocks began to rain down upon the men. The staff  brightened again, the light wilting 

above his head. Thump! He could not contain everything at once. Balthasar was no   

Elder,  



 39 

 

no man of all Magic. But he could not let everything fall apart now. THUMP. The 

shield crackled and crumbled, the light faltering and a child's scream suddenly filling 

the room. White emptied itself  into the air, filling it to the brim with blinding light. 

There was little to see but an endless sheet. He had caught the black sleeve just in time. 

Balthasar gripped his friend, pressed his lips unto his friend's ear and yelled. 

Your arrogance will be short-lived. 
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Thank you to everyone who contributed to this term’s       

edition of the Abbeyfield Echo. To everyone who has read to 

the end, I hope you enjoyed this wave of happiness. 

If  you are interested in participating in the next edition, 

keep your eye out in the Autumn term.  
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