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1st Edition Editorial 
First of all, thank you for reading Hello 

Hayesfield. We’ve had so much fun making the 
first issue, and we’d especially like to welcome 
our new senior editor, Caitlin, and junior editors, 
Sophie and Lulu. We hope you enjoy reading it 
just as much as we loved putting it together, 
and from everyone on the team, have a very 

Merry Christmas. 
 



Frostbite – Livia Brain 

A storm was coming. The shutters flapped in the wind, slamming against the 
frosted window. The flowers curled up and retreated into the earth. A gale swept 
through the houses and sent shivers down everyone’s spine. A storm was coming 
but no one knew. 

Hallie sat by the fire, wrapped in a fur jumper and clasping a mug of hot chocolate. 
She watched as the amber flames jumped around on the pitch-black coal like 
ombre dancers leaping through the night sky. Golden yellows and scarlet reds 
illuminated the dark room- the only light against the darkening winter sky. Hallie’s 
eyes were transfixed on the movement of the flames as they swayed above a 
crisp log of fire wood. Diminishing the blaze, a gust of wind blustered down the 
chimney and removed her from her trance. A shiver ran through her- a frigid snake 
slithering down her spine. The village was as dark as night. 

Hallie placed her mug on the table and ventured through to the kitchen. Her 
grandmother was seated in a rocking chair in the corner. The blast of wind had 
wiped out all the torches that irradiated the rooms of the house. “There’s a storm 
coming,” croaked Hallie’s grandmother as she entered, “and I have a feeling that 
it will do no good...” Her grandmother rested her head on the back of the rocking 
chair and fell into a slumber. Hallie gulped down her fear at her grandmother’s 
words. She rushed into the hall and pulled on her thickest coat, opening the door 
to the start of a blizzard. The storm built up as swiftly as it had started. Half a 
dozen people were out on their porches, looking for a way to regain warmth in 
their homes. Everywhere Hallie looked there was darkness. Every fire from every 
torch had been reduced to nothing but cinders- even the castle at the heart of the 
village had been left in the dark. From out of the surrounding forest, a squirrel 
scurried to the rows of houses, an endless blanket of snow underneath its paws. 
It stopped to scan its surroundings and started to scamper further from the 
forest, when it abruptly came to a halt, unable to move its body. Hallie trekked 
through the deep snow to investigate the squirrel. Even as she approached, it 
didn’t move an inch. The squirrel was frozen. Ice preserved its tiny body in a layer 
of bitter frost. The longer Hallie stayed to observe the ice-covered rodent, the 
more her fingers stopped moving. She wiggled the fingers of her left hand, then 
her right hand, but they stayed stationary- stuck out like branches of a tree. 
Bolting back into the village, she cried out to the confused villagers standing by 
their doors. “Get back inside your homes and stay warm! The storm will freeze us 
all!” she bawled as she continued to sprint away. When Hallie was at the end of 
the street, she turned behind her and witnessed a women from the house closest 
to the forest, scream in terror as her husband stood frozen on the porch. The 
storm had come and it wasn’t showing any mercy. 4 



Hallie darted through the snow for her life. She didn’t know how to save the 
villagers as the frost was sure to penetrate their homes like the icy criminal it was. 
Squinting in the dark, her eyes were drawn by a flickering light seeping through a 
crack in the castle’s tower. A torch. She ran as fast as her legs could take her 
towards the front steps. The frost was catching up with her. She could tell by the 
thick layer of ice concealing her toes. Hallie banged on the double doors until an 
aristocratic butler answered. She fled inside and up the towering staircase; 
guards in their clinking armour rushed up behind. The sound of chainmail 
decreased as the storm followed her inside and froze the tailing guards. In a 
matter of moments, she reached the tower. The torch was positioned on the far 
wall and its light flooded the desk below it. Hallie climbed onto the desk before 
her legs were unable to move. She could feel the frost quickly creep up her body. 
She couldn’t move her chest or her right arm, which was now plastered to her 
side. Extending her free arm, she lengthened her fingers towards the flame- so 
close that she could feel the flames scorch her fingertips- when she stopped 
moving. The ice had infiltrated her body and her heart was enclosed in a miniature 
glacier. Then, the flame fluttered towards her outstretched fingers, sending a drop 
of icy water falling to the ground. The ice was melting…  
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 Καλά Χριστούγεννα!
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POMPEII: PART ONE – Sophia Gingell Ward 

PROLOGUE: 

8 



The Survivor 

My name is Octavia Cedrus and my family and I are the only survivors of the Mount 
Vesuvius eruption in 79 AD. I know you’re probably thinking that this is impossible, but 
it is true. My intention on writing this anecdote was that someday in the future, 
someone will find it and this story will be a historical record for the Pompeii eruption.  
In this story you will find a poor family, a spiteful emperor, a terrible eruption and a 
shocking fact that people did not believe for millions of years and thought no one 
escaped the city buried in ashes, but we did. Reader, now you have found this and it is 
yours to read. So please, read on. You will be mesmerised by the amazing tale of me, a 
humble peasant and her loving family who tried to fight for each other to have the best 
life they can. This is my story and it may be one of the most important stories to be 
shared across the world. No matter if Pompeii still stands by the end of my unfortunate 
life, I do not care, so long as my story will be told, if it is, my family and I will be famous, 
not that it would make any difference because I will be dead, and if it isn’t, well I will just 
be another girl who was forgotten by the world.  

POMPEII 

Octavia bolted down the path towards the huge fig tree. She stopped abruptly and 
gazed up at the gnarled branches, curling upwards to the inky black sky. Octavia started 
to climb the great, towering timber right to the top, and tried to find the biggest, ripest 
fruit she could scavenge. Then a booming sound of laughter issued from the Great Hall. 
The Emperor Titus was hosting another one of his shows. How she wished her family 
were rich enough to visit the emperors palace and see one of his shows all the other 
villagers said were masterpieces. Octavia was a peasant you see, and as for the 
emperor, well, he treated them like dirt on the ground. Octavia sighed, started to 
descend the tree and wandered back to the abandoned house that she and her family 
called home. 

‘Mother! Father! I found a fig!’ Octavia yelled up the wooden steps. 

‘You have? Oh, that’s wonderful! It will go splendidly with the scraps I bought.’ 

So she put the single fruit on the wonky, wooden table and raced upstairs. Just as she 
stepped through the doorframe, Octavia paused. She shuffled over to the grimy window 
and looked out across the city. Night was falling over the houses like a thick navy 
blanket of twinkling stars and navy darkness.  

 

 

 

 

Senior Editor Interview!
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How Climate Change Effects the World  

 
Climate change is a serious issue that cannot be ignored any longer. 

Christmas is on the way and thousands of species are going to spend it either on a floating 
piece of ice or choking on a plastic bag, while we pull crackers and stuff ourselves on horribly 
farmed turkeys. I know it is an upsetting issue but something has to be done about it and I 
don’t want to spend Christmas thinking about it. 

 If you want to help me stop Climate Change then maybe try these easy but effective 
instructions over Christmas! 

 

Ways to have a Waste-Free Christmas! 

 
• Re-use old wrapping paper!                   Annoying Fact!   

 
• Don’t buy crackers… Make  

Them! 
 

• Recycle your Christmas cards; 
Old Christmas cards can be  
Easily cut up and made into new ones. 
 

• Make edible Christmas decorations 

 

• Use an advent beeswax candle, 
Much better for the environment 
And shows the colours of advent 

                                                                                              By Erika Storer 
 

Wrapping paper isn’t recyclable, so 
don’t buy it! 



CHRISTMAS 
By Monica Thakrar 
and Alina Kyprianou  

Spot the mistakes in the list! 

 



 

 

Preheat oven to 180. Cream butter, oil 
and sugars. Add eggs and beat until fluffy. 
Add baking soda, salt, powder, vanilla and 
flour. Mix well. Fold in sprinkles. Use 
cookie scoop to put on greased cookie 
tray. Top with 4-5 M&Ms. Bake at 350 for 
7-8 minutes.  

220g brown sugar 

200g sugar 

230g butter 

100g oil 

2 eggs 

1 teaspoon baking  

1 teaspoon salt 

1 teaspoon baking 
powder 

1 teaspoon vanilla 

375g flour 

50g sprinkles 

mini chocolate chips  

Red and green M&M’s 

MELTING SNOWMAN!                                                                                                          

Using a small cookie scoop, shape snowmen  

by dropping 1-tablespoon portions of topping  

onto a baking sheet. Decorate with chocolate  

chips and sweets to create faces. Freeze until firm.  

Place over servings of hot chocolate just before 
serving. 

 

CHRISTMAS COOKIES! 

VEGAN CHRISTMAS CAKE! 

1. Put the dried fruit, zests and juice, rum, coconut oil and sugar into a large pan set over a medium heat. Give it a 
good mix, bring to the boil, then lower the heat and simmer for 5 mins until the sugar has dissolved. Tip the 
mixture into a large bowl and leave to cool for 30 mins.  

2. Heat oven to 150C/130C fan/gas 2. Line a deep 20cm cake tin with a double layer of baking parchment, then wrap 
a double layer of newspaper around the outside, tying it with string to secure. Mix the chia seeds with 150ml 
water. Leave to sit for 5 mins until gel-like and thick. 

3. Add the remaining ingredients to the fruit mixture, along with the chia seed mix, and stir well, making sure there 
are no pockets of flour. Tip into your prepared tin, level the top with a spoon and bake in the centre of the oven for 
2 hrs. 

4. Remove the cake from the oven, poke holes in it with a skewer and spoon over 2 tbsp of rum. Leave the cake to 
cool completely in the tin. 

5. To store, peel off the baking parchment, then wrap well in cling film. Feed the cake with 1-2 tbsp alcohol every 
fortnight, until you ice it. Don’t feed the cake for the final week to give the surface a chance to dry before icing. 

6. 1kg dried fruit, zest and juice of 1 lemon, 150ml rum, 250g coconut oil, 200g light soft brown sugar, 4 tbsp chia seeds, 175g 

plain flour, 100g ground almonds, ½ tsp , 2 tsp mixed spice, 1 tsp ground cinnamon, ¼ tsp ground cloves, 100g flaked 

almonds, 1 tsp vanilla extract 

7.  

 



Do It Yourself Gifts! By Emilia Shackel 
 

Equipment: 

Peach/pale pink paper        Googly eyes/pens 

White paper                          Pen/pencil            

Red paper                              String 

Method: 

1. Cut the peach paper into circles! 

2. Cut the White paper into circles and fold them in half! 

3. Cut the white paper into strips as well! 

4. Cut the red paper into semi circles! 

6. Stick the folded in half white circles onto the peach ones like a beard! 

7. Stick the red semi circles onto the peach ones at the top stick on the strips as well so it looks like 
the image! 

8. Stick or draw on the eyes! 

9. Open up the White paper and write a lovely Christmassy message inside! 

10. Make a hole in the top and thread it through! 

HOORAY WELL DONE!!! 

 

 

Equipment 

Cardboard                            

Green wool 

Pompoms 

                                                                            

Method  

1. Cut the cardboard into triangles 

2. Wrap the green wool around it like in the photo 

3. Sick on the pompoms putting a yellow one on the top like a star! 

WELL DONE YOU’RE FINISHED! 
 



Mr Rutt’s Christmas Interview 

 

 

 

On a scale of 1-10, how much do you like Christmas? 

Mr Rutt: 11 

What is your favourite part about Christmas? 

Mr Rutt: Food… and Family 

What is the best present you have ever received? 

Mr Rutt: My son because he was born on the 19th of December 

Do you like mince pies? 

Mr Rutt: Yes! I start eating them in September. 

What is your best Christmas joke? 

Mr Rutt: Q: Where does Santa go when he is sick? 

Mr Rutt: A: The Elf Centre 

Do you have a favourite Christmas song? 

Mr Rutt: All I Want For Christmas and Fairy-tale in New York 

What’s the funniest Christmas memory you have? 

Mr Rutt: My mum burning the turkey on Christmas Day. 

 


