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Mr Webb’s interview by Evie Whitaker and Hannah Walsh 
Have you ever been arrested? 
“No, I haven’t and I don’t intend to!.” 

What countries have you been to? 
“I have been to Ireland, France, Spain, Portugal, Italy, Germany, Belgium, America, Tahiti, Australia 
and Thailand.”  

If you weren’t a teacher what would you be? 
“If I weren’t a teacher I would be a postman or a dinosaur!” 

What’s your favourite food? 
“My favourite is pizza, curry and gammon.” 

What language do you teach/what is your favourite language? 
“I teach French/Spanish and French is my favourite.” 

Who is your favourite student? 
“My favourite student is Rosa obviously.” 

 What is your favourite subjects?  
“My favourite subjects are French, PE and Music.” 

Do you have any children? 
“I do have a boy, he is 1.” 

Have you done anything that you feel guilty of to this day? 
“Yes, but I can’t remember any.”  

What is your dream holiday? 
“My dream holiday is a Skiing holiday.” 

What’s your least favourite holiday? 
“Luckily I’ve had none.” 

Have you ever broken a bone? 
“I’ve broken most bones in feet.” 

What would you do if you had a £100,000,000?  
“I’d buy a nice house for mum and dad 

 and travel to lots of nice places.” 

What’s your secret talent?  
“My secret talent is whistling like a siren.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Teachers Behind The Scenes  

by Mia Rumble and Piper Russell 
Mr White 

What’s your favourite band? 

 My favourite band is Sultans of Ping FC. 

What’s your favourite food? 

My favourite food is Roast Beef. 

What’s your favourite thing to watch? 

 My favourite thing to watch is Portsmouth FC on TV.  

What’s your most embarrassing moment, in or out of school? 

I used to play solos on the trombone but once I stood up to early and had to stand 
there for 10 minutes before my solo. 

If you couldn’t teach your subject, what would you teach? 

I would teach history. 

 

Mr Bent 

What’s your favourite band? 

Massive attack. 

What’s your favourite food? 

Spicy food. 

What’s your favourite thing to watch? 

Football. 

What’s your most embarrassing moment, in or out of school? 

I once came to school in odd shoes as a teacher. And I would like to go on the X 
factor and win it by singing maths songs. 

If you couldn’t teach your subject, what would you teach? 

I would teach cooking. 
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Chapter 1, a story by Livia Brain 
The scarlet bonfire crackled and burned a few houses behind me as I ran down the lonely 
street. I could smell the ash as it wafted through the air from the auburn flames. Cold tears 
streamed down my face like I was making a river. 

He had found all my books, hidden behind the mountainous heap of clothes in my wardrobe, 
unknown by everyone but me. He despised books, I never understood why, nor did he tell me, 
but he hated them with every inch of his body. But I love books so much. I’ve read every 
imaginable genre and it pulls me into the pages, away from my boring world. So, I ran away- 
even though I’m unsure where to go. My books are nothing now, just crisp, blackened pages 
on a bonfire, thrown on from rage, disgust and hate, drifting away with the night’s wind. 

Suddenly, I saw something flutter by in the breeze. It looked like a bird soaring gently, cutting 
through the night sky with its swift wings, but it wasn’t. It was a page- it was so familiar 
because it was my page, of my book that was on the bonfire a street away, not singed at all. 
Then there was another, perfectly intact and without a single scorch. Then another. And 
another. Until the pages were all over the sky, the shining stars glowing through them as if they 
were transparent, heading somewhere. I followed them as they went round the corner- moving 
quickly as if they should be in some particular place. Along the street was a house everyone 
feared- dusty, eerie and deserted like it had always been. They travelled over to the house’s 
wall and then disappeared, not just vanished but it seemed like they had gone through the wall. 
It was like it wasn’t there. 

I sprinted over to the house and opened the door (I nearly pulled it off its rusted hinges) to see 
the pages scattered on the floor. They covered every floor board and that comforting new book 
smell, which they somehow hadn’t lost, filled the room. I walked gingerly to the middle of the 
room. 

Then the floor boards creaked and gave way. 

And then I fell… 

 Music: a poem by Abi Watson-Gover 
 

I LIKE TO LISTEN,                                                                                                                                                                                   
TO A SOOTHING TUNE,                                                                                                                                                                                        
ONE THAT IS SWEET,                                                                                                                                                                               
AND SOFT,                                                                                                                                                                                                       
AND SMOOTH.    
                                                                                                                                                                        
I LIKE TO HUM AND SING ALONG,                                                                                                                                                               
TO A SWEET,                                                                                                                                                                                                        
AND GENTLE SONG. 
 
 

SOME OTHERS LIKE ROCK AND ROLL, 
TO LISTEN TO, 
WHILE THEY STROLL. 
 

 
 
BUT I LIKE THE SIMPLE THING, 
OF A BIRD, 
WHEN IT SINGS. 
 

Stories and poems (by our very own team!) 
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Flat 13, a short story by Bella Bellworthy 

Jenna was curled up comfortably on the sofa, stuffing popcorn into her 
mouth. She watched intently as the man fell, hitting the pavement 
below. “Why did you open the door?” she cried, shaking her head, as 
the dark figure on the roof wiped its bloody hands on its cloak and 
walked over to the stairs. Elated, Jenna reached for some more popcorn 
from her bowl. There was none left. Sighing, Jenna reached for the 
remote, aimed it at the TV and pressed pause. Nothing happened. She 
pressed it again. Still nothing. Confused, she watched as the figure on 
the screen crept along a dark corridor. Jenna frowned and tried again 
to pause it. And again. Still nothing. Maybe the remote was broken? Or 
the batteries were flat? She watched the screen for a moment. Wait. 
That... that looked like the corridor outside her flat! The same gritty, 
fraying carpet, the same peeling walls. The stain on the ceiling where 
the water pipes had burst last week! But… it couldn’t be! This was just a 
film! The figure on the television glided slowly past the doors. Number 
11, 12… 13. It stopped. Jenna whimpered and shrank into the sofa. 
Maybe she was… asleep! Maybe this was just a nightmare! Her wide, 
frightened eyes seemed to be glued to the screen as she watched the 
figure reach up a black gloved hand and knock, three times on the door 
of Number 13. And at the very same time, the door to Jenna’s 
apartment sounded three short knocks. No… this couldn’t be 
happening…trembling, Jenna stood up. In a kind of trance, she walked 
over. And she opened the door… 
 

I dare you to say it 

But you better beware 

For this poem may give you a 
scare 

It’s got twists and a turn 

So you should probably learn 

what you are about to say 

I will have to betray 

............ 

That 

That is all I have to say 

See, I knew you wouldn’t 
be able to handle it; did 

you learn??? 
 

The Impossible poem by Martha Johnston 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Top Ten Christmas Gift Ideas: 

1. Hot chocolate box – contains hot chocolate powder, mug, 
marshmallows, biscuits, etc. 

2. Christmas Cosmetics – bath bombs, shower gel, perfume, 
hair ties, scrunchies, lip gloss, etc. 

3. Phone Hamper – Headphones, phone chase, portable 
charger, USB cable, pop socket. 

4. Cold weather essentials – Hand warmer, gloves, scarf, 
bobble hat, snood. 

5. Pyjama stuff – Slippers, onesie, PJ’s, blankets, cosy pillows. 
6. Stationary – Highlighters, pens, pencils, rubbers, ruler, 

pencil case. 
7. Plants – Succulents, cactuses, flowers. 
8. Book Hamper – Read book recommendation page. 
9. Clothes – Hoodies, t-shirts, shoes, jeans. 
10. Sleepover kit – Face masks, eye masks, nail polish, make 

up. 
 

Ideas and Pop Culture 

Top 10 films of 2018 

1. Early Man, 26th January 2018 
2. Peter Rabbit, 16th March 2018 
3. Sherlock Gnomes, 11th May 2018 
4. The Incredibles 2, 13th July 2018 
5. Smallfoot, 5th October 2018 
6. The Nutcracker and the Four Realms, 26th 

October 2018 
7. The Grinch, 9th November 2018 
8. Fantastic Beasts: The Crimes of Grindelwald, 16th 

November 2018 
9. Ralph Breaks the Internet, 30th November 2018 
10. Mary Poppins Returns, 21st December 2018 

 

 



 

 

v 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

b 

 

 

 

 

By Charlotte and India 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Book Reviews 
 

Rooftoppers is about two children called Sophie and Mateo. Sophie is 
a young girl who is an orphan. When she finds out that she will soon 
have to part from her foster dad Charles she sets off to find her true 
Mum. She meets Mateo when she is lying in bed in her hotel room in 
Paris. She hears a knock at her window and goes out to look. As she 
climbs out on to the rooftop she sees a boy staring at her the boy is 
called Mateo and he is very stubborn and has a very short temper. 
Throughout the story the two children bond and together find Sophie’s 
Mum. I would really recommend this great book as it is really gripping 
and I couldn’t put it down. Katherine Rundell has also written loads of 
other amazing books which you should definitely think about reading! 
 
 
Book: Rooftoppers, reviewed by Freya Capsey 

 


