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WELCOME TO THE SPRING ISSUE OF THE 
HELLO HAYESFIELD! 

 

This is the Hello Hayesfield, Spring Edition. 
Please enjoy the product of our creativity and 
hard work over this very short term. All of our 
reporters aspire to create something colourful 

and entertaining for the students at school.  
We hope that this edition brightens your spring. 

 
Caitlin Bellworthy and Rosa Moore, editors 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

By Charlotte Sayles And India Saunders 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What crisp flavour are you? 
By Honor Crisp 

Question 1: 

How much spice can you handle? 

A) Spice? Never heard of her 
B) Moderate. I can handle a mild curry 

C) Loads. Pile on the hot sauce 

Question 2: 

How weird are you? 

A) I’m boring as hell 

B) I have my moments 

C) My family has the police on speed dial 

Question 3: 

What’s your favourite colour? 

A) Red 
B) Green 

C) Pink 

Question 4: 

Are you adventurous with your flavour choices? 

A) No Way, I stay within my food comfort zone 
B) Sometimes 

C) Always 

Mostly A’s: 

You Got: Ready Salted 

You are a boring person with a boring taste in crisps. You definitely don’t use any 
spices. Maybe try to adventure outside your comfort zone 

Mostly B’s: 

You got: Salt and Vinegar 

You are up for a challenge and sometimes step out of your flavour comfort zone. 

Mostly C’s 

You got: Worcester sauce 

You love flavour and are obsessed with spice. You can be headstrong but caring 
and love to stand out! 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Flying Pages: Chapter 2 by Livia Brain 
I woke suddenly with a shooting pain spreading through my body. 

Somehow, I was alive. My head had the most horrific migraine and I 
could feel a large gash spreading across my forehead. Bruises covered 

my arms and legs like smudged tattoos and I could taste the blood 
seeping slightly from my gums. 

I looked around wearily and saw that I was in a hole. The walls were 
sloped and sandy, the floor was dirty and dusty and clumps of parched 

grass grew out of muddy dents. An idea wafted into my brain, as 
mysteriously as the mist wafts over the moor. 

The blue sky above merged from aqua, to azure, to midnight blue as it 
crept up to the shining stars high above. I staggered to my feet and 

heaved my foot into an umber dent. Clinging to the khaki weeds, I pulled 
myself upwards until I could go no higher. 

Standing on the desert sand, a girl cloaked in black was stood staring at 
me, dark eyes filled with fear, her jaw slightly dropped. Then, she sped off, 

upturning the golden sand behind her. 

“Stop! Please stop it!” I cried. She stopped just as abruptly as she had 
started. She turned round gingerly, terror still creeping across her face. 

“Please tell me why you ran away.” I pleaded, attempting to calm her 
down.                                                                                                                 

“You. I ran away from you.” she replied, the wind swirling sand around her 
feet.                                                                                                                        

“Why? I’m nothing to run away from.”                                                                                                                                                  
“You came from… there. People who fall into our kingdom always arrive in 

that pit. No one has been found there for two hundred years, and they 
were the chosen one. There aren’t two chosen ones!” she explained, 

gesturing to the hole I was in. I took her hand in mine and said, “I know 
I’m not this so-called chosen one, but I need your help. To get back 

home.”     “Ok, I’ll help you. By the way, I’m Ebony.” said the girl in black. 

As we trekked across the desert, unsure of any way to get me home, the 
sun fell from the darkening sky to make room for the stars. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Teacher Interview With Mrs Lucas : 
Would You Rather? 

By Evie Whitaker and Jasmine Hammond 

 
Ø Sweets~Chocolate 
Ø Ketchup~Mayo 
Ø Reasturant~Cafe 

Ø Cinema~Watching At Home 
Ø Potato Wedges~Fries 

Ø Boots~Trainers 
Ø Tea~Coffee 

Ø Sweet~Savoury 
Ø Spanish~French 

Ø Have A Staff Meeting Every Day~Get One 
Break Throughout The Whole Year 

Ø Longer Summer Break~Winter Break 
Ø Too Cold~Too Hot 

Ø Stay Up Really Late~Wake Up Early 
Ø One Arm~One Leg 

Ø Best Selling Book~Star In A Movie 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Easter Bunny. . . 
 

Once upon a time, 
In the deep dark forest. 

Was a Grey bunny. 
Eating some honey. 

Then one day passed, 
And many others after that.           

Until… 
Easter came… 

The bunny got up 
And grabbed his bag. 

In joy he walked, 
So he flew and got flung. 

As he arrived, a young girl spotted him. 
What happened next? 

No-one knows, and now my tale ends there. 
 

- Zuzanna Gasiorowski 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


