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From the TTO coordinators’ desk
Welcome to the first MOTTO of the 2020-2021 school year.
This year we celebrate 25 Years of bilingual education
at the RLW. 25 Years TTO and 20 Years IB English.
Twenty five years ago TTO was offered at only a few
schools and was yet to prove the success story that it
would become. Today it is well established and there
are more than 130 schools offering TTO in the
Netherlands alone.
Fifteen years ago I joined the RLW TTO department. I will always remember the first lesson
that I taught. I was so impressed by the students’ English proficiency however it was their
creativity using English that made the greatest impact. This week a new member of our
team Mr Hindmarsh made the exact same comment to me.
This year TTO warmly welcomes Mr Lodewijk (Math), Mr Hindmarsh (English TTO &
I&T), Mrs Anic (Art & Design), and Mr Serlie (Music & Theatre) to the TTO teaching team.
We are very pleased to welcome the Year 1 TTO students who are a delight and have
adjusted marvellously to learning in English.
We have a record enrolment for Year 4 TTO this year; we wish them all the best in Senior
TTO. As you read their essays in this edition of MOTTO, you will be impressed by their
creative use of language and imaginative reports for International Theory of Knowledge.
During the past 25 years many activities have become part of the RLW TTO tradition. Some
examples are The Year 2 European Day of Languages Mini Lessons and Year 3 WW1 Unit
completed in History, Art and English TTO, with the annual visit of Phileas Fogg and the very
moving WW1 drama workshop.
This year we are proud to introduce a new TTO activity, Classics Week for Year 1 and Year 2
Gymnasium TTO.
So far this year we have not be able to do everything that we would have liked to and where
ever possible we have adapted activities or in a few cases delayed them. The Junior TTO
Graduation Ceremony could not be in its usual format however, despite that, Miss Haasnoot
and the TTO Team made sure that it was a celebration! One activity that we have
unfortunately delayed is the Senior TTO and IB Graduation. However I know that Ms Stout is
looking forward enormously to welcoming back our graduating IB students as soon as it is
possible, for their much deserved ceremony.
Please enjoy reading the work of our RLW TTO students in this beautiful edition of the
MOTTO edited by Mrs Royle.
Best wishes for the Festive Season and a very Happy New Year from the TTO Section.
Mrs van Otterloo and Miss Haasnoot, TTO Coordinators.

ART & HISTORY
‘When we talk about prehistory we mean the time before people were able to write’ ( Year 1
TTO History text book).
Hunter gathers communicated by talking and drawing. Year 1 TTO enriched the Pre History
unit by creating cave paintings in Art on textured paper. Brilliant paintings and lots of
speaking in English! Great work Year 1!
Learning activities across subjects improves knowledge and language skills!

HISTORY
The Time of our Life!
When you study History, a Time Line is a very useful tool! It allows you to show the order in
which events took place.
It is defined in our Year 1 History text book as – a long bar with labels on it to show which
year or period something happened!
B1a and B1b created imaginative and memorable Timelines of their lives until they started
school at the RLW!
The following photos zoom in to some glimpses of their beautiful Timelines and the
interesting events that have happened so far…..

Andrik van der Made. B1B

Auke Stoffel. 1A
Tijmen Baauw. 1A

Vérène van der Putten. 1A

Above: Pelle Schutte. 1A

Below: Roméo Barends. 1A

HISTORY
Please enjoy reading diary entries from B1a and B1b during their visit to the Great Pyramid
of Giza during its construction! Don't forget your sunblock.😎😎
Imagine you are with Pharaoh Khufu as he visits the building of the Great Pyramid of
Giza .......

Dear diary,
Today I, Pharoah Khufu am visiting the pyramid of Giza because I am
interested to see what has become of the greatest task of my reign (obviously
I'm not building it, my men are). When it is finished, it will serve as my burial
ground along with my favorite wives and servants. I travelled here via the Nile,
it took a very long time but it was worth it, I really enjoyed staying in the most
luxurious boat ever made, well that is what the boatmaker said when I ordered
for him to be executed.
When I arrived, I was brought to a vantage point from which I could see
everything, I could see thousands of men working vigorously and, even from so
far away I could hear the sound of men chipping at each rock. Some men were
dragging the enormous stone blocks up a long ramp. The rocks were tied to
pieces of wood to make dragging them to the top easier. The rocks were bound
to the sleigh-like structures with thick ropes. On the top of the pyramid I could
see skilled craftsmen with copper tools and an A-frame perfecting each rock. I
imagined it would smell like sweat down there. My architect (also my cousin)
told me that there would be two million stones needed to build the whole
pyramid. I asked my servants to bring me closer to the settlement for the highranking officials and when we arrived I could hear the shouting of the cooks
working intensely to finish the meals for when the men came back. It smelled
scrumptious, the sizzling of the oil in the pan reminded me of how hungry I
was. I would have asked my servants to bring me some of the meat but what put
me off was the smell of sweat lingering near each of the hut-like houses. When I
finally got out of that scum, for that is what it was (with chickens and pigs)I was
relieved. I dare not to think of the disgusting going ons in the normal villages.
I will always remember visiting the pyramid of Giza because, I was reminded of
how grateful I am that I was born a mortal god and don't have to live in such
appalling conditions.
By Isabelle Hemmes. 1A

Dear Diary,

I am Khafre, the son of Pharaoh Khufu, Today I visited the Great Pyramid of
Giza. I will be the next Pharao and I will need a pyramid as well if when I
died, so I need to understand how it is built. We travelled a long way to
Giza on the Nile by a boat of my father. We saw many people and animals
on our way to the pyramid. There were big and large villages, but most of
the time we saw desert or forest. Groups of elephants and hippos watched
us when we passed by.
Finally, we arrived in Giza and we immediately went to see the pyramid
from a small hill. My father was carried on a litter and the architect and I
followed them. We could see thousands of workers, people who moved
stone or granite blocks using only ropes and water, so they could pull them
easier. We could hear people chipping the copper tools against the blocks. I
smelled bread and other food for the workers, but the bread didn't smell
very good. It smelled a little over baked. I hoped that I don't get that bread.
I felt the sand blow against my cheeks because it was a little windy. After a
while we returned to a village were the workers slept and ate. When it was
almost dark you could see the sunset behind the Pyramid and the sky
turned orange.

I will always remember visiting Giza with Pharao Khufu and seeing his
Pyramid being built, because it was amazing to see all these hard workers
working together as if they were one family. They did it all for one man, my
father Pharaoh Khufu.
By Anne-Linde Kuipers B1a

Dear Diary
Today I son of Khufu visited the pyramid of Giza. I was finally going to see it. I
said to my dad that I was excited, and I was not the only one to be excited, but
my father was too. I came with him because he told me about the project and
said once to me: “One day, you will come and see it being built!” Since that day,
I had been waiting for this day. Before arriving there, we had a long trip on the
Nile. When we got on the boat, there were lots of other important people. I
asked my father who they were. He told me that they were his scribes, architects,

low and high civil servants and that they were here to help him. The boat looked
fantastic and the voyage wasn’t so long, only three days. On the boat, we slept
in a special room with several beds. I had never slept on a boat before!
When we arrived on the site, it was enormous. There were thousands and
thousands of men working there. You could hear them hitting the rocks from a
great distance. The workmen used copper tools were laying everywhere. My
father told me that the pyramid of Giza was built with more than
two million stone blocks: I was simply amazed later in the day, we came closer
to the pyramid and I smelt something, it was the smell of bread, baking for all
the workers! I saw people with large ropes pulling big stones up the hill. I had
never thought of it but....why were they building the pyramid of Giza? I asked
my dad about it and he answered me that it was to bury him after he was
mummified. Later that night, my father and i went to see the stars together. He
explained me that the pyramid was built in this exact spot to bring him to heaven
and that this heaven was a sort of “after-life”. So, curious that I was, I asked if I
could join him in this after-life. He replied with a smile. “Of course,”, he said.
After that great talk, we played a little and sat around the fire. We were so tired
of the playing that my mother found us sleeping together in the sand....
I will always remember this trip with my family, especially my father Pharaoh
Khufu, as the best day of my life. I really enjoyed these special moments with
him and learned a lot about Giza, the pyramid, and the hard workers. Now that
Dad is buried there, I hope he has a great after-life, that one day we will share.
By Roméo Lefebvre B1b

ENGLISH TTO
As the culminating activity for Charlotte’s Web in English TTO year 1, the students
performed a puppet show!
They used excellent group work skills and teamwork.
First, they analysed the plot and selected key story elements.
Next, they wrote a script and made character puppets to rehearse their scene.
Finally, the big day arrived! The performances were outstanding!
B1a and B1b you deserve a standing ovation!

Charlotte’s Web: scene 2.
Mr. Arable: He’s got to go. You have had your fun raising a baby pig, but Wilbur is not a baby
any longer and he has got to be sold.
Mrs. Arable: Call up the Zuckerman’s! (To Fern)
Fern: How much money should I ask for him?
Mr. Arable: Well, he’s a runt. Ask him for six dollars, and see what he says.
(Fern phones Zuckerman)
Fern: Hello uncle Homer, will you pay six dollars for my runt called Wilbur?
Zuckerman: Well Fern, i will have to think about that….
Fern: Please!?.....
Zuckerman: Oh well… Fern you now what? I will buy your runt for six dollars.
Fern: Thank you Uncle Homer, you are the best uncle in the world.
(Fern ends the call)
Fern: Yes, uncle Homer agrees to pay six dollars for Wilbur!
( The next day, Fern comes with Wilbur to the farm)
Fern: Hello uncle, I came here to deliver Wilbur.
Zuckerman: Hi Fern, thank you for bringing Wilbur. Here you have six dollars.
Fern: Well Wilbur, i think this means goodbye. (sad)
Zuckerman: Fern, don't you wanna see where Wilbur will live? (trying to make her feel
better)
Fern: Yes of course, I would love that.
(Fern walks with Zuckerman to the barn)
Fern: Can I sit on this stool?
Zuckerman: Of course you can!

( Fern looks at Wilbur eating in his barn)
Fern: Sometimes i wonder what is going on inside that little head of his (feeling a bit better)
Wilbur: I hope I can live here safely.
( After a couple hours, Fern leaves the barn and Wilbur goes out in the yard)
(Wilbur accidentally almost tripped over a little rat)
Templeton: Hey, watch out pig!
Wilbur: O sorry I didn’t see you there!? What’s your name?
Templeton: My name is Templeton, and what's your name?
Wilbur: My name is Wilbur, nice to meet you.
Wilbur: Will you play with me, Templeton?
Templeton: Play? I hardly know the meaning of the word.
Wilbur: Well, it means to have fun, to frolic, to run and skip and make merry.
Templeton: I never do those things if I can avoid them.
Wilbur: Why would you avoid fun?
Templeton: I prefer to spend time eating, gnawing, spying, and hiding.
Templeton: I am a glutton but not a merrymaker.
Wilbur: oh ok (kind of sad)
(1 month later)
(Wilbur sees the lamb)
Wilbur: Hello my name is Wilbur, what is your name?
Lamb: I don’t have a name, pig!
Wilbur: do you want to play with me?
Lamb: No of course not, i don’t play with smelly pigs!
Wilbur: Ok sorry for disturbing you.
(Wilbur sadly walks back inside)
(Wilbur feels lonely)
Wilbur: No one wants to play with me! No one wants to be my friend (sad)
Lurvy: Hello Mr. Zuckerman, the new piglet you bought from Fern, he hasn't touched his
food yet, do you think something is wrong with him?
Zuckerman: I don’t know

(Wilbur goes to sleep)
Charlotte: Do you want a friend Wilbur? I’ll be a friend to you.
Wilbur: But i can’t see you! Where are you?! And who are you!?
Charlotte: I’m right up here. You can’t see me now. You will see me in the morning.
(Wilbur can’t sleep very well, he has too much in his mind.)
(The next day Wilbur woke up)
Wilbur: It is morning, Where are you?
Charlotte: I am in the corner of your barn.
Wilbur: WOW! you are a spider, you're beautiful!
Charlotte: You are Beautiful as well.
THE END!

Roles:
Charlotte: Hugo Beetsma

Fern: Toon Leijen

Lurvy: Hugo Beetsma

Mrs. Arable: Linus Barnes

Lamb: Hugo Beetsma

Wilbur: Linus Barnes

Zuckerman: Rutger Koster

Speaker: Linus Barnes

Templeton: Rutger Koster
Mr. Arable: Rutger Koster

On the next page are some snap shots of the puppet shows that were presented.

GEOGRAPHY
Map skills assignment. 1TTO designed their own maps using the information and map skills
they had studied.
They created imaginary islands which had to include certain features and the all-important
title, scale, legend (key) with symbols, compass directions and lines of longitude and
latitude; their islands were to be located somewhere in the Pacific.
Pupils also handed in a written explanation of their map and/or a description of the places
and items shown on it e.g. location, climate, landscape, people who live there, things to do.

Hakula island
Hakula island is a beautiful little island in the Pacific. It is about 50 km wide. The climate is
tropical and people come to the island to relax. There is a luxury resort called Villa Zoia and
nearby there is a golf resort where you can hit a ball in the sun! There are beautiful beaches
and you can drive around the island to visit lovely little villages like Punchak. The local
people sell their handmade products to the tourists. The island is very green and has two
mountains, some green fields and small forests. For family’s Hakula island has a lot to offer.
There is a theme park Joby and an aqua park Splash! The highlight of the island is in South
Cat where you have the best view over the ocean standing on the tower. Zoia Frigerio. 1B

Sophie van Ede. 1B

Boudewijn van de Velde, 1A.

Rutger Koster. 1A

BIOLOGY

B1B watched Autumn Watch, the BBC programme on the changing of the
seasons.
The students took a walk in the woodland close to
school and reported on
autumnal changes
they found there
.

WHAT I LIKE ABOUT AUTUMN by Andrik van der Made
I like autumn because I like walking through the woods or collecting leaves
and jumping in them.
The first day we got this assignment we were allowed to run and collect
information we might want to put in this word document. I enjoyed running
through the small forest and making pictures with my friends.

IT´S AUTUMN by Max Damhuis
In autumn everything changes a lot, the weather is changing, the leaves are
falling or the colour changes, the birds are going to the north, mushroom's
growth and there are shorter days.

By Stein Scholte
When I went out, I saw many mushrooms, as purple
mushrooms or brown/golden mushrooms. But the one I
like the most is the large Stinkhorn, it’s a very tall
mushroom. The mushroom is white and the top is
brown, white or even both. But there is a reason he has
that name… it smells very bad! But yeah, there must also be something
stupid about something nice.

LIVE YOUR AUTUMN WITH MORE KNOWLEDGE by Kyla de Boer
Autumn, the time when you hop on the Hogwarts Express and go off to
school. The leaves are fall-ing down, and the weather is getting colder. You
can also see mushrooms growing, and the leaves are changing colour. With
all of this lightning you may get a scar on your forehead. This is the perfect
time to get under a cozy blanket and get a cup of hot chocolate. But let's get
into the noticeable differences.

AUTUMN by Fietje Vincente
If you’re walking in the forest pay attention and see
what you can find mushrooms, acorns & maybe frogs
and toads. It’s really fascinating!

A WALK IN THE FOREST IN AUTUMN by Julie Arbouw
I started my walk around four o’clock in
the afternoon and an hour later it was
getting dark and it also started to rain.
It was time to go home. Lots of rain and
the days getting shorter are typical
features of autumn.
Once home I saw many spiderwebs in our
garden with raindrops hanging on it.

ART
The very first 1TTO Art assignment is to make an art folder in which to put all their artworks
during the year. The theme: design the front page of your own school TTO website.
The design elements of text, image, lay-out shown by these pupils are really striking!

Babette Huisman 1A

Lauren Erckens 1A

Tijmen Baauw 1A

Ezinne Oguorie 1A

Ole Pothof 1A

Sophie van Ede 1B

Zoia Frigerio 1B

Julie Arbouw 1B

MATHS
In the two weeks after the autumn vacation, the 2TTO mathematics groups worked on the
'Flatland' project: based on the 19th-century novel by Edwin Abbott Abbott (yes, that's two
Abbotts). Students imagined what it would be like to be a particular 3D shape in a flat world.
How do the flatlanders 'see' their shape, and what is the social status of that shape in their
strictly hierarchical society (the more 'regular' you are, the better)?
These slides provide a few examples of the research that the students presented to each
other at the end of the project.

By: Ishani, Anne-Marie, Niels and Florentine. 2A

By: Livia, Philipine, Lukas and George. 2A

BIOLOGY

The National Dish Cooking Event!!
With your group of chefs, you are going to cook a national dish of your choice.
Whether you use your great aunt’s secret way of making ‘Soto’ (Indonesia), your
father’s success recipe for an Irish Stew (Ireland), your sister’s best Dutch student
stamppot (the Netherlands), your mother’s inimitable way with cous-cous (Tunesia)
or choose and find a national dish all by yourselves: the choice is yours!
The preparing and cooking of your dish unfortunately can’t be done in school, due to
Corona restrictions. Instead, with your team, choose a home kitchen and set to work.

Students sent in their videos, and these showed some seriously good cooking!

Tommy, Derk, Huib and Quirijn made the Austrian dish: Wiener Scnitzel!

Italian dishes were very popular. Magali, Charlotte and Nicole made
Pasta Carbonara

Gunnar, Johan and Alexander tried their hand at making a pizza. And although they
had some initial trouble…..

…… their end product looks completely professional

ENGLISH TTO
In Year 2 TTO we are reading Bridge to Terabithia. The protagonist Jesse, spends his summer
vacation training to be the fastest runner in his class…..
…. and our pupils staged their own races out in the woods.

Year 2 TTO's final Bridge to Terabithia activity was a written task exploring themes in the
novel.

Bridge to Terabithia – Friendship
Floor Kees. 2B

Friendship is one of the main themes in Bridge to Terabithia. You can clearly see the
friendship between Jess and Leslie grown throughout the entire book. However, there is not
just friendship between them, but also between other characters.
In the beginning of the story, when Jess and Leslie meet for the first time, Jess is not very
fond of her. He would have preferred a boy to move into town, as he already had four
sisters. However, the friendship, between the two characters, grows and develops.
Jess tended to feel underappreciated by his own family and he was often left to do all the
work on the farm by himself. Once he befriends Leslie, she introduces him to Terabithia, an
imaginary kingdom by an abandoned treehouse across from a creek. Together, they
dreamed and played in Terabithia. To them Terabithia was a place where they get to get
away from everything else in the world and just be themselves. Here they shared feelings
and thoughts with each other, and their friendship grew bigger as they got a better
understanding of each other.
Friendship is a relationship of affection between two or more people. In a friendship the
people involved care about each other, they help each other and talk to each other. As was
mentioned earlier, the friendship in the book is not only between Jess and Leslie, but other
characters too. For example, the friendship between Janice Avery and her friends, or the
friendship between Jess and miss Edmunds: ‘She said he was “unusually talented” and she
hoped he wouldn't let anything discourage him but would “keep it up”’.
Another example is the friendship between Jess and May Belle: ‘“Shhh, yes. There's a
rumour going around that the beautiful girl arriving today might be the queen they've been
waiting for.”’
Lastly, the most obvious one, the friendship between Jess and Leslie: ‘Jess and Leslie both
collapsed. They were in pain from laughter.´
The author might have wanted to show us how important a friendship can be and how it is
all mutual. If you care about one person, the other person will care about you too.
Nowadays, especially during the time of the virus, it is important to stay in touch with each
other. Just like in Bridge to Terabithia, it would help with your own health but also others to
get away from everything going on. Therefore, every person could benefit from a
‘Terabithia’ with a friend.

ENGLISH TTO
Day of Languages – Year 2 TTO
The 26th of September is the European Day of Languages. This day exists to honour the
importance of language learning and encourages lifelong learning in and out of school. It has
become a longstanding tradition at the Rijnlands Lyceum Wassenaar for the second year
TTO students to prepare a mini lesson for the primary schools in Wassenaar to celebrate
this day. This year, however, due to COVID-19, the students taught their mini lessons at the
International School Wassenaar and some groups also visited the current brugklas to show
how far they have come after one year of bilingual education at the RLW.
In groups, all Year 2 TTO
students prepared lessons
on one of the seventeen
2030 Sustainable
Development Goals (SDGs)
set by the United Nations.
Ishani and Armaan (2A)
reflect on their experiences
teaching the students at the
International School
Wassenaar.
One of the slides of Armaan’s presentation on Goal 13 for MYP2 of the ISW.

The three second year TTO classes were assigned to give a mini lesson/presentation to
classes of the MYP in September. Each class was divided into groups of 4 to 5 students. As
a group, you then had to choose a goal from the seventeen United Nations goals. The
goal you chose would be the subject of the lesson.
My group – Livia, Philipine, Sophie, Anne-Marie and I – chose Goal 10: Reduced
Inequalities as we thought that the students would find it an interesting topic. After
choosing the topic, we worked on our presentation. The presentation included: a Kahoot,
questions for the class, a game and information about the topic. When the presentation
was complete, we were ready to give the mini lesson.
When giving the mini lesson, everyone was attentive and interested in what we had to
say, and when we asked the class questions, they responded quickly, which made the mini
lesson a great event.
When the mini lesson ended, the class gave us feedback. The class really liked the mini
lesson and said that we did a good job!
Looking back at this assignment, I have to say that I learned quite a lot and that it was an
interesting experience.
If we were to do something like this again, I would gladly do so!
By: Ishani Awasthi

For English TTO, we had to prepare a mini lesson about one of the 17 Sustainable
development goals. We – Véronique, Marcel, Olivier and I – were allowed to choose one
of the goals ourselves and to select topics we wanted to talk about. We chose goal 13:
Climate Action
This subject inspired us to talk about climate change and the actions you can take
yourself to support climate action. While we were preparing the lesson, I learned a lot
about climate change. That is why I found the project educational.
A few weeks later, we presented our lesson to one of the MYP classes. When we were
giving our presentation, the MYP class was very enthusiastic and it was great fun to teach
them.
I hope we will do something like this again in the near future!
By: Armaan Monnink

An overview of the contents of Armaan’s lesson to MYP2.

ENGLISH TTO, HISTORY AND ART CROSS-CURRICULAR
Phileas Fogg Drama Company and WW1
Each year in November ‘The Phileas Fogg Drama Company’, visits school to give a drama
workshop to year 3 TTO. The workshop is based on a selection of poetry and events from
WW1.
The workshop is the culminating activity for a cross curricular unit in the subjects History,
Art and English TTO about WW1.
In English TTO we study poetry written by British writers many of whom experienced the
horror of the battlefield.
I would like to complement Year 3 TTO on their wonderful participation and performance
during the workshop and the excellent reviews that they wrote afterwards.

Hello, I am Leon and I went to the Drama Workshop about World War One by Phileas Fogg
Theatre. The two main actors were a soldier and a nurse. The class was split up in 2 groups. I
was in the group with the nurse. She gave everybody their own small role. Some needed to
act and others needed to read famous poems. My role was to read a famous poem about a
soldier that committed suicide. At the end there was a really special event that spoke to me
the most. There was gas spread over the battlefield, and the soldiers had to close their eyes.
Then everybody was shot down and the fallen soldiers were remembered.
WW1 was seen as a holiday. Almost every man signed up for the army. The officers said that
they would be back at Christmas. If you didn't sign up for the army, then you would get a
white feather. That means you're a coward. It was a horrible war and it took way longer
than expected. A lot of soldiers died and some even committed suicide. On Christmas the
soldiers stopped fighting for a day. They played football with the enemy and it was a friendly
match, but after Christmas, they started fighting again. A soldier was shot and two soldiers
came to save him with a stretcher. Maybe they had to amputate a leg or an arm. Mustard
gas was spread all over the battlefield. All soldiers had to close their eyes and hold someone
else to walk away from the field. Because they had to close their eyes they were an easy
target for the enemy and they were all shot down, except for one soldier named Hitler. All
the fallen soldiers were remembered after the war.
The actors were amazing. They were good at explaining what we had to do and very good at
acting as well of course. Some of my classmates could act a little bit more seriously, but they
acted good as well.
There were not a lot of props. The battlefield was shown with two small fences with barbed
wire. Some people were wearing helmets and others used guns. The only sound effect they

used were gunshots. We had to act as if we had the props. For instance when we got the
white feather. We didn’t get the feather but we had to act as if we had one.
The Workshop was good and I enjoyed it. I would recommend it to others, because you can
work with professional actors and learn a lot of it.

Review of the Phileas Fog WWI Drama Workshop
15th of November 2020
Floris Emde, A3a

The Great War: realistically shown, full of poems and soldiers’ emotions
Last Friday, I had the opportunity to attend a play about World War I in the Theatre Room of
the Rijnlands Lyceum Wassenaar. The Phileas Fogg Theatre Company was in town and
worked with the third year TTO students to put on the stage a play about the emotions of
soldiers who fought during the First World War. The play written and directed by the Phileas
Fogg Theatre Company was mainly based on historic poems that describe the thoughts and
emotions of men fighting a horrific war. I was invited to attend early and had the
opportunity to observe how the play was put together. The staging was prepared by the
professional team using the materials and props they had brought with them. Two actors
explained the play and worked with the students preparing the play. For about 45 minutes
the students worked in two groups to develop parts of the play. I saw a lot of activity and
there was the sound and energy of much going on at the same time. Of course, all this was

done while maintaining the Covid-19 conditions. This meant for example that students were
instructed not to cough when playing a group of soldiers who had been hurt in a gas attack.
For me as an observer it was nice to see the whole process. It was clearly a real workshop
with the students involved in the briefing by the actors and practising of the scenes. It was
clear that the students came well prepared. They had studied the Great War in History class
and had analysed most of the poems in the English TTO class. The students were coached by
the actors. There was no written script, but the actors had a structure in mind and told the
students what to do. This meant that some students read a poem while others were asked
to portray a scene connected to the poem. Examples of poems read and brought to life
were: “Does It Matter” by Siegfried Sassoon, ‘Suicide in the Trenches’’ by Siegfried Sassoon
and “Dulce et Decorum Est” by Wilfred Owen. I was impressed by the poems and how the
students read them. Also, the acting added a lot of life to the texts. You can read some the
poems at the end of my review. The order of the play was in line with how history
developed. The actors also discussed the Christmas truce and the soldiers playing football
together. The battle of the Somme and it is senseless slaughter was also a topic for a scene.
First, there was optimism, pride and even happiness that countries and their men went to
war. Later, the attitudes changed dramatically. The horrific experiences, injuries and large
numbers of soldiers who were killed changed the mood. The poems reflected this by being
critical, cynical and even sarcastic about the war and the fate of the soldiers.
The Phileas Fogg actors took quite some time to instruct and direct the students. The
individual scenes were explained and exercised. The actors were very clear in their
instructions. The process was smooth because the students already knew a lot about the
Great War, the situation of the soldiers and the role of poems. After the briefings and
practice time all scenes were put together. During the play the students had the freedom to
perform. It was clear from the quality of the performance that the time invested in the
preparations, instructions and directing was well spent. The professional actors took part in
the play, but they left most of the acting to the students. The most visible role of one of the
actors was playing a typical General of the time. Students in most cases had more than one
role. In case of a long poem the task of reading was shared amongst students. The play
focussed on the poems and the scenes. The characters were generally not very developed.
The strength was coming from the situations and how the students made these come to life.
The scenes became impressive because of the total picture, not so much the individual
person but the situation as a whole. Of course, one should not compare the skills of the
professional actors with students as actors, but it was clear that everyone tried to do their
best. The students were enthusiastic, and the end result was impressive. Although the
students had already learnt about the Great War and its horrors, they seemed to learn a lot
from the experience.

The location was maybe not the best of stages and the
lighting was pretty basic. The quality of the play
was supported by other design elements. The
set elements were of varying quality. Some
items of the set really stood out such as the very realistic trenches. A smoke
machine helped create the mood and atmosphere of the trenches. Also, the
sounds such as gun fire very much brought the scenes to life. Although there
were props such as helmets, rifles and handguns that helped the scenes, there
were no costumes for the students. This forced them to really concentrate on
bringing about the atmosphere and the setting through their acting. I think the
students were impressed when the male
actor dressed up as a General and spoke to
them in a typical general’s way. The female
actor was sometimes dressed as a nurse with
a red hat when there were scenes in a hospital setting.
The play focussed on the war situation in the trenches. Of course, this is right because most
of the suffering and impact was experienced by the soldiers. What I missed was the wider
context of the Great War as an example of a total war. Some of the technological aspects
were not really addressed nor was the impact on civilian society such as the fact that in the
home countries women had to take over the jobs of the men in the factories and other jobs.
I would recommend to attend a workshop like the one I saw. It was great to see how the
production was brought about and how a class of students gained experience in putting on
the stage a series of scenes based on impressive historic information. The students learnt a
lot in this learning environment. It was serious and fun at the same time.
Indeed, besides the serious theme there were also fun facts that the actors shared with the
students:
•
•
•
•

About women giving white feathers to men who did not want to fight to mark them
as cowards. This caused shame on the men.
There was a Canadian soldier who said: “There were lice everywhere, I threw my
socks on the ground and they started to move”.
There were rats as large as cats.
People became superstitious for example: lighting three cigarettes on a row was a
bad sign. This was the logic behind it: when the first cigarette was lit, the enemy saw
the light and grabbed his guns, when the second cigarette was lit, enemy aimed, and
when lighting the third, the enemy shot the third person dead. Smoking kills.

I really liked the scene about the gas attack. It was a mix of all the effects, and everyone was
involved in the scene. The students were walking after each other as if they were made
blind by the gas. After this scene there was another scene in which all the students were
lying dead on the ground with only one still standing. This standing soldier represented the
remembrance of all the fallen soldiers. This scene had a really emotional atmosphere and
gave a lot of strength to the play.

My overall rating of the experience is four and a half starts out of five.
To learn more about the Phileas Fogg Theatre Company, the plays and actors, go to
http://phileasfogg.org.uk

Poems:
“Does It Matter” by Siegfried Sassoon.
Does it matter?-losing your legs?...
For people will always be kind,
And you need not show that you mind
When the others come in after hunting
To gobble their muffins and eggs.
Does it matter ?-losing your sight?...
There's such splendid work for the blind;
And people will always be kind,
As you sit on the terrace remembering
And turning your face to the light.
Do they matter?-those dreams from the pit?...
You can drink and forget and be glad,
And people won't say that you're mad;
For they'll know you've fought for your country
And no one will worry a bit.
Siegfried Sassoon

“Suicide In The Trenches’’ by Siegfried Sassoon.
I knew a simple soldier boy
Who grinned at life in empty joy,
Slept soundly through the lonesome dark,
And whistled early with the lark.
In winter trenches, cowed and glum,
With crumps and lice and lack of rum,
He put a bullet through his brain.
No one spoke of him again.
You smug-faced crowds with kindling eye
Who cheer when soldier lads march by,
Sneak home and pray you'll never know
The hell where youth and laughter go
Siegfried Sassoon

“Dulce et Decorum Est” by Wilfred Owen.
Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs,
And towards our distant rest began to trudge.
Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots,
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots
Of gas-shells dropping softly behind.
Gas! GAS! Quick, boys!—An ecstasy of fumbling
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time,
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
And floundering like a man in fire or lime.—
Dim through the misty panes and thick green light,
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.
In all my dreams before my helpless sight,
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.
If in some smothering dreams, you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil’s sick of sin;
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,—
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est
Pro patria mori
Wilfred Owen

Below are some mind maps made by pupils in History related to this cross-curricular project.
They show the impact of and wider consequences of ‘total war’.

This mind map is by Fien Hoevenaars, A3B.

Isaure van der Putten G3A.

As part of the cross-curricular element, in Art, pupils analysed certain artworks made during
the WW1. They looked at how artists used a variety of ways to express the horror of war.
Some of those artists looked at, used irony and satire either in the titles to their paintings
and, or in the way they painted the content in them.
As always, our pupils are encouraged to write creatively.

Report from The Harvest of Battle.

‘The Harvest of Battle’, 1918/19 by Christopher Nevinson.

The Harvest of Battle
I was glad to be the first reporter arriving on the scene. It was a muddy and ruined
battlefield. What I saw was unbelievable and I am sure that some of the sights, smells and
sounds will stay with me till I die. The area was very flat. Over a long distance I could see the
damaged earth with craters, barbed wire and so many corpses everywhere on the ground.
There were many more dead than the ones still alive. A parade of wounded soldiers was
slowly moving through the terrain like a small river. I observed them as they moved on. All
of them were affected by the battle, some limping or staggering, almost all with bandages
and others carrying their comrades on stretchers in a slow and unsteady way. It was a scene
that seemed to be happening in slow motion.

Let me describe a bit more what I saw, heard, smelled and felt. As far as I could see there
was the depressing sight of the ruined land, corpses everywhere and the tragic movement
of the returning soldiers with sad, slow movements. Although they were moving, some of
the soldiers looked like they were already dead. I saw the walking living dead.
The whole situation was deeply worrying and depressing. It made me feel sick. Although it
was still daytime the colour of the sky was dark and grey. There were sounds of the shooting
and bombardments in the distance. Worse were the soft sounds of suffering coming from
the soldiers and sometimes from somewhere in the destructed field. There was the mixed
smell of earth and rotting flesh. Mud and decomposing bodies were everywhere. The only
fast movements I saw were rats moving from one crater to another on their way to more
food. From time to time there was a cry for help in the distance. Such a cry went straight
into my body and soul. Unforgettable suffering is what I saw, heard, smelled and sensed. A
scene like this should not exist.
The title of the scene “The Harvest of Battle” is quite ironic. Normally harvesting is a
positive, productive activity. In this scene the battle only delivers suffering, chaos, damage
and death. War delivers the opposite of a good harvest. War is not productive and brings
many losses. During a war and when the land is destructed so much, there is no possibility
for normal harvesting. The only harvesting possible is the collecting of dead bodies.
Floris Emde, A3A, writing as a reporter on the scene of the battlefield depicted in the
painting.

The following analysis of ‘The Harvest of Battle’ was written by Roni Çiftçi also of A3A
For many years now, I have been exposed to the atrocities of war. Years of senseless killing,
all for gaining just a few kilometres of land. For as far as I can see, there is wasteland. Mud,
soil, dead trees and destroyed villages, that’s all there is. The sun never shines out here and
even if it did, nobody could enjoy it, because the second that you step out of your trench
you get shot down. You’ll just become another rotting body, adding to the awful smell that
has ruined my sense of smell. Along with my smell, this war has also ruined my hearing.
Gunshot after gunshot, explosion after explosion, the battlefield is never quiet. And just
when you think that it is silent, a million more sounds suddenly appear around you.
Everywhere I look, from the muddy battlefield to the trenches, I can see the bodies of my
friends. And every day a thousand more run out of the trenches hoping to defeat the
enemy, just to end up as new crops, ready to be harvested by death.

Here Roni compares and contrasts two WW1 paintings
In this part of the assignment, I will be comparing
two famous paintings, both made during World
War One. The first is called ‘Void’ and it was made
by Paul Nash in 1918. The second one is called
‘Armoured Train in Action’, and it was made by
Gino Severini in 1915.
The painting ‘Void’ depicts war at its worst:
destruction can be seen everywhere, from dead
trees to planes with their pieces scattered
everywhere. In the distance, giant white clouds
are visible, with aeroplanes bombing whatever is
left.
‘Armoured train in Action’ is completely different
from this. Unlike ‘Void’, which shows a grim,
colourless outlook on the war, this painting is full
of colour. The artwork depicts a small squad of
soldiers with rifles aiming at the enemy, who is
presumably on the left side. They are doing this
on top of what seems to be some kind of train,
though it also has an appearance similar to the
trenches that most of the war was spent in. This
painting is far more positive and optimistic than
‘’Void, with its bright colours and interesting
shapes. It also seems more jammed together,
everything is very close to each other, as opposed
to ‘Void’, where the space seems much larger and
more like a landscape, even though it also
contains a lot of objects piled up together.
Looking at these two paintings with no other context, I would have to guess that Paul Nash
is the only one of the two that went to war. His painting matches the countless stories from
the war more realistically, as a depressing mess. Severini’s work is happier and looks like it
was more inspired by the propaganda meant to make people enlist. The time periods also
play a role. Nash’s artwork was made at the end of the war and shows the perspective of
someone that has been fighting for years, while Severini’s work was made one year into the
war when the tragedies of the war were less known to the people that stayed at the home
front.

Step into the painting ‘The Card Players’ 1917 by Léger.
Here Roni imagines what it would be like if one could step into this painting. He describes
the sensory experience and then also interprets what the artist may have been trying to
express.

The second that I stepped into this artwork, I was almost deafened by the awful noise all
around me. The sound of metal scratching against metal and paper being furiously
scratched against more paper was inescapable. Metal gears and mechanical movements
made me feel as if I was in a car factory. As I looked around me, the sounds made sense.
Thousands of robotic limbs and bodies were floating around the massive space, playing
cards or smoking as if everything was okay. Moving around in a very controlled, non-human
way they all exchanged cards and started playing. The cold metal texture along with the
thick smooth paper was all that I could feel. Being there felt surreal. While the soldiers
somewhat resembled actual human beings, this slight resemblance was not enough, and it
made me feel unsafe. Everything here felt so cold and controlled, and when I finally left, I
started to feel safe again.
Looking back, it is clear that Léger saw himself and his allies as machines, forced by their
leaders to destroy each other with no emotion. But no one can stand a task like that without
some distraction, whether that is via playing games with each other, smoking or just simply
talking. This shows that humans can never be as cold and emotionless as machines because
we need warmth and friendship to thrive.

TTO ENGLISH
Year 3 TTO have perfected the art of suspense-filled short story writing.
Roald Dahl is a familiar author to TTO students however we enjoyed reading a new genre of
his work. Reading a selection of his masterly written, ‘Tales of the Unexpected’.
The students then had the task of writing their own short story. The short stories focus on
three key elements; suspense, foreshadowing and the essential unexpected ending. The
twist in the tale at the end of the story.
Please enjoy a selection of Year 3 TTO’s creative writing ….

CRIMES OF BROTHERHOOD
Teddy van Pelt
A3B
Fleming had just gotten home from a long and tiring day at work. It was raining cats
and dogs, which was usual for London weather. Fleming put his now dripping briefcase
down on the oak penthouse floor of his city home and hung his drenched trench coat up on
the coat rack from Harrods. As he walked to the kitchen to fetch himself a nice cup of Earl
Grey tea and a ginger biscuit, his doorbell rang. To his great surprise there were
two policemen at his door. They were also soaked from head to toe. The slightly larger and
taller policeman said, “Good evening Sir Holm, may we come in?” Fleming, somewhat
shocked, replied “Yes, of course, please enter.” The policemen walked in and left footprints
on the clean floor of his Greenwich apartment. The policemen sat down on the
sumptuous sofa in the sitting room of Fleming home. Fleming expectantly sat down in front
of them. “We have some sad news for you Sir Holm.” Silence. Fleming was more than
curious as to their news, but also quite relieved knowing they hadn’t come to arrest him or
take him to the police station. With large wide open emerald green eyes, Fleming carefully
listened. “I’m afraid to inform you that your younger sister, Cecile, has suddenly passed
away.” Fleming couldn’t believe what he had just heard and sank slowly deeper into his
Parker Knoll red velvet armchair. His already cold hands began to shake uncontrollably, and
he slowly slipped into his own dark thoughts. As the red-haired officer began to speak again,
Fleming returned to the now stuffy room. Regaining his consciousness again, “We
received a call from your parents, Lord and Lady Holm, this afternoon. As they were unable
to reach you, they requested we pay you a visit to break the news. Your twin brother,
Christian, has also been in contact with the station.”
₼
Fleming hadn’t heard that name in ages. The last time he spoke to his twin brother
was fifteen long years ago. The reason being, they had gotten into an enormous fight.
Fleming had thrown Christian’s art works through his Copenhagen studio and Christian had
been calling Fleming all sorts of atrocious names. Fleming couldn’t even remember why they
had started fighting in the first place. Fleming has always greatly disliked Christian anyway,
he is so unstructured and chaotic. Christian is always busy with his stupid art. In Fleming’s
eyes, Christian is still just a spoiled child who has no idea how harsh the real

world is .Whereas he is expected to live the life of the successful lawyer. Fleming still
shocked by the news about his younger sister asked the policemen what the next step was.
The larger of the two responded. “Take in the news, call your family and our Danish
colleagues are handling the investigation.” Okey” Fleming replied, as he lets out the
policeman. The oak floor was now dry, and it has stopped raining.
₼
It is raining again, but this time the streets of Viborg in Denmark. It
has taken one full day to organise leave from Fleming’s work, get in touch with
his grieving parents and be summoned by Detective Hauch of the Viborg police to come to
the station for questioning. The last time Fleming was here, he paid a visit to Cecile, who
was in college at the time. Their parents loved her very much. So did he sort of. He always
knew that Cecile disliked him. This was because Fleming left on his eighteenth birthday for
college. “Plenty of money but no heart” was the last thing she said to him. Fleming tried to
forget that visit. He first went to the police station to answer Detective Hauch’s questions
about his relationship with his sister, her state of mind the last time they spoke, anything they
could use in their investigation. Fleming did mention that Christian was closer to her then he
was. That they saw each other more often and that their relationship was quite
temperamental. Hauch informed Fleming in return that the coroner still has no immediate
cause of death and that the investigation is still running. Fleming was also informed that he
should stay in Viborg for the time being. In the afternoon he went to visit his parents. Cecile’s
funeral is to be within three days and there is plenty to do.
₼
Fleming did not sleep well at night, dreaming of curious detectives, ice cold death,
fighting with Christian, his distant parents and finally Cecile coming back from the dead to kill
him. He is in need of a cup of Earl Grey tea preferably from Fortnum & Mason. He knows his
parents only have some weird Danish camomile tea which he hates.
As he enters the kitchen, he finds Detective Hauch sitting at the kitchen table with his pale
parents on the other side of the wooden table and his just arriving loathsome brother
Christian sitting next to them. They all look up when Fleming enters the room. Fleming is
feeling very uncomfortable in his pyjamas. Hauch is the first to speak. “The coroner has
detected traces of arsenic in your sister’s blood. All evidence suggests she has been
poisoned Sir Holm.” Fleming isn’t quite sure how to respond. “We believe Sir Holm, that you
visited your sister five days ago, at least that is what her neighbour has told us.” Fleming
interrupts him by saying “Christian was here four days ago, why isn’t he a suspect?” Hauch
continues “We have also learned from the same witness that you brought your sister a
giftbox of Fortnum & Mason Earl Grey tea. Can you confirm this?” Fleming thinks to himself
how should I respond. He panics a little. “Yes, but what does this have to do with the
investigation” he answers. Hauch replies. “We believe that you poisoned your sister with
arsenic laced Earl Grey tea. She would have had to had quite a few cups of tea over the last
few days to kill her. You see you did not want her to die immediately as you had just visited
her and did not want to seem connected to her death. So you timed her death to her cups of
tea. When you came to the station you failed to inform us about your recent visit with
her. You also informed us about the bad relationship between your brother suggesting he
could have had something to do with her death. Lord and Lady Holm have since informed us
that it is in fact you that has problems with both your brother and sister. You in fact left
Denmark to be rid of your whole family, with whom you argue continually. I believe the time
has come to tell the truth Sir Holm, as the evidence is against you Sir.”

“They never loved me you know. None of them. I was the black sheep of the family. Not
funny, not artsy, just clever and driven by financial gain. Any other family would have been
proud of me, but not them.” The hatred in Fleming’s eyes rose as he looked upon his parents
and Christian. “I am never good enough, and even though I work and work, do well for
myself, I am still not enough. I hate them all, Cecile the most. I was unhappy, am unhappy
and yet no one listened. I needed them to listen to me. I needed my parents to love me too.
But they didn’t. So I decided to get rid of Cecile and then by setting Christian up for murder,
also end his life. My parents would have to see me then.” The tears were now rolling down
Fleming’s cheeks, a broken man. The room has gone very quiet. Detective Hauch
was now texting his fellow officers to arrest Sir Fleming Holm for the murder of his sister
Cecile Holm. Lord and Lady Holm felt hatred and pity for their lost son. Christian, well
Christian was just Christian, with not a care in the world.

Setting
Main characters : Fleming Holm and detective Hauch.
Location : London and Viborg Denmark
Time in period : Winter 1997
Moral of the story:
Make sure you check up on everyone even though it may seem they have it all figured out.

Inspiration
My inspiration for my story comes from my mother’s family. My mother’s family is Danish. All the
names that I have used in my story are family names. Fleming Holm is named after my Danish
grandfather. Christian Holm is named after my uncle. And Cecile is named after my great
grandmother. The location Viborg (in Denmark) also has a meaning. This is the town where my
grandfather (Fleming) was born and raised. I picked London as my other location because this is
where my mother was born. I have based my way of writing of course on Roald Dahl and also on
Agatha Christie. I decided to also base it on Agatha Christies way of writing because I wanted my
story to have a strong feeling of luxury and welfare. I based my unexpected twist and details on
Roald Dahl’s way of writing. I also wanted to create a sort of Scandinavian thriller feel to my story,
as these kind of stories are very popular at the moment. I used a lot of details because for me that
always makes a story more interesting. I tried to use some real old English phrases and a good
vocabulary fitting this period in time, making it a more professional read. I wanted my story to have
a moral as well; make sure you check up on everyone even though it may seem they have it all
figured out. I enjoyed writing a mystery story and using real people as the main characters. It was
also nice to research my mum’s family and talk to her about it. My mum really enjoyed reading my
story. I wish I could have shared it with my other family members in the story.

Notes:
-

Title = Crimes of Brotherhood
Characters = Christian & Fleming
Setting = Denmark & London , Winter 19 something
Conflict = a sudden death, bringing the family back together
Problem = a murder (sister victim)
Twist = Fleming is the murderer
Theme = You don’t know who you can trust
A story about 2 brothers that meet up after a sudden death in the family. The brothers don’t
get along very well. Fleming struggles with himself. Sudden death turns out to be a murder.
Christian = very free person , very artsy. Total opposite of Fleming
Fleming = a typical business man. Lives according to the rules.

DROWSY MURDERS
I wake up tired, muscles aching. This has been happening for the last few days.
Aislinn, my wife and I have been running together, so it’s expected. The summer
sunshine shines blindingly and the roaring AC fills my ears. I can smell that Aislinn
has already started making breakfast. Eggs and bacon, yum. I lift myself from bed
with a great deal of effort and walk downstairs. Aislinn turns around and greets me
with her stunning smile and marvelous hazel brown eyes. “Hi darling” she chirps
happily. “Good Morning darling” I respond. I limp downstairs, it wasn’t this bad
yesterday. “You still have aching muscles?” she asks. “I went shopping yesterday,
and found something that might help”. She hands me a paste, with the phrase
”Aching muscles, no more hustles!” printed on it. “Thanks darling” I reply. I rub the
peculiar paste on my legs and the pain seems to vanish instantly. It smells horribly
though, like cow dung mixed with urine. She serves me breakfast and sits down next
to me. The eggs are perfectly golden brown and the bacon is crisp. “You were
sleepwalking again” she starts. “You should get that checked out”. I quickly eat my
breakfast. I tell my wife “It’s because I’ve been running so much, it’s fine”, and kiss
her on the cheek. I change into my suit and an African mask catches my eye. It’s a
souvenir mask which we bought in Kenya. It’s really pretty, they decorated it with
beads and carved the wood. It also has a lovely earthy smell, and the inside has
been sanded down so you can wear it. I quickly say goodbye to Aislinn and walk
outside.
I start walking to work. The sun shines brightly and the smell of flowers fills my
nostrils. Jayden Butcher, the neighborhood annoyance arrives and skates
dangerously close to the roses Aislinn planted yesterday. He looks like a high
schooler, red beanie, unshaved beard and an infuriating smirk. “Hey, you punk come
here!” I shout. Jayden turns around and laughs. Of course he does, that prick. He did

this last week too, someone should do something about him. I walk further. The city
council decided to plant some nice bushes beside the road, but Jayden and his best
friend Mason had run them over a few days ago. This isn’t the first time either, they
can both drop dead for all I care. I continue and meet Christopher Cecil. We have
known each other since primary school and now we work together. We used to play
werewolf with the entire class and he always found out who the werewolf was,
except when I was. That's why we became detectives. He is extremely muscular and
he has a thundering voice, like Thor. However, he’s incredibly nice. “Hey, Christoph”
I yell. “Hey, Thorn” he yells back. We’re investigating a series of murders by the
Drowsy killer. He only kills at night and only in this area. “Another murder happened”
Christopher blares. “It happened at the local supermarket, luckily there were
witnesses”. “Now we know the Drowsy killer is a man and that he wears a mask.
That should make the investigation much easier.” We make a visit to the crime
scene, police have already arrived and put up a police-tape. I haven't been here
before yet I recognize everything. The lavender perfume and the repeating songs
playing over the intercoms. Everything was familiar. “Ah Thorndyke Bruadair and
Christopher Cecil. We’ve been waiting,” a police officer says. She has blond hair and
blue eyes. She also has a birthmark near her ear. “The victim is Mason, he’s
nineteen years old and studies at the local community college. He was last seen with
Jayden, his best friend”. We thank her and study the body. Mason was stabbed
twenty-eight times, the murderer didn’t want to leave him a chance, huh?”. The stab
wounds are long but thin. Perhaps he used a knife. Following a trail of blood, we see
that the backdoor is wide open. There is a dent in the thin metal door. He must have
kicked it in. Sammy Fletcher, a witness said that the Drowsy murderer bolted away.
He was gone within seconds. We look around and after a rather unproductive day,
we head home.
Aislinn has cleaned the house, and she already started making salmon with mashed
potatoes. It smells great. You can see the smoke rise to the roof where it disappears.
I have been thinking about the crime scene. I hadn’t been there before, yet it felt
familiar. She finished cooking and gave me a piece of salmon, you can see oil
dripping off its skin. I silently eat my dinner. The case should be easy, we have
mountains of information. After a few minutes I whisper “I’m going to bed”. I give her
a kiss, I get ready and doze off.
I wake up in cold sweat, like I had been running. I had a nightmare where the
Drowsy killer had cornered me in an old apartment with blue walls. He had an
African mask and stabbed me countless times. It felt too real. I try to get out of bed
but fall down. My muscles are aching again but this time it’s much worse. I can
barely stand up, let alone walk. I had put the paste on my bedside table last night, so
I grab it and rub it on. Aislinn is still sleeping so I carefully limp downstairs and sit
down. Each step is tiring as if I am stepping through mud. The knife drawer is open,
and the fish knife is gone. I also notice that it’s quite early, three o'clock in the
morning. I make some tea and return to my chair. It smells like citrus but it isn’t
overpowering. I was sipping my hot tea and tapping my feet to the ticks of the clock
until Christopher barges in. “Jayden’s dead!” he shouts. “It just happened five
minutes ago, we have to go now”. I sigh and grab my coat.

It’s chilly and dark out. It’s too early to run, especially with my aching muscles. We
run through the darkness, only illuminated by Christopher's flashlight. We arrive at
Jayden’s apartment three blocks down. The front door was bashed in, now lying on
the floor. We search the house, paying the most attention to the old furniture and the
turquoise walls which are now covered in blood. The lights are on and we can see
footprints to the living room. There we see Jayden's body, he was stabbed twentyeight times. This has to be the Drowsy killer. “Thorn, I’ve found something”
Christopher acclaimed. He had found an African mask, one that looks exactly like
mine. It even has the dent from when I dropped it down two stories. There is also a
bloody fish knife. The backdoor is open, likely forced just like the front door. “Bob you
have your phone right?”. I nod. “Call backup and make them search everything in a
two-mile radius”. “The killer can’t be far”.
By Mark van Damme. A3B

CANARIES WARNING
It was a cold winter night in the Jones mansion. Helen a young adult who just turned
21, was sitting in the library, reading as she would usually do on a quiet evening.
Helen was a tall, strong, and bright woman. She had long light brown hair which she
always put in a low ponytail, she also had a unique sense of fashion. These were the
Roaring Twenties after all. Helen loved going to the library on a cold evening. As she
was flipping through the pages she could feel the roughness of the paper and smell
the soothing aroma coming from her hot tea. She could hear the wind blowing
through the leaves of the trees and the blades of the grass through
the slightly opened window and she wondered whether these nights are as peaceful
as she thinks. Knowing her family’s profession she knew she must stay vigilant just
like her brother Robert always told her. That was about the only good advice he ever
gave her. Robert Jones is not a clever man, even though he certainly thinks he is.
Helen believed on the other hand that he was more stupid than a mule. But he was
still one of the most important people in her life and her role-model. He is the
“amazing” detective and gets interesting cases, or so she heard. She would sneak
into her older brother's office now and then and solve a case or two for him, without
Robert ever knowing of course. She would put a little hint into the file so that he
could figure out the rest. But because she did not come forward as the solver of the
case her brother would get all the praise. He let fame overtake his common sense
even though he was just a face to put on the cover of the local newspaper. Though
today she decided to change that and left a little gift for her brother. While she was
putting the gift on his desk she came across a rather peculiar mystery. It was about
a young boy around 8 years old who was murdered in his observation room just a
couple of hours ago. His name was Joseph Brown. The Brown family was a rich and
honorable household. If you have the privilege of the Brown’s last name you knew
that you were going to be successful. Helen heard that Joseph was the next family
heir chosen before his older sister Margaret. He would inherit everything, from the
house to the factories and of course the money! Her first thoughts were that this

could either be an assassination or some family business. She decided that the
minute the sun rose she would check it out. Knowing her “smart” brother would be
there she thought of a convincing excuse.
When she arrived at the gigantic house she could immediately see that it belonged
to one of the most powerful families in England. The lobby was huge There were two
long staircases on opposite sides of the room. The lobby itself was filled with
paintings and antiques. Even though Helen was from a quit rich family herself, this
place made her feel like a peasant. She made her way to the scene of the crime, the
observation room on the second floor. While she was walking she could hear the
footsteps of the policeman’s saddle shoes echo through the large empty
hallways. The minute she stepped in the room she smelled an immense stink, like
rotten eggs and she noticed a small puddle of water on the floor. Robert was talking
to Mrs. Brown, the mother of the unfortunate victim. She tried to carefully sneak past
him, but he saw her and asked her what the bloody hell she was doing at the site of
the crime? Helen on the contrary ignored him and started examining the observation
room. The room was enormous. It had a wooden desk and a huge cage, which
looked more like an animal habitat. The first thing she detected was the dead body,
which looked pale and felt cold to the touch. Then she noticed that the big cage was
empty. Curiosity drew her closer and she looked down into the cage. At first, she
thought it was empty but then she saw hundreds of lifeless birds lying on the bottom
of the cage. She immediately asked her brother if they knew the cause of death yet
or at what time the boy was killed? At first, he did not want to talk to her at all but
Helen’s smooth tongue persuaded him. He told her that the autopsy was not very
specific in the immediate cause of death, but he died around 7’o clock the night
before. Helen decided to interrogate the suspects. First, the mother, Mrs. Brown,
who said she was making supper in the kitchen, while Mr. Brown was sitting in the
lounge reading the newspaper for the whole evening. She did say that he went away
for five minutes to go to the bathroom. Five minutes is enough time to commit
murder. Mr. Brown confirmed this, but he did say that Mrs. Brown went upstairs to
check if the maids were doing their work well. Next was Joseph’s older sister
Margaret. She told her that she was in her room up on the third floor, just above the
observation room, studying for an upcoming science test. Helen asked if she could
look upstairs and when she did she discovered a loose floorboard in Margaret’s
room, which led to the observation room downstairs. Not that she would let her know
she found it. She also discovered what her science test was about: Poisonous
Gasses. After a thorough investigation on the third, fourth, fifth, and sixth floor she
made her way back to interrogate the rest of the suspects. The maids were next.
They said they were cleaning all around the house and did not want to disturb little
Joseph, while he was in his study room, so they skipped that room for the day. She
also asked them if they saw Mrs. Brown coming upstairs and they all said no.
Knowing all that she needed to know Helen went to her brother to announce her
discoveries. She told him who she thought was the murderer and how he did it.
When he heard what she had to say Robert was furious that she was investigating
his homicide. He told her that she was not the detective and that she should never
become one since she does not know what she is talking about. Helen was
completely heartbroken by hearing her brother and the person she looked up to the
most, say such awful things to her. She decided she did not need his help, she could
handle the killer all on her own. This would become her final mistake.

Helen was determined to catch the murderer. She put one step forward, then
another and another. With each step, she felt more daring yet at the same time more
anxious. Eventually, she stood face to face with the killer of young Joseph Brown.
Margaret was standing right across the room. Helen who was still devastated from
her older brother’s words explained everything. How Margaret was jealous of her
younger brother for being the heir of the family. How she knew that he would go to
observe his birds after school. How she knew about the floorboard being loose. How
she learned about the Hydrogen Sulfide from her Science book and how she used
this information to kill her brother so that she would get everything. Margaret, in
shock by hearing the thing she so desperately tried to hide, grasped the pocket knife
from her desk drawer. Approached Helen and when she was close enough…
Robert could not believe it. His little sister, gone. Knowing the last time they spoke
he broke her heart. He thought he could throw himself into his work, hoping it would
distract him from this terrible reality. But when he entered his study he found a
notebook lying on his desk with his name on it. In it were notes. The
notes were written in a handwriting he knew too well, Helen’s handwriting. The notes
were about all of his solved cases and observations that he would have never
thought of. His younger sister was the solver of all his cases. She was the genius
detective that he thought was someone else. Helen Jones was the most amazing
and brilliant detective he ever met. But now she is gone and she is never coming
back.
The End.
Frederieke Smit G3a

THE CLIMB TO VICTORY
By Roni Çiftçi
It had been a normal morning for Sergei Pavlov, at least by his standards. He had
woken up, had breakfast and left for work. At work, however, things went a little
different than usual. He was immediately guided to the office of general Alexei
Vinogradov, head of the Soviet army. There he was briefed for an unexpected
mission.
On the other side of the world, Roger Price just finished a long day of work and was
about to head home. On his way out of the hallway, he encountered a man in a
military uniform. The man introduced himself and guided Price to the office of
general Michael Wallace, the American secretary of defense.

General Vinogradov started talking about a mountain in the Himalayas, which
confused Pavlov. But then he explained how close to the mountain’s peak was a
Nuclear Research lab, that currently houses one scientist.
‘’Her name is Natasha Morozev,’’ Wallace said, explaining how Soviet
Russia’s number one nuclear scientist was stuck in a nuclear lab together with her
research. Price’s mission sounded simple: Climb the mountain, take the computer
disk containing Morozev’s research, and save Morozev.
‘’I want you to climb the mountain, take her research, then escort her out,’’
Vinogradov said calmly.
The two men each had 27 hours before the mountains awful, stormy weather would
destroy the lab’s oxygen reserves, so they were both told to hurry. And finally, they
were told that a foreign secret agent would assist them in finding the disk, as the
information stored on it went far beyond the rivalry of the arms race, and thus
required international cooperation.
Price had been on the airplane for about sixteen hours now, and luckily the plain was
close to landing. He didn’t like flying, ‘’but at least it isn’t a helicopter’,’’ he thought to
himself. He went through his equipment one last time, checking that everything was
there. ‘’Portable shotgun, check. Two handguns, check. Climbing equipment, check.
Parachute – wait. Why was there a parachute? Before he could even ask, the back
of the plane opened, and the pilot yelled at him that this was the only way to catch up
with the Russian agent, as he was already on the mountain. ‘’The things that I do for
this job,’’ he thought, as he put on the parachute and jumped off the plane.
Pavlov was inspecting the mountain’s rock to find the best place to continue his
climb when he suddenly saw a strange object falling from the sky. When the
parachute opened, he knew that this had to be the American Agent that would be
assisting him.
Pavlov was impressed by the way that his temporary co-worker had landed until he
saw the man’s face, a face that he could recognize anywhere. It was Roger Price,
the man that humiliated him in Morocco.
Price looked at the man in front of him and immediately recognized him. It
was Sergei Pavlov. Sergei Pavlov, the man that had taken everything from him all
those years ago in Morocco.
The two men’s hatred for each other reached its climax when they charged at each
other. They fought out of pure anger: they were shooting, stabbing, hitting and
kicking each other. This went on for more than five entire minutes, and by the time
they were done the landscape around them was massacred. Trees had
fallen down, rocks had been shot to pieces and footsteps were everywhere in the
snow. The two men were too tired to continue either the fight or the climb, and they
were laying there for an eternity. After he was able to stand up again, Pavlov looked
at his watch. It’s red, shiny dials pointed at two past nine in the morning. ‘’Ten hours
left before Morozev suffocates and destroys her research,’’ Pavlov thought to
himself. Price had also stood up, and the two stared at each other. They both hated
each other but knew that they could fail at this mission. In very poor Russian, Price
proposed a temporary peace agreement during this mission, as that was expected of
them by their leaders. Pavlov accepted, even though he hated agreeing with his
enemy.
The two continued their journey to the top, now together, and after many hours of
climbing, they finally reached the nuclear research lab. The lab was astonishing: It
was massive glass and metal building with a view looking all over the

Himalayas. The large glass door opened as the two came near it, and inside was a
large control room with several computers next to it. In front of the control room was
a woman who introduced herself as Natasha Morozev. The two men introduced
themselves but were interrupted when a massive explosion broke out somewhere in
the south of the lab. Morozev yelled that the oxygen reserves had exploded, and
they only had minutes before they would all suffocate. Pavlov asked her for the disk,
which she handed over. She then told the two to come with her, as she knew how to
get out.
The three ran toward the west of the lab, where another door slid open, revealing
a large helicopter. ‘’This is the only way to get out, she exclaimed. The three entered
the helicopter, but Price was hesitant at first. He told himself that everything would
be fine as long as he just sat calmly in the backseat of the helicopter. Then he
realized: He was the only one that could fly a helicopter. He started to
breathe heavily as the flashbacks to Morocco started to come back. He remembered
it clearly: the mission where he had to execute Russian spies, now knowing that one
of them would escape and later sabotage his helicopter. After six months in a coma,
he woke up and learned the name of the man that tried to kill him:
Sergei Alexandrei Pavlov. For years he would be traumatized by that name. Price’s
daydream was interrupted when another explosion went off, this time even closer.
He what he had to do, and it was finally time to put his past behind him. With
shaking hands he started the helicopter and initiated take-off. The storm had gotten
worse, making steering the helicopter practically impossible. But he carried on, and
after more than an hour of flying, the helicopter landed safely.
After they finally landed the disk was quickly taken away by a group of
soldiers and Morozev was taken back to Moscow. The two were told nothing about
what was on the disk or why American and Soviet agents were working together on
finding it. ‘’like usual they tell us nothing,’’ Pavlov thought. Pavlov and Price were
standing right next to each other, but for the first time in years, they didn’t have the
urge to murder each other. Before parting ways, the two men shook hands. They
had barely spoken to each other during the twenty-seven-hour long mission, yet in a
way, they had connected.
The End

ART
3TTO made folders for their artworks in the style of Op Art. Here are some great examples
of work.

Lidwine Hofstra G3A

Sofie Kruis G3A

Isaure van der Putten G3A

The black and white theme continued in 3TTO Art with a project which asked pupils to come
up with a variety of patterns and integrate them into a cross-section of a tree and
intertwining roots. Hope you enjoy delving into these underground decorative worlds!

Above: Jurre Kees A3B. Below: Eleanor Luijkx G3A.

Above: Stella Jonker G3A. Below: Mark van Damme A3B

I&T
A recent assignment was the following: pupils were required to complete a tongue in
cheek anthropological study on the Srednalreden (Nederlanders spelt backwards). They
had to imagine they were a complete outsider looking into Dutch culture. The students
did an amazing job of picking out some unique characteristics of Dutch culture and also
writing in a style that was both formal and also comedic.

Mr Hindmarsh has chosen the following for us to smile over!

Customs of the Srednalreden
Floris Jan van Dijk, Jolan Dhuique-Hein, 4V

The Srednalreden are a Western-European tribe, living on the North Sea coast
West from the Germanic tribe and North from the Flemish tribe. The
Srednalreden live in mostly a densely populated environment, of both rural
and urban character. Life for most tribesmen is relatively plentiful. Much of the
tribesmen’s time is spent on economic activity and for the younger, on
education. Among the Srednalreden live tribesmen from many other tribes
from elsewhere. It is a multicultural society. The Srednalreden very much value
individualism, freedom and tolerance, as these are central aspects of their
culture.
The original cuisine of the Srednalreden has been largely replaced by the
cuisine of tribesmen from elsewhere in the world. Among the original dishes
are various stews, often washed away with a barley brew. The Srednalreden
are very proud of their barley brew which is traded with other tribes around
the world.
The Srednalreden yearly re-enact the welcoming of a Holy man, member of the
Spanish tribe, accompanied by his originally black helpers. In this special
tradition the Srednalreden celebrate the birthday of this Holy man by
exchanging gifts. This tradition also has its own delicacy’s with often images of
this Holy man or his helpers on it. The originally black helper of the Holy man
was seen by some tribesmen as linked to the enslavement of black tribesmen
in the past. This resulted in heated discussions in the recent past, often several

months before the actual celebration, leading to multi-coloured instead of
black helpers in subsequent celebrations. This touches on another
characteristic of the Srednalreden tribe: seeking consensus in issues.
The ruling Tribesmen of the Srednalreden often seek consensus or
compromises in disagreements. In the Srednalreden tribe’s tongue this is
called ‘polderen’: compromise and cooperation are common among the
Srednalreden rulers. The downside of this is that decision-making often takes a
very long time, which is not very helpful in times of crisis.
The Srednalreden have a special ritual every four years where the tribesmen
elect representatives as their ruling Tribesmen. This is done by marking the
name of their favourite tribesmen with a red pencil on a Holy Voting Paper.
The most favourite Tribesmen will together form a ruling coalition for the next
four-year period.
Many Srednalreden have strong anti-authoritarian beliefs. They don’t like rules
imposed by the ruling Tribesmen. When the tribesmen do not agree with
measures or decisions made by the ruling Tribesmen they will often
congregate somewhere and loudly express their displeasure by shouting
incomprehensible statements, sometimes culminating into violence.
What unites all these different sub-cultures and the individuals within them
into one society? Is it the special barley brew bottled in a specific green bottle
with a red star? Is it the popular ball game in which the Srednalreden people
were once very good at? Or is it the tolerance and democracy? This requires
further study.

By Tristan Wijnmaalen and Victor Ruesink

The Unearthly Customs of the Srednalreden
An ancient tribe called the Srednalreden has been discovered in the West of
Europe. Their traditions have fascinated historians for centuries and they have
yet to discover why they behave like they do. The land they possess lies
between the territory of the Germanic tribes and the Gauls.
These people are often seen eating black sweets. They call these sweets “drop”
which is some kind of liquorice made from starch or gelatin. This “drop” is not
very nutritious so experts believe the Srednalreden eat these for the sweet
taste. Another possible answer for this, is that they eat “drop” to make their
teeth look better. In the Srednalreden tribe, just like in many other tribes,
teeth play an important role in an individual’s social life.
Another thing expert anthropologists have observed is that the people in this
tribe greet each other in an unusual way. When two individuals meet, they
bring their cheek to the other’s cheek 3 times, switched to the other cheek
each time. Experts don’t know why they do this and believe this to be part of
some sort of ritual.
Each year, on a fixed date, people come together to feast, chant hymns, and
donate items wrapped in paper to each other. This is believed to be a religious
tradition. This tradition is mainly to entertain the younger ones, some
designated people dress up and put on face paint and an old man dressed in
red would go out and wave to the younger ones.
For centuries, these people have struggled with the ocean but they have
learned to live with it and they build great structures in order to contain the
water. It is a wonder they still haven’t drowned, especially considering that
almost one third of their territory lies under the sea level.
Across their entire territory you can find small towers with large, turning sails
attached to them. These are believed to be mills powered by the wind. These
mills are used to grind down grains in order to make food out of them. A
popular food there made out of grain would be “brood”. The grinded grains
are first turned into a thin powder which is then added to a fungus they call
“gist”, the mixture then rises when it is stored in a warm location for a certain

amount of time. The Srednalreden then eat this with a large variety of different
foods such as meats or curdled milk.
This study of the Srednalreden has shown us that they are an unusual people
who are accustomed to many uncommon things. Although their traditions do
bare some similarities to other tribes’, we can see that their traditions still are
peculiar for their kind.

Srednalreden
In north-west Europe between big waters, the barbarians and the bilinguals
there is a small country. The people living there are called the Srednalreden.
These people are enormous and are usually called giants by other tribes. This
small country is located below the sea level and is very dangerous, but do not
be fooled the Srednalreden are not afraid of water, no matter how lifethreatening or irresponsible it may be to live there. Following other countries’
advice, the giants built a wall around them, which prevents their country from
flooding. These walls are not necessary though, the giants are so tall their
heads would still stick out above the water even if their country flooded. They
use magic to create land out of the sea and they learn to fly through water at a
very young age they also learn to glide on solid water using sharp shoes. They
even keep an iron tube, which provides them with fresh drinking water,
around the area where they cook their food. They seem to be keen on water,
however they detest water when they cannot control it. For example, when
the water falls out of the sky. In this small country they steal the milk from big
scary black and white beasts. These creatures are usually kept outside in the
cold where they only eat grass. After they steal the milk, they use magic to
make a weird yellow substance. The Srednalreden eat this substance. They

have all kinds of different types, old, young and they also have a substance
made from the milk of smaller and much hairier looking species with little
horns.
The parents like to torture their children with their horrible dishes, this has
become a tradition and will never stop. One of those horrible dishes is a gooey
mixture of yellow ground apples and other things they find at the big building,
where they buy all their food and supplies. The giants are very bad at digesting
food, so everything must be mashed much like this gooey mixture. Another
thing they eat a lot is bread, in the morning, in the afternoon and even at
supper. They eat bread with their special yellow substance, chocolate
sprinkles, peanut butter and crushed mice. They mash the mice so hard it
becomes a powder, and it tastes like sugar. When a girl or boy is born, they eat
little blue or pink mice on a kind of round bread that is much crunchier.
The giants do not like to share anything with other giants. Even if they have a
million cookies you will only get one. If you do not give that cookie back in a
week, they will give you a menacing look every time you have a cookie in your
hand. The sentence: “I gave you one so now you have to give me one too,” will
haunt you forever.
In conclusion these giants are water magicians and they eat terrible food they
make themselves. They also don’t like to share this weird food. This tribe is one
of the strangest tribes still living on this planet. Their use of water is however
very intelligent and interesting. “How can such a weird tribe be so smart in the
use of water?” That question has stumped many researchers, and remains
unanswered.
Lisanna van Rooijen and Alexandra Odina

KCV
With KCV (4 Gymnasium TTO) we have worked on Greek tragedy. After a general
introduction, we read one of the most famous plays from Antiquity: Antigone by Sophocles.
Furthermore we discussed the ethical themes that occur in this tragedy, that can be applied
to our modern time, and tried to recognize the rules of tragedy Aristotle came up with in his
'Poetics'.
At last, the students worked in pairs to rewrite a mythological story of Ovid into a tragedy,
applying the rules Aristotle. They all did a wonderful job! I was amazed by their level of
English. Some pairs have been really creative, by writing choral songs that rhyme (in
English!).

PARODOS: Enter chorus

Chorus: Sings in a subdued way, showing compassion towards Procne
And how that barbarian tribe did invade
And the ruler of Athens, Pandion, did not know how to act
And so husband and wife Procne and Tereus were made
Their wedding although was held in great neglect
The wedding consisted of the common rituals
The lack of joy made this a doleful event
The father of Procne, Pandion, would take no refusal
And throughout the wedding there was a grate-fire scent
It was the Furies who were present and who showed a lack of courtesy
This ominous bird-omen did not bode well
With these special guests they were made husband and wife for eternity
As well as parents, which they could not tell.

Floris Jan van Dijk and Kartal van Delden

STASIMON ONE
Chorus:
Oh, mighty Artemis!
Goddess of the hunt and the moon, patron of the young.
Chorus:
You, daughter of Zeus and Leto, twin sister of Apollo!
Chorus:
Sworn to be a maiden for all eternity, fierce protector of chastity.
Just like us who are expected to stay chaste.
Chorus:
Only Orion has won her heart and he will be forever watching from the sky.
As she has sworn to never fall in love again after he died.
Chorus:
Those who threaten her purity will meet her fury.
Chorus:
Similar revenge is brought upon those who have brought her offense.
Such as Khione and Agamemnon who claimed to be superior.
Chorus:
Oh, mighty Artemis!
As your companions, we swear to never oppose you.

Rozalie Smit and Sena Aras

CKV
Fashion as Statement. This was the assignment for the module Design.

Vandalized Alice
By: Sofia, Garance, Julie and Anna

What are we trying to express
with our work?
We are trying to express an
opportunity to embrace
individuality; to reflect your
personality through your style.
Alice Liddell, from Alice in
Wonderland, is described as
“innocent”, might be a word
coming to mind talking about
Alice. Another way of looking at
her is seeing her as a little mean
and impolite, as she has been
unkind to other characters
throughout the story.
We wanted to reflect those two
sides of her character in the design
we made, inspired by her Victorian
dress. We kept the shape and size
the same, for it to be recognizably
Alice’s dress. We used different
fabrics for the skirt and
accessorized the outfit with a bag
covered in different colours. This
gives the outfit a more
streetwear/grunge look.
By keeping the original “innocent”
shape and using more vandalized
materials, we wanted to stress
both sides of her character, and
have a design which embraces
individuality.

Isabel Heijster, Sophie Blom and Frederique de Jong all
did a good job of making a PowerPoint each, showing
their inspiration, ideas and final result. These slides were
made by Frederique.

Lisanna van Rooijen and Feline de
Maat took a much more sculpted and
crafted approach to the assignment
and created intricate designs out of
metal wire to their fashion creation.

While (below) Zara de Bos, Josephine
de Boer and Tessa Radvany took the
assignment to a more literal conclusion
with their manipulated denim jacket
with ‘statements’ integrated into it.

Architecture
CKV pupils were given a list of wide-ranging topics
related to architecture. Responses included films,
animations, games, travelogues and so on.

Eline Nederlof: Architecture as Art.

Work in progress.

Josephine de Boer: A Child Friendly City

Kayleigh van Zyl made a
chess board with iconic
architecture as the chess
pieces, made using a 3D
printer.

Below left: Isabel Heijster’s
card game.
Below right: Sophie Blom’s
board game.

5IB ENGLISH
5 IB English A – Speech Writing
The Year 5 IB English A: Language and Literature students were asked to write a speech
on a global issue. In the speech, the students had to show their knowledge and
understanding of the topic they were presenting as well as rhetorical devices they
employed to make the language used in their speech more attractive and effective.
Before the students were asked to write a speech, the students studied nine different
speeches by the former First Lady of the USA: Michelle Obama. Speeches which she
presented on the campaign trail, while her husband was in the White House, but also
while she campaigned for Joe Biden to become the next President of the United States.
Michelle Obama is a gifted speaker and was one of her husband’s greatest assets on his
campaign trail and during his time in the White House. She continues to be influential
even though her husband no longer sits in the Oval Office.

One of the speeches written by the IB students is the speech featured in this issue of the
MOTTO. It’s a speech by Talia Croughs.
Talia wrote a speech in which she pretended to be the former Australian Minister for
Environment & Arts: Peter Garrett. In the speech, Talia zooms in on the global issue of
climate change and the Australian bushfires. This resulted in a truly excellent speech,
which you can read on the next few pages.
.

Talia Croughs
Ms Stout
IB

13th November 2020

The Obama Speech
Rationale:
This speech takes place in Melbourne, Australia, at the National Climate Emergency Summit of 2020.
It is on the 14th of February, the first day of the summit, that Peter Garrett takes his stance on climate
change, and the threat it poses to Australia. Peter Garrett is the former Australian Environment minister,
and environmental activist. He has many great achievements for our planet’s environment written under
his name.
The purpose of this speech is to inform his audience of the dangers of global warming, and explain how
Australia, together, can fight against the threat, that was created by our past selves. His audience
includes anyone worried about global warming; attendees of the NCE Summit, but also people
interested in this topic, who are keeping up through social media platforms and broadcasts.
This summit is held at a time in which the effects of climate change are very close to the people’s hearts.
Australia is still fighting the horrendous fires, that were later declared to be among the ‘worst wildlife
disasters in modern history’. Many people have lost their home, and with it, their cattle, their pets, and

all their personal items. The wildfires are destroying their country, and global warming has been put in
Australia’s spotlight, a place it had never been in before. In 2018, Australia was still ranked third in the
list of highest carbon emissions per capita.
The speech makes use of a lot of pathos, to emphasize the impact of the wildfires on Australia, and
logos, because sadly, for some, global warming is still a controversial topic. The tone of the speech is
emotional, inclusive, and persuading.

Scorching Heat and Impenetrable Smoke: The Burning of Australia
As sparks of disaster 1 gradually spread across our land, she sat, unprepared, and watched the world go
up in flames 2. Over the timespan of only a few tragic months, nearly thirty million acres of land had
been burnt to the ground. 3 Australian wildfires have killed over three billion animals 4 and destroyed
over two thousand homes 5. More than thirty of our fellow Australian people 6 died 7 painful deaths,
surrounded by scorching heat and impenetrable smoke 8 in their last moments. 9 How could this have
happened? 10 And more importantly, how can we prevent such a horrific incident from happening
again? 11
My name is Peter Garrett, former Minister for the Environment, and environmental activist 12. I stand
here before you today, because I believe that climate change is a threat that will have disastrous and
irreversible consequences if we 13 fail to act now 14. So far, Australia’s average temperatures have risen
just over 1˚C over the last 100 years, but it is expected, that if we 15 do not take the correct measures
now, our average temperature will have an increase of over 5˚C by the year 2090. 16 Increasing
temperatures are causing our 17 ocean life to wither, our farmers to go bankrupt, and our land to go up
in flames. 18,19
Climate change kills our sea life, coral reefs, and fishing industry 20, through carbon dioxide poisoning
and mass bleaching caused by unusually warm sea temperatures. This is one of the lesser-known effects
of climate change, but nonetheless just as important. Moreover, the Great Barrier Reef contributes over
“sparks of disaster” - Metaphor
“As sparks of disaster ... up in flames.” - Personification
3
“nearly thirty million ... burnt to the ground.” - Logos
4
“killed over three billion animals” - Logos
5
“destroyed over two thousand homes” - Logos
6
“our fellow Australian people” - Inclusion
7
“More than thirty ... Australian people died” - Logos
8
“surrounded by scorching heat and impenetrable smoke” - Alliteration
9
“As sparks of disaster ... in their last moments.” - Pathos
10
“How could this have happened?” – Rhetorical question
11
“And more importantly ... from happening again?” - Rhetorical question
12
“former Minister ... environmental activist” - Ethos
13
“we” - Inclusion
14
“that will have ... fail to act now.” - Conditional statement
15
“we ... our” - Inclusion
16
“So far, Australia ... 5˚C by 2090.” - Logos
17
“our” x3 - Inclusion
18
“Increasing temperatures ... up in flames.” - Pathos
19
“our ocean life ... go up in flames” - Anaphora
20
“our sea life, coral reefs, and fishing industry” - Tricolon
1
2

AUD $6.9 billion to the national economy every year 21, which will be lost if we continue in the direction
we are heading right now. 22
Climate change kills our 23 crops, livestock, and agricultural industry 24 with excessive heatwaves and
drought. The cows produce less milk because of so-called heat stress, the grapes become unsuitable for
wine production and carrots, the nation’s most valuable vegetable export, become unsuitable for human
consumption. 25
Climate change kills our land, our nature, and entire ecosystems 26 with wildfires running rampant across
the country. We all know how this works, seeing as these fires are all that has been on the news lately.
The heat dries out our vegetation which makes it the perfect kindling for a fire. This is how we burnt
our country to the ground. All this pain, suffering, death, 27,28 simply for our satisfaction and comfort.
Because that is what this is. Climate change is not natural. It is us, humans, who are causing it 29 and
Australia is winning in the race of who can pollute our earth the most. 30
Luckily, we are also able to fix and reverse the effects of global warming. In Australia, the three leading
causes for the rise of carbon dioxide in our atmosphere are stationary energy, agriculture, and transport 31
at a combined 82%. 32 If we can bring down pollution levels, we can bring back the biodiversity, security
and peace 33, to our country. 34,35
Let us start with the first one, stationary energy 36. Stationary energy 37 is energy that comes from fossil
fuels and is used solely in electricity generation and the production of industrial heat and geothermal
energy. It accounts for 52% 38 of the total carbon dioxide output in our country. Now it just so happens
that our country has an oversupply of sun energy. We can use this to move away from fossil fuels and
start creating more renewable energy. Why haven’t we done this already? 39 We are going to be the
generation that fixes the previous generation’s mistakes, and we are going to do this together, as a
country. We are going to set an example for the rest of the world and show them we can turn this thing
around. 40
The next polluter in our country is the agricultural industry. This is also one of the industries that is
taking the biggest hits from recent events. The land dried out, and the animals stopped producing milk.
Now, how can we get this industry back on track, while also reducing its carbon footprint? 41,42 The
“the Great Barrier ... economy every year” - Logos
“which will be lost if ... right now.” - Conditional statement
23
“our” - Inclusion
24
“our crops, livestock, and agricultural industry” - Tricolon
25
“The cows produce ... for human consumption.” - Tricolon
26
“our land, our nature, and entire ecosystems” - Tricolon
27
“pain, suffering, death” - Tricolon
28
“pain, suffering, death” - Asyndeton
29
“Climate change is ... are causing it” - Juxtaposition
30
“Climate change kills ...” - Anaphora
31
“stationary energy, agriculture, and transport” - Tricolon
32
“at a combined 82%” - Logos
33
“biodiversity, security, and peace” - Tricolon
34
“If we can ... to our country.” - Conditional statement
35
“we … we ... our” - Inclusion
36
“stationary energy” - Jargon
37
“stationary energy” - Anadiplosis
38
“It accounts for 52%” - Logos
39
“Why haven’t we done this already?” - Rhetorical question
40
“We are going to ...” - Repetition/ Anaphora
41
“carbon footprint” - Jargon
42
“Now, how can ... its carbon footprint?” - Hypophora
21
22

answer is that Aussies 43 must eat less meat. Meat production and consumption are the biggest
contributors for CO2 emission in the agricultural industry of this country. Everyone can make a
difference, whether you are a gardener or the CEO of any company. 44 Together, we can make a
difference and change this country for the better.
The third biggest problem I want to talk about is transportation. Transportation vehicles, such as cars,
are horrible for the environment, and since traveling in Australia from point A to point B 45 often takes
forever 46, the negative effects of transportation are amplified. The best way to counter this is making
our public transport cheaper, faster, and more accessible to the average person. 47 So much so, that it
will be more comfortable and convenient than getting into your car to drive to work. Our country should
also focus on investing more in means of transport, powered by renewable energy sources. We can do
it.
Imagine 48, an Australia where people needn’t worry about their income being nullified over the span of
only days. Imagine 49, an Australia where people needn’t be worried about their houses disappearing
overnight. Imagine 50, an Australia where people needn’t be worried about their children’s, and their
countries future. 51,52 This is achievable, if we work together. I can’t stress this fact enough, but if one
person reduces their meat consumption to once a week, instead of once a day, I will not have any effect.
On the other hand, if all of us, together, decide to eat less meat, climate change will become an issue of
the past. In summary, invest in solar panels, leave your car in the garage, and eat less hamburgers. This
is how we will defeat the bushfires, and this is how we will save our future.
Thank you!

“Aussies” – Colloquial language
“whether you ... of any company” - Juxtaposition
45
“point A to point B” - Metaphor
46
“forever” - Hyperbole
47
“transport cheaper, faster, and more accessible” - Tricolon
48
“Imagine” – Use of imperative
49
“Imagine” – Use of imperative
50
“Imagine” – Use of imperative
51
“Imagine, an Australia ... their countries future.” - Anaphora
52
“Imagine, an Australia ... their countries future.” - Pathos
43
44
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Different types of devices and appeals used:
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.
9.
10.
11.
12.
13.
14.
15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.

Metaphor
Personification
Logos
Inclusion
Alliteration
Pathos
Rhetorical question
Ethos
Conditional statement
Anaphora
Tricolon
Asyndeton
Jargon
Anadiplosis
Repetition
Hypophora
Colloquial language
Juxtaposition
Hyperbole
Use of imperative

EXTRA NEWS
Junior TTO Certificate Ceremony. On the 1st of October the pupils who completed their
three years of TTO studies in the 1st, 2nd and 3rd grade came together to celebrate that
achievement and receive their well-deserved certificate.
Ms Haasnoot put together a fun PowerPoint which called up memories of some special TTO
activities and trips. As well as their official Junior TTO Certificate some pupils received
individual awards for their outstanding achievement in TTO subjects as well as other TTO
activities.
Overall Best TTO Students: Floris Jan van Dijk & Henriëtte Kettler
Most Consistent & Hard Workers: Marleen Kuin & Victor Ruesink
Public Speaking award: Jolan Dhuique-Hein
Outstanding Achievement: Rozalie Smit
Global Awareness: Sofia Barnes
Art: Art Paul Wolters and Garance Alamel.
P.E.: Jerry Wang.
History: Anouk Boele
Geography: Malou van der Heijden.
Biology: Emilia Vocke
English TTO: Jorrit Hilders & Lotte Tjebbes
Music & Drama: Anna de Niet.
Maths: Lennard Vleggeert.
AXE Heroes (Oxford Trip 2019): Lennard Vleggeert & Jorrit Hilders
Congratulations to you all on your Junior TTO Certificate. The TTO department wishes you
all the best as you continue your studies in the upper school.

