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Online Learning Bulletin 

Dear Team Blatch, 

Welcome to our third bulletin of the term. 

We continue to be incredibly impressed by how hard our students 
are working and how creative they’re being in completing their work 
from home. 

Our teachers are delighted to be able to be issuing so many 
achievement points to recognise our students’ efforts. 

Thank you to everyone who is working together across our 
community to support our students, we hope you enjoy reading and 
seeing their work. 

Science

In Science, Amara J in year 8 created this excellent storyboard showing how various 
types of rocks are created.



Science
Meanwhile in year 9 Science, students have been carrying out virtual practicals to 
investigate speed.

Finley - 9B

Isla - 9B



Geography

Our year 9 students have been learning about Globalisation- how we are 
interconnected around the world through sharing cultures and trading. This week, 
year 9 have been asked to find a number of household objects and map where they 
have been made to see how they are globalised. They had to rummage around their 
homes and find as many items as they could with a ‘Made in…’ label and map where 
these items came from. Some of our year 9s have been really creative and used a 
number of different mapping techniques.

Alexander M

Martha P



Geography

Amy C

Ciara B



Geography

Also in Geography, year 7 pupils were asked to write a letter to Li, a young girl in China 
suggesting the positives and negatives of the One Child Policy in her country as well 
as giving their own opinion. Here is an outstanding piece of work by Miller M.

Dear Li,

I believe the one child policy could be viewed as positive, the fact that it helped to 
tackle starvation, stop overpopulation, ensure families are better off supporting 
just one child. Parents would also receive the cost of child care and medical 
expenses for their one child. These are all obvious pros, but of course there are 
going to be some cons. In your culture boys are favored, so people were 
abandoning, handing over or aborting baby girls. Women were also pressured to 
abort second babies. Any couple that did keep a second child were severely 
punished, often ending up with the government irresponsible slashing their human 
rights, stripping them of their jobs and without a care in the world. There is also 
now a massive imbalance between females and males, 60,000,000 more males, 
the same population as the UK! China is now also experiencing an aging 
population. Your nation could possibly get old before it gets rich. Overall I would 
say the one child policy was necessary, but maybe should have been implemented 
earlier but not as harshly. 

Meanwhile in year 11, Ava C M produced this excellent mind map on Sustaining 
Ecosystems!



Maths
In Maths this week, Mrs Markham was particularly impressed with these excellent 
pieces of work. 

Amia S-P

Manuel H G



English

In English, students have been continuing with some brilliant creative winter writing.

Louis D

Brighton in the depth of winter

Brighton and Hove were gripped tightly by the depths of winter. As I trudged 
through the snow that crept up to my knees, the crunch of boots was the only 
sound that echoed through the streets. Apart from the waves. I could not ignore the 
waves rumble and crash that  boomed from the shore sending shivers down my 
spine. Sprays of water were regurgitated out of the raging monster piercing into my 
skin as they landed. The snow engulfed roof tops and pavements, hiding any sign 
of normal. When will it end? When will normal life return? Families that have 
attempted to embrace the weather are huddled together keeping a firm grip on the 
only warmth they have. But one particular person caught my attention.

There he was knees tucked tightly to his chest in the shop doorway rocking from 
side to side. Nothing but a thin blanket protecting him from the harsh depths of 
winter. The closer I got the more I could see. His eyes sunk into his head, sorrowful 
with no emotion. Not even fear or despair could be found. When I saw the unkept 
bundle of greasy hair that hung from his chin and the dark ominous circles that 
occupied the space under his eyes I knew he had been homeless for months. 
Maybe years. He didn’t look like he wanted to be bothered but as I briskly walked 
past I dropped a £20 note at his feet, hoping he would use it on food or shelter.

I continued on my journey trying to clear my head. I peered over to where the 
vibrant colours of the beach huts should glow. Nothing. Only a slight glimpse of 
greens and reds could be seen under the thick layer or snow. I usually like snow but 
not this. This is the kind of snow that distorts your view; the snow that sinks into 
your skin; the snow that thrashes down instead of a graceful flutter. Just when I 
thought I could never find my way home the clouds parted and a beam of light filled 
with happiness and joy darted down onto the desolate town of Brighton. Then I 
heard playful screams and screeches as the kids from the local school burst out of 
the double doors jumping with joy as they picked up mounds of snow launching 
them at their best friends. I smiled to myself. Everything will be ok. The grip had 
softened. Things will soon be normal.



English

Storm H-W

The ground feels too dense. The air is too cold. I am tired. The weather hasn’t changed in weeks, the cold 
feels biting and the wind whips around me like a cruel reminder that winter is still here. The ground is 
slippery and yet grips my shoes at the same time. Everything is frosted over even the sea looks like it has 
a thin layer of frost over it. The cold has started to bite at my face, turning my cheeks rosy and nose 
blooming like a rose. My hands have started to lose feeling despite the wooly gloves that are clinging to 
them. It is too cold and I wish it were over.

When I breathe in, the air smells clean. Just like when floorboards are drenched in disinfectant, but it's 
just the cold. It's all just the cold. It tickles my nostrils and seems to take over my brain, I wrinkle my nose 
in distaste at the feeling and my eyes blink,harshly. The wind whipping around me stings, like a new made 
graze being cleaned, everything feels too clean and too cold. Too cold. The wind is still biting and howling 
around me, making it hard to breathe and my eyes start watering. The taste of salt water on my tongue is 
prominent and feels so natural, but so different. It is no longer the warm welcoming sting of salt water, it's 
too cold. My thumbs graze over my fingers, trying to regain feeling, and utterly failing. The rough fabric 
feels soft compared to the wind scraping against me. The caws of seagulls come often and loud, in a last 
sound of defiance against the cold weather, good to know their insufferable presence is still apparent 
even in the frozen weather. It's too bright. The sun streams down and blinds those on the promenade and 
yet no heat is gleaned from it. Too bright and too cold.

The sea is too calm. The wind is too harsh for the sea to be this calm, this gentle in its lapping at the 
beach. The waves are barely waves, just soft kisses to the stony ground. The little ripples in the water are 
so small and so calm that it takes my attention away from the cold for once, the beauty of it too eye 
catching to not notice. It looks like a lake that's been iced over, but the colour is wrong and the ripples 
give it away. I miss the warmth. If the sea was like this when it was warm I would dive in it, destroying the 
calm for a minute, and then just lie in the calm, maybe it would calm my rushing mind. It is no longer 
warm and my mind is still rushing and the wind is still biting.

My eyes drift slowly over my surroundings and I am caught on this girl. She is around my age sitting on a 
bench and yet my brain can’t let go. It is too ordinary to make such an impact on me. She is so beautiful 
and makes me feel like all of the problems could be solved if she were just to speak. Her hair is ebony 
and shining, it is greasy and yet I want to run my fingers through it over and over until all of the knots are 
gone. Her skin is so dark it's enrapturing. I want to stroke over her deep eye bags and remind her she is 
enough, but i do not know her. She is so effortlessly, perfectly imperfect. Her eyes drift up to meet mine. 
They are piercing, dark and twinkle with a mischievous spirit, the crows feet that are planted at the 
corners of them show her kindness. I don't know her but I know she smiles after having no sleep. I like to 
notice these things about people. It helps me come to terms with my own insecurities.

Next to the bench is a forgotten coffee cup. A bright pink lipstick mark stains the cardboard rim of the 
cup and has started to fade.It rolls over in the wind and skitters down the road and runs right into a table 
that has collapsed over in the harsh wind. The table is one of the cheap shiny ones found at a cafe that is 
freezing to the touch or burning depending on the weather. Of course it is cold now. Everything is cold.

The light has started to dim. The sun is settling on the cold. The wind settles as well. It doesn’t seem so 
bad now. Maybe it isn't too cold. Maybe i’m just distracted. The girl and coffee cup stick in my mind more 
than the cold now. My fingers are still dead but it doesn’t seem like a problem. Even if it is the coldest it's 
been, I'm grateful to be here.



English

Also in English, year 11 students have been analysing the language used by Laurie 
Lee when writing about the Aberfan disaster. Take a look at their excellent analysis 
below.

Danny D

One way that Lee uses language to describe the coal tips is in the depiction 
of them as “inching ominously down the mountain” This use of 
personification begins a running idea in the rest of the extract, that the tip is 
trying to fall upon the village,  suggesting a kind of intelligence to the tip as it 
has a goal it wants to reach. It gives the reader the image that the tips are 
moving, over many years, to destroy the village. The use of the adverb 
“ominously” suggests that to many they had become a permanent presence, 
a spectre creeping towards them that couldn’t be stopped. This concept 
contrasts with the fact that this disaster could have been prevented, but 
people neglected the problem until it was too late.

Another way the writer uses language is by telling reader that, “the newest 
tip, number seven, was a killer with a rotten heart”.  The noun “killer” further 
attributes intention to the coal tip, suggesting to the reader that it was always 
planning to fall on the village. In addition,  this implies a sense of 
malevolence and a lack of conscience, it has the human intelligence to plan, 
but lacks human morality, making the reader perceive it as otherworldly and 
something to be afraid of. Furthermore, the phrase “rotten heart” implies that 
is has no qualms about extinguishing the lives of over a hundred children and 
that is what it wants.

As well as this, “rotten” has connotations of filth and decay, making the coal 
tip seem like an almost lovecraftian horror, an imperceivable terror that 
murders because it can.

A final way that Lee describes the coal tip is by presenting its fall as a “wave 
of stupefying filth”. The noun “wave” conveys the sheer power of the coal tip, 
acting almost as a direct comparison, a strong force that acts over many 
years before completely destroying something. Alongside this, the verb 
“stupefying” suggests the unpredictable nature of the fall, implying that it 
happened so fast no one could respond in time. “Stupefying” is another use 
of personification, further implying a malign intent and shifting the blame on 
the coal tip rather than anyone with the power to prevent the disaster. Overall, 
the continued use of personification throughout the extract makes the reader 
feel as though the coal tip is a destructive enemy, rather than a clear and 
present danger that no one stopped.



English

Sonny R

When Lee writes ‘as though dumped by the hand of god’, it creates the idea 
that the tips are unwanted, and have just been discarded by god. It creates 
the image that they are an eyesore that nobody wants, even god. The contrast 
between god, who is traditionally very forgiving and accepts everyone and 
everything, with the verb ‘dumped’ shows how filthy and unwanted they are, if 
even god doesn't want them. It shows how they have been put where they are 
without much thought, so safety probably wasn't a priority when they were 
built, hence the accident. The metaphor ‘hand of god’ might suggest that they 
have been around for so long that no one knows when they were originally 
built, so they just put it down to god.

Another way the tips are described is massive and intrusive to the landscape 
and the village. This is shown when they are described as ‘rising like black 
pyramids in the western sky’, which creates the image of huge black shapes 
in the sky, that you can't help but notice. The phrase ‘black pyramids’ shows 
how although they are massive like the pyramids, they are also black and 
dirty due to them being made out of coal mining waste. This contrasts with 
the idea of pyramids, which are a wonder of the world that people visit and 
find them awe inspiring and beautiful, whereas the tips are an ugly nuisance 
that no one likes. The phrase ‘western sky’ implies that they are so big and 
intrusive that they cover up the sky, so they are always where you look. 

This, along with the verb ‘rising’ which suggests that they are still getting 
bigger and being filled with more waste, creates an image of immense, 
foreboding structures that take up the whole sky, and just in general are in 
the way.

They are also described as dangerous, shown when Lee writes ‘the fatal 
seeping of water was turning Tip 7 into a mountain of moving muck’. The 
alliteration of the letter ‘m’ implies that this tip is important, and could be 
very dangerous. It creates a sense of tension, like something bad will happen 
with tip 7 specifically. The adjective ‘fatal’ reinforces this idea, and creates an 
image of an unstable tip that could cause danger and be fatal at any moment. 
The verb ‘seeping’ also creates the idea that this tip is not safe and might be 
unstable, making the tip seem like it is wet and muddy instead of solid, and 
therefore more likely to break and fall. The tip being described as a 
‘mountain’ that is ‘moving’ shows how dangerous it is, as it is as big as a 
mountain, but also moving and unpredictable. Overall, this tip is shown to be 
just as big and dirty as the others, but a lot more dangerous and unstable.



English

Karim A

Laurie Lee uses many different language and descriptive techniques to 
portray the image of these tips to the reader.
Lee starts off the description of the tips with the phrase ‘the evening sun 
sank early behind them’ the sibilance of “sun sank” paints a picture in the 
reader's head of the sun getting blocked out by these towering tips, which are 
opaque enough to stop the brightest of lights reaching the town, this makes 
the reader begin to feel uneasy and nervous. The word ‘sunk’ also creates the 
impression of drowning which while creating a sense of tension for the 
reader also foreshadows the children that get smothered or suffocated by the 
black mountains. This phrase sets the scene by describing how ominous 
these tips were as if i was just a disaster waiting to happen.
Later in the paragraph lee creates an even clearer image by incorporating the 
quote ‘rising like black pyramids in the western sky’ this quote creates 
impressions for the reader, Firstly, the word rising creates the image that this 
coal stack is ever growing, it continues to get bigger and bigger as it blocks 
out the sky. They are described as “black pyramids” which gives the reader 
the idea of how gigantic these tips were while also creating a sense of irony 
because unlike the pyramids which have been structurally intact for 
thousands of year these coal tips are very unstable and collapse later on 
killing and harming many people. 
This phrase gives the reader a clear image of how absolutely massive these
Pyramid shaped structure while also preparing the reader for some disaster.
On line 33 lee tells the reader that the 7th tip ‘was a killer with a rotten heart’ 
this is the final paragraph before the unimaginable disaster occurs, the word 
‘killer‘ describes this tip and suggests that its an assassin and that its duty 
was to kill people when they don't expect it and the phrase ‘rotten heart’ 
declares that this tip isn’t afraid to do anything horrible, these two phrases 
are connected and show that this tip is about to commit an atrocity. Finally 
the the two words ‘killer’ and ‘heart’ juxtapose each other because a heart 
has connotations of love and kindness while a killer has connotations of 
‘death’ and ‘ruthlessness’.
All these phrases come together to give a clear description of these tips and 
floods the reader with ideas about how sinister and evil they are before the 
disaster happens.



Art
In Art this week, there have been lots of brilliant pieces of work coming in. Take a 
look at some below!

Aliyah C Kit H

Carter GPercy S

Annie-May M Grace W Thanjya M



History
In History this week, students have been producing balance sheets, detailing the 
negative and positive outcomes of the Soviet Union’s five year plans.

Orla S

Sylvie W



History

Sasha R

Sofia P



PSHE
In PSHE, year 7 have been learning all about positive relationships and how they can 
manage the challenges that occur in friendships. Here is some excellent work by 
Percy S.

Scenario
• One friend lies to another friend about where they were at the weekend

The friend that was lied to would have been feeling upset and hurt because they 

really wanted to see that friend.

The friend that told the lie would have been maybe guilty but then happy that 

they were doing something different. 

I don't know why they lied though so I can't make a judgement about it.

The only thing I could do is reach out to them both and see if they want to hang 

out with me or talk about it. I might be able to help them by asking the friend 

that was lied to, to  play. That might make them feel more happy. 



https://twitter.com/BlatchMill

