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Editors’ Notes  
Hi! My name is Jasmin Selby, I am a Year 8 and one of the editors for the Ramsey Ram! 
If you have any ideas or would like to contribute anything to the Ramsey Ram - There 
are meetings each week on a Friday lunchtime at around 1:25. I am also one of the 
writers for a new article coming out this school year called ‘Teacher Talk’. 
 
Hi my name is Tazmin Sloat and I am in Year 8, but I have been part of the Ramsey 
Ram ever since it started. I enjoy it because there are always new ideas to explore. My 
favourite subject is English, which is partly how I joined the Ram. I hope you enjoy this 
edition! 

Christmas Wishes from Ramsey Ram

Dear readers, Hope you are enjoying the Ram so far. Merry Christmas!
There is so much to look forward to in 2017! - William Birch

Christmas is all about family, Merry Christmas. - Callum Watson

Merry Christmas. - William Farrelly

Hope you have a good Christmas and enjoy this edition of the Ram! - Ellie White

I hope everyone has a merry, merry Christmas. - Amelia Slack

Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to everyone. - Jasmin Selby

Have fun at Christmas. Spend time with your friends and family. Have a great 
Christmas and a Happy New Year. - Amber Selby

Merry Christmas and wishing you all the best for 2017! - Miss H Siseman 
 
 

Christmas Tree-sure hunt!
Find and count all of the Christmas trees hidden throughout this edition and email the 
total you’ve found to Miss Siseman hsiseman@ramseyacademy.com.

The first tutor group to correctly find them all will win a prize. The winner will be 
announced in January! 
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On Wednesday the 16th of November Year Ten were 
fortunate enough to take part in the ‘Speak Out Challenge’. 
This activity was created to equip teenagers with public 
speaking skills. This was an activity that many of us dreaded: 
fortunately both a friendly trainer and an excellent course 
were provided to assist us in taking on the challenge.

Upon entering the room we were greeted by the trainer 
who handed us a label with our name on it. Whilst awaiting 
the arrival of the other students our trainer began to make 
conversation with us. He informed us of some of his personal 
experiences (which included a motor bike crash, a French 
teacher causing him to cry and a hitchhiking accident 
involving his head teacher and assembly hall of children 
staring at him the following morning) many of us found 
ourselves dissolving into laughter. 

Upon receiving an activity pack, each student was asked to 
illustrate its cover with an image that reflected themselves. 
We were then given the task of introducing ourselves. This 
was a task which many of us instantly dreaded.  Fortunately 
the trainer made the exercise enjoyable by supporting us and 
introducing himself first.

The trainer prohibited us from using tedious and overused 
expressions such as ‘I am’ or ‘My name is’ in order to make 
our introductions more interesting. If we began with these 
phases or were to begin with ‘Ummmm’ or stalled we had to 
apologise to the ball  which was thrown to us when it was 
our turn to speak. Most of us found ourselves laughing at 
the sight of our classmates apologising to a ball by lowering 
their head and repeating the words “I am sorry Mr Amazing, 
Green, Spiky Ball”. 

After this we began to participate in games which helped us 
in our task of speaking in front of audience. 

We were then asked to prepare a short story to perform 
to the class which had to be based upon a personal 
experience.  We were assisted by the trainer who listed all 
of the techniques we needed to use to make our speeches 
successful.  We were also given support from the activity 
book we were given when we entered the room. 

Now aware of what techniques we needed to use, we were 
placed in groups where we performed in front of our peers. 
After doing so our peers explained what we had done well 
and what we needed to improve on. Due to the fact that 
many students were still uncomfortable with the idea of 
presenting their story in front of the entire class,  very few 
students ventured onto the ‘stage’ and performed their talk. 
After each person performed, their peers would repeat the 
task of giving them feedback.

Upon returning to the classroom after lunch break we found 
our head teacher assisting our teacher and the trainer in 
judging our speeches. Some of us were concerned that 
we’d forget our speech and fail to complete the task, but 
fortunately many of these concerns did not become a 
reality. Occasionally someone would forget information, but 
fortunately our trainer would assist us.  After every member 
of the class had completed the task of speaking about a 
cause they believed in, we were allowed control the pen 
which decided who would perform next. At the very end of 
the day all the students who had completed the programme 
were praised by being awarded a certificate of participation.

 Some students received highly commended awards and 
two students from each of the four groups were chosen as 
winners for their group. These students will be competing 

against each other  in a school competition in order to 
choose two overall winners to go forward to the Regional 
Final at Saffron Walden High School in April.

Many students gained confidence from the course and 
speaking skills which they will use in later life for college and 
job interviews. We now know what techniques to use to make 
our speeches successful; these include body language, detail 
and language, eye contact and concentration. It was overall a 
very useful and interesting day. - Rebecca Norris

Jack Petchey Report
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With the slippers softening the sound of my footfall, I creep 
out into the landing, the dawn ninja. Mum’s awake. I know this 
because of the way the hall seems to leave me momentarily 
blinded, there are shadows striking across from the scarlet 
red blinds and the sunrise is held before me, gloriously, like 
a newly unveiled painting. I have always loved sunrise and 
sunset. After books, lessons, reading, writing, Harry Potter 
and ducks of course. I love how the colours of the sky merge 
into one, from crimson red lining the horizon, to rosy pink, to 
deep orange, to mellow yellow and finally to the clear forget-
me-not blue. I love how they appear to dye the clouds pretty 
colours. I love how they bring life to the sky, how they let you 
focus on your dreams.

I tread carefully down the stairs, making sure I don’t tumble 
and smash my head against the hoover. I grab a bowl of 
porridge and make my way to the table. Mum reminds us that 
we are going to the hospital. My sister begins to make a song 
and dance about it, whereas I just nod and smile. We leave 
on the dot, stepping in to the car as if its the most carefree 
thing in the world. Well, Mum may be used to it, but I’m not.

After putting my seatbelt on, I stare out of the window, 
watching as our house slowly melts away, as green spiky 
trees merge into plain, endless, grey roads. Today feels weird. 
Maybe it’s because of the absence of school, even though 
it’s a Saturday. Or maybe its the fact we are going to the 
hospital. While a radio booms along in the background, I lapse 
into silence.

Usually, at school, I hide my face behind a mask. You can’t 
see it, it’s not really there, but I know it’s there. It hides my 
hardships, allowing my personality, perspective and smiles 
through. Between lessons, I usually spend break and lunch 
trailing in my friend’s wake, making several comparisions 
between us. They are what you would call “stereotypical 
teenage girls.”  All they worry about is boyfriends, make-up, 
phones and their image. They care what people think. They 
care about how much WiFi they have, and how much money 
they have. On the other hand, I care about grades, revision, 
writing, and reading.

My mask hides my family truths, that some have died from 
cancer and recently, the fact my uncle needs a kidney 
transplant and will probably have one of my mum’s. I don’t 
mind that some people may know, but I don’t want everyone 
to know. I know from experience that telling everyone is bad. 
People either pity you or are horrible towards you for it. I’d 
rather keep myself calm, my emotions blank. Keeping the 
mask straight, it shows them your the model student, the 
form rep, the girl with high dreams of success and ambition. 
You can’t let them see your lost, lonely, worried and 
wondering why they haven’t beat cancer sooner.

The car shudders to a halt. We scramble out and walk into 
the hospital. Each step feels like a mile, and it feels like 
everyone is watching you. They aren’t of course, its just the 
feeling that I get whenever I step into Broomfield Hospital. 
We locate the right ward and Mum sits in a chair, starting a 
conversation. I lean against the wall and think. That’s when 
I realise . I don’t really speak, I mumble or think, letting my 
brain mix in a world of writing ideas, facts and how I seemed 
to get a messed up life. I only really speak in class, to my 
family and when I feel it’s reasonable to do so. Last time I 
answered a question in-front of my friends, they didn’t listen 
and I got it in the ear-hole for not answering the question 
with one word. So I keep my mouth shut most of the time, 
as what’s the point if no one is going to listen. No, I’d rather 
be reading books and answer questions with GCSE level 
answers.

I sometimes catch myself thinking about what would happen 
if my mask fell, shattered and crushed underfoot. I wonder 
what would happen if everyone realised I’m not as perfect 
as they make out. I am human after all, and everyone makes 
mistakes. By now my mask is quite thick, hidden well by a 
“normal” life, even if no one has found the correct definition 
of normal yet. I let my mask fade away, and I focus my 
attention on the situation in front of me. The mask has faded 
faded until Monday. There is no need for it, not when the only 
people here are in the hospital room. - Tazmin Sloat

The Cracked Mask

Photo credit - Mr D Martin



5

InstaRam



6

On Friday the 14th of October we had a Product Design trip 
to the Williams F1 museum. On the trip we got to see the 
different cars from when they started making F1 cars to the 
present day; this allowed us to see the evolution of racing 
and how they are still working to make the best possible F1 
car. Even the smallest change can make a difference. 

It helped us to see how we would have to develop our 
products to make them better and that our initial ideas were 
just one of the many stepping stones to a great product. It 
was also educational as we got to see examples of different 
materials such as carbon fibre and how they are used to 
enhance the product. - Chloe Phillips-Taylor

F1 Williams Trip

Endeavour Charity Week
Throughout the week cakes, badges, chocolate frogs and 
other confections were sold in the main hall. There were also 
many activities that people could get involved in, including a 
staff Quidditch match, screenings of all seven films and Pin 
the Scar on Harry.

Over £1200 was raised and given to PARC. Endeavour 
have raised money for PARC in the past and saw this as an 

opportunity to continue supporting such a great cause.

All in all everyone had a great time and much money raised 
for the amazing charity PARC. They specialise in helping 
children with special needs, and making sure that they get 
the absolute most in life and enjoy their time while at the 
centre. - Callum Watson.
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Tony Lee Visit
On Tuesday 20 September, Year 8 were privileged to have 
the opportunity to meet writer and graphic novelist, Tony 
Lee. Tony Lee has worked on many famous films including 
Spiderman and the vast majority of The Doctor Who graphic 
novel series.

The students were given the chance to do a writing workshop 
in their tutor groups after Tony Lee’s ‘Change the Channel’ 
talk in the main hall.

At lunch and break time he was in the library and was able to 
answer question from students: we took the opportunity to 
interview him.

Were you ever bullied at school?

“Yes I was bullied at school for being smaller than most of 
the other children.”

Who is the most famous person you’ve met?

“Barack Obama. It was amazing, he was so normal and down 
to earth and his wife was so funny. I have also met One 
Direction; Niall Horan was such a normal lad.

- Ellie White 

TEACHER TALK!
This half term we interviewed Mr James. Here is what we 
asked - and he answered!

QUESTION 1

Q: What were you like at school?

A: ‘I was quiet, got on with the lessons. I was sporty and 
switched schools when I was 14. The schools were two 
different types.’

QUESTION 2

Q: Did you ever get a detention?

A: ‘ No I never got a detention but did get a few bad marks.’

QUESTION 3

Q: What is your favourite colour?

A: ‘Red.’

QUESTION 4

Q: What is your lucky number?

A: ‘8, because my birthday is on the eighth and when I went 
to my first ever international competition I had to wear the 
number 8.’

QUESTION 5

Q: What is your favourite part about being head teacher?

A: ‘ Seeing students do well and seeing how they develop 
over time.’

BONUS QUESTION

Q: What’s your favourite film and why?

A: I don’t have a favourite film, though two of my favourite 
genres are Action and Drama. I like stories with a good 
storyline! The type of film I watch depends on what mood I’m 
in. It also depends on what I can learn.

Interviewed and written by Jasmin Selby & Amber Selby.
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Dear the Ramsey Ronald,

I can’t keep up with all the places my friends can afford to 
shop at and the type of clothes they wear. I’ve always been 
cool with Primark stuff and enjoyed my visit there however 
I’m getting tired of having ‘atmosphere’ labels on all of my 
clothes when all my friends have New Look, River Island and 
Topshop. I don’t want to offend Mum and start an argument 
by saying I can’t bear to wear Primark stuff anymore and that 
I want more expensive clothes because she’s a single Mum, 
and can’t afford much but It’s starting to make me drastically 
unhappy about what I’m wearing.

Hello,

Right, firstly, you shouldn’t be sending me this if you don’t 
like the clothes in these expensive shops, you just want them 
because your friends have them, because that is a wrong 
reason if there ever was one. Secondly, if you are worried 
about your Mum’s money then why don’t you do a boot sale 
with all of your Primark stuff to earn some money, then save 
up your birthday money and do some jobs for people to earn 
money then it wouldn’t affect what your Mum would spend 
on you normally. Also, look out for sales in these shops as it 
makes a huge difference because sometimes they can even 
be cheaper than Primark! But, as previously mentioned, 
you should want these expensive clothes for you, not their 
opinions. It’s part of who YOU are to have YOUR own styles.

Don’t worry about what other people think.

The Ramsey Ronald.

Dear the Ramsey Ronald,

This man keeps lurking at the end of my road every day 
at the same time and it’s kind of freaking me out. This is 
because I walk to the end of my road on my own before I 
meet up with friends and you hear of young girls getting 
abducted but I don’t want to tell Mum and Dad in case they 
stop me walking to school altogether. I obviously don’t want 
to get abducted but I’m not sure what to do.

Hello, 

Okay. It is very important in this situation to alert your Mum 
and Dad, maybe even your school too. Yes they will worry but 
I promise you they have every right; if their baby got taken 
away from them they wouldn’t have a clue where you’d have 
gone or who in the world could have taken you. Alert Mum 
or Dad then let them contact the school so they can let Mum 
and Dad know if you haven’t arrived then they can contact 
the police and can track you down as soon as possible. 
But putting this all aside, it could just be a man waiting for 
someone to pick him up for work, try not to panic. Either way 
your parents need to know.

Good luck,

The Ramsey Ronald

Ramsey Ronald

Watson and I had been friends forever, we had gone to all 
the same schools, travelled all the same places, and I would 
class him as a brother. We joined the ATC at the age of 12 it 
was very good, we got all our medals at the same time, we 
were lead in different tracks though, and he went for a job 
as a medic and an engineer, but I went for a pilot, and was 
trained also as a gunner, somehow we still end up the same 
aircraft base set on the same assignment, testing the new 
hybrid prototype fighter jet with land sea and air capabilities 
with vertical take-off available I was chosen cause I am like 
the beast pilot ever, and he was chosen cause he is a smarty 
pants and made the plans for the plane and has training in 
co-piloting and medical support.

We set off walking to the jet with our uniforms on, mine with 
minor upgrades like some flames in some places that I had 
specially requested. He liked his outfit the way it was, but I 
was sometimes more fussy. Our base was a couple miles off 
of the Sahara desert. I dreaded crashing as we were miles 
from anywhere except a base that only had minor intel on but 
it seemed to be terrorist, but I had not been briefed on that 
yet. 

As the thrusters started up it ran almost silently as it 
hovered vertically, it must be the electricity inside it that 
made it so silent, it was the only aircraft controlled only by 
electrics. To be continued..

- William Birch

The Desert Dogs

Write to the Ram
Dear Ramsey Ram, my name is Imogen and I am in year 
8, I wrote to CBBC Newsround and gave my thoughts and 
opinions on the problem that a young girl named Daisy raised 
about the unfair difference about boys and girls clothing. I 
feel that Daisy was very inspiring to have raised this as she is 
quite young.

I sent off the letter that I wrote about it as an email to 
CBBCNewsround@bbc.co.uk and they sent me an email back 
saying that they could see I thought strongly about the 
issue raised and they would send me a Newsround goodie 
bag. About a week later it arrived and inside a bag that said 
Newsround was a keyring, a note pad, a pen, a sports watch 
and pictures of the presenters.

I was very pleased with the goodie bag and the feedback that 
I received and I hope that others will do this in the future.

- Imogen Dockrell


