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ImPRESS Awards  

By Ayah-Sofia Semlali 

 

Last June, some members of the Spark team were invited to attend the Scottish School Media 
(imPRESS) Awards at Dynamic Earth. They participated in a number of activities such as making a 
magazine cover in 20 minutes. Several guest speakers, including a journalist working for the Beano 
magazine, gave tips on how to make it into the media industry. 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Alex Hamilton (2R4) gave his thoughts on winning the award: 

I felt very happy and lucky to have 
won such a prestigious award at 
such a young age what with all the 
other competitors being a lot older 
than I was. I am planning on writing 
more sports columns as I have been 
inspired by winning this award. 
Going to the semi-finals of the 
league cup really enlightened me to write more.  

 

 

 

Tips I would give to people interested 
in Sport Journalism would be to 
remember all the facts and not to 
make anything up - even if it sounds 
better! Straight facts are the best 
way to go! Try writing about different 
sports so you get a wider range of 
knowledge and can write about 

anything that is thrown at you. 

 

 

Example magazine cover made by 
Ayah-Sofia Semlali and Emma 
Hamilton in JGHS. 

 

James Gillespie's won 2 awards and were nominated for an 
additional three awards. The awards relevant to JGHS are 
as follows: 
 
Winning Awards 
Best Sport Article - Alex Hamilton 
 
Nominated Awards 
Best School Magazine – The Spark 
Original Photography - Martha Tait 
Outstanding Pupil - Emma Hamilton 
 

Action shot: Ayah-Sofia and Emma 

creating their magazine cover. 

Group shot: representatives of all the 

participating schools. 



Storytelling visit to Meadows Nursery 
 
 

As part of our punctuation and sentence 
structure work in English, our 
s2 pupils had to write, illustrate 
and create their own children's 
books for pre-schoolers. The 
most impressive work from 
each class was chosen to be 
read to the children at a local 
nursery The Meadows at 
Millerfield Place. The authors 
went and read their work to an 
audience of captivated young  
 

things from the Fox and Rabbit classes. The 
impressive range of titles were 
beautifully illustrated, 
brilliantly written, and read 
with a sense of showmanship. 
They dealt with a range of 
themes from what it's like to 
be adopted, to the existential 
angst of being a spork - neither 
spoon, nor fork. The next 
generation of Julia 

Donaldson’s, and Oliver Jeffers is clearly here!   
 
 

 

 
 
 
Below is a letter the nursery wrote to our students, who should all be proud of their efforts.  
 
 
 

To the clever children from S2, 

  

The Rabbits and Foxes from Meadows Nursery would like to thank all the great 

authors and illustrators from S2 that came to the nursery to share their stories 

with us. The Rabbits commented on your great drawings and how clever you all 

are to make your own books. They all loved your visit and you have inspired them 

to write their own story. Once it’s finished we will try to get a copy to you. 

  

Best wishes, 

  

The Rabbits and Foxes 

 



 

Emergency Day 

By Miss McKenzie’s class 3B 

 

In late April 2015, a devastating earthquake hit Nepal killing thousands upon thousands of people and 
injuring many more. In light of this James Gillespie’s decided to help prepare us if a natural disaster 
happened in Edinburgh. On May 19th all of the third year students took part in an Emergency Day. We 
learned basic skills, such as how to survive an earthquake and how to look after casualties. First Aid and 
CPR were also important skills we learned. 

 

What’s most important to you? That’s what we had to decide when taking part 
in the Red Cross activity on the Emergency Day. We had to choose possessions 
that we would take at the time of a natural disaster. A phone, water or 
deodorant? We had to make rational decisions about what to take which 
taught us what is essential to surviving. The Red Cross is a humanitarian aid 
group helping people throughout the world no matter what side they are on.   

 

One of the activities we took part in was learning how to purify water. We 
started off with ‘swamp’ water which at the end we turned into fresh clean 
water good enough to drink. First we had to shake the dirty water in a 
bottle for five minutes, then filter it through sand and rocks until it came 
out clean. It was a useful skill to learn and we are glad we got shown how, 
just in case we find ourselves in a disaster. 

 

One of the groups involved in the Emergency Day were the Fire Brigade. They brought in some of the 
equipment they use in order to help people who are trapped in collapsed buildings. One of the pieces of 
equipment that they had was a camera which used infra-red in order to find survivors. They also has a 
sound system which reads vibrations and is used to find survivors under rubble. As well as this they 
showed us the gear that they wear in order to go into collapsed buildings and explained why it is 
different to their normal gear. For example, it is less bulky in case they have to fit in tight spaces. 
Unfortunately due to road works they firemen were unable to bring the fire engine into the Meadows.  

 

Another activity we took part in was cooking basic survival food with 
home economics. We got given a selection of foods that could possibly be 
around, such as pasta, carrots and lentils. Out of these foods we had to 
make a meal. Our group made macaroni cheese but for the sauce we had 
to make our own milk out of powder which didn’t taste very nice! We 
learned a lot of important cooking techniques as it is important to be able 
to use what you have or can find in order to have nutritious food in a 
disaster.   

 



 

We also learned first aid skills. Mr Shankland and Mr Newall taught us some 
valuable CPR skills using the acronym DRS ABC. This is really important in saving 
lives and taught us to keep ourselves safe and how to keep someone alive until an 
ambulance can arrive. We first practiced the skills on another person then did the 
CPR on the dummies. This was a really fun experience although putting your mouth 
on the dummy after so many other people had really freaked people out, even if 
they did have anti-bacterial wipes! 

 

Two of the activities focussed on finding shelter which is very 
important in an emergency. On the activities was run by Duke of 
Edinburgh and taught us how to build tents. Some people who have 
taken part in Duke of Edinburgh or have been camping before found 
this fairly easy. However, for those of us that hadn’t had these 
experiences it was a bit more challenging trying to put the right 
poles in and figure out where the pegs went. We then went round 
and the instructors pointed out the good and bad bits of our tent 
building skills. The other activity about shelters was run by the army 
and the basic message was to use everything in your surroundings in 

order to help you build shelter. We used different objects such as their jeep and trees in order to help us 
build a shelter. This was really helpful because you might not always have a tent handy and you need to 
know how to use what’s available to survive.  

 

The final activity was the mapping one run by Ms Campbell and Mr Finnemore. This activity taught us a 
few different things. One of the things it taught us was how to read a compass. This is an important skill 
because if we are in an emergency we won’t necessarily be able to use our phones or Google Maps to 
find our way around! We also learned how to calculate paces although the phones did come in handy for 
the maths. We then had the activity of finding ‘landmines’ which were actually tent pegs in the ground. 
We all got the hang of reading the compasses but keeping paces even was very difficult.  

 

Overall we feel like the disaster day was very enjoyable and a great learning experience for us all. Even 
though all the workshops were great, some of us preferred activities such as purifying water or creating 
shelters. We feel like it was a great experience and we learned lifesaving things that could help us or 
someone in the future. We would definitely recommend that the school does this again next year!  

 

       

 



 

Visit From a Chef 

By Freya Barber & Esther Leung 2K3 

 

On the 24th of March, James Gillespie’s received a visit from a chef called Neil Forbes. He owns a 
restaurant called Café Saint Honore and was voted best Scottish chef of the year in 2011. 

As well as an interview we had the wonderful option to cook with him along with some senior pupils. We 
cooked fish stew which contained: potato, parsley, cod, onion, leek & cream. His rating on our cooking 
was 8/10! The second dish was poached egg with black pudding, 
salad and a honey mustard dressing. 

The interview: 

What’s your favourite food? 

Grilled fish with sea salt, lemon juice & salad. 

 

Why do you buy food in the farmers market instead of the 
supermarket? 

Because I like to keep money in the local economy. 

 

Why did you become a chef and where did you learn to cook? 

It’s a family tradition – my dad taught me to cook. I have worked 
Australia, America & Scotland. 

. 

Why do you think it’s important to come to our school and share your passion with us? 

Because it’s a wonderful profession and it’s very rewarding. 

 

What’s your favourite produce to cook with and how do you design your menu? 

Whatever is good, fresh & seasonal and my menu is designed using whatever is clean, fair, fresh, local & 
seasonal. 

 

What advice would you give people who want to become chefs? 

Work hard, work in top restaurants, read cook books, watch 
cooking TV shows & cook! 

 

What are 3 main skills to become a good chef? 

Taste, taste, taste! 

 

What message would you like to give us? 
Eat healthy, eat better & enjoy cooking wherever you are! 



 

A Level Art Show 

 

This year’s A Level Art show was absolutely 
incredible. From paintings and photographs to 
sculpture and film, there was an abundance of 
work to keep everyone engaged and fascinated. 
It was clear that an enormous amount of work 
had gone into setting up for the evening and it 
was incredible to see the amount of work that 
these A Level students had managed to produce 
in just one year. Below is a small sample of some 
of the incredible models and sculptures 
produced:  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

A Level Art Show 

Many who attended this show remarked on the professional quality of the 
work produced. In some cases, 
the A Level students had 
responded to some very difficult 
stimuli and the final results were 
hard-hitting and emotive pieces 
of work. The range of ideas and 
skills on show was impressive 
and these artists should be very 
proud of themselves – no doubt 
some of their names will soon 

be well known in the art world! 

 



 

Creative Writing 

 

The Dance  

by Catriona Hook 

 

Chapter: 1 

I watch them dance their golden ball-gown waltz.  They dip and twirl around their lead, flash to the side 
and lean back, hands stretched out revealing their elegant forms.  I remain entranced as they make their 
steady turns down the dance floor.  I have always liked the forms of dance and not because I’ve 
experienced the urge to pick up some fitted shoes and start waving my limbs around to the rhythm of 
some music.  No, I’ve never wanted to dance nor do I have the slightest interest in studying its different 
styles.  It’s not the dance that transfixes me but the dancers themselves – or rather their blissful 
detachment.  They step out of themselves and in their soft faces I can see a reflection of the dreamland 
to which they have retreated.  That’s what I like.  I mean – doesn’t it sound great?  Being someplace 
where you can come out from yourself, somewhere to retreat to, somewhere you can ditch all the crap 
of your life.  Somewhere where you can just forget it all.  I revert my eyes back to the flickering 
dance.  It’s almost over.  They have almost reached the bottom.    

 

As I watch a salt wind breaks over my shoulders from my crouched position.  It slaps my cheeks pink, 
shocking my hair to a frenzy.  I look down but the dance has been extinguished.  Letting the 
smouldering corpse drop, I exhale a final ashen twirl.  My fingers, recoiling from the gust, retreat back 
into the folds of my sweater leaving sandy curls to fend for themselves.  The cracked boards beneath 
me creak with the strain as I press off my feet.  I walk over to the wooden ledge at the front of the 
shelter and lean out so a full view of the shaggy bay precedes me.  This lookout has been here as long as 
I can remember, this obstruction of rotting wood and shedding blue skin.  He has always hated it and I 
could never steel myself to say anything against him.  It sits, just jutting out from the bay line nestled in 
overgrown grasses and trees that stretch out in a valiant attempt to hold it up. I don’t know why they 
bother.  

 

It’s been awhile since I was last here, my once refuge.  It had always stored my secrets, concealed in its 
crumpled foundations.  Here I could allow these winds to kiss away the salt tracks that had engraved my 
young face.  This place cradled me when no-one else would.  At least that’s what it was like when it 
started, when I didn’t understand.  Heaving myself onto the ledge my back sliding down the gnarled 
post, I sit now with my arms round grubby jeans and leaning back against erect wood.  Nestling into the 
familiar curves and knots that hold my body I breathe in the familiar seaside scents.  I haven’t been out 
for a while, haven’t really had the chance, considering everything – considering him…I reach for my 
pocket and strike another flaring dance, watching again the rapturous turns which too soon leave me 
with nothing but the ghosts of its final bow and another finger burning with its heat. 

 

I look up to take my mind off the throbbing warmth spreading through my hand and the murky smog 
festering in my chest.  The sky is frozen in place, a placid empty sky – void of clouds and patrolling 
aircrafts.  It is a blank, faded blue infiltrated only by the stoned grey reflections of the silent water 



 

below.  The enveloping silence is torn by the far off screeches of circling gulls above me.  I see them just 
as they clash, with furious keeling, claws stretched out, clasping as they meet - writhing to dig talons 
beneath flesh.  Their wings beat and fend off, blood tipped beaks connect and, though a poet may claim 
them to be in a lover’s embrace, I know better.  The ‘gulls’ at home are just like that.  It may seem like 
an embrace but it’s always a fight. 

 

It wasn’t always like this.  I remember a time when a small boy would spend hours running along the 
shingle, seeking little treasures once lost at sea.  He would collect them, pick up the harsh fragments of 
emerald and dulled brown, cradle fragile jewels and drag along dulled rings of rubber to string to a tree 
and propel into the beckoning breeze.  These were his riches, free for the taking.  He would show each 
one to the enthusiastic audience of a bearded man who went hand in hand with his bright eyed woman 
heavily muffled against the wind.  We used to be like that, he and I, though it’s almost laughable to 
think of it now. 

 

There are a few people walking the beach.  A couple ambling in the lapping waves, dogs walking their 
owners and two children who run to the bank on my right fascinated by a washed up boot.  

 

Another bite from the wind brings me to my senses - I’ve been gone too long.  I jump down from my 
perch and leave my refuge making sure no trace of my private performance is left as I let my feet lead me 
back down the small lane that will take me to their house.  I try to form a strategy that’ll allow me to slip 
into my bedroom without passing the kitchen - avoiding mum who will be waiting for him, her hands raw 
from last night’s dishes.  I raise my head in time to see two old ladies hobble past with their plastic hair 
nets, thick stockings and crumpled faces.  I fix up my most perfect smile and easy step as we 
pass.  They twitter and raise roped hands – accepted.  He might’ve been proud.  Face head down, I tug 
my hood over my head.  I forgot my coat.  My trainers are iced with a healthy chocolate coating as I 
squelch through the grassy bank and break through to the looming driveway. I force the next few steps 
which take me through the empty fence deprived of a ‘welcome’ gate since the night of his first rage – 
who knew an iron gate could be cowed by just one man? Then again, what wouldn’t have? I remember 
that night, of course.  It was the night I discovered my passion for the dance. I ran to my refuge lit up 
that first one and it was like my purple weals were violet flowers and the screaming in my head receded 
as I was caught up in the dance.  I reach the door and, crossing the threshold, hear them again: the 
‘gulls’ from my house, voices raised to screeches.  Through closed eyes I see my dance - the flames rise 
higher, expanding and rounding - then I open them and the flames go out. 

 

Behind me the storm-kissed door moans as it shudders to a close, cutting off my escape and shutting me 
in.  The dance is useless in here.  I inhale the final fume that lingers in my sweater as I push off into this 
latest embrace. 

  

 

 



 

Creative Writing 

 

Adam 

By Morven Stewart 

 

Chapter One 

I stand at the edge of the water, marvelling at the beauty and tranquillity that surrounds me, although 
even here is tainted by the violence. The shimming water chops and changes as the waves roll in, before 

hastily retreating, reflecting the chaos threatening to engulf 
my beloved homeland. Not even the innocent are safe.  
Nothing is sacred, no name or title prevents blood being 
spilt. As the waves once again mercilessly pound the sand, I 
close my eyes. Desperate to avoid the reminder of the last 
few days and all that has come to pass, and worse, all I fear 
that is yet to come. Try as I might I know soon the time will 
come when I will have to act, but that will not prevent me 
from doing almost anything to prevent the inevitable. Some 
might say that makes me a coward, but they have no to right 
to judge me. Just as they have no right to condemn, although 

that has never prevented them in the past.  The fleeting moment of calm is suddenly disturbed; the 
birds nesting in the trees suddenly flee, and only the ravens remain, hovering for a long moment, until 
they too disappear into the descending darkness, leaving me alone.  And as I raise my eyes slowly, I 
observe the sky changing.  At first a muffled blue, desperate to cry out, followed by a pale yet rosy pink, 
before finally settling on the crimson colour of blood.  

 

I am still standing frozen when Adam finally arrives, his childish giggles alert me to his presence.  I turn 
and smile in spite of myself as he stumbles towards me with his arms outstretched.  He falls at my feet 
and I sweep him into my arms, laughing as I notice the ill-fitting dress he is wearing, the bottom trails 
along the ground gathering dirt. His blond curls and sparkling eyes momentarily reassure me as I hold 
him close.  A twig crunches, causing my eyes to dart all around and search the trees wildly for danger. I 
exhale as the culprit is revealed. It’s only John, Adam’s protector. While my mind comprehends that we 
are temporarily safe my heart rate stubbornly refuses to slow. The peace is shattered and as John 
delivers his chilling warning I am forced to acknowledge the return of my constant companion: fear.  

 

I race through the trees with Adam in my arms as my imagination delights in taunting me, torturing me 
with images of anguish as I contemplate the consequences of my selfish actions. I made a vow that I now 
fear I cannot deliver. I glance at Adam in my arms and his face is a picture of confusion, and I cannot 
explain. I long to but I force myself to conserve my energy. Besides I have no words of wisdom to offer. I 
myself do not understand how men can be so brutal and merciless. He is an innocent child, guilty only in 
name. John vanished in the woods and while I pray he is safe I cannot hold out much hope. Bringing him 
here was stupid, and reckless. Now we are even more vulnerable, and alone. Henry has no shortage of 
men to do his bidding, for to refuse would surely mean death. In my panic I lose my footing and fall, 



 

crying out with Adam as I hit the floor. Immediately I fall silent and try to remedy my mistake. Henry’s 
men must surely surround the woods. Crouching behind a tree I rest for a moment, waiting. The tree is 
cold and unwelcoming on my back, unforgiving. The branches seem to reach down towards me, 
threatening and sinister, telling me there is no shelter here. These woods provide no safe haven, merely 
a stark reminder of the carnage that surrounds us. Even the air is harsh and with every breath the woods 
become more foreboding. Yet somehow Adam remains oblivious and sleeps in my arms, his innocence 
the one thing to have survived the last few days intact. I wish he could be spared. His complete trust in 
me only increases my guilt. I betrayed him, although I could not predict this outcome. I did not realise 
one misguided mistake would ripple like a stone thrown into the water, cascading with consequences I 
could never have foreseen yet am powerless to stop. He briefly stirs before drifting off again, his head 
resting on my chest.  

 

The next morning is bleak; the sun struggles in vain but cannot 
penetrate the thick fog. There is still no sign of John and I am 
struggling to appear calm for Adam’s sake, although inside I am 
agonising. Only a select few were entrusted with Adam’s location. 
I do not trust readily, but nonetheless we were betrayed. John and 
other good people will join the many innocents slaughtered, but 
there is nothing I can do to save them without giving up Adam. 
Even that would be unlikely to guarantee their safety. I shake my 
head and with renewed determination set off into the daunting 
fog.  

 

I wander hopelessly for hours, lost in the vast woods, my eyes unable to pierce the never ending fog. I am 
exhausted but I stumble hopelessly on.  If I stop I will to fall, and if I fall I will fail. I will not admit defeat. 
Not to him.  My stubborn refusal drives me on, past the endless rows of identical trees, towards what I 
think is freedom, although any sense of direction and time deserted me long ago. Several times I whip 
around, disturbed by what I am certain is footsteps, but each time I find us alone. The final time my eyes 
sweep the woods I am aware of what my eyes are not, but I feel no panic. I simply put Adam down and 
sit; I am prepared to wait. 

 

I am still sitting patiently when he finally emerges from the shadows, looking almost disappointed. As if I 
should be apologising for ruining his twisted little game, the thought makes me smile wryly. I watch him 
take his moment to gloat. I know I have left it too late and there is nothing I can do, that much I will 
concede. But I will not plead for mercy, my dignity will remain intact. I know he has none. I just watch 
mutely as Adam is torn from my arms, and raise my eyes to meet those I know better than my own one 
last time. When the first blow lands I do not even raise my arms to protest, and soon all I know is pain. 
Until eventually I know nothing at all. 

 

   

 

 



 

Poetry 

Whose country is it anyway? Poems on Scottish identity 
 
 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

You can find more poems on Scottish identity written by JGHS students 
here: https://makingmakars.wordpress.com 

A question was asked 
 
A question was asked and with it came 
antique scrawls on a small piece of paper, 
an X to mark centuries of debate. 
A lifetime of conflict in two empty squares. 
People filed and people filled and still they could not hear 
  
Dòchasach 
  
Yet there came to light identity and understanding. 
Grabbing the shovel we dug up roots 
And asked about our heritage. 
Who we are? 
  
Screaming drunken choruses of flowers 
Wearing skirts and called colours. 
Dancing to nameless tunes. 
Can we answer? 
  
A question was asked and we forgot ourselves. 
The wrong answer whimpered hope and we gave up. 
  
I hear the whisper Dòchasach 
  
A dying language, 
An unidentified culture. 
  
Our colours are fading 
As Hume watches with his fluorescent hat 
And people curse the cobblestones. 
  
I hear the fading Dòchasach. 
  
By Roise Nic An Bheatha 
 

https://makingmakars.wordpress.com/2014/12/04/whose-country-is-it-anyway-poems-on-scottish-identity/
https://makingmakars.wordpress.com/


 

The Pushkin Prize 

 

The Pushkin Prizes offer a unique opportunity for 10 pupils from schools 
throughout Scotland to attend a five-day creative writing course at the 
Arvon Foundation Writers' Centre near Inverness.  

Pupils in S1 and S2 (or the equivalent) from any school in Scotland are 
invited to submit their creative writing folios in December every year. 
Each folio must contain three pieces of creative writing, each no longer 
than 1200 words long. Pupils can write about anything they wish, and 
they can write in any genre, or combination of genres. 

Last year, Grace Helfer was one of the winners from JGHS. Below is a sample of her creative writing 
which helped her to win this prize.  

 

How many questions does a cat have? 

 

Are there endless 
streams of them with 
the cat chasing all?  

 
Or is there empty  
space up there  
and the cat can  
choose its path?  

 
Is every fly 
and twitching leaf 
an answer to be caught?  

 
Or are they questions 
waiting 
to be asked? 

 
 

A wish 
 
I wish for shelter from 
the howling winds 
the frightful storm 
 
but I’m dragged 
Into both of these.  
 
I wish for sunshine and 
calming breeze 
gentle haze 
 
but I’m forgotten  
on these days. 
 
I’m either left 
alone 
in some dusty corner 
 
or pushed out into  
the worst of storms 
 
I wish to be acknowledged 
have a name, 
a place 
a home 
 
but I’m an umbrella 
and it will never be so.  



 

Climate Change: Real or Myth? (MUN) 
By Ayah-Sofia Semlali and Ranjana Ravi 

Debating is what we do in MUN. We discuss different topics and we each broadcast our own unique point of 
view even if we don’t agree with them. The point of views we share are typically the view a particular type of 
country or group would hold. For example, some countries will believe a certain way about one topic (e.g. 
Climate change is real) and another will have a different belief (e.g. Climate change is a myth). If interested in 
MUN, feel free to join us in the Resource Centre on Monday lunchtimes. 

 

Ayah-Sofia:  

Obviously, the world is getting warmer. No one can dispute that. However, to say that we are reaching a global 
crisis is wholly inaccurate. Climate change isn't real. The idea that carbon emissions link into rising global 
temperatures is frankly ridiculous. Human activity is not to blame for a little more sun. Nature is what's real. But is 
heat such a bad thing? Warmth leads to economic booms in tourism and benefits the clean energy industry 
hugely. The more sun there is, the more money there is to be made from solar energy panels. Facts and figures 
from the science community doesn't show the bigger picture. And it is a well-known fact that science often gets it 
wrong. In the 70s, scientists claimed that overpopulation was the big problem, and that we wouldn't have any 
resources left. Yet here we are with the biggest population we've ever had, and food and water supplies are still 
stable. Who's to say they aren't wrong about climate change too? So what is the bigger picture? At the moment, 
we are seeing early signs of something potentially destructive. We have our rising temperatures, some erratic 
weather, and a few melting ice caps. However, in another 50 years’ time, there will be other problems. Scientists 
will claim that the Earth is cooling! Or that we are running out of oil! There will always be something wrong with 
the world. But the simple fact remains. Climate change is not real.  

 

Ranjana: 

The Earth's climate has changed throughout history but the current warming trend is of particular significance to 
climatologists and scientists alike. Global temperatures have been accelerating at an unprecedented rate in the 
last 1,300 years, mostly due to human activity. Global sea levels have risen at about 17 centimetres (6.7 inches) in 
the last century. This is nearly double the rate it was in the 20th century. All of the three major global surface 
temperature reconstructions have shown that Earth has become warmer since the 1880s. The oceans have 
absorbed a lot of this increased heat, with the top 700 meters (about 2,300 feet) of ocean showing an increase in 
temperatures of about 0.302 degrees Fahrenheit since 1969! Ice sheets in Greenland and the Antarctic have 
decreased in mass, and both the extent and thickness of Arctic sea ice has declined rapidly over the last decades, 
with glaciers retreating almost everywhere around the world — including the Alps, Himalayas and Andes. The 

number of recorded high temperature events in the United States has 
been increasing, whilst the number of recorded low temperature 
events has been decreasing, since 1950. The earth is warming up 
people! America has witnessed increasing numbers of intense rainfall 
events. Since the beginning of the Industrial Revolution, the acidity of 
surface-ocean waters has increased by about 30 percent, and Satellite 
observations has revealed that the amount of spring snow cover in the 
Northern Hemisphere has decreased over the last fifty years. That’s not 
all, the snow is melting earlier than expected. And yes, maybe science 
might have gotten things wrong in the past (food and water supplies 
are not as stable as you think) but all these are not mere coincidences. 
This shows how prominent Global Warming has become and how 
important it is for us to do something about it before we have another 
situation like the Ice Age. Climate change is real. And it’s dangerous 



 

Opinion Article 

The Horror of the House of Lords 

When was the last time you took a moment out of your busy life to think about democracy? When we 
hear ‘democracy’ we all think about how truly blessed we are to live in the United Kingdom, where we 

elect our government and we chose who gets to represent 
us. Well, you’re wrong. In the UK we have many rights and 
freedoms; we can express our opinions without fear and 
within the bounds of the law, live our lives the way we wish 
to. However, we still have a walking contradiction to our so 
called democracy (of which, we, as a country, are very 
proud). The House of Lords, extortionate to run, unelected 
by anyone and utterly unnecessary, still exists for some 
unknown reason. The House of Lords needs to be abolished. 
We need to take action to prevent the elite members of our 
society being paid large sums of money to examine laws and 
make decisions, that quite frankly, have nothing to do with 

them. If we wanted to give them power over our society, we would have elected them. 

The House of Lords urgently needs to be abolished; it’s a symbol of what our country has worked 
tirelessly to eradicate; the inequality in our society. Made up of Britain’s elite and wealthy, the House of 
Lords only represents a select few members of our society. Instead of bridging the gap between the 
politicians and the public, the existence of the Lords merely widens the divide. We don’t need them, and 
in increasing numbers, we don’t want them.  Outdated and useless, the upper house needs to be cast 
aside, allowing a true democracy to be built and breaking down one of the major barriers between the 
rich and the poor. Only then can we begin to build an integrated society. Supporters of the House of 
Lords claim that these toffs are desperately needed to keep a balance and monitor the members of 
parliament. Apparently the existence of our posh aristocratic upper house is justified because they 
‘regulate’ our democratically elected government. While few would disagree the government needs to 
be held accountable, the selection of Eton’s finest to do so is ever so slightly questionable. Nonetheless, 
it might be slightly understandable if the road into the elitist club wasn’t entirely paved with hefty 
donations sprinkled with a good old dose of corruption. Isn’t democracy sweet? A brief look into this 
year’s newly appointed peers promptly reveals a few mildly surprising facts. Michael Farmer, who was 
nominated by the Conservative Party, had donated the huge sum of nearly £6 million to the very same 
party who nominated him. Additionally, a further three peers appointed this year have donated 
significant sums of money to political parties. The only requirements to become a life peer and receive 
power in this country are; vast amounts of money and an elementary knowledge of whose pocket to slip 
it in. It’s extremely comforting to know that while we vote in all-important elections to choose 
representatives, they are outnumbered by the vastly overpopulated House of Lords, whose greedy and 
power hungry inhabitants are rapidly multiplying, producing more and more unwanted offspring, who 
continually drain our budget, while contributing nothing worthwhile to our society. 

We don’t need the House of Lords; the idea that we need an upper House, made up of the most 
privileged members of Britain’s society to dictate our laws is outdated and laughable. Many countries 
have decided to abolish their high and mighty second Houses; and unsurprisingly their countries are still 
fully functioning. The loss of so many nobles has not undermined their democracy, rather it reinforces it.  



 

New Zealand, Sweden and Denmark, are among the many countries that have successfully transitioned 
from a bizarre and ancient tradition to an effective system composed of one fully elected house. Many 
people argue that we need the peers to ease the heavy burden on the government’s shoulders, however 
perhaps simply handing full power to the people and having more elected MPs to undertake the 
important decisions would be a more rational and fair solution. The House of Lords actually creates more 
problems than it ever resolves, one such example of this is the Foxhunting ban. Despite the House of 
Commons being heavily in favour of the ban, many of the Lords opposed it and delayed the bill. The 
peers were understandably more concerned about their regular Saturday morning hunts inflicting 
unimaginable pain on animals being prevented, rather than the opinion of the people of Britain or the 
welfare of the animals for that matter. While I’m sure we are all sympathetic to the plight of the poor 
struggling Lords, it’s slightly ridiculous that in this day and age we give the rich the power to overrule the 
people.  Particularly in a well know “democracy.” Regardless of the damaging effect the Lords have on 
our already unequal society which continues to reward the rich and tax the poor, they constantly put a 
strain on the treasury’s budget, and the price we pay for these privileged members of society to interfere 
in the politics of our country is only soaring.  

The cost of retaining these privileged and frequently immoral individuals has inflated dramatically. 
The operating cost for every individual peer (we are currently funding 796 of them) is now up to £114,721. 
Our Tory government is making ruthless cuts to almost every area of public spending, while the Lords sit 
happily on their thrones counting their millions. As if their pure existence wasn’t outrageous enough, the 
life peers are now happily abusing the system to add to 
their second yacht fund. Last year it emerged that Lord 
Hanningfield, a Tory peer, had been clocking in to the 
House of Lords for a short period of time merely in order 
to claim his £300 daily allowance (he convincingly justified 
this by claiming dozens of others did the same.) This was a 
pathetic attempt to excuse his appalling behaviour, which 
would have been funny were it not for the sickening abuse 
of his position. Thousands of children are living in poverty, 
thousands of people relying on food banks but we can 
sleep easy knowing that we spend our precious cash 
enabling the rich to get even richer, while at the same 
time destroying the heart of our democracy. Between 
2010 and 2013, the cost of running the House of Lords increased by £42 million. In just three years, we 
gave these slimy leeches £42 million. The Coalition government made a laughable promise to save £12 
million a year by slashing the number of MPs by 50 and, much to the surprise of nobody, this plan was 
promptly shelved. It may be true that the price of politics needs to be drastically reduced; the cost of 
losing some of few our elected representatives is not worth it. The House of Lords however, is an entirely 
different story. 

We desperately need to abolish the House of Lords, having an unnecessary upper house entirely 
made up of Toffs serves no purpose aside from reinforcing the inequality already prevalent in our 
society. By disposing of the Lords we will finally be able to create an equal society and move forward as a 
united country, while saving millions of pounds which is desperately needed to keep our country afloat. 
It makes no political or economic sense to keep the second house, it is time to finally let go of the ancient 
tradition of aristocracy. Would you rather your taxes were spent on educating the young and protecting 
the elderly, or lining the pockets of the wealthy so they can challenge laws passed by the government 
that you actually voted for? Just think about it, it’s an easy decision. So make it. 



 

The Digital age is no the end of libraries: why libraries are still essential 

By Jasna Deas Mason 

 

Reading is one of the most important things we can do to maintain the abilities of 
the human mind, and in a library, the tools for this trade are in no short suppl. 
Libraries are not only enormous centres containing a very large amount of free 
books (which tend to retail at around £6 – not particularly cheap for an important 
pleasure), but are also community hubs and a place where resources are 
abundant. With authors donating millions to them and libraries being such a staple 
of a community, why on Earth anyone would dare suggest that libraries are 
pointless and have had their day thanks to the dawn of the digital age is beyond 
me.  

One of the most important things that a library provides is free access to the 
internet. As we so often forget, not all of the population own a computer or have 

broadband to provide internet, as not all of the population can afford this luxury. But in a library, these 
people can have access to the internet and everything the wonderful World Wide Web has to offer instead of 
sitting in their house, starved of all the magic the internet can provide. With 37% of the UK population 
without broadband, libraries can provide that 37% with the information they lack (through no fault of their 
own) and make them more well-informed, happier and just that bit more fulfilled.  

People are not just using the library to look at cat pictures or nab themselves a copy of the latest 
bestseller for free – people are using libraries to improve their lives. People who don’t have the money to buy 
books can read; people who are out of work can look for work; people in education can apply for further 
education. For example, in the United States, more than half of young adults and seniors living in poverty 
used public libraries to access the internet and they used this access to, among other purposes, “find work, 
apply to college, secure government benefits and learn about critical medical treatments.” Though our idea 
of using the internet entails videos of silly cats and people with silly ideas, for people living in poverty, the 
internet can provide essential opportunities for their lives and career opportunities. We take the internet and 
all its glorious humour for granted, but for these people, it’s a necessity not available at home and libraries 
can provide this needed item with no monetary charge. If we got rid of these libraries, what would happen to 
these people? We would destroy one of their best chances at a life outside poverty.  

Though ‘Horrible Histories’ author, Terry Deary, claims that libraries have ‘had their day’ and are no 
longer relevant, we have to keep in mind the price of books these days. A book costs around £7. A hardback 
will set you back at least £12. It is clear that not everyone in our society has enough money to buy books – if 
you were to go through 5 books a month, that would cost you £420 a year, and though not everyone in our 
society can afford that, does that mean we should deny them the right to enjoy books? You could say “we 
don’t give video games away” or “we don’t give films away”, but we let people go to see our art and our 
history for free and books are not just entertainment – books provide knowledge and vocabulary. We learn 
from books, and nobody should be denied the right to education – after all, our children aren’t.  

I think that it is obvious now that libraries are not just historic buildings with massive reserves of books. 
They are an aid in all walks of life, and help those unfortunate in our society to seek a life of fortune. Even for 
those with money for luxuries, books add up quickly – I can easily leave a bookshop with a handful of books 
and be £80 poorer. Those who read often can devour many books very quickly and libraries can be a way to 
continue to indulge in this hobby without ending up out of pocket. I love libraries. I love the way they let me 
explore new genres, new authors and new ideas and let me learn about things I wouldn’t bother to buy aa 
book about. With this in mind, I don’t know how anyone could sensibly suggest that these wonderful hubs of 
shared knowledge could be useless because, clearly, we need them desperately. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



  


