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    As the first week of Form 5 and 6 prelims draw to a close, many new things are

beginning. Form 4 begin making their subject choices for next year, Form 2 pick

their National 5 subjects for next two years, and The Columns is left in the

somewhat-safe hands of the fourth years. This week's edition of The Columns

features sports news, personal recollections from staff and students alike,

existentially horrifying creative writing and delicious cake recipes. Huge thanks to

Mrs Tevendale for sending in a piece this week and helping us edit everyone's

contributions. Join us next week for Burns Night, interviews and us once again

being let loose on the newspaper.  



Channel 4

MARTIN LUTHER KING JRMARTIN LUTHER KING JRMARTIN LUTHER KING JR    
Maisey Lafollette  
“I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they will not be judged by the
colour of their skin, but by the content of their character.” This is a quote from August, 1963 by Martin Luther
King, Jr.

This is just as important now.

Born on January 15, 1929 in Atlanta, Georgia, he had a very good friend who was white but, when they started
school, Luther King went to an all-black school; his friend went to an all white school. They were not allowed to
be friends any more. This was one of the first times he experienced racism. One day he went to a speech
competition which he won. . On the way back the driver made them give their seats to white passengers. As
they stood for a 99 mile journey Martin thought, “One of these days, I’m going to put my body up there where
my mind is.” In fact, this finally came to reality in 1956, when the law changed: for the first time he sat in the
front of the bus, with a big grin on his face maybe reminiscing about his time from high school!

At 15 years old he graduated high school and went to Morehouse College where he studied to be a Minister,
then Crozer Theological Seminary and, later, Boston University School of Theology. He met Coretta Scott
whom he would marry on June 18,1953. They would go on to have 4 kids.

He became such a human rights advocate that he became leader of the Southern Christian Leadership
Conference (SCLC) where he led student sit ins, many many peaceful marches wanting equality for everyone,
boycotts and speeches. Famous protests include the bus boycott in Montgomery, Alabama in 1955, where he
wanted everyone to be allowed to sit on the bus where they wanted; in 1963, the Children’s March in
Birmingham, Alabama to protest Jim Crow Laws - segregation in schools - and the peace march in Selma
where he wanted to abolish the unfair, literacy tests that black people had to take to vote. On this occasion the
protest was attacked but the President got involved and gave them protection to protest.

 Throughout his life he always wanted peaceful protests but while he was illegally arrested multiple times this
never deterred him, and he continued the fight for equality. On March 28, 1968 he led a protest which ended in
violence surprisingly caused by teenaged protestors. This upset him and, though, many people threatened to
attack him he was not afraid. That evening he went out to the patio of where he was staying where he was
shot and, killed.

A white man named James Earl Ray admitted to the murder and was sentenced to 99 years in prison; he later
denied it but had no proof and he died in prison. Losing Martin Luther King was devastating to the protestors
and those who followed him, but many people continued his mission for equality, including his wife and
children. He will go down in history as one of the greatest Civil Rights Activists In America, where I am from,
we celebrate his legacy annually on the third Monday of January. People are still fighting for his mission today.
Even here at school we have anti racism and equality groups carrying on his beliefs.

Hopefully one day his dream of equality for everyone will be fulfilled.
  



Izzy Clark    

... Is probably pretty valuable, even if it’s not gold. Gemstones have a rich

and complex history, both as regular stones, cut and uncut or in jewellery

in combination with other things. Even now in the modern-day,

gemstones hold a certain prestige, because it's hard to deny the allure of

diamonds and emeralds, or opals and pearls.

But what is a gemstone? Scientifically speaking, there's no concrete

definition of what is and isn't a gemstone. Some say it's a mineral

compound, I.e, something non-organic, but substances such as pearls,

amber are widely considered as gemstones despite being organic

substances. Some say it's anything with precious value, but even then

that's a vague term, because many cheap things, such as amethyst and

quartz, are still gemstones by every definition. The widely-accepted

consensus on gemstones is that they are minerals, both organic and non-

organic, prized for rarity, aesthetics and durability.

So why are gemstones so special? Jewellery has existed for thousands of

years in human history, with the earliest gems being used things such as

lapis lazuli, carnelian, garnet, quartz and turquoise. Certain gems held

significance, and were believed to ward off superstition, heal ailments,

and show status in society. Jewellery, as it is in the modern-day, is often an

indicator of prosperity and wealth, and even though gems are technically

classified as either precious or semi- precious, any jewel can be valued

and beautiful.

In today's time, gemstones and jewellery are still significant, with many

people either owning different jewels casually or collecting them. Many

phrases make reference to jewels, such as “diamonds are a girl’s best

friend”, “a diamond in the rough” or “to cast pearls before swine”. There's

even such a thing as birthstones, specific gemstones associated with a

certain month of the year. As someone born in December, my birthstones

are turquoise and tanzanite. Gemstones come in every colour and hue

imaginable, with some stones having unique visual effects such as

chatoyancy, or cat’s-eye, aventurescence, or a metallic glitter most

commonly found in aventurine, asterism, a reflected star on the surface of

the stone, labradorism, a rainbow shimmer over the surface of the stone

often found in labradorite, or phosphorescence, wherein a gem will glow

in the dark, such as in celestite.

Jewellery has a fascinating past rooted in religion, class, gender and

culture in society, so it's no wonder why many people are proud to wear

jewellery. It's a testament to humanity, that we can take something so

small and insignificant out of the earth and make something beautiful

out of it.

      

All that Glitters…  



 

Ingredients: 

Method:

 Apricot and Marzipan Cake 
Amy Leburn

 110g self-raising flour 
110g caster sugar 

110g butter, softened 
1/2 tsp baking powder 

2 eggs
25g sultanas, chopped

coarsely
4 apricots or 1x400g can

apricot halves, thickly sliced
75g golden marzipan,

coarsely grated Icing sugar
for dusting 

  1. You will need a 2cm diameter sandwich cake tin, line the bottom with
baking paper and butter the sides.

2. Measure all the ingredients, except the apricots and marzipan, into a
mixing bowl and beat with a wooden spoon until smooth and combined.

3. Spoon the mixture into the prepared tin.
4. Scatter the apricots over the cake mixture and press down slightly so

they are covered by it. Sprinkle the grated marzipan over the top.
5. Bake at 180°C for 30 minutes then turn the heat down to 150°C and

leave in the oven for another 10 minutes or so.
6. Leave to cool a little so that it can be removed from the tin and dust

with icing sugar if you want.     



Skye Adamson

 My whole life I’ve always felt different to the other children around me. That’s because when I was five years old I

was diagnosed with Autism Spectrum Disorder: ASD for short. This means that essentially my brain works a bit

differently to other people’s. There is no set definition of autism as it affects everyone in different ways; however, the

National Autistic Society roughly defines autism as “a lifelong developmental disability which affects how people

communicate and interact with the world.” ASD, like the name suggests, is a spectrum meaning that no two people

with autism will ever be the same which I think is pretty cool.

It’s been really difficult to say the least, for both myself and the people around me. I had barely any friends growing

up because people thought I was a bit weird, and I struggled to talk to people. One of the worst things for me is

how I have something called ‘increased auditory perceptual capacity’ which basically means that the way I hear

things is a lot more sensitive which is what grew my lifelong fear of noise. A way of coping that has helped me

throughout my life is music, which I have had such a deep connection with since a young age. It’s always been more

than just, “I like listening to music to pass the time;” it was more because putting headphones in and listening to

music almost brought me to another world which has been such a good way of coping for me throughout my

whole life.

The word “disability” has such a negative stigma around it which I want to get rid of. It has such negative

connotations and makes people feel as if it’s something wrong with them which it isn’t. Autism to me is about

defying the odds. Doing things people told me I would never be able to do. I may be different, but that doesn’t

mean anything. It’s like Dr Seuss said, why blend in when you were born to stand out?

  

Why blend in when you were born to stand
out?

 

Saturday was a great day for the HSD U16 team, as they overcame Robert Gordon’s College 29-19 to

travel on to the next round of the Scottish Schools Cup. The team played very well and brought 

 together a masterful performance that saw them reach the quarter-finals. The boys then drew

favourites to win the cup Stewart’s Melville College, with the game to be played on the 29th January.

The game is away so hopefully some support could come along and give the boys some 

 encouragement. The crowd for them versus Robert Gordon’s was exceptional.   

Hamish Lowrie 



     Ask anyone over the age of about 25 (or just your parents) what the

biggest thing online is at the moment, and I'm sure some of them will say

Wordle. But what is this elusive word game, and why does it have the

internet hooked?

Wordle, for those of you under the age of 30, is an online game a bit like a

mix between a crossword and scrabble. You have six tries to guess a five-

letter word, and the website will tell you if you've gotten either a right

letter in the wrong place, or a right letter in the right place. The site

generates a new wordle every day, keeping players both addicted and

healthily distanced in this age of psychologically manipulative gaming.

For a game with an average audience age of 35; Wordle’s remarkable

success in the era of online games may be entirely down to its marketing.

It presents itself as a fun, easy, 3-minute game that you can play once a

day in your busy, busy life, whether you're on the train, waiting for the bus

or sitting on break. And in our hectic lives, a little bit of downtime may be

something we all need.

So whether you're 40 or 14, Wordle may be the next big thing for you, and

with the rise of things like competitive Wordle, maybe the more verbose

among our readers may like to try out today's Wordle online when you

have time.

       

    Wordle (Ask Your Parents)      
Izzy Clark



     It’s peaceful here, lying in this cocoon of blankets and pillows, but something isn’t right. I

can hear a sort of tip tapping sound. It’s getting closer and closer by the second. What on

earth am I hearing? That’s when I feel something tickle my ear. Reaching into my ear I try to

get rid of this feeling. As my hand gets to my ear there’s something in there. I start pulling:

little black pipe cleaner looking lines come out, then comes an equally inky pompom. What

the hell is happening to me? The cheap looking art project started to move. It unfurled itself

from its comfy position nestling in the crevice of my ear; it looked as grumpy as if I’d just

woken it from a year long hibernation. To be fair I kind of did although I hope it wasn’t in

there that long. Ideally I’d hope it wasn’t there at all. This mysterious onyx coloured creature

finished stretching after its nice long nap and decided to scurry away on its eight stick legs.

Eight legs... spiders have eight legs... did I just pull a spider out of my ear? Oh god. I couldn’t

have, it doesn’t make any sense, why would there be a spider in my ear?

After my disgusting realisation I felt another tingle in my skull. I let out a blood curdling

scream and started smacking myself in the head to get the feeling to go away. The other

spider didn’t like that, however, and started to scratch its way out. As soon as the second

creature crawled out and bolted across my bed and into the shadows, thousand more

poured out of my ear. It’s as if the second spider was a plug holding in the wave of grossness

about to happen. They were everywhere. I start to feel sick. Everything starts to get worse, I

actually throw up. However, when I saw the pile of sick, it isn’t sick at all. More spiders. I

couldn’t nt breathe, all I can see was black. I close my eyes. The room around me starts to fill

with the tiny beasts tormenting me, crawling all over my body with their spindly legs and

scratchy feet. It’s like they smell my fear and can’t help but feed into it. When I open my eyes,

all I see is itsy bitsy eyes staring at me, their vision boring into my skull.

   

Creativity Corner :)

Lauren Humphries 

Something to scare you…
 



Canva  

 

 I went to school in an all girls’ boarding school in North
London. The school had started 200 years  before and, as in
so many such schools, was for those who had lost their
fathers. In the 1980s (yes – I am that old) it was still charitable
but had “jet set” pupils like me whose parents lived abroad.

Perhaps as a result of the school’s history, perhaps for other
reasons, our fees included all our school uniform, collected at
the start of each year in a sort of military operation involving
long queues and piles of often ill-fitting clothing. 

When things wore out (and we had to show the split seams
and frayed cuffs) we were allowed more in a straight
exchange. When we outgrew things, they were returned to the
“shop” where they were then handed on to a younger pupil.
This included shoes; I was particularly proud of a pair that I
think had been a style from the 1960s – those shoes had seen
some feet. We also had a “best” uniform (for Sundays,
shopping trips and anything outside school) which was
particularly uncomfortable and, memorably, my sister was
required to change into it before attending A&E with a broken
arm. Our summer uniform was a “deck chair” that strangled
you when you sat down.

 I am thoroughly enjoying working somewhere that allows
pupils their own shoes, their own games kit, and where they
are not wearing a blazer that comes with other people’s pen
stains and blobs of  chewing gum in the pocket.   

 

EDITOR’S

NOTE

have a fab
weekend! 
T H E  C O L U M N S  T E A M

Good luck to all
the form 5’s and

6’s currently
sitting their

prelims! Although
we are new at

this, we hope you
have enjoyed this
week’s edition of

the Columns.
Thank you to
everyone who
submitted an
article, and we

encourage others
to send in their

own submissions! 

 

 Mrs. Tevendale 


