
THE TERM TIMESTHE TERM TIMES

Happy Hanukkah to all of those who are celebrating! The Jewish

Festival of Lights (which runs from 10/12/20 - 18/12/20) is

observed by lighting a traditional candelabrum which holds

nine candles, called a menorah. One candle is normally placed

slightly higher than the others and is used in lighting the other

candles over the eight-day festive period. The simplified version

of the story tells the tale of a golden seven-branched menorah

in the holy synagogue of  Jerusalem, in ancient times. A cruel

king, Antiochus, ruled Israel and discriminated against those of

Jewish faith. He forbade Jewish festivities and ordered his

guards to destroy the syagogue. They broke ornaments and

smashed the jars of oil that were used to light the menorah. This

despicable act left Jews feeling hopeless. One Jewish man,

Judah Maccabee, swore to remove Antiochus from power. His

followers, the Maccabees, were apprehensive, but listened to

their leader and eventually succeeded in chasing the king and

his men out of Israel. Immediately after, the Jews ran to their

beloved synagogue to cclean up the destruction. The

Maccabees built a new menorah, and searched valiantly for oil

to light it. Finally, they discovered a tiny jar of oil - one that

would sustain the candle for just a single evening. They lit it

anyway, without much hope. Much to their surprise, the

menorah remained alight for eight days! The Jewish people

attributed this miracle towards God, and now celebrate

Hanukkah to commemorate this event.  

HAPPY HANUKKAH!HAPPY HANUKKAH!
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As the days are getting shorter and Christmas draws near, you are even more likely to spot

a robin with its familiar bright red chest. Fully grown robins have a wing span of around

22cm and can weigh around 14-20g. Young robins do not have a red chest, but instead

have golden brown feathers and a short thin beak. Robins mainly live in woodlands and

farmland, but they can also live in urban areas, where they are one of the few species of

birds to hold a territory all year round. In the summer, a robin’s territory is defended by a

mated pair, whereas in the winter each robin will defend its own territory. The purpose for

robins to have a red breast is to help them defend their territory, because if a robin sees

the colour red. it will trigger territorial behaviour. Robins are known to attack tufts of red

feathers and other birds due to this inherited characteristic. 

The morning sunlight turns the night-time frost into water
droplet fairy-lights, hanging on time-worn trees as the sharp
air shifts, an energy forming. The birds sing and their sweet
choir is overshadowed by a soul-stirring duet from the noble
gibbons informing the world of their presence. A mutter turns
into a squawk as the curious hyacinth macaws chatter to
each other and the sonorous rumble from the tranquil rhea
bird pulsates through the ground. Nature’s chorus has
greeted me every Sunday morning for the last two and a half
years as I approached and began my days of volunteering at
the local zoo. What started as work experience and Duke of
Edinburgh criteria, became my haven, my happy place away
from the stresses of school. >>
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>> When I’m not at the zoo, my happiness come in the forms of sports and music with every
lunchtime and after school jam-packed with extracurriculars. Music is a release, allowing me to
forget the world for a minute, especially in a group, whether a quartet or an orchestra. There’s
nothing more joyful to me than the combination of individual sounds coming together filling the air
with harmonious music. The vibrations soar through the room, releasing rushes of dopamine into
my mind; the same sensation as from a clean rocket hit in hockey, or a teammate’s goal in a close
match and the cheers that follow. 

Happiness for me was an escape from the daily humdrum of school and coming together in a
team, creating something together through moments of complete focus, producing the joy and
allowing us all to forget our worries for a while: harmonising our capabilities and energies. Yet,
what happens when there’s no routine to escape from? When there’s nobody to be with? When a
conductor has no orchestra? When a player has no team to pass to?
March 23rd saw everyone in the UK lose our teams as we went into lockdown to protect against
the virus, COVID-19. At first, like all of us, I enjoyed what felt like an early holiday, a weight lifted
from my shoulders as exams were cancelled. The blessings of spring sunshine and long daylight
hours were incredible, and I formed a better appreciation of my garden and found sanctuary in
nature. However, the extra Easter holiday week left me quickly running out of entertainment ideas
and by habit, I prepared mentally for a return to school - which didn’t come. At first, the thought of
online school sounded promising but, despite the teachers trying their best, the atmosphere of the
class was no longer present as everyone became reserved and too nervous to answer questions
on screen. Soon, we were made aware that the summer holidays had started. However, there was
no big build-up, no celebrations, the normal rites of passage denied, the cheer for the holidays
silent. And I didn’t want any more time at home.
Overnight, my happy places were gone. 
At least I was at home and my family and I were safe, and in the beginning even feeling like a
holiday. But as lockdown stretched on, I noticed the absence of company and the music of my life
had faded away. I could still play my trumpet and I could still hit a ball with my hockey stick, but the
purpose wasn’t the same on my own. I could hear the birds outside in the morning, but without the
same joyful anticipation of the day ahead. I missed the hectic richness of the past: every day just
felt the same. Attempts at keeping in touch with my friends slipped away - we ran out of things to
talk about. I slipped into a realm of sadness, one of no music, still air and loneliness. As every day
become another without harmony, I began to miss and only then I understood the things I had
previously taken for granted, were in fact what gave life a richness. Lockdown world was one of
banality and repetitiveness, an undercurrent of anxiety and the fear like that of the caged students.
Time went by slowly, with no meaning; each day tripped into the next. 
I needed a routine back, anything, just something to wake-up for, to look forward to. At first, this
came in the form of a morning run before breakfast, which finished in time for “PE with Joe,” 9am
every weekday morning in lockdown. >> 



 >> I began to recharge as Joe Wicks’ Fancy Dress Fridays and
quirky dance moves became important in making every day
slightly different: I felt I was part of a collective, something
bigger than myself. As my whole family cleared a space in the
lounge, standing in a squished row on our carpet in-front of the
TV, there was a sense of purpose again. It was odd how a
stranger we’d never met, only knew through a screen, became
so familiar and so key to our lives for those 6 months. In
August, we were pulled back into school; it was a welcome
difference to the online education I had been expecting and it
was strange, going from seeing no one at all to everyone again.
Getting back into a classroom was great, a huge upgrade from
sitting in front of an iPad for hours and struggling to hear the
teacher through a bad network signal. Everyone had physically
changed so much over lockdown;most of the boys had grown a
foot and many had contrasting hair with orange ends and dark
roots from their summer hair experiments growing out. Having
constant conversations with many different people was now
overwhelming, and I finished each day exhausted. For my 16th
birthday, I went to the zoo; this time, only as a visitor. There
had been so many changes in half a year: the singing gibbons
had a baby which was fascinated by its new world, its tiny
hands shooting out of its mum’s clutch to grab curiosities; the
gentle rheas had two new chicks. The place was full of life and
joy; but something wasn’t the same. The family of pygmy goats
didn’t run over to greet me like they used to; the otters didn’t
start their food chant when I walked towards them; the red-
bellied lemurs were nowhere to be seen as they sheltered from
the cold. It was when I visited the macaque monkeys, I realised
why everything felt so different. Unlike before, when I volunteer,
I couldn’t interact with them: rather I was observing them from
outside through a glass window into their home. I was watching
and trying to interact with them through a screen; something
relatable to everyone in these strange times. My hope is that
we all remember and once again embrace the richness of
human interaction, face to face. Speaking through a device is
flat, it’s a filter, a synthetic redaction of real life. We miss out on
the vibrancy, the subtle facial expressions that can change the
meaning of a conversation. Lockdown was a diluted way of
living. Going back to school, I was like Dorothy discovering Oz.
Surviving a hurricane, an unsettling experience, and leaving my
tired and bleak lockdown-world, rediscovering a world full of
hope and happiness. 
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With only one week of

school left, I can’t decide

whether this year has

flown past or has gone on

for centuries... Perhaps a

bit of both: I feel as if I’ve

been at school for ages

now, but the summer

doesn’t feel that far gone.

Amidst this climactic year,

I’ve made valuable

memories over lockdown,

taken less for granted,

and truly learnt more

about myself - as I’m sure

many others have as well.

In the final week of term,

there’s still plenty going

on! Sparkle day, the highly-

anticipated (virtual!) staff

pantomime and Christmas

parties are just a few of

the events in the calendar

for next week. Replacing

normal events with COVID-

friendly substitutes

seems to be the way in

which this year’s holiday

celebrations are looking;

but that’s ok. At least

they’re still happening! 

EDITOR’S NOTEEDITOR’S NOTE

T H E  T E R M  T I M E S  T E A M

focus on what
 you can

control, not w
hat you  

cannot chang
e:) 
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