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Lovely work from Class 1a, see more below.
Dearest Parents and Carers
As we come to the end of another week of distance learning, enforced isolation and home
schooling, I reflect on how our community has faced so many challenges this past few months. At
the heart of all that we do are the children in our care and a devotion to providing them with an
education which is different and special, one that prepares them for life in a way that other schools
do not. I am fortunate to see and speak to children as they interact with the world, craft beautiful
work from wool, wood and canvas and challenge and question why as they navigate their scholarly
work.
Our return to School next week and subsequent reduction of risk of further closure, relies heavily
on our ability as a community to observe the ‘restrictions’ in place. The observance of ‘social
distancing’, mainly between adults, is a key factor in the need to isolate once positive tests are
received. If we can reduce the need for staff to isolate, then we are more likely to be able to keep
School open. I ask for your support on this and remind parents of children who are over 11, that it
is now an expectation that masks are worn in transit inside buildings and ‘common room’ spaces.
When we return, Upper School students will be asked to use the main Mansion doors as their only
entrance/exit point and I ask that they use the hand washing/sanitiser station as they come and go.
We will continue to remind and encourage students to adopt these routines, as it is these measures
that allow us to remain open.
I wish you a restful weekend and look forward to welcoming the children back to School next
Wednesday.
Warmest regards,
Paul Farr, Principal

TED ROBERTS (29.05.1941 – 07.11.2020)
As you step into the hall in the Mansion you might
look to your left and see a canvas with the bright
colours of a pastoral scene in which a shepherd is
seated, dozing quietly as his sheep graze around
him – a peaceful reminder of the rich legacy of Ted
Roberts' 45 years of work at Michael Hall.
Ted joined the school in the autumn of 1963,
shortly after completing his studies in Art in
Cheltenham. It was there, incidentally, that he met
his lifelong partner Irmin. They raised their two
children, Susanna and Oliver at Michael Hall and
Ted soon became a leading figure in the Arts and
Crafts offered at the school, mainly in the Upper School. Some alumni remember
doing woodwork with Ted and most remember with gratitude the art he taught in the Main
Lessons and in the exam courses. He worked closely with William (Mucki) Mann and after
some years took over the Italy trips which concluded the Class 12 experience. In the towns
and cities of Renaissance Italy Ted seemed to be utterly in his element and no one who had
the good fortune to accompany him on these trips will forget the experience: Ted leading
the students into a contemplation of the context and symbolism of paintings, sculptures
and architecture, enabling them to sing their repertoire of songs in the presence of the
work of Michelangelo, Leonardo and Raphael and then musing over the day's events and
the highlights of the preceding years with those about to embark on their further education
or work life.
As the family grew up, Irmin took a role in the school office and Ted also accepted tasks in
the leadership of the school, ranging from mentor to guardian, from Upper School Chair
to College Chair and was noted for his fiery determination to get things done and done on
time. Agendas were kept to with rigorous focus. Not a man to be trifled with, nor one to
suffer fools gladly, Ted nevertheless had a quick wit and a mischievous, pithy sense of
humour which he shared with colleagues and students alike.
Meanwhile Ted's work branched out into other creative arts and he became sought-after as
a director or co-director of Upper School plays which were remarkable for their visual, as
well as dramatic effects. These and other forms of creative expression drew people to him
and left enduring good memories of their work together.
Ted retired from Michael Hall in 2008 at the age of 67 and lived close to the school in
Priory Road, where many will have seen him walking along with his broad-brimmed hat and
a friendly smile for those who passed him. He and Irmin also spent a good deal of time at
their home in the South of France where the colours and climate provided continuing
inspiration for the paintings that adorn many a home in Forest Row.
They were born in the same month in the same year (May 1941) and died within a few
months of each other this year, leaving a legacy of rich memories in the hearts of those
who knew them and a school, colleagues and students whose lives were enhanced by their
work and who will in the days to come be gathering in what ever ways are now possible to
share their gratitude.
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Dear Parents,
Following a very interesting, engaging and connecting parents canteen Zoom last week, we are
looking forward to this week’s session, we would love to see you there.
When? Every Friday, including this week, 20th November
Where? At 9am from the comfort of your own homes
How? Via this Zoom link - https://zoom.us/j/2227769668
You can find more details about the work of Michael Hall Parents on the School website and do get
in touch if you are interested in joining the holding team
Please also see link below for further engagement and interactions:
“The Hive: for Michael Hall Parents”
https://www.facebook.com/groups/333955204172665/?ref=share

Lovely work from Class 1a, see more below.

Class 1a have been busy with more activities, pictures and crafts

Class 1a pictures and numbers

Class 1b. Here are some photos from Class 1b’s distance learning. We have just

started a literacy block where the children are meeting more letters through fairy
tales. The drawing of the girl with the lantern finding the door in the magical oak
tree is introducing the letters L for lantern and D for door. As we are working with
the two day rhythm, after taking the story into sleep with them, the children drew
the forms of the capital letters the next day, as you can see Joshua doing in the
photo.

The hedgehog picture is a continued
theme from the outdoor lesson last week
where the children learned about hedgehog hibernation where in a game they
became hedgehogs building their
winter nests.

Class 2b inside the Classroom, last week
Lanterns made by class 2

Saint Martin
blackboard drawing

Nature Table

Fable of The Cat and His Company

Class 2 work

More work from
Class 2

This week Class 9 wrote some beautiful creative responses to Carol Ann
Duffy’s ‘Valentine’ (a poem in which an onion is used as an extended
metaphor for the complexities of modern day love).
Raging fire
Raging fires are birthed from just a spark, a tender infant raised and nurtured. Raised to
a gentle flame that will tentatively flourish.
It will increase fuelled by ones eager desire to feed it,
ever on growing. It will dance with colour and warmth. It will rage. It will light the precious
ruby embedded in the crust of my heart.
Then by the pinnacle of this raging fire the black iron chains holding my heart melt and
break away into the unknown sapphire void.
Now my heart is free. It dances with the flames, emotions that were withheld so deep
within spill out like a dam opening. I cannot stop them.
In control a fire will warm and prosper but out of control a fire will burn. A fire will burn
until there is nothing left. There is nothing left.
And as the flames decrease, my heart feels the cold. And ominous cloud forms, a storm
brewing. It’s demeaning icy hands reach for the last of the flames trying to smother them.
The last of the flames flickers, searching for something to catch, hopefully, desperately.
There is nothing left. Now rain, like tears begin to fall, stamping out the last of those
embers.
And so, my heart, once a raging fire, now reduced to smouldering ashes.
Reuben Chantler

So Ordinary and Plain
A bulb, so ordinary and plain
Yet hidden underneath it all, resides the spark of life
When all the world around is bitter frost and ice
It hides beneath the ground, waiting to be found
But they cannot grow, and flourish by themselves
They need the encouragement of a gentle hand
And just when all seems lost, that life will not appear
Tiny shoots of vibrant green push up everywhere
If nurtured properly with attentive hands
Delicate beauty will blossom and grow
But forget about it, let it slide
And it will not survive
Freya Forbes

The glow of light
Gives its views
To the inside heart.
The simplicity of life
When you are around
Makes it easy.
Look,
You run here there and everywhere,
Barking,
Happy and full of love,
You sleep at my feet
And kick when you dream.
Every day is the same
But every day has differences,
Its unique,
its beautiful.
Anon.
Pure Water
The thirst that my mouth wines about.
The thing that is cured by water.
Water, my body wants.
My need stretches as I run through hardships.
I pant, and my throat dries.
Water my body wants.
Time goes by, the cool air keeps the thirst at bay,
But then when I see them, but then when I drink them
They are water pure and powerful.
My sole craves thier reassurance.
Water, my body wants.
The spark of soothing to my lips, cold water gives.
Their pure love connects us.
The electricity that binds us with our loved ones,
The electricity that keeps us drinking to survive.
Water, my body wants.
Pure friends are like pure water.
The crystal-clear emotion and truths.
True friends burst and larph, do anything in front of you.
Water, my body craves.
Friends, my heart wants.
Oceana Ennis

A Morgue of onions
It sits there, in the same place she stationed it on that day, its lustrous bronze skin still
gleaming like a sweet rapper, damaged only where blemishes of mold have begun to
extend across the recently flawless surface. It’s sent still stings, sending silver streams
down my frail features. Yet now the sting is accompanied by the vile stench of rotting. A
morgue of onions.
I cannot move it. Many a time I have tried and many a time I have failed. Each time I
extend my arm to move the onion, I start to shake, all over and my hands become
slippery and slide across the silky skin, failing to find grip, failing to clasp the onion.
When I have visitors, which is extremely rare, I simply lay a dishcloth over the top of the
onion. Not just any dishcloth, my finest dishcloth. It is made of silk, silk as bright as the
full moon was the day I met her. It has ancient runes embroidered with golden thread,
just like her resplendent blonde hair. Of course, the stench is still strong, but there is little I can do about that one, so I let that become the smell people know me by. The smell
of decaying onion.
On the even rarer occasion that my mother remembers I exist and comes to visits, I will
simply lock up the kitchen and tempt my mother to a delicious curry at the pub a few
streets down. Still, it seems to be a tradition for her to remark upon the state of my life.
“Oh, my dear boy!” she will exclaim in a tone of horror, as I peevishly crack open the door
to let her in “Your house smells absolutely rancid, you must be keeping dead bodies in
hear somewhere!”
I am, but it is the dead body of an onion, and I think it's probably better if I keep that
certain piece of information from Mother, I can't even begin to imagine her reaction if
she found out.
“You are thirty-one years old and you don’t have a job, you don’t have car, you have no
friends, and your wife is dead!” I flinch when my mother says this, but she sees over it as
she always has and notices only what she wants to notice, shaking her head disapprovingly and clucking her tongue in disappointment.
It wounds me more because it is true. I am thirty-two years old, yet you would think I
was eighty, my hair has gone gray from stress and my face is carved with lines of grief. I
lost my job when I lost her, driven mad by my damaged heart and my impulsive urges to
down a bottle of whiskey was not compatible with teaching the alphabet to enchanting
innocent children. Infact the day I lost her I lost everything.
I lost my smile and was left with a fake, toothy leer.
I lost my friends; they grew tired of me shaking and wheezing with tears, of me relying
on them and giving them nothing in return.
I lost my money inside the bitter bottle of booze.
So perhaps you peer in on this tiny window of my life I have opened to you wonder, fascinatedly why I have such a complicated relationship with an onion, but I ask you to walk
away knowing that I was not always like this.
I was once a man who was in love and my love was like a poem, I was once a man with
a smile, I was once a man who had the most beautiful wife, who gave him an onion for
valentine.
Yes, that’s where the onion came in.
Not a rose, a satin heart, a card or a kissogram.
An onion, my onion, a moon wrapped in brown paper.
Amber de Waal

This week’s Online Safety resources
Guide to Online learning
As Covid-19 continues on, many Schools are having to go in and out of remote learning to
ensure continuous learning outside of the classroom. This requires a level of discipline and
planning. National Online Safety have created a guide for students to ensure that their remote learning is as secure and safe as possible.
It addresses healthy screen time, privacy and ensuring the appropriate systems and communication channels are in place.
Please head to our website to view the guide and it’s top ten tips.

www.michaelhall.co.uk/online-safety-resources-for-parents

This week’s Wellbeing Resources
Supporting your child with School anxiety and refusal
If your child is refusing to go to School or is feeling anxious, youngminds cover some tips
and strategies that may be helpful.
How can I help my child with school anxiety?
•

Ask your child what’s worrying them. Focus on listening and providing emotional
support, and reassure them that you can work together to make things better.

•

Think with them about changes that could be made at school, at home or in their daily
routine to help them feel less worried.

•

Reach out to school as early as you can to avoid things building up. Work with their
class teacher or Guardian, the pastoral team and other key staff to improve the
situation.

•

Talk with your child about strategies that help them to express and manage their
anxiety. This could be spending time with particular friends, listening to music, reading,
playing sport, drawing, cooking or watching a favourite film.

•

Plan a regular morning routine that can be followed each day – from getting up to having breakfast, getting dressed, leaving the house and arriving at school. This will help to
create a sense of security.

•

Consider using a worry journal if your child feels particularly anxious while they’re at
school. They can carry this with them and write down a worry when it comes into their
head, helping to keep anxious thoughts from becoming overwhelming.

•

Younger children might find it helpful to make a ‘worry box’. Decorate any kind of box
such as a cereal or shoe box together, and designate a ‘worry time’ when your child
will write down what they’re anxious about. Then post it into the box, close the lid and
agree not to give it anymore worry time that day. If your child would find it helpful, you
can also choose a time to talk through worries together.

How can I help my child with school refusal?
•

Ask them what it is about school that makes them not want to go, and validate their
experience of finding these things difficult. Stay as calm as you can, taking your child’s
worries seriously and listening to how they’re feeling.

•

Even though the situation may feel stressful, don’t shout, tell them off or physically
force them to go to school. This is likely to increase their anxiety.

•

Speak to your child’s teacher or Guardian as soon as possible. Have they noticed any
changes in their behaviour, or in their friendship group or class? Tackling the problem
early can be really helpful, as the longer your child is out of school, the harder it can be
to go back.

•

Ask their teachers if there are particular moments when they seem to struggle. For
example, it might be during lesson changeovers, break-times, particular subjects, the
journey to school or through the whole day. This can help you identify triggers.

•

Keep in regular communication with key staff at the school, and work with them to
make changes that will help. You can use the tips below to help you.

•

Make a log of the days when your child doesn’t want to go to school. This will give will
give you a better sense of when and how often they feel like this, and can also help you
raise it with the school.

•

Be consistent with the strategies you try to help them get back to school. Let your
child get used to them and remember that it might take a while for something to work.
Changing between lots of strategies quickly can be confusing, so only move on when
you’ve tried something for a while without it helping.

•

Try to stick to the same routine and praise your child for every small step they take.
This could be getting out of bed at the right time, eating breakfast, washing and
brushing their teeth, getting dressed and eventually leaving the house.

www.michaelhall.co.uk/safeguarding-and-wellbeing-resources-for-parents
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