


HEAD OF HOUSE WELCOME

Welcome to the 2021 Ridley House Magazine on the theme of ‘Diversity’.

As I write these notes we are in the process of returning to school after our second lockdown, and
period of remote learning. It seems incredible to think that in the past twelve months students and
teachers have spent more time working remotely than actually being in school. However, it is great to
now be back in school.

Covid-19 has, of course, had a huge impact on the wider life of the school, including House events. In
2019-20 it was therefore not possible to complete the Brodie Trophy. However, the Watson Trophy
did reach a conclusion with 4 of the 6 events fully complete, and the public speaking and quiz
competitions partially completed. Ridley House were resounding winners, having won 3 of the 4
completed competitions in the form of the music, writing and chess competitions. Our victory in the
House Music Festival at the Aylesbury Waterside Theatre shortly before the onset of the global
pandemic was a particularly memorable occasion. It was great to see Ridley House return to winning
ways after a couple of years in the doldrums.

I am very grateful to all those students who have submitted work for this year’s House Writing, whilst
managing the demands of home learning. Congratulations to all those students whose work has been
selected to appear in the magazine. In particular, I would like to express my thanks to our editorial
team of Ollie McKenna, Finn McGourty, Archie Rainbow (from Ridley 13), Aymaan Sheikh and
Harry Warner (Ridley 12) who have done such a fantastic job in editing and producing the magazine,
under difficult circumstances.

I hope that you enjoy reading this year’s Ridley House Magazine.

Mr J. Barrie

EDITORS’ WELCOME

*applause* Congratulations, you have successfully navigated your way to the House Writing section
of the library - yes, we do have one, and yes, no one else at AGS is aware that we do. Let me be quite
frank with you, the past year has been a complete catastrophe in a multitude of different ways, and
unfortunately, I can’t guarantee that reading this magazine will make you feel much better about your
life, apologies on behalf of all the editors. However, this magazine is here nonetheless! Why is it
here? Excellent question. Not really sure to be honest...we were told to make one...so we did. We
bowed down to the decaying social norms of our once great school, and bit deep into the ‘forbidden
fruit’ from that weird looking tree in the AGS Quad.

The knowledge imparted to us by this fruit was of great importance if we’re to return AGS to its
glorious past. Listen closely, and take note. Firstly, you must read this magazine in its entirety,
top-to-bottom, back-to-front, side-to-side, cover-to-cover. If you don’t, we will know, and you should
expect a strongly worded email from . Secondly, you must walk straight into theOliver Mckenna
staffroom and stand there for as long as possible before being removed. Take note of the location and
number of security cameras (email this information to ). Finally, you must chainOliver Mckenna
yourself to a checkout counter in the canteen and demand the ever inflating price of a ‘Spicy Chicken’
be deflated to its humble origins of £1.20. We will not need evidence of this because there will be
many videos of you being an idiot circulating around the AGS community. We will be in touch with
you soon.
(I would also like your bank details, address, and anything else that might be to my economic
enhancement - it has been a pleasure, enjoy.)
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A Letter to the Savages, Part One.

Dr Christopher Watkinson
Researcher of Ethology

Watkinson Biological institution
275, Melbourne Rd.

Oxford, Mississippi, MO 38655
June 25, 2014

Sefu
Dominant male of the Serengeti Pride
Region of Serengeti, Northern Tanzania
(Somewhere) in the Savannah

Dear Esteemed Animalia of the Serengeti region,

My countenance has refused to stay at ease after the recent studies my colleagues and I conducted within your
territory. The shock was so severe that we were compelled to extend our excursion by 2 weeks to ensure that what
we witnessed was not an abnormal situation; to our dismay we soon discovered that situations like this were of the
norm. Pardon my sudden outburst, but what a terrible norm it is that you live in!
Allow me to illustrate my point:
On the fourth day of our promising excursion, my team and I witnessed a scene which spiralled us into a trance of
disbelief and perplexity. We saw a small innocent lion cub, surely no older than 6 months, aimlessly bounding
amongst the grass of the Savannah, purely to learn hunting skills and get a better understanding of the landscape.
Without warning, an infamous black-maned male lion burst from behind the bushes. He was a disgruntled adult
displaying clear anger and dominance with his sinister growl and his slow, stealthy, stalking prowl. The cub saw the
danger presented clearly before him and hastily laid down into a position of submission, in a desperate attempt of
obtaining mercy from this inexorable adult. Remorseless and relentless, the colossal black-maned male leapt upon
the cub and with one swift (stranglehold) bite, ended its life.

There was silence among our crew. We were powerless in this situation, rightly so. If there is one golden rule above
all others in nature, then we all demonstrated our understanding of it: never intervene. Allow nature to take its
course.

But why? Why must the adult have killed the cub? It posed no threat to him; it was innocent and helpless. You are
all lions, are you not? Prior to this encounter, I was positively convinced you lions would offer aid to each other, or
at the very least keep to your own affairs. I certainly would not expect you to turn against one and other, especially
not during the current ‘season of plenty’. There was ample prey present which would satiate the desires of all the
hunters, so there were no evident reasons for hostility amongst the present Animalia.

The reason why I have sent you this letter – and please pardon my ill-mannered outburst – is to demand an
explanation of these events, for no study of ethology which I have conducted provides clarity to this manner of
behaviour from a prestigious Panthera Leo.

Yours faithfully,
Dr Christopher Watkinson.

Anthony Unugboke - Ridley 9.
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Pangea

It is estimated by scientists that there are over 8.7 million known animal and plant species. Spread across seven
continents and hundreds of different ecosystems it is evident that our planet is extremely diverse, yet, many of
these species are becoming ever more endangered. For hundreds and thousands of years animals and plants
alike have evolved and developed as the environment has changed. Unfortunately, due to humans' effect on the
environment (from deforestation and the production of fossil fuels) we are forcing the brunt of our damaging
behaviour on animal and plant species. Despite this, it is possible to change our societies behaviour and to
reverse the effects of climate change. It is now our time to take responsibility and to take action. To all our habits
that have an impact on our environment there are alternatives; to fossil fuels there is renewable energy, to plastic
there is recyclable replacements, and to deforestation there is the ability to afforest on a macro scale.

We are extremely lucky to share a world with such magnificent flora and fauna and we must not take this for
granted. As a species ourselves, we must not overlook the importance of diversity on our planet, and do all we
can so future generations can experience the wonders of our planet in years to come.

Harry Warner - Ridley Twelve.

The Isle of Dogs

It all started on a snowy day three years ago. An elderly, crooked man had been
experimenting with his mind on the most devious things he could come up with. He had
thought of things only the devil can dream of. He wanted to put some of these ‘things’ to
test. His first idea was a failed attempt, yet, he went back to his small island house and
changed his approach. His plan was to export one hundred dogs to a remote island and
see what they would do. He set about planning this horrible mission with every
microcosm of his horrible mind.

He took all kinds of dogs. He took dobermans, labradors, beagles and many many more. His plan was for them
to fight and he would take the last dog that lived home to be his guard dog. He wanted a
guard dog so that he would be protected from the wild animals that inhabited his island.
He compiled all the resources he needed for the experiment. Once he had bought all the
dogs he placed them in different parts of the island. He slowly and quietly rowed off the
island back to his offshore shack. This was the first time he had left his island since 1980.
He had not seen anyone for forty-one years. Only a handful of people even knew of his
existence. He left his parents when he was only seventeen years old and moved straight
to his island.

He came back to the island exactly one week later. To his horror what he found was not
what he had expected. There were very few dogs that had died. He had wanted the dogs
to scrap until there was only one left. Instead they had worked to catch other animals on
the island and were now eating what looked like a pig. All the dogs on the island had
different jobs - they did these with the utmost obedience. The different jobs were all as
important and valuable as the others. The dogs realised that there would only be one
survivor if they fought and there would be many more survivors if they all worked together.
The dogs had different specialities and they used these to do the different jobs. The
labradors caught fish, the dobermans protected the other dogs while they slept and the
greyhound caught the food.

What the dogs had shown the old man is that you need specialisation for a group to work
efficiently; if everyone is the same then your achievements will be restricted. The dogs had
shown the man that he needed to work together with his fellow man.

Ewan Gatt - Ridley Nine.
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Dear Diary: I went to the zoo
on a school trip.

A Medium of Exchange

Diversity is like tossing a coin, like Yin and Yang, like darkness and light. This powerful force is capable of both
creating a civilisation, or destroying it.

Diversity is the celebration of our differences, highlighting what makes each of us unique. It can create a whole
new civilisation, with each member coming from the four corners of the world, joining together to create a

fantastic civilization, unlike anything seen ever before. We can have all types of perspectives, all types of creation
and innovation which will join together, making the world a better place. We can have increased productivity,

propelling a civilisation to its true potential. Just think about what we could do. All because of diversity.

But there is another side, another world to diversity. The dark side.

Diversity can cause massive friction, provoking monstrous sparks that leap up, destroying our lives. It can cause
one side of the population to rebel against the other, engaging in civil wars, eliminating the world we know.

Diversity can cause bias, prejudice, creating missed opportunities for those that deserve it, stopping a country
from reaching its full potential. Some people can enjoy all the luxuries of life whereas others have to face racism,

the cruelty of the world. All because of diversity.

Like Yin and Yang, like light and darkness, these two sides will constantly fight each other, battling to determine
the future of our world. But only one can prevail.

Which side of diversity do you want?

Mohammad D. Ali - Ridley Eight.
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The Lack of Transparency in Opacity

Through my heart we’re the same
Through my eyes it isn’t so

But that’s what people judge us on,
It’s the star of the show.

So my skin is slightly darker,
So what?

They say that’s all that matters,
But it is not.

Winfred Gotah - Ridley Nine.

Society is a jigsaw…

Each piece holds its
value…

Without these

differences of pieces...

Society would be incomplete.

Jigsaw
Aditya Aggarwal - Ridley Eight.

J
Economic Prophet

Help Sir! He cut off my hands!
Well? Did he turn in a profit?

Yes, he cut back his costs,
But what about my hands?

Well, you know what they say:
You’re what you make.

Ollie McKenna - Ridley Thirteen.
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sis

The Word.

Reading “The Word” seems like a menial chore, I simply cannot come to contemplate those
that abide by it’s meaningless, nonsensical nature. Merely a glance is sufficient to discern

the extent to which it deceives those that indulge within. It is truly unnerving the  masses of
those that believe in what I can only describe as a deceitful pulchritude of false, blatant lies.

Proverb 12:15
”The way of a fool [is]  right in his own eyes: but he that hearkeneth to counsel [is] wise”

These words have saved my life. I am happy to see fellow people of the Lord here around
me. A big look means lots to believe in and that lasts forever. The people who believe are

unstoppable and live free to themself.

Proverb 12:15
“Fools always think they are right. Wise people listen to advice.”

Aadhav Sakthivel - Ridley Eleven.

Genesis 1:1–2

We were born in different shapes, colours, and size

Not a single embryo was able to decide their DNA or blood type

But that shouldn't make us less human than the others.

It's the diversity that makes us exquisite and beautiful.

Break down the stereotype that beauty is fair skin,

that beauty is a skinny and blonde-haired lady

that beauty is wearing clothes with branded labels

that beauty is applying tons of foundation and mascara

Who are we to determine the standard of beauty, anyway?

While each of us is God's creativity,

authentically made by His Hand.

Who are we to judge God's taste in art, anyway?

While each of us is uniquely magnificent,

as His creations are never less than a masterpiece.

Keep in mind that the real beauty lies within ourselves,

beneath our skin, between our thoughts, and inside our soul.

Tom Usher - Ridley Eight.

Change Something
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Home Is Where the Heart Isn’t

Can we find diversity in our lockdown lives?
Or does the mundane always seem to arrive?

Every tomorrow is identical to today,
Yet we pretend that the boredom has gone away.

The house has become part of ourselves;
I feel that my heart is one of the bookshelves.

Is there hope on the horizon?
Or else to this repetition we will not wisen.

A year has been wasted without change,
We need to believe that the next will range.

I miss the variety - good or bad,
Of the previous lives we have had.

When we can be free again,
I ask, will the diverse reign?

Or if the world remains as it is,
I am afraid of the inevitable lockdown quiz.

Jamie Baker - Ridley Ten.

My Eighteenth Birthday
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Fraud Scratchings

6th May 1960

Known for his spendthrift tendencies, John Foster, just 24 hours ago, condemned himself to
an eternity of misery, in return for one single packet of pork scratchings to accompany his

poorly-pulled pint.

Having but two single British Sterling to his name, the prodigal Luston native, fond of an
aperitif with his Tuesday-evening beverage, found himself with an unwavering craving for a
bag of the finest pork scratchings in the Heresod area. Naturally, being short of the requisite

change to purchase these, his night mainly consisted of incessant confrontation of Davey
Seyten, the landlord of the Limbos Arms, with the intention of obtaining a packet of the

popular snack-food.

Despite his initial reluctance to comply with the demands of Mr Foster, the landlord
established a happy medium in which both parties would return home satisfied; Mr Seyten
proposing terms by which Mr Foster would receive his so-desired packet of the flavoured
nibble, free of monetary charge. However, to the infinite delight of Mr Seyten, Mr Foster’s

obsession with the pork scratchings allowed the landlord to omit to mention the full proposals
of the exchange of said item.

The circumstances by which Mr Foster had come to possess the pork scratchings have now
been exclusively revealed to The Luston Gazette.

Following an interview given by Mr Seyten, the Gazette has come to understand that Mr
Foster’s trade-off was worse than initially feared. His ill-advised eagerness, owing perhaps to

his well-known gluttonous streak, has condemned him to an eternity of uncategorical
suffering. Although the means by which Mr Seyten intends to achieve this are unclear at this
time, and his motives for doing so being abstruse at best, it is understood that the value on

which Mr Foster places transient pleasure has left him significantly out-of-pocket to Mr
Seyten.

While it is difficult to believe such extraordinary single-mindedness and idiocy from a single
person, Mr Seyten is believed to have a track record in exchanges similar to that of him and
Mr Foster. This does perhaps clarify why Mr Foster was so devoid of any notion of rationality
when agreeing to the terms which Mr Seyten proposed to him; the landlord appears to have
certain abilities when it comes to pushing his agenda unto other people. Mr Seyten is known
in the Heresod area for being a particularly slippery individual, and has appeared in front of

the local crown court, mainly on counts of fraud of varying degrees. Despite the clearly
malign qualities of Mr Seyten, it still defies belief that Mr Foster’s material desires where

such that he could not consider the terms of the deal to be of complete detriment to him in
every other instance in his life, save that five minutes he spent guzzling his ill-gotten packet

of pork scratchings.

The other clients in the pub were so shocked by the exchange of goods that the vast
majority have fallen ill with an unusual case of amnesia, which seems to have only affected
those that were in the pub at the time of the deal. Epidemics like this have been known to

crop up from time to time in Luston, and tend, coincidentally, to develop following Mr Seyten
being accused of yet another case of fraud. This, therefore, makes the reporting on the

exchange undeniably hazy, and the only information we at the Gazette of which we have
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come to possess has been sourced from Mr Foster himself. It is unclear whether Mr Foster
has also been affected by this contagious forgetting, naturally making it very difficult to verify

the information given to the Gazette by Mr

Foster. However, there is significant cause to believe that the account given by the victim
holds at least some truth, as this has been the tendency in the past, with the police often

only being able to form a lacklustre argument to present in court, which explains Mr Seyten’s
continued freedom, despite his poor criminal record.

In the coming 24 years, The Luston Gazette will provide further clarification on the
developments of this story, and endeavours to remain Heresod’s premiere

newspaper through its reliable and rapid reporting. For the time being, it is up to
the readers to wait patiently for our subsequent accounts of Mr Foster’s

realisation of the immense stupidity of his actions that night.

The Luston Gazette would like to reiterate to its readership that none of the
events of this story are fabricated, and that one should take immense caution

when bargaining for things which provide only evanescent gratification.

Archie Rainbow - Ridley Thirteen.
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Easy Artisan Duck Donuts!

Diversity in the United Kingdom

Ingredients:

Easy Artisan Duck Donuts!

Method:

1. Gently warm the almond milk until it reaches a simmer, then pour into a bowl. Dissolve the
yeast in the milk with 2 tablespoons of warm water and 1 tbsp of crushed Coco Pops. Whisk
together until a light brown froth appears.

2. Sift the flour, duck starch and goat butter into a separate bowl. Slowly add the sugar and the
yeast liquid to this bowl and proceed to mix into a smooth paste. Leave to rise for 15 minutes.

3. In another bowl, infuse slices of the banana in a healthy splash of vinegar and leave to rest
for 10 minutes. When the batter has risen, begin to incorporate your small pieces of banana
into the mixture and whisk thoroughly. Once it is all well-mixed, beat the eggs and pour them
in.

4. Once the dough has been mixed, turn out onto a lightly floured surface and knead vigorously
for 20 minutes until smooth. Form into a ball, place in an oiled bowl and leave to rise for 1 to
1½ hours, until doubled in size.

5. Transfer the dough to a floured surface once again and use a rolling pin to stretch out the
dough into a long sausage. Cut the dough into manageable sizes and then start to roll each
piece into a ball. Pierce a hole in the middle of each ball with your thumb and transfer the
balls into a tray lined with greaseproof paper and leave in the oven for 40 minutes at 100°C in
a fan oven.

6. Fill a deep saucepan half full with olive oil and place over the stove at medium heat. After
having taken the doughnuts out of the oven, stretch them back into their characteristic ring
shape and fry them until they reach a golden-brown colour. Then leave to drain on kitchen
paper.

7. Once cooled and drained, it’s time to glaze your doughnuts! Prepare a small volume of duck
stew containing caster sugar and drizzle sparingly atop your dessert. This is sure to
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accentuate the rich taste of duck in your doughnuts and will definitely please any guests you
may serve them to.

And… enjoy!

Hamzah Haque - Ridley Twelve.
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The Test of Time

Pristine, white clouds smudged across the horizon, highlighting the pale-blue canvas that sat behind it.
Unexpectedly, it started to waft upwards, growing thicker, before revealing shades of  grey. These clouds signalled

hope for a new day, a fresh start, and a new page. But perhaps these puffy creatures weren’t so wonderful after all;
the clouds were dotted with shades of  grey, shades that tainted the work on a pale-blue canvas. Were these shades

the signal for something?

Peacefully walking round the square, the shrill sound of  a bell ricocheted through the site. It scrapedoff  the walls
and then crescendoed like a mad siren. It pierced through my ear, pounding against my eardrum. Fortunately, I was

early but others clearly weren’t. Footsteps rippled through the ground; a clamour breaking out amongst the young
troops. They hustled and bustled throughout the main corridor, bumping into me along the way.

As I opened the door, the sight of  these students struck a chord in my heart. Reminiscing the days when I was one
of  them. In a new dimension where I felt like a small fish in a big pond, a newborn baby, born into the world, naive
to the exams that awaited me as I attempted to trace out my future as a young boy in Year 7, trying not to make any
mistakes. From there on, I didn’t want anything to stain my reputation. All I wanted was to mark out my life. Who I

wanted to be. How I was going to progress through the ranks.

“Wake up, young man” remarked the teacher. “Aren’t you meant to be somewhere?” he added. “Yes Sir,” I replied as
I awoke from my slumber. The clock hands trickled across the clock which peered upon me. It was almost as if  it

was teasing me, as the dark strokes of  the clock stuttered.It then made it’s back up. The hour hand pointed towards
half-past two.  It had come to my realization: there was an exam. Even worse, the hall was on the other side.

I dashed across the immaculate lawn, accelerating as I feared for my life. Advancing towards the classroom, there
was an eerie silence. Drops of  sweat, oozed from myforehead, crawling over before pattering through the crevices
of  the cold, hard ground. Advancing through the finalhurdle, I reached my class. I sighed in relief. However, it was

too late.

Daniel George - Ridley Ten.

Driver

The blurred dazzle of  red and white lights distortingmy vision; the screeching sound of  wheels that tear layers of
tarmac as they drift left to right on the road; the putrid stench of  bile rising from my throat. SundayMorning.

Our fingers, bruising and red, clasped onto the handles swinging either side from the ceiling as the crazed man in
front, our Uncle, threw his prized Mini into sixth, mutilating his way through the orderly traffic in his usual hectic
fashion. We were left to sheepishly offer the occasional apologetic glances of  sympathy to the victims ofour
rampage.

Every Sunday was the same. A rude awakening followed by frantically wolfed-down breakfast and the rush to get
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dressed, so as to not be late. My brother and I would jump into the back seats of  the car and brace for the perilous
journey to Church that awaited us …

This particular morning, after having been dragged from my beloved bed, I scoffed down a heap of  drycocoa
wheats (there was no milk!), and had my collar smoothed several hundred times by various family members, his
driving seemed worse than ever. We had only passed the second junction to find an angry honking horn
accompanied by the red-faced impatient driver. With the sign for our roundabout turn-off  appearing on the roadside
ahead, I leaned forwards, bracing for impact, as I anticipated the jolt to come. I took a sharp intake of  breath as we
turned before I was thrown back under sheer force against my seat. With one fluid movement of  the steeringwheel,
my impatient Uncle had changed direction yet again, leaving me to fear for our trajectory. He had driven us the
wrong way around the roundabout!

My eyes widened with shock as I raised my shaking finger at the oncoming mass of  traffic. They swervederratically
here and there, desperately trying to avoid collision but the same was not true for us - he was smiling, sadistically
swerving for the fun of  it. A lifetime of  luck later,we reached the third exit and miraculously made our way to safety,
pulling up with perfection to the empty bay outside the church.

I tilted my spinning head back against the cool headrest and tried to slow my racing heartbeat. We were there.
Finally.

Morgan Billings - Ridley Eleven.

Mandela’s Presidency: Hope Fulfilled or Expectations Failed?

Nelson Mandela as president of South Africa

On the 10th May 1994, Nelson Mandela became the first black president of South Africa; a
country in turmoil with a failing economy, large disparities in wealth and constant racial
segregation. Up until his inauguration, Mandela had been extremely successful in bridging
the gap within the African state, most notably through his pivotal role in the abolishment of
the apartheid system. Throughout my lifetime, Nelson Mandela has been a name spoken in
a positive manner, with him being largely heralded for his own long walk to freedom.
However, once this freedom had been obtained in the form of presidency, did Mandela fulfill
the great expectations set upon his shoulders?
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Stepping into the most powerful role in Africa’s southernmost nation at the age of 75,
Mandela would face a difficult challenge in achieving the equality between all races that he
most greatly desired. Despite the general perception of black South Africans improving
greatly, there were still large amounts of friction between them and whites, who often felt
they were portrayed in an undeserving negative way. To rectify this, Mandela played a
masterstroke and turned to sport, an area in which he had a previous history of being
controversial- he actively supported the boycott of South Africa entering a national team into
the Olympic Games between 1964 and 1992.

On this occasion, however, Mandela decided to fully support the national team in the 1995
Rugby World Cup, of which South Africa won, despite the symbolism that the Springboks
carried being that of segregation and the previous apartheid system. As captain Francois
Pienaar set out to lift the trophy, Mandela appeared, a figure of authority and strength, and
covered head to toe in the signature green colourations that Pienaar and his teammates
proudly wore each game. As they finally raised the trophy together, it was like a switch was
flicked in the strive for racial inclusivity within South Africa, and soon after this public display
of unity and support “One Team, One Country” became the slogan for the South Africa
Rugby team.

Mandela had been dealt a risky hand but he played his cards right, and the event holds
defining weight in terms of noteworthy presidential moments. Looking back on it from a 2020
perspective, this was the turning point in South African sport, and it has played a significant
role in major occurrences since, especially the recent appointment of Siya Kolisi as the first
black captain for the Springboks in their 130 year history.

Whilst bringing together races and promoting inclusivity played to Mandela’s strengths, one
area in which he is widely criticised is his failure to handle the HIV/AIDS crisis which had
caused nearly one percent of South African adults to be HIV-positive.

The first time he spoke about AIDS at all was in February 1997- nearly three years after he
took office, and he did so away from his homeland; at a conference in Switzerland. Speaking
out early could have kept the infection rate from rising to 20% and would also have served
the benefit of spreading the message about the requirement for increased contraception
measures. It is also extremely notable that once Mandela did take action about the disease’s
impact, it came in 2002, four years after he handed over the presidential reigns to Thabo
Mbeki, and in the immediate aftermath of his son’s death. Matata Mandela died of AIDS.

However, Mandela had a large number of pressing issues, including ensuring economic,
political and military stability, whilst also continuing to help with the reconciliation between
whites and blacks. These were large concerns for the nation at the time, and it is clear to see
why Mandela prioritised them, but the complete lack of acknowledgement to the rise in
HIV/AIDS throughout the country does portray him in a more negative light, and as someone
who wasn’t looking to confront the issues which he had the least amount of control over.
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Overall, as we edge ever closer to the thirty year anniversary of Mandela being chosen to
lead South Africa, the aforementioned are the issues which best define his rule. Mandela
generally was a president for the people- he was in his element when he was personally
influencing the treatment of others. In addition to the success story of the Rugby World Cup,
other notable decisions such as the creation of the 1996 Truth and Reconciliation
commission and the promotion of South Africa to the level of world player help outline this.
On the other hand, there were many choices he made which weren’t necessarily the best for
his nation, and throughout his presidency there were whispers of corruption and
underinvestment in economic structure.

What must also be taken into account is that his successor, Thabo Mbeki, largely took over
his presidential duties after 1996, so in reality the sample size to judge Mandela as the true
leader of South Africa is too small to come to an effective conclusion. However, what we can
do is look at South Africa in the present day; a country where races interact much more
freely than they did in 1994.

Despite Mandela’s presidency having elements of both hope being fulfilled and expectations
being failed, one cannot doubt the gravity of his impact upon such a struggling nation as
South Africa was.

Finn McGourty - Ridley Thirteen.

The Rules of Defining ‘Diversity.’

Diversity. The appreciation of division, whether it is cultural, social, geographical or racial.
The removal of boundaries to society is its main focus. The celebration of differences is what

it brings.

There is no valid argument against diversity benefitting society. The proof is everywhere,
whether in our arts or sports or within our school.

The problem is the over-representation that causes division. Highlighting someone as
different and allowing them increased liberty or freedom to speech already creates a gap. A
word on a page highlighted next to another stands out. An imbalance if you will, as by nature

humans notice things pointed out to us.

Society accepts this and journalists press it, violently attacking people in positions of
responsibility simply because it is easy. Political correctness manipulates the decisions,

words and actions made, due to the media overload that would follow if it were not totally
inoffensive, no matter the quantity of well-meaning behind it.

If society were a plane the imbalance would be shown as it tips left…

Ben Chanter - Ridley Eleven.
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The year is 2021,
and 2020
was different

for many reasons.
The world

saw a change.
We

experienced the severity of Coronavirus and the brutality of racism towards BAME people.
The death of George Floyd was just one case of racism in 2020. This is why we need

diversity. Everyone should be treated the same, with everyone being seen as equal, with the
same meaning. George Floyd’s case was because of his colour and ethnicity. But this can

relate to physical condition, religious and political beliefs, financial status, abilities, age, and
sexual orientation. Now every day someone experiences being unfairly treated because of

who they are. The correct definition of diversity is “understanding that each individual is
unique, and recognizing our individual differences.” Look at the word unique. This is what we

all are. We are all unique. No matter your gender, belief, race or anything in the previous
mentioned list. If you are gay, you are gay. If you are black, you are black. If you are poor,
you are poor. Why can’t they all be seen as unique and recognized for who they are? My
definition of diversity is “The unification of all people with unique characteristics that make

them who they are.”

Krishan Desai - Ridley Eight.
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El Montgó Massif

The Balearic Shearwater peered at the young man as he scrambled through the scoured,
orange rocks of El Montgó Massif. The shearwater had seen this situation once before. An

older man – 60 years of age, the bird thought - had scurried and scampered amongst the
same blocks of limestone, scraping his uniform against the red dust, which masked the four

initials on his ragged shirt.

The bird knew nothing of these initials but observed that the younger man was clothed much
differently. A blue polo shirt hugged his frame, with a small red horse on the right-hand side

of his chest. His grey cargo shorts were laced with holes which had been carved by the
rocks as if bullets were lying inside his thigh. From the holes, blood dashed down the slopes,

meandering through the slabs of rock and settling amongst a fennel bush which stood
lifeless in the throbbing morning heat. The Shearwater remembered the old man scurrying
just above where the younger man crouched now; his knees were not bloodied but his age

showed through the sweat which soaked his overalls and hid his purpose further.

The Shearwater reckoned that the younger man would’ve passed the older man as he stood
at the threshold of the summit. But the Shearwater noticed a resemblance to the old man,

something in the eye he thought. Small drops of liquid flowed in rivulets from his face diluting
his blood trail and landing where the tears of the older man had landed 50 years prior. The

Shearwater had only seen this occurrence twice amongst humans and believed the floods of
translucent liquid to be a rarity. The Shearwater couldn’t be sure and fluttered atop a birch

tree and gazed as he imagined the old man throwing himself over the edge and hearing the
simultaneous screech of the young man which boiled amongst the heat. The liquid now ran
fast from the bulging balls indented in his face and the shearwater recalled how his relative
had done a similar thing and left a deep throbbing gash where the red initials had lain. The
Shearwater was still convinced that the old man had purposefully gauged away the initials

but within the heat he couldn’t be sure and allowed the mirage to worm his way back to the
young man who now stood in front of him.

The young man looked through the bird and towards the port of Dénia where the water stood
waving at him; convincing him of something, but the bird was unsure of his purpose on the
plateau. His legs snapped beneath him and submerged him in the bright whips of firework
dust which settled in his slicked mop of bleached hair. The Shearwater saw that the young

man was steadily using his left calf to push him closer and closer to the sheer fall off the
edge. The weather had turned now. Droplets of tears cascaded onto the back of the young

man whipping up a tsunami in the crevasse of his shirt. The old man’s uniform had not
absorbed the rain, but the water had run off the sickly green cotton of his jacket and leaving
a pool of liquid at his feet. The bird knew that the old man was not a local. Perhaps he was

from Northern Spain - Zaragoza or Tarragona the bird thought – or maybe he was no
Spaniard at all. The bird doubted this. He carried with him the same stereotypical solemn

look of the Spaniard at the time, scarred by war and brutalised by poverty. The old man was
close to death and so was the young man.

The Shearwater pondered as it surged in a frenzy to a better vantage point of the young
man. He had brought himself to his feet and stood trembling before the edge; his frame no

longer seemed strong and powerful but a child within him had appeared and taken his place,
looking just as terrified by the sight of the Caribbean Cruise liner as his former self had been.
The Shearwater wondered if the young man had come for the same reason as the old man,

but the bird expertly extracted the thought from his mind and allowed it to dissipate through a
tear of
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rain that landed on the temple of his head. The bird could see the old man more vividly now.
He

stood next to the edge with his laced, black boots sinking slowly into the sand lubricated by
the falling rain. The tears in his eyes could no longer be distinguished from the drips of rain
that drowned his face and he stood there suddenly: no agenda, no emotion, no awareness,

nothing. And then he wasn’t there. And the young man came back to the Shearwater. The
young man now stood on his own being stalked by the Shearwater. His whole life he had

been stalked, hunted, hounded and he stood there once again in the position of prey, being
hunted by his predator. The head of the young man finally peered over the limestone block

and to the heaven below. The Shearwater did not know this. The Shearwater just saw an
ignorant young man, a rebel to society, a barbaric-blasphemous boy who was about to

commit his last sin. The Bird didn’t know the story, no one knew the story.

The young man picked himself up off the ground and straightened his child-like body which
had seemed to decay the more the Shearwater examined him. The rain had stopped. His
face dripped with anticipation and tears once again swelled in his irises. The Shearwater

watched with delight as his trainers toyed with the tumble and waited anxiously for the young
man to disappear like the old man had.

The four initials suddenly appear before the Shearwater. P.O.U.M. ‘Ah, of course’ the
Shearwater thought to himself. The Shearwater had no meaning of these initials, but the

discovery had satisfied him greatly. He looked up again and the young man no longer stood
straightened by the edge but instead had folded himself by a rock, 20 metres away. The
Shearwater fluttered ferociously towards him and perched on the foot of his trainer. The

young man looked down at the bird which was trying to cut deep lacerations into the glossy
felt of his trainer. The Shearwater looked into the depths of blue in the eyes of the young
man and he suddenly knew. The young man knew too. It isn’t supposed to rain in June.

Ollie McKenna - Ridley Thirteen.

Diversity in Ant Species

Within the vast array of ant species; from giant Dinoponera to the miniscule
Carebara atoma, there many different castes of workers can be found. In this
article, we will be looking at the two species of ants: Pheidole dentata and
Myrmica ruginodis. Pheidole dentata are some of the most diverse of ants,
having tiny miners and gigantic, big-headed supermajors, whereas Myrmica
ruginodis has only one caste of worker. We will explore how each colony type

is beneficial for the species that use it.

Pheidole dentata

Pheidole dentata is one of the most diverse ant species in the world. They eat mainly seeds
and crops which would be hard to carry for the minor workers (3.5 by 1cm in size), so like
most other carnivorous species, they evolved to grow stronger, larger workers with larger
heads whose sole job was to bring bigger food back to the nest. Unlike other carnivorous ant
species, these ants did not stop evolving there because they did not eat meat that often,
meaning they could not rip small chunks of the food off, and instead had to carry whole
seeds back to the nest. Because of the above, these ants evolved to have bigger heads (see
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Figure 1), big enough to carry some of the largest seeds they ate. It was even documented
that some species from this genus used their big heads to block all entrances to the nest if
they were attacked.

Figure 1: Pheidole dentata major

Myrmica ruginodis

Myrmica ruginodis is the exact opposite to Pheidole dentata in regards to polymorphy: it has
one size of worker and one size only. It does not need any other size because it is mainly
carnivorous and has strength in numbers by stinging its prey to death and then dissecting it,
and taking the small pieces of meat back to the colony. However, for strength in numbers it
needs numbers and
therefore a colony of
this species can
have dozens of
queens all laying
eggs for the greater
good of the colony.

Jan Stern - Ridley
Seven.

A Letter to the
Savages, Part
Two.

Sef�
Dom����t �a�� �f ��e
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Jun� 29, 2015
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Wat���s�� Bi���gi��� �n��it���o�
275, Mel����ne R�.
Ox�o�d, Mis���s���i, MO 38655

To �h���t���er,

Fir��l�, I mu�� �d��� t�a� I �p���ci���� yo�� �ffo�t to ����k �o �� w��� t�e ��s���t a�� d����t� I �es����. Whi�� ��
re���� on ���s ���ic, I wi�� �l�� a�m�� �h�� I �o no� ��v� e����h �e�p��� f�� �o� t� �o�v���� in ��� sa�� ��te����
ma���r, w�i�h ��� �ay ���� no��� f��� t�e ��y I ��i���l�� (in���m���y) ad���s��� yo�.

Thi� �� �l�o �h� ��a��n ��y I �o�� �n e���r� �e�� to ���p���. I fe�� �� ur���c� �� re���n� �� a l���y c�e���re ���h ��
yo����l�, so I ���w��e� �t �� le����e. Las��y, I ha�� no ����e w��� d���la���g �� an��� �n ��is ����e �f w�i��n� ��ca��� �he
en����pe �� ��r�a�� t��� yo� ���t �e (w�i�h ��� �ad t�e ���ac��� t� �a�l � ���te�) wa� ��� of ��� m��� t�o��h���s� a�d
re��l��� p�e��� �f �i��r��u�� I h��e ���r �e��.

How ���� a l���y ��e�t��e ��c� �� yo����l� �ri����ze t�e ��l��i��l ���i�n� �h�� I a� f����d �o ��k�! Per���s t�e �h����t
of ���l��� li�� ��b� �o�s ���n� �e s���h� �le����e, ho����r, it �� � �ec����t� �ha� I ��k� ��es� ���is���� so ���t ��
b�o��l��e ��y ���s�e�. Tha� ��b ��� no� ��r�� �n� b�a�k ��re��� �f �u� �c���s �i� f���. He w�� ��t a b�a�k-ma��� l�o�
cu�. He w�� �� o�t���er. Out����r� �o n�� ��lo��. The����re, I ha� �� k��� hi�, el����at��� f��e���ab�� co���t��i�� �n�
al����n� �y o�� �ffs���n� �o t���v� a�� d����at� ���on���t�� in ��� f��u��. Yo� m�� a�g�� ��at ���s �� �or���t, vi��,
si���t�� e��n. Wel�, t�i� �s ��� li�� ��u �r� �o�n in�� �� a L��n o� �h���� I sa�, a Pan���r� Le�.

Yo�r �i� �� t� e����na�� �h� o���s��i��, pu� ��h��� do�� �t ��� bo���m �� �oc����, so ���t ��u ��d ��u� fu���� ge����ti���
ma� �h���� at ��� t��, t�e� �n ��� lo�� t���, b�a�� t�o�� w�� �o� p���ed �� �h� �o�t�� ��r a�� �f ��� Pri��’s �a���re�,
al����n� �o� t� u���s��y ��i�� t��� an� �r��� �he� as ����as�� s� ���t �o�� r��e ��d ���in���� ma� �� un���t���ed. On�e
yo� ���e c���l��e� �l� �h��, yo�� ��fe �� ��l�� fu�fi�l��, an� ���r �e�t��� �t�a���d.

As a fi��� n��e, on ��� �f �o� ��s�i�l� ���n� �he mo�� s����d a�� �n��u��t�� �re����e I h��� e��r ���, yo� ��e ���te
f�a�k�� � h���c�i��c�� �on���. Yo� h��e ��c��e� m� of ���n���in� �h�� ��il��� t� �e� �h� ��on� �� y�u� ow� ��c�e��. For
t�e ��t��e�y �� �� Ani����a h��� �e�r� ��d �i�n����d t�e �y�� �� in���i���s a�� m����in� �r���u��s ��u Hom� ���i��s
re���y ��e:
Pe�p�� �e�n� �r���fu��y ���l�� a�d ����ed ��� t�� co���� of ����r ��in, pu���n� ��e k��� �t ��e b����m so ����he� ��n ���e t�
t�e ��p. Be�n� ��r�e� �n�� �e�t� �y �a� c���b��� as a r����t o� �h��� �el���o�� b��i��, el����at��� �l� fo����e�b�� o�p����i�n.

Se�m���l�, t�e�� w�� o�c� � �i�� w���eb� ��r��i� �n���id���� we�� ��t e��� �l�o��d �� �et � ��a� �n ���li� �r���p��� du�
to ����r e��n����y, un���t�� �xi���g ��� t�e���n� ot���s ���e ��t�a�t�. Yo� �re ��� p�o���! Are ��� no�? Wha� � ��r�i�l� ���m
it �� �h�� �o� l��e ��!

Hav� � �a� Fr����,
Sef�

Anthony Unugboke, R9.
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