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Ho Ho Hoooowww are you all?
Welcome to December's issue of
Northgate News! This month we've
got
some
unBEARably
cute
paintings of Pudsey Bear for Comic
Relief, one of our students on an
exciting SPACE ADVENTURE and a
new elf friend to show you! We also
have a wordsearch for you to
complete as well as a series of
mysteries to solve! Why not look
inside and have a go! Remember to
tell a teacher if you want your work
to
feature
in
next
month's
Northgate News!

What's white, furry and the shape of a
tooth?
A molar bear!

MURKY MYSTERIES ...
A boy, sick at home from school, is tasked with finding a mystery intruder ...
Some teens get more than they bargained for when playing a game of spirits ...
A thief steals a prized possession in broad daylight ...
CAN YOU SOLVE THEM?
FIND OUT INSIDE ...

NORTHGATE NEWS • A MONTHLY NEWSLETTER

Student Work

Pudsey!

The students went creative this month with their portraits of
Pudsey Bear in support of Children in Need!

Did you know?

This month the students have
also been making Christmas
and other holiday cards.
Each student chose a different
colour of card. This student
decided to experiment with a
thicker blue background and
an opaque silver permanent
marker, to imitate snowflakes
reflecting off the moon in the
night sky.
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As well as Christmas, other religious holidays
celebrated around the world during the winter include
Hanukkah and Mawlid-el Nabi. Hanukkah (2-10
Dec) is the eight-day Jewish festival of lights, which
celebrates the Maccabean revolt in Egypt. Eight
candles are lit with a menorah to honor the holiday.
Mawlid-el Nabi (20/21 Nov) is an Islamic holiday that
honors the birth of the Prophet Muhammad, who
founded Islam. Shia and Sunni believers will celebrate
on separate days by reading the prophet’s teachings.
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Welcome to Noddy!
This is Noddy! Their pronouns are 'they' and
'them'. They are the newest member of the
Northgate team - they are our 'Elf on the Shelf'!
After a tough interview process, they were offered
the post and we couldn't be more excited to have
them on board. Each day Noddy will be doing
something different. This month they are working
on their Maths with some fun card games! What
will Noddy be up to next month? Read January's
newsletter to find out! If you would like to submit a
suggestion, why not tell a member of Northgate
staff what you'd like to see them doing next? Follow
Noddy's adventures on our school's Twitter feed
@NorthgateSchoo1

Students in Space!
and C's name, along with other
members of the chosen group who
submitted an application, will officially
land on Mars! Here's what C had to say
about the importance of space:
"I feel like earth needs space to not only
explore beyond our existence, but to
broaden our perspective on what life is
about. It helps us undersand our
actuality. Humanity as a whole grows
One of our Y10 students, C, is having her together when we learn new information
name sent to space! The Mars rover will about this ethereal continuum of what
officially land on Mars in February,
we call space."
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Look on the last page for the answers!

A Conundrum of Brothers
I’ve been in bed all morning. My nose is stuffed up and I’m sneezy and achy. But the worst thing is that it’s a
Saturday and I can’t even take off a sick day from school. Logan drops by my room to see how I’m doing. From the
start, he’s being way too nice. “What do you want?” I ask. I can always tell when he wants something.
“You know Charlotte, right?” Charlotte Walker is the cutest, coolest girl in Logan’s class and he’s got a crush on her.
“Well, she wants me to solve a mystery. I thought you could tag along, if you don’t have anything better to do.”
“Better to do?” I can barely breathe. “You just want to impress her.”
Logan doesn’t deny it. “Come on. I always want you to take the credit.” He breaks into a crooked smile. “Except
maybe this time.” I’m under orders to stay in bed. But we sneak out the back and make our way around the block to
the Walkers’ house. Charlotte meets us at the door. “You brought your little brother?” she asks, making a face. I
follow Charlotte and Logan upstairs, trying not to look deathly ill. There’s a sign on her door saying “No Boys
Allowed”, but she lets us in anyway.
Charlotte closes her bedroom door and lowers her voice. “It’s my brothers.” She has three brothers. There’s Noah,
who’s in high school. There’s Charlie, who is Charlotte’s twin. And then Sebastian, who is my age, two years younger
than Charlotte and Charlie. “I always keep my door locked,” she says. “But one of them gets in anyway. It’s driving
me crazy.”
“When was the last time?” asks Logan.
“This morning,” says Charlotte, “right before I called you.” She points to the mess of things on her dresser. “After
breakfast, I came back and saw that my diary was in a different position and someone had spilled a bottle of my
favorite body spray.” Logan wrinkles his nose. “What do you want me to do?”
“My parents think I’m imagining it,” says Charlotte. “And my brothers just laugh. But everyone trusts you, Logan. I
need you to find out who’s doing it.” My brother is actually blushing. “Leave it to me,” he says. “Is Noah around?”
Charlotte points us to Noah’s room then goes downstairs while we start the investigation. Logan knocks. “What?”
comes a sleepy voice that almost sounds like a grownup’s.
“Hi,” my brother shouts through the door. “It’s Logan, Charlotte’s friend. Can I come in?”
“No. Did Charlotte send you to grill me about her privacy?” Noah laughs. “The girl’s certifiable.”
It’s tough, questioning someone who won’t even come to the door, but Logan does his best. Noah claims that he’s
been in his room all morning. “I had a late date last night,” he says, “and I’m sleeping in. Now go away.”
Logan doesn’t have any better luck with Charlotte’s twin. Charlie’s not in his room, and Logan calls him on his cell.
The two of them are friends, so Logan can be a little sneakier. “Hey, Charlie?” Logan has his phone on speaker. “It’s
Logan. What’s up? Wanna hang out?”
Even though they’re twins, Charlotte and Charlie are as different as day and night. “I’m at the library,” Charlie
answers. He’s the studious one in the family.
“The library?” Logan is skeptical. “I didn’t think anyone used libraries anymore.”
“Well, my computer’s got a bug and I have to do research for a paper.” Charlie is half-whispering, which is
believable, if he’s actually in a computer cubicle in the library. According to Charlie’s half-whisper, he was the first
one up this morning and got to the library just when the doors opened at 8 a.m. Charlie is worried he’ll get yelled at
by the librarian, so he cuts the call short.
There’s one last room at the end of the hallway. Sebastian, my classmate, is inside watching a video. “Hunter.” He
turns it off, glad to see me. Logan and I sit on his bed. I let Logan do the talking, partly because he’s supposed to be
the detective and partly because my head feels like it’s stuffed with cotton. Sebastian is smart and he can guess
why we’re here. “Charlotte is so paranoid,” he says. “Like any of us wants to play mind games like that. She’s just
doing it for attention.” Then he winks at Logan. “She likes you, you know.”
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Like Noah and Charlie, Sebastian has a flimsy alibi. “I was practicing the piano and then I cleaned my room.” His
room looks pretty clean, but then Sebastian is a bit of a neat freak. After it’s over, Logan and I retreat into
Charlotte’s room. Logan is beaming. “I know who did it. I’ll bet you never thought I’d say that, huh?”
“What?” I’m completely thrown. “How could you know?” It’s a real question. Logan and I were together for the whole
investigation. Yet he figured it out and I didn’t. “Are you sure?”
“I’m sure,” says Logan. “But don’t feel bad. I have a piece of information that you don’t.”
“What information? Did you know something from before we started?”
“No-o-o,” he teases me. “We both heard and saw exactly the same things. We also tasted and touched the same
things.” He pauses while I think. “Come on, Hunter. It’s as clear as the nose on your face.”
Do you have the answer?
WHICH BROTHER WAS IN CHARLOTTE’S ROOM?
WHAT CLUE DID LOGAN CATCH?
WHY DID HUNTER MISS THE CLUE?

A Ghostly Acquaintance
“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I tell them.
We’re in the Olsen family’s playroom. Timmy Olsen puts the Ouija board in the middle of the table while his older
sister Gloria reads the instructions. They found this Ouija game tucked away in their attic. It’s a wooden board
covered with letters and numbers and weird symbols. The idea is for us to put our fingers on a rolling, pointy thing
called a planchette. Then we all concentrate and try to get in touch with a spirit from the great beyond. The spirit
is supposed to move the planchette and spell out a message for us.
“What’s the matter?” teases Gloria. “You afraid of ghosts?”
“There are no ghosts,” I say. “Someone has to push the planchette. That’s the only way it can move.”
“No, no. It moves by itself,” says Timmy. “I’ve seen it on TV.”
The door opens and for a second we all think it’s Mrs. Olsen, coming home and catching us. But it’s only our friend
Sophie. “You guys ready to contact Captain McFee?” she whispers then closes the door and turns down the lights.
Captain John McFee was the man who built the Olsen’s house. A hundred years ago, the captain’s boat sank in a
storm. Gloria swears she’s seen his ghost, all wet and slimy, roaming through the house at night. Timmy thinks
maybe he’s seen it too.
This is all nonsense and will just give us bad dreams. But I don’t want to be called a chicken. So I sit down with
the others. We all put one finger on the planchette. Gloria takes a deep breath and begins to speak in a spooky
voice. “Captain McFee, we know you’re here. Please talk to us. Why are you haunting this house?” Gloria watches
too many horror flicks, if you ask me.
She goes on like this. And the only result is that Timmy gets scared. “I gotta pee,” he says, then runs out of the
room, slamming the door behind him.
"I know your parents don’t want you doing this,” I say. But it’s no good.
When Timmy comes back, he apologizes. He closes the door and we try again. This time the planchette starts to
shake. A few seconds later it moves. I try to figure out who’s pushing it. “Are you there, Captain?” asks Sophie, her
voice cracking. “Give us a sign.”
The planchette moves quickly now. It takes our fingers to “t” and moves on to “h”. We all spell out the words as
the pointer moves from letter to letter. “This is my house,” the message says. “Leave or else.”
Gloria lets out a little scream. Timmy moans. “That’s enough,” I say. “Whoever’s doing this, it’s not funny.”
It’s not us,” says Timmy. “It’s Captain McFee.”
The planchette starts moving again under our fingers. “Leave – this – house – or – die.”
All of us jump back from the table, knocking over our chairs. Gloria’s hands fly up to her face. “What’ll we do?”
Before I can protest again, there’s a single, loud rap, like someone kicking the wall or knocking on the door. “It’s
the captain,” shouts Sophie. “Don’t let him in.”
Now I’m no longer scared. I’m angry. “There’s no ghost.” And to prove it, I throw open the playroom door. The
hallway is empty. “One of you moved the pointer,” I say. “And you knocked on the wall. So just cut it out.”
Gloria doesn’t believe it. She runs past me into the hallway and looks around. Then she checks the other side of
the playroom door. “Oh, my gosh,” she gasps. “Look!”
By the time we get there, she’s already pulled them out of the door. It’s a note and a dangerous looking kitchen
knife. “The captain left a message,” she says, pointing to a gash in the middle of the wooden door.
The note is written on a piece of computer paper, with a knife hole right in the middle. “LEAVE THIS HOUSE OR
DIE!” it says in big red letters.

DECEMBER 2020

PAGE | 05

NORTHGATE NEWS • A MONTHLY NEWSLETTER
Timmy looks scared enough to faint. “It’s blood. We have to get out of here.”
“It’s not blood,” I say as I examine the note. “It’s red crayon. And how exactly does a ghost write a note?”
“He wanted to prove to you he’s real,” says Sophie. “We all heard him stab the door.”
“That was one of you, hitting the wall in the dark.”
“What about the knife and note? You can’t say that was us. We were all in the room.”
“First of all, there are no ghosts.” I’m talking calmly, like a condescending teacher. “One of you planned this ahead
of time. Your idea of a big, unfunny joke.”
I’m thinking fast and furious, trying to figure it out. Sophie, I know, was the last to arrive before the séance.
Maybe she did it. But then Timmy went out to use the bathroom. And Gloria was the one who found the note.
“I know who it was,” I finally tell them. “And it wasn’t a ghost.”
Do you know?
WHO PLANTED THE KNIFE AND THE NOTE?
HOW DID HUNTER FIGURE IT OUT?

The Daylight Thief
It was early August, one of the worst days of the heat wave, as Jonah and Sally Smith stood in the sweltering tree
house in the Smiths’ backyard.
They were staring at the spot by the window where the rusty telescope used to be.
“Someone stole it,” Sally repeated for the third time. “My little brother said he saw someone out here this
morning. Some kid.”
“That makes sense,” Jonah said. He couldn’t imagine a grown-up making off with the cumbersome old telescope.
The detective’s son examined the tree house for a minute or so, then climbed down and inspected the ground
around the tree.“
You think we should call the police?” asked Sally. “Why don’t we investigate this on our own?” Jonah suggested.
He knew the police wouldn’t pay much attention to a battered old telescope taken from an unlocked tree house.
“It was one person,” he quickly deduced, pointing to footsteps in the dirt. “The thief dragged it over here and
lifted it over your back fence.”
Sally bent down and saw the line in the dirt where the large telescope had been dragged along. On the top edge
of the fence was a scratch of black paint and scuff marks from a pair of shoes. Beyond the fence was a vacant lot
covered in waist-high weeds.“
He left a path,” Jonah said, pointing to the trampled trail curving through the lot. “Come on. Let’s follow it.” He
started to climb the fence, but Sally stopped him. “No. That lot is full of hornet nests. I got stung there last week—
a huge, red, itchy welt.”
“Thanks for the warning,” Jonah said, studying the trampled trail from a distance. “The telescope was dragged
through to Juniper Street. We’ll go around.”
They grabbed their bikes and raced each other to Juniper, screeching to a halt where the trampled weeds met
the sidewalk. “He went this way,” Jonah said, following the almost imperceptible scratches in the cement. And
then the tracks stopped.
“I guess he carried it from here,” Jonah said, a little disappointed. He stood in the middle of the street and looked
at the surrounding houses. “Frankie Rooter lives right there,” he said, pointing to a two-story house.
“Frankie?” said Sally. “Didn’t he steal that baseball from Crazy Kate’s shack?” Before Jonah could answer, Sally was
crossing the street. He had never seen her so mad.
“Frankie?” she shouted toward a figure visible in a second-story window. “Give me back my telescope.”
Jonah could see a kid in the room. It was Frankie, all right. He had already heard Sally and was hurrying to open
the window.
“What are you doing?” he shouted down at Sally. “You’re crazy.”
“You stole the telescope from my tree house.”
“I did not. I’ve been in the house all day.”
“That’s not what Jonah says,” Sally countered. “And he’s a detective.”
“Hey, I didn’t say it was Frankie,” Jonah protested. “All I said…” But it was too late. He could already hear Frankie
rushing down the stairs. The Rooters’ front door flew open, and Frankie emerged, putting on a light jacket as he
stepped outside. “All right, Bixby, I’m sick and tired of you calling me a thief.”
“Well, you did steal that baseball,” Jonah hemmed.
“Hey, I gave it back,” he said, going nose-to-nose with Jonah. “As for your precious telescope, I didn’t take it. You
want to call me a liar?”
Jonah swallowed hard. And then the answer came. “Yeah, Frankie, I think I do.”
HOW DOES JONAH KNOW FRANKIE IS LYING?
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A Conundrum of Brothers
As soon as Logan mentions my nose, I know. Logan must have smelled something that I didn’t, because of my cold.
Then I remember that the intruder had spilled a bottle of body spray – and that Logan wrinkled his own nose in
Charlotte’s room when he smelled it.
“It was Sebastian,” I deduce. “He’s the only brother we talked to in person. Noah never let us in and Charlie was in
the library. You smelled Charlotte’s body spray on Sebastian.”
“I’d recognize her body spray anywhere,” Logan says with this dreamy look on his face. “And it was all over
Sebastian. I win.” He pumps a fist in the air.
“That’s not fair. I’m sick.” But I don’t really mind. Logan deserves his moment.

A Ghostly Acquaintance
They’re all listening to me for a change. “First off, there are no ghosts. One of you made the sound, not the knife.”
Sophie isn’t buying it. “If one of us made the sound, then how did the knife get into the door? That would have
made a sound, too.”
“Right,” I say. “So it couldn’t be you, Sophie. We would have heard you. Also, Timmy would have definitely seen it
when he came back from the bathroom.”
“Hey, it wasn’t me,” says Timmy.
“It wasn’t you,” I agree. “And for the same reason. We would have heard you stabbing the door.”
“And it couldn’t have been me,” says Gloria. “For the same reason.”
“Actually, it was you.” Gloria throws me a deadly scowl, but I go on. “If it wasn’t a ghost – and it wasn’t – then the
door was never stabbed.”
“But you all saw it,” Gloria insists. “The knife and the note.” “No. By the time we looked, the knife wasn’t in the door.
It was in your hand. You must have set it up before, making a knife hole in the door, then hiding the note and the
knife somewhere. When we left the room, looking for the ghost, you had a few seconds to take them out and fool
us.” Gloria doesn’t admit to anything. But Timmy knows I’m right. “You gouged the door,” he yells at his sister. “I’m
telling Mom.”

The Daylight Thief
“What??” Frankie looked like he was ready to punch Jonah in the face. Jonah stepped back. “Frankie, tell me
something. Why do you have a jacket on?”
“Um…” Frankie didn’t seem to have an answer. “Because I feel like it.”
“It’s the hottest day of the year,” Jonah continued. “And yet you put on a jacket before coming outside.”
Sally scrunched up her forehead. “You lost me, Jonah. Wearing a jacket proves that he stole my telescope?”
“Well, it proves he was outside this morning and walked across the vacant lot. That makes him a liar and a prime
suspect.”
“How do you figure that?” Frankie said. He folded his arms and winced a little as he did it.
“You’re hiding something,” Jonah said. “That’s why you put on a jacket before talking to us. And I think what you’re
hiding is a hornet sting.”
“You got stung.” Sally broke out laughing. “You tried to steal my telescope and you got stung.” And then, just for
good measure, she punched him on the arm.
“Ow!” Frankie doubled over in pain. “I got stung three times, all right? Go take back your stupid telescope. It’s
nothing but trouble.”
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Important Notices
Remember to wash your hands and wear a mask in public spaces
(unless you are exempt).

School finishes 18th December 2020.

Follow us on Twitter at @Northgateschoo1
If you'd like your schoolwork to feature on the school's twitter
account, email a photo or a copy to anna@northgate.barnet.sch.uk!
(Please note the 'l' of school is the number '1'!)

Go to https://www.northgateschool.net/about-us/ to see our new
tour of the school!

See you
next time!
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Edgware Community Hospital Burnt Oak Broadway HA8
0AD
tel. 02082894777
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