It has been a while since the last update. The school show — suitably linked to
sustainability and the state of the planet as well as sports days, swimming galas and
reports all got in the way.

When | last wrote we were expecting our Buff Orpington eggs to hatch. There was
great excitement everywhere except in my office where the possibility of true disaster
was known. Power cuts and eggs don’'t mix. | spent half term locating local
suppliers of day old chicks and worked out how if necessary we could get these
chicks into school and whether or not we should admit to the children that their much
loved eggs would not be hatching. The day came, no chicks. The boarding house
staff quietly candled the eggs and discovered that at least two were empty and that
the others didn’t look too well developed.

(Candled egg)

| panicked — called the baby chicken man and sent my secretary to collect several
small chickens that were about a day old. She returned with some very small
creatures that looked rather surprised to see us. We were just admiring them in their
box when the boarding house staff came to find me to say that one of the eggs was
moving.......... perhaps all was not lost!  There followed a vigil, never have eggs
been scrutinised so closely, every peep, shudder, minute temperature change was
analysed and discussed. Sixth formers who are never seen in the main house took
to visiting, most classes started a little late as whole groups took a detour via the
incubator to see if anything was happening. Staff who usually head for coffee at the
first sign of a break went via the eggs to see if anything of note was going on, the
staff became as obsessed as the children. Everywhere | went the only question the
children had was, ‘Have they hatched yet?” Then they did, over the course of the
next two days we watched in awe as 4 very small chickens suffering from ‘bad hair’
days arrived.




The boarders forgot to watch TV, but congregated on the floor of the sitting room to
watch, debate and hold our small arrivals. Class by class the children came to watch
the hatching, the science department took up residence in the boarding house next
to the incubator, even the history classes made a visit — something to do with early
communities needing animals and agriculture to form cohesive groups! The IT
department got in on the act and started to film egg-watch, a link to their YouTube
offering is below:

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eTmpEbC1D3c

One of our new hatchlings didn’t make it for more than 24 hours, it had taken almost
48 hours for it to get out of its shell and it arrived severely disabled. The discussions
that followed would have made fantastic television. | now know that our PSHCE (for
the uninitiated — Personal, Social, Health Education with Citizenship) curriculum is
working. We discussed the possible need for euthanasia. “It would be fairer to the
chick as it wouldn’t be able to walk and was very sick”. The children
were quick to remind me that the disabled have rights too; that just
because it was different didn’'t mean it didn’t have a right to live. Was
euthanasia morally right? — here the debate became heated and had
to be curtailed, there were discussions about making it a wheel chair,
giving it serious vitamin supplements etc etc. That day everywhere |
went the question was “how’s the chicken......?.”

Nature took its course and Mr Andrews — our housemaster dealt with the ‘little body’
before a demand could be made for a full state funeral. We expected tears, there
weren’t any, the children were fairly matter of fact, now that it was over. We used
the experience as a teaching tool with the younger children and even some of the
older ones took the opportunity to discuss feelings around family and friends dying
which they hadn’t voiced before. So that left three (chickens not children!).

In the meantime our ‘purchased chicks’ took up residence in the chick box and were
visited at least twice a day by most children and often by their parents. Children
started to arrive early so they could see the chicks before school.

The ducks — who have been living in my office were not neglected, they too had
many visitors and were told about the chickens while they were being fed, stroked
and cuddled. They weren’'t too interested in the new arrivals, they had just
discovered lettuce and the bath — life was good in the land of Indian Runner Duck.
They were visited as much as the chickens and parents could be found lurking
outside my office — not to discuss academic issues but on the off chance they could
come and have a cuddle with the ducks before they went to work. At parents’
evening several parents waiting to see the maths department, left the queue
because they wanted to see the chickens and ducks more than they wanted to see
the maths staff!



As the ducks were now old enough to have personalities we held an election event.
Step 1: A suggestion box for duck names was left in the office, Step 2: | put all the
names on a spread sheet and those that appeared several times were put on a
voting sheet — | admit | removed several names that were totally unsuitable — like
‘Plum Sauce’ and BBQ. Everyone had a voting sheet and those that remembered,
cast their vote, Step 3: We have ducks with names, | would like to introduce you to
(mugshots follow)

Araminta

Jemima

Matilda

| have no idea where the name Araminta came from but it was popular and actually
the duck in question can pull off the name with very little difficulty.

We decided to leave the kindergarten children slightly in the dark about how the
chicks had gone from the small, wet and frankly ugly arrivals they had seen in the
incubator to really very fluffy and sweet in the egg box two hours later. A note to self

Over the course of the last 4 weeks of term, one after the other pointed out several
things to me, “Two eggs didn’t hatch, eventually 2 died, that shouldn’t leave 4
chickens out of 6 eggs.” Also, “and not to put too fine a point on it Miss Smit — we
put Buff Orpington eggs in the incubators, thus our chickens should be a rather nice
tan brown colour and two of the chickens are white!” They are right of course. Two
of our chickens turned out to be Light Sussex; white with a rather nice black ruff but
definitely the wrong colour.

(Buff Orpington) (Light Sussex)



It is humbling to be pitied by three year olds who believe that someone must have
played a nasty joke on you because you hadn’t noticed your chickens were the
wrong colour. It reminds me of the time | enquired of a little boy whether he liked the
gold fish he was watching so avidly in the Kindergarten classroom, “It must be quite
old now” | said “we have had him for a while”, the little boy looked at me and said in
a hushed whisper, “I like gold fish, but that one’s not old, it's not the same one that
was there before, but don't tell anyone, | don’t think Miss Jane knows and she would
be upset!” Don’t, whatever you do think small people don’t notice — they do! What
they choose to tell you and what they put down as grownups being very silly and
therefore, not worth mentioning, are two very different things.



