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Dear GIS Community, 

Before doing anything else I have to apologise to Ms Emma and to Mr Hawtree, whose contributions were missed 

out of the last edition where those leaving wrote a short message- so here are their messages: 

Ms Emma: I have thoroughly enjoyed my time as part of the incredible GIS community. Izzy and I were made to feel welcome 

from the second we walked in the door. I've loved the trips, the shows, the sports days and special events...but more than any-

thing, I've loved coming in to work every day to children who are bright, happy, and eager to learn. We're moving up to Bangkok, 

where my husband is already working, so we're looking forward to being together all the time again, but we will miss GIS          

immensely and will remember our time here with great fondness.  

Mr Hawtree: During my time here, I have been privileged to watch over our older students take their external exams, and it was 

a pity I was unable to finish this with the class of 2020.  I have also been co-opted to referee football at all age groups and coach 

some sessions – a delight to witness the commitment of the players and the sportsmanship shown between them and the visiting 

teams. However, the greatest thrill of all was the Wednesday afternoon Touch Rugby.  Firstly, because my wife Dinah started to 

play having watched the game for many years with me and has become fitter, faster and better each time we play, but also play-

ing with a formidable group of teachers from around the world. My thanks to you all and hope we meet again soon. 

I have had a wonderful 4 years at GIS – yes, 4 years! – and how that time has flown! I will take with me so many 

happy memories of events, of activities, of shows, of meetings, of lessons and of course, of people.  Because it’s the 

people that make a school, not the buildings or the policies, not the resources or the facilities – staff, students and 

parents make a community, and it is that great sense of community spirit at GIS that makes it such a special place. 

As I move on to lead my new school in Penang, I wish all of you the very best for the future.  I hope that next year 

brings a return to normality for everyone, and I look forward to hearing news from time to time from my many 

friends at GIS.  Goodbye, ลากอ่น, adios, 再見, au revoir, 안녕, до свидания 

Dinah Hawtree 

Principal 

B y  M r s  D i n a h  H a w t r e e  



Sc ho ol  r e - - - op e nin g  
 
 

Although the COVID situation in Thailand is very well under control, our primary concern must continue 

to be the health and wellbeing of our community, and GIS will follow strictly all guidelines and COVID   

preventative measures as directed by the Minister of Education, including but not limited to: 

*Social distancing of at least 1m apart will be enforced for all, both indoors and outdoors. 

*All students, staff, parents and visitors will be temperature tested on arrival: if any person has a fever of 

37.5 C or higher they will not be allowed to continue onto the campus and their details will be 

logged. 

*Compulsory wearing of masks, except when eating and drinking in designated areas at break and 

lunchtimes. 

*Visitors will not be permitted without an appointment. 

*Markings will be used in queuing areas to clearly show where people should stand to avoid close      

contact.  

*There will be no assemblies or large gatherings. 

*There will be no school buses as social distancing cannot be guaranteed. 

*Students may take part only in non-contact, non-team sports. 

*All students and staff must bring their own personal water bottles. 

*There will be no after school activities, private music lessons or other extra-curricular provision. 

*Daily 'deep clean' of all surfaces and shared resources - with hand gel available in every teaching space 

as well as bathrooms and cafeterias. 

*No self-service in the canteen; all food will be plated and served by staff wearing masks and gloves. 

*Lunchtimes will be staggered and students given designated seating areas. 

*Increased staff supervision to monitor distancing outside of lesson times. 

*IB students will NOT be allowed off site during lunchtimes. 

*Students may come to school in PE kit on days that they have PE lessons to avoid the need for       

changing, and to free up changing rooms for swimmers. 

*Rescheduling lessons into larger classrooms where needed. 

*Clear signage around the site regarding COVID symptoms and prevention. 

*Students must be picked up immediately at the end of the school day (details to follow from Primary 

and Secondary). 

 



 

Dear Parents and Carers, 

We are at the end of an extraordinary and 

divergent year at GIS.  

 

In August we will welcome 5 new teachers   

to the GIS Primary Team –  

Ms Sonia Sheppard will be the Head of  

         Foundation 

Ms Robyn Britz will be a Nursery Teacher 

Ms Nicci Sutherland will be a Reception   

        Teacher 

Ms Rachel May will be a Year 4 Teacher 

Mr Tim Locke will be a Year 5 Teacher 

 

We sadly say goodbye and good luck to Mr 

Mark and Ms Christina, who have both 

taught at GIS for 4 year. They have both 

done a great job and are now moving on to live and teach in Macau. Mr Mark has done especially well with 

helping the teachers to use more IT and computing in their learning, and has contributed to many different 

areas of the school outside his own classroom, like the development of the new Primary Maker Room. Ms 

Christina, apart from being a very caring teacher, has taught in both Year 3 and Year 4, has helped lead the 

clubs programme with Mr Garth and has been an important staff member of the Friends of Garden.  

 

Ms Emma and Ms Sarah are both staying within Thailand but are moving with their families to teach at   

international schools in Bangkok.  

Ms Emma has been at GIS for 2 years and has worked well within the Foundation team to develop child-

initiated learning in Reception.  

Ms Sarah has also been at GIS for 2 years. She is very creative and has developed the creativity in play-based 

learning in both Nursery and Reception classes.  

Ms Cathie and I will be moving with our children to Egypt. Ms Cathie has done a great job as Head of  

Foundation to develop the assessment and reporting systems using Tapestry, introduce more outdoor learn-

ing across Foundation and develop Continuous Provision (which means the teachers planning ways to help 

the children follow their own learning pathways).  

 

We are sad to be leaving GIS and Thailand but will be happy to be a bit closer to our family in the UK.          

I have really enjoyed my role as Head of Primary at GIS. In my time here I have tried to keep the best bits of  

GIS, and the character of GIS, whilst developing and improving the school to offer a unique but world class  

standard of education. It is a great school with some of the friendliest students I have met. The academic  



team is very professional and committed and there is a great school community.  

I have learned a lot at GIS and have also made some good friends. I will have fond memories of working 

here and wish the school and everyone connected with it all the very best for the future. GIS is a very good 

school with even greater potential, and I look forward to hearing about its continued success.  

 

We have several students and families who are moving on to pastures new. I would like to say a big thank 

you and farewell to those families who have made a difference in our school community. As usual, we will 

be welcoming a range of new families to the GIS community in August. 

 

I would like to wish all of our students, parents and teachers a happy holiday.  

 
 
Matt Walsh 
Head of Primary 
 
 

Coronavirus Health & Safety 

We have made many changes to maximise the health and safety at the GIS campus in accordance with Thai 
government guidelines. Hand gel and handwashing is no problem but ensuring social distancing with 
young children is a much bigger challenge! The government inspection team that visited the school was 
very impressed with the systems that we have put in place to keep our staff, students and parents safe and 
healthy. These systems include: increasing the number of teachers on duty, signage to help identify covid 
symptoms, changing lunch and end of day arrangements to minimise student-student contact, temperature 
checking and logging, changing classroom organisation and adding floor markings to enable social-
distanced learning.  

 



Foun dat ion  lo ck do wn  lear n in g  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

R e  open in g  s c hool  c las s r oom 
lear n in g  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Butterfly class remote learning photos!   

D:/Video_20200421_153245.mp4


War  and  p e ace  y 6  v ir t ua l  ar t  e x hi b it i on  
Please copy and paste this link:    https://read.bookcreator.com/FHRkbYSvlzQSmNraq0Dnwu0fGUv2/

https://read.bookcreator.com/FHRkbYSvlzQSmNraq0Dnwu0fGUv2/hN19SE8JR3ub54GzKDrFzA








 
 

 

This is my final newsletter as Head of  
Secondary at GIS and I am sad to say 
goodbye to a fantastic community, who I 
will miss very much. What a year to have 
experienced as the last hurrah. I am proud 
of the students for withstanding the    
worry, the crash course in independent 
learning and proving their adaptability.  I 
am incredibly grateful that we have been 
given the chance, however short, to have 
re-united the students and teachers in 
school for the last few days. I must pay 
tribute to the tremendous effort I have 
seen put in by teaching staff over the 
years here, but especially during the peri-
od of lockdown, as well as the school ad-
ministration and cleaning staff for keep-
ing the school spotless and ready for any-
thing. We re-opened with a mere 24 hours      
notice last week.  

 
The Secondary leadership team have been immense in the lockdown period. The Senior Leadership Team 
collaborated with the teaching staff in creating online learning programmes sensitive to the students’ needs 
and ages and amended the programmes where necessary. This year we also dealt with cancelled IGCSE and 
IB exams and created new programmes to occupy the Year 11 and IB students during the period after exams 
were cancelled. It has been a mammoth effort across the school, and there will be more obstacles to over-
come when August returns for our IB2’s and Year 11’s especially. I wish the Secondary Leadership Team   
Lauren, Tina and Lee and the Assistant Principals Tom, Laurence and Jenn all the best for next year, I know 
the school is in experienced and caring hands. 
 
I am proud to have been part of a school that has continued its upward trajectory in exam results and has 
modernised with the introduction of data and targets for students. As part of a whole school team, the focus 
on wellbeing, student reflection and new parental engagement evenings have started a process that I hope 
will last for many years to the benefit of all in the community. Personally I would like to thank the FOG for 
their support for the school and me. I have fantastic memories of the kindness and welcome shown to me 
by Lek, Ilse, Dianne, Kanika and the FOG teams old and new and I truly appreciate the support and feed-
back they (and their husbands)  have given the Secondary School over the years. 
 
The best sign I can give for the future is that I leave with two happy children who have loved their time here 
and would be happy to stay. Thank you to all I have worked with in any capacity who supported me and my 
wife, we appreciate all that GIS has given us and wish all the community well for the future as we start our 
new adventure in Beijing. Have a safe and relaxing summer holidays. 



N e i l s o n  H a y s  Yo u n g  Wr i t e r s  Aw a r d   

B y  M s  A n g e l a  M a r t i n  

IB1 student Ellen Dowling was declared the winner in her category (under 18s) for her 
cleverly structured and beautifully written short story, "Bury Their Bones, Bury My 
Heart". It is published in full below. Year 9  students Charlotte Ahumada and Aishu 
Narkar also did incredibly well to be chosen as finalists in their age category. Their 
delightfully illustrated stories were written especially for Year 5 students in Mr 
Gareth's class. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bury Their Bones, Bury My Heart 
 
Something new pierces the darkness of my universe, a murmur of sound different from the 

constant, gentle thumping I’ve felt since waking up. It ricochets around my head, so foreign 

yet so familiar at the same time. The sound is low and sweet. 

Familiar. 

It’s safe and warm. 

Familiar. 

I know it. 

Familiar. 

It’s Mother. It belongs to Her. This is Her voice, muffled through layers of thin flesh and 

thick fluid. She’s singing me a song, one to fall asleep to. 

And so I do. 

There is a spot at the end of my garden where the bushes grow the largest, the wildest. Their 

leaves are greener, flowers brighter, fruit sweeter than the rest of the verdure that overtakes 

my home. Sometimes, when I’m washing the dishes or folding the clothes, I look out the 

window and stare at the ground beneath it. If I try hard enough, I can see three sets of little 

bones buried below. Roots twine around their ribs, worms nibble at the tips of ivory toes. My 

daughters feed the earth, more useful in death than they would ever have been in life. That’s 

what I’ve been told, at least. 

 



I hear more, see more, feel more every day. I’m growing fast, pushing at the walls of Mother 

as I stretch out. I feel the cells beneath my skin calcify, turn to white sticks that will keep me 

together when I leave for a universe that isn’t as kind as this one. I feel my organs forming, 

arranging themselves in a careful puzzle that will keep me going when She can’t anymore. I 

am a thousand pieces becoming a whole. 

 

She- no, he - moves like a dancer in my belly, twisting so much I’m scared that he might 

strangle himself . I seem impossibly large nowadays, and I hope it's a good sign. It's a ritual 

now, looking at my echo in the mirror, as though the baby will disappear if I don't. I study the 

grotesque protrusion of it in the grimy glass, how angry pink tigers my now too-tight skin. 

They're remnants-- warnings-- from the last three times I've done this. The world hasn't been 

kind to me, not for a long time, and I bear the marks of its neglect in the fissures around my 

eyes and the wrinkles across my forehead. I bear its cruelty in the golden shackle around my 

finger and the yellowing bruises on my limbs-- not the belly, never the belly nowadays. 

I look away. It hurts to look too long, even though I feel I must. I settle myself on the bed and 

am greeted with rusty groans from the ancient frame. Blissful lightness replaces the aching 

pressure on my body. It's temporary, but it's enough for now. 

 
There are other voices now, ones not quite as beautiful as Mother’s. They’re too gruff, too 

low for me to take any comfort in them. But as time passes- Days? Weeks? Months?- I begin 

to realise that they’re family. I start to feel the flickering of something unnameable in my 

heart. It makes me want to leave the warm comfort of my universe a little earlier, even though 

I know it’ll hurt a little. But I wait; I’m not ready yet. I shall be perfect when the time comes.                                     

I wonder how proud they’ll be when they see me. 

The familiar clenching pain of labour rips me from my dreams. It was a gentle, beautiful 

thing; I had a little boy, fragile in my arms but undeniably alive. He’d just come home from 

school. The pain that woke me is bruising, irritating, but its presence is swift enough that if I 

grit my teeth I can ignore it. I manage to get up and call my sister before it gets white-hot. 

 

It’s time. I’m too big for this universe now. I want light. I want whispered lullabies and gentle 

goodnight kisses on my brow. I want what I started to feel months ago. The name of it still 

eludes me, sweet on the tip of my tongue. I want so many things, and I can’t wait to have 

them all. 

 



Tears stream down my face, mingling with sweat and snot as they drip down onto the already 

drenched blanket covering my body. I heard somewhere that the one thing you can’t 

remember is pain. It’s true, I think; I don’t remember it being quite so excruciating. My 

traitorous brain has kept me ignorant and green, as clueless as the baby I’m fighting to push 

out. I feel the pain acutely, no drugs to distance myself from it. 

Someone faraway is telling me to push. What an idiot this doctor, this professional, is. The 

riotous bush at the end of my garden is a testament to my experience, more than the gilded 

certificate on his office wall will ever be; I have a Bachelor in pain, a Doctorate in 

disappointment. 

I push until it feels as though my body is being torn into two. It ends in a crescendo of 

gurgling, hesitant wails. 

I’m asleep before they can tell me what it is. He or she, I don’t know and I don’t care. It’s 

lovely, this feeling. This ignorance. 

I erupt into the world in a spectacular manner. My voice is, at first, gurgling and watery, 

then someone slaps my back and I feel my lungs clear. I shriek at the pain, the red-hot burst 

of sensation that makes me want to go back to the comforting darkness I just left. 

But then they settle me into Her arms, and I am home. My veins run with blood, my lungs fill 

with air, and my heart grows large with love. 

It’s lovely, this feeling. This bliss. 

 

I wake to watery eyes and silent apologies. 

No. 

No. It can’t be. I refuse. 

The baby is in my arms, wrapped tightly in a white blanket. I rip it off, ignoring her- HIS   

feeble mewling. It’s a mistake, it has to be a mistake. 

No. It’s not a mistake. 

I howl, and my daughter joins me. Like she knows what’s about to happen. 

“You don’t have to do it this time,” my sister says to me as softly as she can. “Just give it to 

me and I’ll take care of it for you.” 

My sister called her ‘it’. It’s cruel and cold, the voice of a woman who’s done this one too 

many times. 

I clutch my daughter tighter and shake my head. “No,” I tell her, voice shaking. "I'll do it." 

 



If she has to die, I’ll make it quick. Merciful. It’s the only love I can ever give her. 

 

Mother gets up. She’s carrying me somewhere. Outside, I think. The air is colder here, the 

light a little brighter. I have to close my eyes to bear it, but I know that in time I’ll come to 

love it. 

 

Mother presses a kiss to my brow. She sings me a weeping lullaby whose words I don’t quite 

understand. 

This is love. 

 

I set her down on the dirt, carefully so as not to knock her head. The flannel cloth in my hand 

is dripping with icy water. It freezes my hand to the point of numbness. I wish it would go 

further, up into my brittle heart so that I wouldn’t have to feel the lancing guilt as I lay the 

cloth over my nameless daughter’s face.  

 

I can’t breathe. Something wet and heavy has gripped my face, unrelenting in its strength. I 

gasp against it, wails coming in nothing more than wheezes at this point. My lungs burn, my 

body writhes. I call out to Her, whose arms I was in not half a minute ago. She can save me. 

She will save me! 

Mother, help . 

Mother, please . 

I hear her quiet whimpers when I run out of air, when I can no longer sob and mewl. I 

suddenly realise that it was her who did this to me. 

“ I’m sorry, my love, ” I hear her weep. 

If this is life, I do not want it. If this is love, let it die with me. 

My husband brings me a plate of fruit later in the evening. 

“Freshly picked,” he tells me quietly, setting the offering down on my lap. His words are 

kind, his actions thoughtful, but I can see the bitter disappointment in his eyes. Not again, 

they seem to say. I imagine that this is the look my father gave my mother all those years ago  

when I was born, when my sister was born. I glance down at his tightening fist, knuckles       

straining white against the urge to hit me. I see the dirt underneath his fingernails.                           

I pick a slice of fruit off the plate, watching as the juice runs crimson down my fingers.                

This is life, no matter how much I want it to be different. 

 



IB  Mat he mati cs  R e mote  Le ar ning :                                            
S o l i d s  o f  R e v o l u t i o n  I n v e s t i g a t i o n  

By Mr Line Turagaiviu 

Students conducted a solids of revolution investigation using Geogebra to calculate volumes of a 3D object 

of their choice. Below is Ojas’ investigation results and experience on finding the solids of revolution his 

milk mug.  

By Ojas Chaudhary (Maths AA HL Student) 

As part of our IB maths course, we have to complete an Internal Assessment (IA), which involves an explo-

ration of mathematical concepts we study in the course. To do a practice run of our IA at home, due to 

COVID-19 gave me a great opportunity to learn more about our IA and explore a distinct mathematical 

concept.  

For my practice IA, I analysed the volumes of revolution of a milk mug. I drink milk from the mug every 

day so it’s an object that is relevant to me (and it’s also further important because I received it from a MUN 

conference!). My curiosity of the volume I drink made me explore this object. Essentially,  volumes of revo-

lution involve using calculus and graphing techniques to modify a 3D-image; this creates functions for the  

entire mug and a final integration step allows for a calculation of the volume of the object. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My Methodology: 

1. Photograph of my mug was taken and uploaded onto Geogebra 

2. Plotted image points into graphing software (GeoGebra) 

3. Resized points so image scale was correct 

4. Used the polyfit function to develop a best-fit model equation for my mug 

Calculated solids of revolution using Geogebra integration function. 

I ended up with a volume of 257.64 cm3 and the actual volume of my milk mug was 262.38cm3. This leads me to     

calculate that my calculations have a percentage error of only 1.81%, showing my results to be very accurate and 

precise. 

 



B o w  S e a t  O ce a n        
Aw a re n e s s  P ro j e c t  

B y  M s  A n g e l a  M a r t i n   

Students in years 7-9 have been learning all about the ocean in 
their cross-curricular lessons over the past few weeks. In Geogra-
phy lessons, they have immersed themselves in a coral reef to see 
how it lives and thrives. They have also found out about individu-
als, groups and organisations that are protecting our coastal and 
ocean waters. And, as a result, they have seen how sea creatures' 
numbers have grown: blue whales, oysters, sea otters, humpback 
whales and green turtles have all increased in numbers! Our stu-
dents have written poems and articles in English, made short 
films in Drama, created infographics in ICT and designed posters 
that highlight the issue in Art. The very best of these that express 
the idea of  Climate Hope: Transforming Crisis have been submit-
ted as entries for the Bow Seat Ocean Awareness competition. 

The winners are to be announced in December. Watch this space! 

Here’s the poem: 

 

 

The Hawksbill Turtle  
by Bambi Burbach student 
 
I am a hawksbill sea turtle, 
the female of which is fertile. 
I eat through coral crevices, 
Though I am not their nemesis. 
 
I am completely omnivorous, 
Not carnivorous or herbivorous, 
I’m found in Atlantic, Pacific, and Indian 
Oceans, 
Swimming along coastlines with slow, swift 
motions. 
 
I have a narrow head and beak shaped jaws, 
Something I think deserves applause. 
At the coral reef my food awaits, 
Though when I arrive my spirit deflates. 
 
The corals are bleaching, 
And I find myself reaching 
Out for a sign that we'll all be okay, 
My eyes wide with nothing to say. 
 
 

I’ll skip my meal and continue my day, 
The despairing sight made me swim away, 
I swim some more then see my own kind, 
Enjoying a jellyfish with nothing inside. 
 
 
It doesn’t feel pain, 
Doesn’t struggle in vain,  
But the turtle continued to eat 
What looked like a treat. 
 
I go up to the shore,  
And lay my eggs for 
Now I must go, 
Like my mother did years ago. 
 
They’ll fend for themselves, 
Or get eaten by weasels, 
Or may not even hatch, 
Where I laid my batch 
 

 
 

 

Of eggs - they won’t be alive, 
And may not survive. 
The humans throw away such strange things, 
Like bottles and strings and metal springs. 
 
 
My stomach feels empty, 
But there’s much to eat, Plenty. 
I haven’t eaten for very long, 
So I sing my whining and clucking song: 
 
“I will die soon if nothing is done”, 
 
So do your part and make the rubbish “Begone!” 
 
This poem was not so easy to write, 

But I hope it gave you greater insight. 



Greetings to all of the GIS community,  
 
B y  V e d a n t  a n d  G a l a t e e  

Greetings to all of the GIS Community!  
We would like to welcome you all back to school! Although this   
return is brief, it has been great to see all the students back and 
learning face to face. 
 
School reopening: Having our school re-open not only means that 
the students have been able to return to their normal routines, it 
also gives them the opportunity to say farewell to some of their 
teachers and fellow classmates who are sadly leaving us as the end of 
the year. We would like to wish you all the best in your future      
endeavors.  
 
New normal: In order for our school to reopen our students had to 
accommodate themselves to certain rules in order to keep everyone 
safe on our campus. The students have been doing a wonderful job 
in maintaining their social distance and keeping their masks on.  
 
As we approach the end of the school year, we have many staple  
traditions: firstly, student excellence is rewarded through sports 
awards and our academic awards and we’d like to extend a huge 
congratulations to all the winners and every student for working 
hard throughout the year. We also have our beloved end of year par-
ties where students can gorge themselves on chips, fizzy drinks and 
sweets (while obviously remaining socially distant!). We hope you 
have had an excellent end to the year even under these unusual    
circumstances! 
 
At the end of every academic year, we move on to the next grade. 
For us, this will be the last time we experience this sense of ‘moving 
forward’ at GIS which is a frightening prospect! However, we hope 
all of you have an excellent break, collect yourself and come more 
prepared than ever for the start of our next academic year.  
 
Wishing you all an excellent and safe summer, 
Galatee and Vedant 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 We would like  

 to wish you  

all the best  

in your future  

endeavors.  

 



Celebrating our IB2s 

B y  M s  L a u r e n  H u c k n a l l  

The time has come to say goodbye to our IB2 students and wish them 

well on their future journies.  

After a very unique and slightly anticlimactic end to their final IB 

year when the examinations were cancelled, we have finally had the 

opportunity over the last couple of weeks to celebrate not only the 

achievements of our IB2 students, but also the impact they have had 

on our school community. 

On Saturday, 30 June, the IB2 students, along with their form tutors, 

took part in an online graduation event; it was lovely to see everyone 

in the year group back together, albeit virtually. This was a time to 

share photos, videos and memories of our IB2’s time in IB2, providing 

a happy trip down memory lane. In addition, there were contribu-

tions from Mr Beales, the previous IB Coordinator, and past IB2 grad-

uates, who sent their best wishes. The form tutors, Mr Tebbutt and 

Mr Cruz, selected some awards for their form to recognise the indi-

vidual character of each student, and Mrs Hawtree and Mrs Hucknall 

also gave speeches to mark the end of the students’ time at GIS. 

Two particular highlights included seeing some of our students and 

teachers dancing, and also the touching recital of Dr Seuss’ ‘Oh The 

Places You’ll Go!’, which featured contributions from lots of staff 

from across the school, from Foundation all the way up to IB. Thank 

you to everyone who gave up their time to contribute. If you would 

like to see the graduation event, then you can find a link to the video 

on the school website. 

Happily, with the re-opening of the school, the final IB2 event took 

place in real life! Five of our graduating IB2 students attended GIS 

since Reception, and, in keeping with school tradition, the students 

and their families  returned to school to plant a tree marking their 

time here. The trees have been planted in a new spot down by the 

school pool: the trees will grow to provide shelter and shade for our 

students, and the name plaques for Ash, Cheshta, Kavisha, Sammy 

and Liyana will be seen regularly to inspire our current students. 

Planting the trees linked perfectly with Mrs Hawtree’s final message 

for all of our IB students, reminding us that GIS can be seen as the 

‘roots’ for our students. As our IB2 students prepare to receive their 

results and move into the next stage of their lives, we hope that they  

 

 

 

 

will always remember their ‘roots’ and 

keep in touch with us here at GIS. We can’t 

wait to see all the ways in which they will 

develop, grow and succeed in the future. 



 

Learning in Spanish 

B y  S e n o r a  C e c i l i a  A l f a r o  

 

Year 10 was learning about Holiday and 

Tourism. They need to do research about a 

Spanish speaking country that offers 

'Conscious tourism"  and make a poster with 

the information in Spanish. This topic is re-

lated to the"Sustainable Development Goals" number 15.  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 ————————————–———————————————————————————————— 

 

 

 

This July, we are offering a 2 
week Summer Camp to     
primary (current Year 1-6) 
children from GIS. The camp  
begins on the 6th of July and 
ends on the 17th of  July. 
This exciting Summer Camp 
is hopefully the first of many 
more to come!  

 

MAND AR IN  CL A SS   

L e a r n i n g  A b o u t    

‘ M y  Fa m i l y ’.  



I n f o r m a t i o n  f o r  t h e  2 0 2 0  S u m m e r C a m p  a t  G I S  

Why send your children to the summer camp? 

The summer camp at GIS will be a place where children can have lots of fun and learn with their friends during a 
part of the long summer holidays. Through engaging activities children will express themselves, be creative, learn 
to work together in a team and most of all, enjoy themselves!  

Who can attend the summer camp?  

For 2020, our summer camp is only open to GIS children who are currently in Primary. 

Where and when will the summer camp happen?  

The camp will take place only on the GIS campus from Monday to Friday (Approximately 9:00 am-3:00 pm) for  
the two weeks from the 6th of July - 17th July.  

 
What sorts of activities will there be? 

During the mornings, children work on fun Maths, English and ICT projects. In the afternoons, they will do a    
variety of fun activities such as cooking, music, dance, team games, sports, swimming, art, construction,           
challenges etc.  

How much will the summer camp be? 

16,000 Baht for the two weeks or 9,000 Baht for any one of those weeks. Payment is due before 30th June.          
Payments should be made at the Uniform Office.  

All fees include lunch for the children, however, transport by school bus is extra and also dependent on numbers.   
Also, unfortunately, we’re unable to offer single or half days on the camp.  

What is the refund policy? 

In the event that the school is unable to run the camp due to insufficient numbers or has to close because of a  
government or local council directive, full refunds will be provided. Otherwise, no refunds will be available. 

Will the children be insured? 

Yes, the insurance the children already have at school covers all activities within the school for the entire year,  
including our camp activities. 

What precautions will be taken against Covid-19? 

Depending on the situation, it’s likely the same measures will be taken as have been happening so far on regular 
school days. - History of contact and proximity checks, temperature readings at the entrance, regular hand  

 

If you're interested in sending your child to the camp, then please  email 
m.sherwen@gardenrayong.com for further details. Spaces are limited, so get in there fast! 

We hope that this will be the first of many more successful camps to come! 
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C OV ID   p r e v e ntat iv e  me as ur e s   


