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Homework

Newspaper Analysis

Task
Complete the analysis by reading the article and writing detailed information under the following headings:

1. Name of newspaper and date.

2. Headline
3. What the article is about

4. Audience and purpose of the article
5. (a) Two language techniques, including examples, used by the writer, eg, simile, metaphor, word choice, sentence structure, tone, link.  

(b) State why each technique is effective.
6. The meanings of five new words

7. Summarise, in your own words, five key ideas.
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The Travel Magazine Travel Guide: 24 hours in Edinburgh       Feb 11, 2015 

Edinburgh is famous for the annual Festival Fringe and the seat of Scottish Parliament, but what does it offer the visitor?

It might be the capital of Scotland, the home of vibrant festivals and the seat of Scottish power, but there’s something about the cold cobbles, the wind-battered stones and the towering castle that make Edinburgh still feel like a haunted fortress atop an enchanted mountain.

Tourists duck and dive under towering bridges, they tumble down treacherously steep steps and feel the wind whip their noses and cheeks as if they were standing on the battlements.

Locals are fiercely protective of their city, as if they were guarding hidden treasure. But look hard enough, and you can find the city’s secrets, its boutique shops, it’s achingly hip restaurants, its enchanting walks and cosiest whiskey joints.

Must Stay

To experience the authentic Edinburgh welcome, stay with a local family. Homestay has over 40 hosts in Edinburgh offering Scottish hospitality and local knowledge. Prices range depending on the accommodation, but a night in an ensuite room in a large listed Georgian building 5 minute walk from Napier University costs £40, or you can get a room with shared bathroom for £29/night.

Alternatively, for a taste of heritage and luxury, try The Scotsman Hotel. This 5* hotel is located at Edinburgh’s historic North Bridge and was built in 1905 as baronial office of the Scotsman Newspaper. They have a spa and health club and free WiFi with room rates starting from £126 per night.

Must Visit Edinburgh Castle

Perched on an extinct volcano, Edinburgh Castle dominates the city’s skyline and the 16th century building is Scotland’s most popular tourist site. You’ll have to book months in advance to see the famous Scottish Military Tattoo, and extravaganza of fireworks, pipes and dancing at the castle. But for a peek at the ordinary lives of citizens of Edinburgh, Real Mary King’s Close is a hidden treat, just off the Royal Mile. Venture underground to a secret warren of hidden 17th century streets, led by a character from the period. See how residents suffered from the plague, wicked deals and murderous plots that took place in the shadowy close. The museum is a treat for children, fascinating for adults, and a warm and welcome respite if the Scottish heavens have opened.

Must Shop

In the heart of the Old Town, Edinburgh’s Grassmarket district has the city’s best independent merchants, designers and artisans. Wind your way down the Castle Wynd or Upper Bow steps and spend an hour browsing the delis and boutiques. Highlights include Demijohn’s handmade spirits and liquors, Armstrong’s Vintage clothes emporium for ’50’s ra-ra skirts, 60’s minis and 70’s prints, and the Old Town bookshop, for antique books, maps and prints.

Must Eat

The Witchery by the Castle, is a hotel with a fine restaurant on the Royal Mile right by the castle offers. Dine in pretty surroundings for a romantic dinner and if you decide to stay, you’ll sleep in lush rooms with lots of velvet, tapestry walls and four poster beds.

Or try The Dome located in New Town. It’s both a bar and a restaurant, and it’s an established social hub for cocktails or coffee – so expect a buzz. Food-wise, there’s a grill with its lovely domed ceiling, the club room – plush with wood-paneled walls, mirrors and crystal chandeliers, and you can even have afternoon tea here.

Must Chill Out

Royal Yacht Britannia

One of the city’s most up-and-coming districts, and home of the Royal Yacht Britannia is Leith, Edinburgh’s port. On a sunny evening, young professionals and artists fill the quayside bars.

Must See The View

It’s not for the faint-hearted, but a brisk stroll up dormant volcano Arthur’s Seat will put hairs on your chest. The mini-mountain stands in the middle of Holyrood Park and is said to have been the mythical location of King Arthur’s palace, Camelot. It’s a sweaty 40-minute hike to the top, and you’ll find yourself shedding the scarves and cagoules you wore while strolling round the city, but the views of the city and the sea from the top of the mound are breathtaking.

Must Watch  Edinburgh Fringe Festival

Edinburgh has a well-deserved reputation as one of the UK’s hottest spots for culture, and does art, theatre, music and comedy well all year round, as well as during the Edinburgh Festival, which takes over the city throughout August. For highly-charged new writing and boundary-pushing theatre, at the Festival and all year round, the Traverse Theatre has played host to UK’s finest new writers and directors, including Enda Walsh, David Eldridge, Simon Stephens and Rona Munro.

For a more raucous afternoon or evening, the Stand Comedy Club on York Place has seen the biggest egos in comedy squeeze onto its tiny stage, where audiences sit on rickety bar stools, or stand round the edges in order to see their idols or the next big thing, with prices ranging from £2 to £15 and usually four or more performers on a bill, and a free lunchtime show on Sundays.

September

Children's author Jacqueline Wilson says girls are under too much pressure to look 'gorgeous and thin' while letting social media control their lives

A former Children’s Laureate has warned that girls today are under constant pressure to look ‘gorgeous and thin’ and are letting social media take over their lives.

Dame Jacqueline Wilson, whose books are among the most borrowed from children’s libraries, added that there are more challenges facing girls now than when she began writing.

She said: ‘I’m rather glad I’m not a teenage girl now, because I do think there are so many pressures.

‘Not only the pressure to look gorgeous and thin, but also you’re expected to be bright and manage all sorts of things. It’s quite hard if you just want to plod along in your own world and do things your own way.’

Dame Jacqueline, 68, found international success with her children’s novels in the 1990s and is set to publish her 100th book this autumn.

But before becoming a fiction writer, she worked for Jackie Magazine in the 1960s.

The magazine was ‘very moral’, she said, but added: ‘Things come in cycles. I really can’t see how you can get much more explicit than we are nowadays. But maybe things will go back. I’m very much in favour of a happy medium.’

The Story of Tracy Beaker propelled the author to fame in 1991, and follows ten-year-old Tracy through her life in a children’s residential home – nicknamed the ‘Dumping Ground’.

But despite her hardships, Tracy is a charming and feisty character who dreams of a better life and ultimately proves to be a survivor. The character also became the subject of a television series for the BBC from 2002 to 2005, with Tracy played by Dani Harmer.

Dame Jacqueline, who has sold over 35million books in the UK alone, said that while Tracy is an imperfect heroine with some character flaws, today’s girls could take some tips from her. ‘When they become teenagers, social networking takes over most girls completely,’ she said.

‘I think Tracy would have had none of this. Tracy would text and she would like some of the modern computer games.

‘But she’s such a determined and dominant girl that I can’t see her being tempted into any kind of sexting or whatever. I just think she would be irritated by the whole idea.’ 

The author, who was made a DBE in 2008, added that the pressure of celebrity culture made girls feel they had to look perfect all the time.

She said: ‘I think [the girls I’ve written about] are quite good examples for girls today. I cannot see Tracy spending hours getting her hair straight or plucking her eyebrows.

‘She’d just say this is me, accept me for the way I am. And good for her. It’s one aspect of her character that kids today could definitely learn from.’

Asked what she hoped girls would learn from her books, she said: ‘To have spirit and determination. Those are two things that everybody needs, especially young girls.’

The comments were made ahead of her appearance at the Hay Festival in Wales tomorrow, where she will discuss her new anthology for children, Paws and Whiskers, which is inspired by Battersea Dogs and Cats Home.

By Eleanor Harding 

Daily Mail - 23 May 2014
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The Bald Truth
A cure for baldness is just round the corner! Again! This is the new alchemy, the midas touch for the drug companies. Generations of slapheads, deceived perhaps by the biblical connexion between big hair and big biceps, have gone to extreme lengths to retain or revive thinning locks. Only this week, observers of the royal christening remarked unflatteringly on the relative hairiness of Prince William and his son, Prince George. No wonder the pharmaceutical industry anticipates that the millions of pounds they invest in the search for a treatment will be returned many times over when this holy grail of male vanity is finally found. Only adding, of course, to the millions already made from treatments for hair loss.

As a result, reports of a breakthrough regularly dominate science coverage. This week it was a way of regenerating hair follicles. Before that, it was a breakthrough using stem cells and before that it was the identification of a key protein that controlled growth. The obsession that men – mostly – have with the thickness and the glossiness of their manes is extraordinarily fertile territory for snake-oil salesmen. More worryingly, it soaks up scarce science research cash, even from bodies like the Medical Research Council (not fair to pick them out, they say: their interest is a serious one, in the way the body can repair itself). New graduates looking for scarce-funded PhDs stream either to the moral high ground of cancer research, or to the ready money available in hair-research labs. It adds up to an absurdly costly answer to a very small problem.

The Microsoft billionaire Bill Gates, a man with a notably full head of hair, is particularly scathing about the mismatch between the scale of the funding and the seriousness of the condition. In the past, he has lambasted the infamous weave of Silvio Berlusconi as a typical example of a rich person who spent more on his hair transplant than on philanthropy. Earlier this year, at the Royal Academy of Engineering Global Challenges summit, he blamed capitalism for the fact that more was spent on curing baldness than preventing malaria. World Health Organisation figures put the spending on malaria control at $1.8bn; on hair loss at $2bn.

As Mr Gates acknowledged, this is partly about capitalism. Private money goes where returns are most likely. Baldness cures are a kind of perfect product: unlike, say, private jets or superyachts, many millions of people agonise over hair loss. There is an almost infinite current demand and, barring unexpected evolutionary developments, it is inexhaustible. 
But what a travesty of priorities if baldness becomes treatable before malaria is defeated.

The Guardian    25th Oct 2013
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The Telegraph - 30 Aug 2014 

Allison Pearson: My angel grew wings and flew the nest
There is no pain like watching your first-born leave home, but eventually every mother has to learn to let go 

On her last night at home, she sits down at the piano and sings a song. It’s a favourite from the Great American Songbook and I’ve been asking her to learn it for ages. Because I wanted her to do it she hasn’t done it. That’s the way our relationship has been for the past few years. The little girl who was desperate to please, who was so angelic she looked like she’d tumbled out of a Pears Soap poster, the poppet who invited me for tea in her Wendy house, that little girl is no more. Instead, there is this exasperated and exasperating young woman who is aggravated by my every suggestion, sometimes, it seems, by my very existence. She tells me I am soooo annoyyyingg. I need to “back off”, to “chill”. “Stop worrying, Mum, I’m not a baby any more.” 

Stop worrying? I wonder what that would feel like. Sorry, I say, but worrying is kind of the job description. The job began 18 years ago when they handed me this furious rosebud swaddled in an NHS blanket. In the small hours, the Irish midwife took her away to the nursery so I could get some sleep. 

I fell down a mineshaft of exhaustion. Woke in terror. “Where is she? Where IS SHE?” Dragged my catheter down the corridor towards the sound of her cry. A cry I didn’t even know I knew. It seemed to be encoded in my cells. A cry both anguished and repetitive, like a sob on a piece of elastic, stopped immediately when I picked her up. Eyes locked onto mine. She had been in the world for just 19 hours. “I’m sorry,” I said, tears running down my cheeks, “Mummy won’t leave you again.” 

I don’t tell her any of that. I don’t tell her about my fears that, distracted by work, I haven’t been a good enough mother. (By the age of two, she had figured out that “Mummy’s ’puter”, her name for my Apple Mac, was her main rival for my attention.) I don’t tell her about the Christmas carol playing on the car radio before she was born. “The hopes and fears of all the years are met in thee tonight.” That was it, exactly. Holding her in the half-dark hospital on the brink of our new life together, a thing so commonplace and so impossibly vast, all of my hopes and fears met in that beautiful, familiar stranger. My daughter. 

And now she’s leaving home to go to college. Where did all the years go, I ask her father. Since Evie got her place at Tisch School of the Arts, New York, I’ve had several months to get used to the idea. I’ve been glancing at Time’s Winged Chariot in the rear-view mirror, but never really believing it would overtake me. Hundreds of thousands of families across the country will be going through the same thing as we are this autumn. 

It’s not something to dread; this is the start of her great adventure, I tell myself. Still, like any rite of passage, it draws attention to the passing of time itself. I rejoice in the idealistic, passionate, caring girl we have produced, at the same time wondering what happened to my own passion and idealism. Oh, what it would be to be starting out again! Pride mingles with sorrow. How hard it is to watch your child pack up her room. Who knew? 

For the past five years, I’ve yelled at her every day to tidy it. Now, as teenage bombsite gives way to spooky Travelodge neatness, I can’t bear it. Her Audrey Hepburn poster, her sprawling metropolis of make-up – all disappear into the maw of her suitcase. It’s as if her childhood were being dismantled before my eyes. I don’t want her to see me cry so I make frequent trips to the bathroom. I get good at super-quick weeps: Blub and Go. 

“Are you OK, mum?” she asks, noting my suspiciously long stints in the loo. “Have you drunk your cranberry today?” 

“Yes, Miss,” I say and we both laugh. There’s no time to waste now on mother-daughter bickering. I let her think I’ve got cystitis because this other thing, this constricting in the body, as though my heart were in a cage, an apprehension of loss the like of which I have only felt twice before in my life – over a faithless lover, a vanishing father – is not her concern. For this too is the job description. 

A fortnight before she is due in New York she has to go into hospital. During her convalescence, she needs me as she has scarcely needed me since she was wearing her Peter Rabbit babygro. This turns out to be an unexpected blessing. I can do everything for her, and she doesn’t tell me I’m annoying or to go away. Best of all, I can watch my baby as she sleeps, her eyelids flickering with Broadway dreams. On her final night, the four of us go out to our favourite restaurant. As usual, we pretend to look at the menu and, as usual, we all order the steak and fries. As usual, Evie’s brother ribs her mercilessly, which has always been his preferred way of showing complete adoration. 

Seeing them side by side, I experience a kaleidoscope of memories. Me going into school like a fire-breathing Welsh dragon when I found out she was being bullied. Tom, absolutely enraged on his fifth birthday when he learnt that Evie would always be older than him. “THASS SNOT FAIR!” 

I know he will be every bit as bereft as us when she goes. Why is it so hard to appreciate a golden age when you’re living through it? Himself proposes a toast to the family’s future Broadway star or “unemployed singer on the subway with a dog on a rope”. She joins in the laughter, but there is a new self-confidence there. Now she is leaving, I see her as I have never seen her before. 

“It kills you to see them grow up and leave,” the novelist Barbara Kingsolver wrote, “but it would kill you quicker if they didn’t.” And that must be our consolation. We gave them life and they lived to write their own stories. 

As my daughter left the house, she kissed her brother and, when the door was closed, I turned and I saw that his face was a gash of grief. Mine too. There was even a wobble in daddy’s stiff upper lip. We mourn the days that are no more, even as we celebrate new beginnings. 

Two days later, Himself sent some pictures of our daughter arriving at her dorm in New York. She looked deliriously happy. I got a text from her: “Am in meeting. Too busy to be homesick! Love you.” 

“Job done,” said her father, and perhaps he’s right, though there is no known retirement from the job that began 18 years ago with a baby in my arms. Oh, and the song she played me on her last night before flying the nest to New York? Gershwin, obviously. A song I love almost as much as the young woman who sang it. Embrace me, my sweet embraceable you. Embrace me, You irreplaceable you. 
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Pass me the black stuff: Coffee is more than just a hangover pick-me-up as it also fights the effects of alcohol

It is the perfect pick-me-up for the morning after the night before.
Now new research shows that a mug of coffee can do more for a bleary-eyed reveller than simply lift a hangover.

Finnish scientists have found that a steady stream of the black stuff can offset some of the harmful effects of alcohol too.

Five or more cups of coffee a day can slash levels of an enzyme known to be a precursor to liver damage, heart disease and diabetes by up to 50 per cent, especially in men.

Last night, experts welcomed the findings. Andrew Langford, chief executive of the British Liver Trust, said: ‘Many people do tend to reach for a coffee after a night out drinking and here is evidence of its beneficial effects.

Of course, you should try to avoid the situation of having too much alcohol in the first place but the five-cups-a-day message is worth bearing in mind. 

What have you got to lose?

‘The next step is for a large-scale study to be undertaken in the UK too so the healing effects of coffee can be proven even closer to home.’

Regular alcohol consumption is known to increase levels in the body of GGT, an enzyme which is a risk factor in a range of illnesses.

Academics at Tampere University and Finland’s National Institute for Health and Welfare studied nearly 19,000 people over a decade.

They quizzed them on their health, medical history and intake of alcohol and coffee and measured their levels of GGT.

Their report, published in the journal Alcohol And Alcoholism, concludes: ‘Consumption of over 280g of ethanol per week [13.5 pints of beer or 3.7 bottles of wine] was found to lead to an approximate threefold increase in GGT activities when compared with the corresponding group of abstainers. 

‘Regular consumption of five or more cups of coffee per day in this subpopulation was in turn associated with an approximate 50 per cent reduction in GGT activities. 

‘Taken together, our findings suggest that high intake of coffee leads to lower GGT levels in heavy alcohol consumers, particularly, among men.’

Professor Roger Williams of the Foundation for Liver Research in London said: ‘Past research has shown that certain of the organic chemicals in coffee have been found to have a favourable effect on the processes of liver injury and I imagine that is what is being shown in the heavy drinkers here.’

And, last night, the coffee industry claimed the beverage is now losing its reputation for giving drinkers nothing more than a caffeine rush. 

Dr Euan Paul of the British Coffee Association added: ‘It is one of the most heavily researched products in the world today.

‘Other scientific studies have shown that four to five cups per day may be associated with other health benefits, such as reducing the risk of type 2 diabetes and cardiovascular disease. 

‘All of this contributes to the growing body of evidence that coffee, when drunk in moderation, is safe and part of a healthy diet.’

Daily Mail - 17 May 2013 
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Wind Farms Make Homes Unsellable
Daily Mail 31st December    by Victoria Allen
SCOTS homeowners are seeing up to 50 per cent slashed from the value of their houses because of wind turbines, estate agents have warned. Mounting evidence is emerging that the SNP’s green crusade has wiped thousands of pounds from home values across the country. It comes as the Scottish Government launches a study into the link between house prices and turbines, which experts say will show homes near wind farms are almost impossible to sell. One local authority has already lowered council tax for one household, in recognition that its value has dropped because of turbines nearby. Families across the country also claim they have been trapped in their homes for years because noisy wind farms put off potential buyers.
Richard Girdwood, an estate agent previously working in Scotland and now at Winkworth in London, cut his valuation of one property by £40,000 because of surrounding turbines. He said: ‘Wind turbines are beyond homeowners’ control and they do have an impact of potentially tens of thousands of pounds.’

Estate agent Iain Robb, previously with Strutt & Parker in Glasgow, wrote to a homeowner about the impact of proposed turbines near his property. Mr Robb, who did not respond to requests for further comment, said house prices could be cut in half or more by wind farms. He wrote: ‘In my personal view (as distinct from a Strutt & Parker corporate view) the capital values of residential properties near to existing or intended wind farms suffer a minimum of 50 per cent diminution of their residential capital value. ‘Properties next to sites where a planning application for a windfarm has been lodged are virtually unsellable.’

Tas Gibson, 66, who received the letter, was forced to knock £300,000 off his home and four holiday lodges in Newton Stewart, Wigtownshire. A retired financial controller in the oil and gas industry, he bought his 18-acre Waterside estate as an investment and has been trying to sell it for 18 months. He said: ‘The Scottish Government are just riding roughshod over ordinary people. Buyers are put off by the noise, the view and the effect on their health.’

Mr Gibson’s neighbouring wind farm, 96-turbine Kilgallioch, is just 2.5 miles west of his property, has planning consent and is expected to be started next year. Another house, close to the 16- turbine Drumderg wind farm in Blairgowrie, Perthshire, was found by an assessor to have had 20 per cent wiped from its value and its council tax band was lowered as a result.

However Scottish Renewables response was that of an ostrich. “We have no proof”. They also spun the 11,ooo jobs in renewables mantra. Note that it is no longer jobs in wind and renewables includes hydro power. Even so no proof has ever been provided of such levels of employment with more realistic suggestions of not more than 2000 jobs. The truth is that many jobs are transitory in such as ground works and fencing and most skilled jobs go to foreign engineers.
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As a little girl scolding her brother is a YouTube hit, MARTIN DAUBNEY recalls lip-wobbling life lessons from HIS big sis

By Martin Daubney     16 October 2012  

Sitting on the sofa after school, I gazed proudly at my new, prized possession: a Mickey Mouse watch. A boy’s first watch is a landmark, and, months before my sixth birthday, I’d gone to great (and admittedly dishonest) lengths to get my hands on one. It belonged to my friend Max, but he had swapped it with me for a pack of cocoa I’d pilfered from the cupboard at home. My mother hadn’t suspected a thing, and I was chuffed I’d got away with it. When my older sister Cheryl burst in from school, however, she immediately sensed something was amiss. It wasn’t just because, at 13 years old to my five, she was far more worldly than me. She also seemed to have some sisterly sixth sense for when I’d been up to no good. 

‘Where did you get that watch from?’ she hissed, knowing full well Mum and Dad hadn’t bought it.

I immediately confessed, reddening with guilt: ‘I swapped it for some chocolate powder out of the cupboard.’

She pulled herself up to her full height — 5ft — put her hands on her non-existant hips and hissed: ‘You stole it! It wasn’t even yours to take. Mum bought that for both of us!’

My face burned with shame. Cheryl was right. I’d stolen, even though I knew it was wrong. What did I need a watch for? I couldn’t even tell the time.

‘You’re to take it back, right now!’ she said.

‘But I can’t,’ I said. ‘Look — it’s broken.’ It was true. Mickey’s left arm — the ‘big hand’ — had fallen off on the way home, meaning the watch was useless, anyway.

‘Well, you got what you deserved,’ said Cheryl. ‘Don’t steal from Mummy or Daddy ever again. They will always find out. We’ll keep it as our secret — this time. But do it again and I’ll tell Mum. And then you’ll be for it.’

I broke down in tears, for Cheryl to scorn me: ‘Oh, stop crying, you big baby. Can’t you grow up!’

I could, and would, of course — but I’d never catch up with my older sister: and boy, did she know it. 

When I was a child growing up in Nottingham, I idolised Cheryl, who was popular, pretty, and clever, and there was none of the tension between us I saw flare up between my friends and their brothers. She acted as my guardian angel, often getting me out of playground scrapes and standing up for me in arguments with our parents. But she was an angel with a sharp tongue, who could cut me down to size in the way only an older sibling — who knows full well your weaknesses and foibles — can. Cheryl’s advice was often serious, sometimes unwittingly hilarious, as she schooled me in the agonisingly complex ways of the adult world. She was often a little harsh or dismissive of me — probably because when she was a teenager she often acted as an unpaid babysitter for me, while all her friends were out at parties. 

When I was ten years old, my parents’ marriage deteriorated and they argued constantly. I was angry at the world and barely a week went by without me being in trouble for fighting at school. The tears could be wiped away, but there was no hiding my split lips from Cheryl. ‘There’s no point picking fights with other boys, as there will always be a boy who is bigger than you,’ she would counsel. 

She also provided much needed stability during this turbulent period. As Mum and Dad argued, it was Cheryl who took me in her arms and comforted me. ‘They are only shouting at each other because they love each other so much,’ she’d say. Years later, she admitted that she’d been frightened, too, but having me to hold helped her pull through. Our parents divorced when I was ten and Cheryl was 18. My Mum moved out and I went to live with her, while Cheryl stayed with our father in the family home. By far the most painful part of the separation was being apart from Cheryl, who I saw just once a week.

It was in my teenage years when having Cheryl proved the most useful, for sisters give boys a unique insight into the often terrifying world of female emotions. The advice she gave me has served me well both in my career working on women’s magazines and in my personal life. As Mum was getting ready to go out on a Friday night when we were young, Cheryl would urge me: ‘Tell Mummy her hair looks nice. Even if you don’t mean it.’  And on family caravan holidays, it was Cheryl who made me see the logic in spending precious pocket money on my parents. ‘Always buy Mummy and Daddy a present on holiday, even if you think one last candy floss is a better idea. It means you will get more candy floss next year.’ Then, when we stumbled on a beached jellyfish the size of a dustbin lid on a Cornish beach, she confided sagely: ‘Never kiss a jellyfish. They might look like a jelly, but they hurt a lot more.’

However, not all of her advice was sound, particularly when it came to style tips. As a teenager, Cheryl was a slave to Eighties fashion, and, much to my dad’s horror, dated men who wore make-up. So, when it came time for me to go to a school disco, aged about 11, she told me it would be a great coup to paint a white stripe across my face like my pop hero, Adam Ant. It wasn’t. I was laughed out of the school hall and ran all the way home, crying like a baby.

When I was 16, Cheryl, then 24, accepted a job in Spain and I was devastated. When she later married a U.S. Marine and went to America with him, my delight at her happiness was accompanied by a deep sadness that I would be thousands of miles away from my beloved sister. That marriage ended in divorce — Cheryl is the first to admit she hasn’t been lucky in love. 

After I gave Cheryl away at her second wedding, only for that to fail, too, I joked: ‘I think the time has come to admit you’re not best placed to give me advice on my relationships, now, darling’. It was said in jest, but there has been something of a role-reversal in our relationship. Now 50 and single once again, she comes to me for advice. I feel incredibly protective of my sister, especially as she’s a hopeless romantic. Recently she almost fell victim to a conman, who posed as a suitor online and tried to fleece her out of thousands of pounds. I intervened just in time, warning her that his requests for money sounded suspiciously like a scam.

Cheryl lives thousands of miles away in Texas, and I don’t get to see her as often as I’d like. I really miss her sisterly reprimands.

March

The Telegraph  - 31 Aug 2014 

Should pupils be using tablet computers in school?

English teacher Matthew Godfrey weighs up the pros and cons of our burgeoning reliance on digital devices in the classroom. 

As parents of three young children and regular users of the M25, my wife and I know how effective tablet devices are at preventing family meltdowns in traffic jams. 

A spell on the iPad is normally enough to stave off sibling scrapes in the car, as well as cries of “Are we nearly there yet?” We are always grateful for a little “iPeace” when we face another delay around junctions nine and 10. 

But as we hand the gadget over, we have mixed feelings. There is mild guilt: shouldn’t we be engaging our children in stimulating conversation or playing an inventive game to stretch their imagination? 

And there is apprehension, too: at some stage, the contraption will need to be wrenched back from them. The addictiveness of some games and software is such that this can be like stealing a banana from a starving monkey. 

I have had an iPad for a year and confess that in-car entertainment for the kids has been its principal function so far. 

This purpose could hardly be further removed from the one advocated by more and more schools around the country: namely, that rather than being a tool for simply pacifying children, iPads and other hand-held devices can – and should – be used in classrooms to unlock pupils’ potential, release creativity, sustain interest and provide intellectual challenge. 

One of the UK’s principal champions of digital learning has been Sir Anthony Seldon, Master of Wellington College in Berkshire. 

In 2012, he replaced the school’s traditional library with one that combines “ultra-modern facilities with an old-fashioned reverence for learning”; interactive screens, iPads and slates are used more than printed material for reading, research and learning. 

“Digitalisation allows learning to be personalised and far more vivid, active and challenging for young people,” says Seldon. “Shakespeare would certainly have used a screen if he’d had the chance. In the hands of talented teachers, technology can be profoundly transformative.” 

Around 500 schools across Britain have now provided pupils with iPads. Worldwide, over 10 million devices have been purchased by educational institutions – an astonishing fact given that the first iPad was launched less than five years ago. 

 “The rush to adopt this new technology has led to confused launches in some schools,” says Simon Armitage, a senior teacher at the Stephen Perse Foundation School in Cambridge, where iPads were introduced to all pupils two years ago. 

“Teachers need time to feel confident in the basic technology and its purpose in the learning process. They need to realise that an iPad offers much more than simply a connection to the Internet and a word processor.” 

That is why my colleagues and I were all given an iPad and trained to use it one year before we issued them to pupils. We have had to re-examine the style, content and outcomes of our lessons, too. 

The school where I teach – Caterham School, in Surrey – will be issuing iPads to pupils from the start of next term. I have been struck by the positive response within the staff room to the training we have received over the past year. 

One teacher of modern languages enthused: “My pupils will be able to use audio and video recorders very easily, and this will enhance the way they learn. I am sure that it will make their homework tasks more valuable and fun.” 

“The iPads should encourage collaborative learning, which has to be good,” says a teacher of politics. “The ease of communication means that classes can share ideas and resources easily. They will even be able to participate in live e-debates for homework.” 

However, there are reservations, too. Pupils will forget to bring their devices to school. They will lose them. They will break them. They will try to share inappropriate material. They will pick the wrong one up at the end of a class. Batteries will run out in the middle of lessons. 

“Educational” apps will be exposed as mere gimmicks. The technology will be another potential source of distraction. And however many filters, passwords and restrictions are imposed centrally, just how secure will the system be? 

A central concern is that the gadgets have the potential to diminish the role of the teacher in the classroom setting. In Thailand, the government has issued every schoolchild with an iPad with the stated aim of reducing the number of teachers. 

Some teacher training now uses the term “learning enabler” rather than “teacher”, suggesting that the teacher’s knowledge is no longer central to pupils’ learning. 

 “There are many unknowns,” says John McKeown, an educational psychologist based in Brighton. “But this is no reason to abandon technology. The biro replaced the fountain pen. The electronic whiteboard replaced the blackboard. Modern textbooks and the Internet are vast improvements over their stolid predecessors. 

“This latest development is no big deal for children; using electronic devices is second nature to them and, increasingly, they expect to have access to them at school. In a few years’ time, most pupils will use digital technology in examinations. It is a natural and necessary next step for teachers to embrace the technology.” 

As a teacher of English, I will have this opportunity next week, when I will meet my new class of Year 7 pupils – each one of them armed with a shiny new tablet. I will put my experiences on the M25 behind me, and I look forward to reporting back on how we get on in my lessons. 
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The boys who made £100,000 from a 57-second YouTube clip: How parents are cashing in on family moments caught on camera

By Shona Sibary for the Daily Mail 2 December 2011  (abridged)
With his two young sons happily side by side in an armchair, Howard Davies-Carr did what many a proud father would do: he grabbed his camcorder hoping to capture an innocent family moment.

But what happened next has become a global phenomenon, watched 392 million times. The video shows three-year-old Harry putting his arms around one-year-old Charlie, who bites one of his brother’s fingers.   Accidentally, I should add. Harry finds this funny, so places his finger in Charlie’s mouth again. He obligingly bites down a second time — but hard.  Harry’s face is a picture as the pain slowly registers, and indignant howls follow. He then announces crossly: ‘Charlie bit me!’  As for Charlie — he just giggles.

It’s the kind of off-guard clip any family would treasure privately. And in the past, that’s precisely what it would have remained. Except that Mr Davies-Carr’s decision to upload the 57-second film onto YouTube not only propelled the children into the international spotlight, but also earned the family more than £100,000.

The video, entitled Charlie Bit My Finger — Again! went viral (an internet term for spreading like wildfire) and to date has been watched nearly 400 million times worldwide — the equivalent of every man, woman and child in Britain viewing it six times.

Now, like a growing number of other British families, Howard, 42, and his wife, Shelley, 40, are earning thousands of pounds from this and other Harry and Charlie videos — Charlie On The Scooter He Got For Christmas; The Accident, which features Charlie eating at the kitchen table, dropping a piece of food and biting his own finger instead; and Try Again, which shows their baby brother Jasper learning to walk by pushing a toy along the floor — in what is fast becoming a successful money-making trend.

‘Lots of people know that YouTube is a place to upload and watch inspiring videos,’ says Sara Mormino, head of YouTube Online Content Partnerships for Europe. ‘But a lot of people don’t realise that they can earn cash from their videos as well.’ The way it works is through a ‘partnership’ with the website. YouTube monitors all uploads and, if it believes a video will go viral, a representative from the site will contact the person who posted it. Revenue from adverts placed around the clip is then shared between the site and the film’s creator (presumably to encourage people to post yet more videos, as Howard did) — with the creator receiving the majority of the split — resulting in some users earning a six-figure sum. 

For hundreds of people, posting videos on YouTube has gone from being a past-time to a way of boosting their income. 

But the practice has its critics. Many argue that filming children and exposing them to a worldwide audience to make money is, at best, questionable parenting and, at worst, disturbingly exploitative.

One hugely popular YouTube video highlights this debate. Called David After The Dentist, it shows a seven-year-old American boy in the throes of post-anaesthetic delirium. Strapped into the back of the  car, and being filmed by his father, his head rolls from side to side. He gapes, stares and says things such as ‘Uh, I feel funny’! and ‘Is this real life’?

One might ask why any parent would continue to film a child in such an obviously distressed state, but David’s father, David DeVore Snr, is unrepentant, saying: ‘I felt bad doing it, but I had tears coming out of my eyes after it was over . . . because it was hilarious.’

In the three years since the video was posted on YouTube, it’s received nearly 100 million views and made the family close to $150,000 (£95,000) — a sum boosted by David Snr setting up a website selling T-shirts asking: ‘Is this real life?’ Hundreds of British families are rushing to follow him by cashing in on YouTube clips.

It’s important to remember, however, that for all the overnight success stories, there are potential pitfalls to sudden fame, as experts are keen to point out.

‘There are a lot of challenges to becoming instantly well-known,’ says Dr Pamela Rutledge, director of the Media Psychology Research Centre in America and an expert on the impact of social media use  for individuals. ‘Some place a greater emotional importance on the experience — and will be left feeling bereft when anonymity resumes.’

Certainly, for Howard Davies-Carr, father to the infamous finger- biting Charlie, continuing to keep the boys  in the limelight is a decision that he still questions constantly. ‘What happened next was extraordinary. I can’t ignore the fact it has propelled us to a certain level of fame and I have to deal with the consequences of that in the best way I can. But the truth is that I don’t want to fritter away this opportunity now it’s here. It’s an investment for my sons’ future. So, on the one hand, I feel compelled to keep the momentum going, but, on the other, not a day goes by when I don’t ask myself if I’m doing the right thing.’

For all those parents tempted to grab their camcorders and start making cash from their children, psychologist and social scientist Anjula Mutanda has this caution: ‘If you are going to put your head above the parapet — prepare to be shot. Not everybody will find your clip funny, your child cute or your pet adorable.  And the flipside of YouTube fame is that by going public with your video, you are inviting the chatter of the universe — and not all of it will be flattering. So proceed with caution and the hide of a rhinoceros, because you may find that the negative feedback will be like a psychological slap in the face.’

One thing’s certain. Whatever your view, video clips featuring children being funny are hugely popular. 

And the parents of those children really have got something to smile about because if their video does go viral, they’ll be laughing all the way to the bank.
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BBC's Car Share is highest-rated sitcom to premiere on any channel 

By Tara Conlan 22 May 15
The BBC appears to have struck comedy gold with Peter Kay’s Car Share, with the series becoming the highest-rated new sitcom to premiere on any channel since 2011.

Car Share, which concludes its run on Friday night, has proved to be a belter for BBC1 with consolidated figures showing 6.85 million people watched its opening episode on television, while another 2.5 million viewed it on BBC iPlayer.

That makes it the most-watched episode of a new sitcom since 2011 and compares favourably even with BBC1’s other sitcom giants such as Mrs Brown’s Boys, which began with fewer than 3 million viewers when it first aired on BBC1 in 2011.

Discussions are going on for a second series of Car Share – unsurprising given the difficulty broadcasters have finding new popular comedy series for BBC1. BBC England director Peter Salmon described it recently as like “panning for gold”.

When it was premiered on iPlayer for a limited time last month, there was an indication that Car Share would be popular as it became the most watched series to premiere as a box set on the online service.

The comedy has a seemingly simple premise, being set mostly in a Fiat driven by supermarket manager John (played by Kay) as he is thrown together with his colleague Kayleigh (played by Sian Gibson) as part of a car-sharing scheme by the company they work for.

It has been applauded for its performances and writing, and features surreal touches such as John and Kayleigh performing in animated daydream sequences.

Shane Allen, the BBC’s comedy commissioning controller, said: “Car Share was the first BBC commission I got away on arrival, so it’s always been very close to my heart. Peter works so hard and this is the first narrative where he’s played a naturalistic version of himself. His friendship and chemistry with Sian is genuine and comes across really endearingly on screen. Peter’s back in Cradle to Grave on BBC Two this autumn – another warm-hearted comedy which I’m very excited about.”

Car Share also includes subtle gags about local radio and street signs and has inspired an online playlist based on the songs played on the fictional Forever FM radio station that they listen to on their way to work in Manchester. 

But the show also signals a new way of using BBC iPlayer as a springboard for new comedies.

The BBC has traditionally used BBC2 or BBC3 as launching pads for emerging shows but the success of Car Share on iPlayer may stem some fears about the prospects for new comedy if proposals to make BBC3 online only go ahead later in 2015. 

Car Share is directed by Kay and is the first time he has worked for the BBC. He was one of the first major signings when Allen moved over from Channel 4 three years ago.

