St George’s Primary

The Myth of St George and Brandon’s Hill
By: Mig, Sean, Kyle, Dani, Taylor, Chazz and Claire Williamson

A long time ago in the dry ages, there was a town called Bristol. It was as flat as a table in the King’s dining room. The weather was always sunny. So sunny, that it was really hard to see. There was an awful drought.
All the water had been drunk. All the plants had been eaten, even the sheep had no grass to nibble. The soil was hard and dry like lava. Everyone in the town was slowly dying of thirst.
There was a boy called George who was servant to the king of Bristol. He wore raggy hand-me down clothes and his hands were dirty, scabby, bleeding and worn out from all the work he did. One day George looked out of the castle window and saw that all the plants had died and he was so thirsty, dying and desperate, that he started to cry. As his tears hit the stony ground, it sounded like drums beating. 
The ground shook like an earthquake and huge cracks appeared in the land. Out of one of the cracks rose an enormous blue shape, like a tsunami.
‘Oh my! What’s that?’ shouted George. He ran to the edge of the castle walls, but couldn’t escape the humongous, gigantic, sweaty, sticky head of what appeared to be a dragon.

‘Peace!’ said George, ‘I don’t mean you any harm.’
‘I heard you crying,’ said the dragon, ‘I thought I could help.’
‘How can you help?’ Asked George.

‘I’m a special dragon with water pumping through my veins. I can bring water to the land.’
‘What’s your name?’ Asked George.

‘My name is Brandon,’ said the dragon, ‘What’s your name?’
‘It’s George,’ said George.

So Brandon began to fill the cracks with water. The biggest crack was called the Avon Gorge because it was gorgeous. As soon as the water hit the ground the plants began to luminate green. Trees began to stretch up towards the sky and buds burst open like exploding fireworks. 

When the water and plants returned everyone in the town cheered, ‘Whahooo!’ 
The towns people were so thirsty that they scooped up the fresh water and some dived into the new rivers and lakes. Chew Valley Lake and Blagdon Lake were formed and the ponds of Eastville Park were born. Ducks and swans paddled on the water and there was a peaceful feeling to everyone in the town. 
‘Thank goodness for George’, said everyone, ‘He saved us!’
The king called him to the palace and gave George a golden sword, as a reward.

‘Always use this special sword,’ said the king.

‘Wow!’ said George, ‘This is the most fantastic thing I have ever had. I will treasure it always.’
George used the sword to cut down plants and trees to feed the people of Bristol, including the poor people; like he used to be.
George and Brandon used to enjoy chatting together and sharing each others jokes. They were the best of friends. George would scratch Brandon’s itchy bits with his golden sword.

Everyone loved George, until one day the king called him to the palace and said:

‘George, you have to do something about this dragon. You need to use that special sword I gave you to slay the dragon, because he is flooding Bristol.
We will soon be swimming in water and it will be all your fault.’
So George went home and thought hard about a plan. The last thing he wanted to do was kill Brandon.

George went to bed feeling glum. He was so upset, he was weeping in his sleep. He dreamt of an amazing hill right in the middle of Bristol.
When he woke up the next day, George went to talk to Brandon about his dream and the king’s request. Brandon was very upset that the king had told George to kill him. 

But George had an idea that made Brandon feel better. It wasn’t the best solution, because George and Brandon wouldn’t be able to see each other, but they could still have their chats.

George called his best, strongest, unbelievably muscley, determined friends together and they began to disguise Brandon as a hill. They covered him in grass. They covered his spikes with plants and hedges. They made paths over his scales and a wood over his legs. 
The water that was still trickling from Brandon was made into a fresh, clean sparkly waterfall, which ran into a pond. Brandon’s head was at the bottom and his nostrils made Jacob’s Well. 
But there was one problem, his tail was sticking out of the top of the hill. 
So they decided to make a tower around it, so people wouldn’t know that Brandon was there. This is now called Cabot Tower.

The king called George to his castle once more. George was worried, because he was scared that the king would execute him for not killing Brandon.
The king asked George for the golden sword back. George’s heart was beating so fast, he thought he was going to faint. 
The king said, ‘Bow your head before me.’
He thought the king was going to behead him with the golden sword. George felt ashamed,  but instead of cutting off his head, the king said:

‘I knight thee Saint George, protector of Bristol. Arise St. George.’
The king thanked him for making such a wonderful, maginificent, spectacular hill in the middle of the city.
He added:

‘When I die, you can be king of the city, but meanwhile I will build a school in your name. It will be called ‘St George’s Primary, Brandon Hill.’ 
George used to spend his lunchtimes sitting on the hill, talking to Brandon. Their motto was:

‘Forward together, knowledge, skills and attitudes for life.’
We know that Brandon is still there because his breath pulls the tide of the River Avon in and out as he sleeps.
George never became king, but he is still remembered by all the children that go to St George’s Primary on Brandon Hill.
George did kill a dragon once, but that’s another story...
Spring on the Hill

By: Green Dragon Class

It is Spring on Brandon Hill

Every tree silent and still

Pink, red, white blossoms budding

Over rocks, little waterfall flooding.

Squirrels scuttle, looking for food

Animals enjoy a cheerful mood

The sun in its afternoon hours

Makes a silhouette of Cabot Tower

The amber sun bows-out over Bristol town

Rings the sky like a golden crown

The nightime stars glow silver lining

Tiptoeing, the baby foxes pining

The oldest foxes of the wood

Scavenging for any food

Behind the restaurants, in trash bins

Munching on crusts, licking leftover tins

Baby foxes crunching May bugs

Slurping slimy, squishy slugs

Lamps flood paths with golden light

Dawn chorus calls the end of night

The foxes find their deep-den holes

Hiding away with badgers and moles

The sleeping city yawns and stretches

Pigeons come and sit on benches

The mist swept away by the day

As workers walk in the sun’s rays

Every tree was silent and still

For it was Spring on Brandon Hill

Bristol is Our Home

Chocolate and Concorde

Wallace and Gromit

Leroy Lita the footballer

Pero’s and Banana Bridge

Bristol, Bristol is our home

Great Western Railway

Boxkite and buses

Cables and cartoons

Self-raising flour

Bristol, Bristol is our home

Cabot Tower

Robots and blankets

Films about butterflies

Giants and dinosaurs

Bristol, Bristol is our home

Pirates in Bristol

In the 1600s Barbary pirates started building ships

building ships

building ships

The most fearsome of all were the Barbary pirates from North Africa

most fearsome of all

most fearsome of all

Barbary pirates based themselves on Lundy Island in the Bristol Channel

Lundy Island

Lundy Island

They raided towns and villages around the channel

raided the towns

raided the towns

and lurked outside ports

outside ports

outside ports

waiting for merchant ships

merchant ships

merchant ships

so they could carry off cargo and crew

cargo and crew

cargo and crew

Dinosaur in Bristol: a drama script by Year 6 pupils
Did you know?


Know what?

Know this?


What?

That Bristol...


Yes?

Bristol...


Yes?

has it’s own dinosaur!

(Pause)


Don’t believe you.

It’s own dinosaur. You see...


Where?!

It was called Theco - donto - saurus


Theco - what?

Theco - dont - o - saur - us


Saw us?

Thecodontosaurus. AND - it lived over 200 MILLION YEARS AGO!


Are you sure?

When most of the area was under water. AND...


Yes?

It was discovered in Clifton...


In Clifton?

Yes, Clifton. In 1830


1830?

Yes, 1830.


Right.

(Pause)


Where is it now?

