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Dear Mum and DadDear Mum and DadDear Mum and DadDear Mum and Dad

While reading and studying Louis Sachar’s
novel Holes, students wrote letters to home from
the perspective of the main character, Stanley.

Dear Mum and Dad,

I just want you to know that I lied in my first
two letters. I am very sorry, but I had to lie so
that you wouldn’t worry about me. The truth is
that I really hate this camp, and I just want
to get away.

I know that I said that it was nice here,
but it’s actually quite scary. Instead of
sleeping in a comfortable cabin, we have to
sleep in a tent with all of my team. When
I first arrived, Mr Pendanski, my camp
counsellor, said that I had to sleep in
the bed of a kid whose name was ‘Barf
Bag’. When the other boys asked him
how he was, Mr Pendanski replied,
“Lewis is still in hospital.” Obvi-
ously, this really frightened me.
Why was he in the hospital?
Was it the other boys in the
cabin who hurt him? It really
made me miss home and made

me worry about what the future holds
for my stay here at Camp Green Lake. Let me

tell you, I was right to be frightened!
We have a woman here they call ‘The Warden’.

When I first met her, I thought she was going to
be really nice; yesterday I found out how cruel she
really was. I was called into her office, and she had
just put on rattlesnake venom nail polish. With it
still wet, she struck Mr Sir in the face! Then she
made us dig more holes than we usually had to dig.

In our camp there are lots of dangerous ani-
mals, especially the yellow spotted lizard. They have
black teeth and white blood, and if you get bitten by
one, you die a slow and painful death. The big danger
with them is that sometimes when you dig a hole,
some of them can burst out and kill you! In the
camp we also have to watch out for rattlesnakes
and scorpions.

Please come and get me.
Your son that loves you,
Stanley aka

Juliette JAN

Dearest Mum and Dad,

I just wanted you to know that I lied in my
first few letters. I am very sorry, but I needed to
lie so that you wouldn’t worry about me. The truth
is that I hate this camp, and I am dying to get
away.

We have a warden at camp, and when I first met
her I thought she was kind. Yesterday I found out
how cruel she really is. That day, Mr Sir accused
me of stealing his sunflower seeds. He told the
warden about it, and she thought it was ridiculous
that I had stolen the seeds and that he had both-
ered her about it. She struck Mr Sir hard across
the face, and he had three long red marks on his
cheek. I couldn’t tell if the redness was blood or
her poisonous snake venom nail polish. Not until the
venom had sunk in and then his head jerked violently,
and he let out a scream. I could see the muscles
on his face jump and twitch; his body writhed with
agony. I thought he was dead.

The only thing that I really wanted to say is
that I hate Camp Green Lake. They make you do
hard work by digging big holes in the hard, dry
ground. When I finish digging, I can hardly feel my
legs or my arms. When I arrived here, I thought it
was easy, but really it isn’t. It’s too hard. Obvi-
ously I want to leave but I can’t. If you find
something interesting in the ground, you get the day
off, and once I did find something, but I had to give
it to the group leader, X-ray. He’s been here the
longest, so it was only fair.
Love,
Stanley aka

Ella ROBERTS
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FrankensteinFrankensteinFrankensteinFrankenstein

FFFF reaky and scary
RRRR eally dangerous
A A A A nd extremely dishonest
NNNN o truth beyond the lines, as long as we know
KKKK ing of every nightmare
EEEE nding lives
NNNN ow, run for shelter!
SSSS tares straight ahead
TTTT here the monster lays
EEEE ating you alive with such an appetite
IIII nside his stomach you’ll go
NNNN ow you see dead bodies, countless to the eye.

Arthur de GOULLARD d’ARSAY

The setting of this play is important because it makes the audience feel scared and tense. The play is set on a
mountain, surrounded by forest in the lab of a scary castle. In the lab there are vials of chemicals, bottles and
books. In the corner, there is a white sheet covering a table, with the distinct form of a monster underneath. We
can hear thunder, lightning and some spoooooky music. We do not know what will happen, so it’s scary, and also,
we don’t know if the body is alive or dead. In every play, the sound of thunder and lightning, along with a dark
room filled with scary things, probably means a monster or a zombie.

Arthur de GOULLARD d’ARSAY

Goodnight Mister TomGoodnight Mister TomGoodnight Mister TomGoodnight Mister Tom
Looking at RelationshipsLooking at RelationshipsLooking at RelationshipsLooking at Relationships

Mister Tom is very kind to Willie; he is always there
for him, and he treats him as if he were his real son.
We can see how kind he is when he throws Willie a
birthday party for his ninth birthday. This is the very
first time that Willie has ever had a birthday party, and
after the party he says, “Mister Tom… It’s the best, It’s
just the best”. This shows how much Mister Tom cares
for him, and Willie was in absolute ecstasy after the
wonderful birthday.

Zach is another person who is a very kind friend to
Willie. He is always there to support him, and he
encourages him to be more confident. Zach really likes
Willie, and he is kind to him and teaches him lots of
things. Willie likes drawing, and Zach admires his tal-
ent for drawing. When he found him drawing in the
church, he said, “I say… that’s magnificent!” This
shows that Zach is a kind friend, and this makes Willie
very happy because no one had ever praised Willie
before. This helps us to see what a good friend Zach is
to Willie and how he makes his life much better.

Eugenie LAPIE 
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Dear DiaryDear DiaryDear DiaryDear Diary

While reading and studying Michelle Magorian’s novel Goodnight Mister
Tom, students wrote diary entries after a key event on 30 November 1939.

Dear Diary,

Today I went for a picnic with some people
who I can now call my friends. We collected ber-
ries and ate cake and chocolates. I learned so much
about my friends, especially Zack. I never thought
that anyone would like me because at my home, my
mom always said I was a bad boy. People even
called me “silly sissy Willie”, and they would all
leave me behind on my own. But Zack, Carrie, George
and Ginnie are different. They want to be my friend.
Zack even asked me if I could draw him! I felt
kind of strange because I have never been asked
something like that before. My mother told me that
if I made myself invisible, then people would like
me, and I really wanted that. Afterwards, George and
I went back to my house and dropped the berries
off. And then by the end of the day, I was very
happy because I had survived a whole day with four
people. At home, Mr Tom and I mashed up the ber-
ries and had them for dinner.

Alexandre MOREL

Dear Diary,

This morning I woke up early in the morning,
and I went to see Mr Tom to help him with some
work. After a little while, George came and proposed
that we go on a picnic. Before we went, Zach showed
up and he asked if he could come along too, and
George said yes. Before setting off for the picnic, we
went to pick some blackberries; they were delicious!
Then we settled down and had our picnic. The girls
(Carrie and Ginnie) seemed nice, and they wanted to be
friends with me. I had never felt a sensation like this.
For the first time in my life, other kids were nice to
me. The kids at my old school were cruel and used to
call me “silly sissy Willie”. While we were all talking,
they asked me what I liked to do in my spare time,
but I didn’t think I knew how to do anything, so I
just told them that I like drawing. After the picnic, I
went home and went to bed. I love Little Weirworld,
and I want to stay here forever!

Julien POUDOU

Dear Diary,

Today I made some new friends, and we went
for a picnic together. I am so happy because I
thought all the children would call me names like the
children in London, but no one did. My new friend’s
names are Zach, the twins Carrie and Ginnie, and
George. I am the closest to the boy named Zach
because he is an evacuee like me, and we met earlier in
the post office. The twins are very funny, and despite
what I expected, they don’t have the same hobbies.
George, he’s a choir boy who likes fishing, and he
sometimes cooks and eats the fish he catches. When
we were discussing our hobbies, I started to become
afraid because I didn’t know what I liked to do. I
didn’t think I had any hobbies; then I remembered
that I like drawing! I was surprised that they were
so amazed by that. George said that he was terrible
at it, which secretly made me feel good. Zach even
asked me to draw him, and right now I’m trying to,
although he’s a bit complicated. After we discussed
our hobbies we ate lots of lovely things like apple and
black current pie, and I tasted chocolate and cake and
scones for the first time; they were delicious! Then
we went home.

Lily CAPRIOLI

Dear Diary,

Yesterday I went for a picnic with my new
friends. We found a great place to put down our
picnic blanket and food; then we noticed that there
were loads of berry bushes full of fruit right next
to our spot. Before we began eating, we decided to
pick some berries for our desert. We found deli-
cious blue berries, scrumptious raspberries and
juicy blackberries.

After all this hard work we sat down to eat our
lunch. There were really nice things like Spam sand-
wiches, egg and cress sandwiches, lightly salted
crisps and soda. To finish, we each had a dab of
apple pie, chocolate cake, and our fill of the berries
we picked.

Then after resting for a while, we played foot-
ball and sunbathed while talking about anything and
everything. Before leaving, we filled our baskets with
berries again to bring home. It was a great day with
my new friends.

Clovis LE FLOC’H
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Thoughts of a War EvacueeThoughts of a War EvacueeThoughts of a War EvacueeThoughts of a War Evacuee
(based on photos)(based on photos)(based on photos)(based on photos)

6ème6ème6ème6ème

3 November 1939
My name is Tom Farrel. I am ten years old, and I

live in London. I am leaving soon with my brothers.
We are being sent to the country because children are
being evacuated from the city of London. This is
because London and Germany are at war. I will stay
with my uncle in a rural area. We will take the train
from Kings Cross Station to Oxford Station, and then
my uncle will take us to his house. I hope that my
brothers and I will not be separated during our jour-
ney and our stay in the country. This will be our first
trip on a train, and I am very scared. I hope that I will
be very happy at my uncle’s house and that he will be
kind to me. I feel very lonely knowing that I will not
have my parents with me. 

I am angry and sad because I don’t want to
leave. I want to stay home and stay with my parents.
I am afraid that they may get hurt or maybe even die.

I hope that the war will finish soon, and
then things will go back to normal. My
brothers are crying, and I am sad that I
can’t console them. We may lose our
parents forever. I am so worried. I am
just a small boy, and I am forced to
experience the horrors of war.

Lucas GARNIER

3 November 1939
I am so sad. It is just horrible;

life is so cruel. I am going to be
evacuated because of this terrible
war. My parents may be killed, the
men in my family are going to war
and I am going to have to stay in a
town I don’t even know for a long
time. I hate the war. Even the
thought that people will die makes
me cry. Yes, I am a very sensitive
person. The atmosphere in this train
is very sad, and that makes me even
more sad because of all the children
crying. I know that I am going to a
house with all my sisters and my
brother, so that will make it easier. I
know it’s going to be difficult, but
eventually everything will be like it
was before, and we will all survive!

Sophie DREWITT 

3 November 1939

My name is Lucius and I’m from London. I

am being evacuated so I am travelling on the

train to a new home in the country. I’m happy

because it feels like I am going on a trip, but

at the same time, I am sad because my mum is

not here. The people around me on the train

are trying to calm me down, but I feel lost in

this place. I’m lonely and scared. I see kids

around me and they feel the same. To pass the

time, I talk with them. I am starting to feel

miserable because I don’t know where I’m

going. I hope they are kind to me.
Max VERMET
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A Kaleidoscope of Novel-tiesA Kaleidoscope of Novel-tiesA Kaleidoscope of Novel-tiesA Kaleidoscope of Novel-ties

Christmas Children for DoctorsChristmas Children for DoctorsChristmas Children for DoctorsChristmas Children for Doctors

Christmas Eve and everyone is getting their gifts.
However, doctors got a special gift this year. Jonas
(claims not to have a last name), age 13, has been
found just outside the White House in Washington,
DC. The boy appears to be with his adopted brother
Gabriel, age 2. It is lucky that security guard Fred
Allain found them. “I saw two children face down in
the snow,” he said. “I had to help immediately.”

Jonas was barely alive when Mr. Allain found him.
Doctors say that Jonas and his brother will get better
and should make full recovery.  It appeared as if both
children were not physically injured, but they have not
eaten for multiple days and did not have appropriate
winter clothing.

People have asked if it was just a coincidence that
they were found on Christmas Eve. More questions
have been raised about if it was a botched terror attack
against the White House since the French terror attacks
were not long ago. Experts say that Jonas is not a dan-
ger to the government. It looks as though they had run
away from somewhere because a sled and a bicycle
with a baby seat were found not too far away from
where Mr. Allain found them.

The police tried to follow their tracks from where
they came to see the village or town they escaped
from. Jonas started to talk about this perfect world, a
big utopia – how everyone travels by bicycle, and
there is no money, so all the food is free; there is no
war, sickness or pain. However, jobs are chosen for
everyone, and they take pills to not have feelings; there
is no love or hate. Is he joking or is this real?

A lot of people think this is one big prank, but
when the police took his finger prints (which he
doesn’t know what they are), he was not registered as a
citizen of any country of the globe. All around the
world his photo was put in case anyone recognizes
him. Another mystery is how many things he does not
know about like motorcycles or the internet or even
television. The main question is who are these boys,
and where do they come from?

Max DENIZET

Crazyamazing KidzCrazyamazing KidzCrazyamazing KidzCrazyamazing Kidz

This year has started very strangely. Yesterday two
homeless children were found in the forest. They did
not look very well. One of them said, “I knew else-
where existed. This is a new beginning for Gabe and
me.” We do not understand what he said, but he
doesn’t seem normal.

The forest of Frozen isn’t that little. Just yesterday
two kids, 13 years and 3 years, were found in the
chilly forest. They are named Jonas and Gabriel
(Gabe). They were very skinny, especially Jonas who
hadn’t eaten for many days, so he couldn’t survive one
more day.                                                                                                                     

It is very extraordinary for children of these ages to
survive in the cold and dangerous forest of Frozen.
Jonas is a perfect example for parents. Why? He shows
that abandoning children isn’t always the best solution.

Education in Jocunda InsulaEducation in Jocunda InsulaEducation in Jocunda InsulaEducation in Jocunda Insula

In this task we had to create what we thought a uto-
pian world would look like. My part was education. In
this piece you will see what education would be in my
utopian world.

In Jocunda Insula, our education will be efficient,
not as hard as the education we have now, but it will
last longer (until you are 22). We will keep our schools
clean and nicely decorated but strict. Education won’t
be efficient without strictness. Kids will be taught lit-
erature, math and science, but they will also learn to
have fun. They will learn what they want to learn and
get educated based on that. We will learn about nature,
how to reduce pollution and how to enjoy being in the
forest with trees more than anything. Camps will be set
up every month. You know what that means:  roasted
marshmallows and cooked meat, sleeping in tents with
friends, etc. Our education is also about fun.

Instead of those heavy schoolbooks, we will have
light laptops where you can store your books. All the
exercises are to be completed on paper though, so that
we don’t forget how to write. That same laptop will be
kept during the entire school year. Your timetable will
be entered in your computer so that you cannot access
unrelated sites or games while in class.

The rules in class are simple:
1. Stay on task at least 90% of the day (which still

leaves 10% for some fun).
2. Stay focused; you shouldn’t be tired. If you are

it’s not an excuse.
3. Don’t bully. It’s very annoying to be bullied, and

you won’t be proud of yourself.
All the punishments are basically about being

ashamed of yourself. If you mess up, you will be pun-
ished by a couple days of being laughed at. That’s bad
enough, trust me. The worst punishment you can have
is definitely shame. You might laugh, but have you
ever been the subject of sneers? If you have, you’ll
know what I’m talking about.

Come to our utopian community:  Jocunda Insula!
Nolan SZCZEPANSKI
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Reporter:  This is the Show of the Uncommon on
BBC Radio 2. Our show is on every Wednesday at 2
pm. Our topic today is about two very brave children
crossing the Atlantic Ocean on a desperate search.
Please welcome Marvinder and Jaspal Singh.
Marvinder:  Hello, Miss Applesmith.
Reporter:  Please call me Rachel. Now what gave you
the hint that your father was here in England?
Jaspal:  His letters. We have an address:  58 White-
chapel.
Reporter:  The letters that you are showing me are not
dated recently. There is a possibility that he has moved
away. Do you know that?
Marvinder:  Yes, Tom Fletcher said that.
Reporter:  Who is Tom Fletcher?
Jaspal:  He is a man who works as a mission…mis-
sion…
Reporter:  A missionary?
Jaspal:  That’s right. He said that he would do all he
could to help us find our father.

Reporter:  Hello and welcome to BBC Radio. It is 7
am. I hope you’ve had your ears cleaned because we
are going to tell you a crazy story about a girl and her
brother. The girl’s name is Marvinder, and she is with
her little brother Jaspal. Why did you go on this peril-
ous voyage to England?
Marvinder and Jaspal:  We went on this journey to
England to find our father; his name is Govind.
Reporter:  Could you tell us about your crazy jour-
ney?
Marvinder and Jaspal:  Our village was attacked, so
we decided to go to England as India wasn’t safe any-
more. After that, we had to find our father. This meant
we had to go to England. To get there, we had to take a
train to Bombay, then a ship to England. 
Reporter:  How did you feel about leaving your coun-
try behind? Was it difficult?
Marvinder and Jaspal:  Well, it was hard to leave our
country behind at first, but it wasn’t safe anymore, so
it was for the best.
Reporter:  Is England much different from India?
Could you give examples?
Marvinder and Jaspal:  Yes, India is very different
from England; here people wear jeans! And none of
the men wear top knots in their hair.

Alexi REYES

But the most extraordinary and even incredible part of
their story is what they say. Jonas is going to be re-
interrogated and his story is going to be analysed. It
seems very crazy and even a bit much. Gabe is going
to an orphanage.

“They aren’t just starving; they are crazy,” said Dr
Peter Parks. “They are going to be separated, but that’s
for their own good. After being saved, Jonas was inter-
rogated. He said that he comes from an unjust world
where life was a dictatorship. If Gabe stays with Jonas,
he is going to be as mad as him. “Separation is the best
solution,” said Dr. Tony Cellgun.

When Jonas was asked about his parents, he said,
“I don’t know my mother. In my community, giving

birth is a job. When a baby is born he is given to a
family afterwards.”

But the worst is that he has hallucinations. He
thinks memories can be transmitted to a person who
has the faculty of seeing or hearing beyond. We don’t
know where he comes from, but we know where he
may go – to a mentally ill asylum. Jonas says, “Life
was regulated by strict laws and rules:  no colour
exists, no ceremonies exist. In fact, that wasn’t life; it
was prison.”

We could not save Jonas, but we may be able to
save Gabe.

Dave Ryan BALLA

10 July 1939
Dear Didi,

I hope you are all well at home. I miss you dearly.
I feel so exhausted that I may fall asleep while writing
this. Life is hard here, and I am starting to feel home-
sick. Our small life in our small town was enough to
satisfy my needs. Having a bigger house makes me
feel even more isolated and alone with my daughter. It
is not an easy life, and I have not been integrated as a
family member yet. They do not appreciate my pres-
ence. Marvinder is not well either. The other kids do
not like her and steal the only toys I have for her, tins.
I hope it is not too hard for her; it is not easy to be my
daughter, while nobody likes us being around.

cont. on p. 8

Reporter:  I heard that there has been fighting in India
after the declaration of independence. Did you witness,
or were you in any fights?
Marvinder:  Yes. We were in two. One was in the vil-
lage where the Muslims attacked us Sikhs and the Hin-
dus. Another one was in the train on its way to Bom-
bay, but we didn’t know who attacked that time.

Kaitlyn MPHANDE
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10 July 1939
Dear Didi,

I hope you are all well at home; I miss you dearly.
I feel so exhausted that I may fall asleep writing this.
Life is hard here.

One of the reasons I am writing this letter is to
inform you and the rest of my family of the birth of
my second child, which was two days ago. He is a
boy, and his name is Jaspal. I really hope that this lit-
tle boy will help me to be more respected by Govind
and his family. They have never considered me to be
an important person, as my husband, Govind, is the
youngest of the sons. But the birth of Marvinder
made this much worse. I hoped that, unlike me, she
would get on with her cousins, but unfortunately she
is as rejected as I am.

When I entered this household, which seems to
me to be really long ago, my daily routine was to be
drastically different. Now, every day, I wake up
before everybody else and spend my day cleaning the
house, grinding spices or cooking. I sleep on the
ground in a corner in the kitchen. Hopefully, maybe
things will change a little, as the Sahib and Memsa-
hib proposed that I work as an ayah while Govind is
studying in England.

With the birth of Jaspal and this new job at the
Sahib’s bungalow, I hope that I will progressively
gain more and more respect from my new family.
Anyway, I know I am lucky to have a husband and a
place to live.
Affectionately,
Your sister, Jhoti

Gaël BIGOT

Christopher lives most of his life in a “bubble”,
and there is little information about his physical
appearance. He is extremely ambitious and precocious,
dreaming of total success before his twenties. He
shows affection to his rat and father but nobody else.
He enjoys solitude and judges everything by colour.

His patient, caring father Edward takes care of
Christopher day and night. No wife and an autistic boy
for a son is a difficult life. He’s lost and has no dreams
higher than what he is, a plumber. His problems lead
him to become an alcoholic, and sometimes he lets out
his anger. These two characters love each other, yet
their strong relationship weakens throughout the story,
and the father tries to regain the trust of his son.

It is a really interesting read. For those who are
curious to know about how different people think and
who like twists and turns, I strongly recommend this
book. It is a real page turner:  from mystery to action,
the novel has it all. I would not read it to laugh. It is
more of a dramatic book, but seeing into Christopher’s
mind makes the book an excellent one. The moral
would be that some people really struggle to survive in
this prejudiced, coded and judging world, so be more
accepting. It is a wonderful book, and I would give it a
rating of 4.5 out of 5.

Ben GODARD

The Curious Incident of the DogThe Curious Incident of the DogThe Curious Incident of the DogThe Curious Incident of the Dog
in the Night-Timein the Night-Timein the Night-Timein the Night-Time

by Mark Haddon

Christopher John Francis Boone is a 15-year-old
autistic boy who lives with his father, a widower. He
finds a dog dead one night and decides to write a mur-
der mystery novel about it. He only cares about three
things:  his rat, his father and maths. The hyper-intelli-
gent teenager starts looking around, and when his
father finds realizes what this could mean, he gets
extremely angry. His dad proceeds to hide the book,
and whilst searching for it, Christopher finds a pile of
letters addressed to him. The content of these unveil a
terrible truth that will lead him to London.

Swindon is a small town in England where half the
story is set. The second half of the book takes place in
London. I could really picture scenes since I know all
the stations and neighbourhoods Christopher sets foot
in. The presence of 21st century brands of cars and the
London underground shows that the story is set nowa-
days. Suspense and intensity is added by Christopher’s
autism. Arguments are common, and Christopher’s
reactions are different than expected. The story is
therefore unpredictable.

Dear Didi cont. from p. 7
Every morning I do the same things. I always wake up
from my bed (if we could call it that). It is on the
kitchen floor. Madanjit Kaur said we were enough
trouble, and no rooms could be occupied by us. Chet
Singh agreed, and we are now in the kitchen, although
I do not think it is a bad thing. I have no trouble wak-
ing up the family when I begin the chores and cooking.
I make breakfast for everyone. I do not know if they
enjoy or appreciate it because they never smile or say
thank you. Sometimes I change recipes, but it still does
not seem to satisfy them. Afterwards I grind the spices
to make curry, and Madanjit is never satisfied with the
taste although I have no recipe for the amounts and
spices to put in. Then I do laundry and hang up clothes
in the sun for them to dry. At the end of the day, all my
chores done in the garden or the house cleaning, I take
a little break to take care of Marvinder. Together we go
back to sleep, cuddling to keep each other warm.

My in-laws are really nice but do not agree with
my presence and my low social rank. I guess if I was
married to their eldest son, it would be different, and
they would love me as their daughter. In any case
though I wouldn’t be; they would have picked some-
one richer. I do not talk with them often; I feel uncom-
fortable. I really want to come home. Also, producing
Marvinder was not welcomed; they only want boys.

I miss you so much, and I am hoping to see you
soon. It is getting late, and I am getting tired. Marvin-
der is waiting for me in the kitchen. I need to go see
her. Give kisses to the family from their beloved
daughter. Love you all.
Jhoti

Axelle BAUDOUIN
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In 2010, The British Museum and the BBC collaborated on a fascinating and ambitious project:  A His-
tory of the World in 100 Objects. Radio programmes narrated the story of 100 objects from The British
Museum.

In class, we explored our own History of the World in Objects. Each student had to find an object from
home – not necessarily valuable, but with a story to tell about a time, place or community. After writing the
personal narrative of their object, students created a fictional narrative centered around their object.

Here is a sampling of their work.

A Pike
Location:Location:Location:Location:  Wexford, Ireland
Period:Period:Period:Period:  1798
Themes:Themes:Themes:Themes:  War, protest, government
Size:Size:Size:Size:  Large
Colours:Colours:Colours:Colours:  Brown, grey
Materials:Materials:Materials:Materials:  Wood, metal

This pike belongs to my Irish grand-
mother. It is in a corridor in my
granny’s house, but behind it is a
whole story.

In May 1798 a rebellion broke
out in Wexford. People who are now
referred to as the Wexford Rebels
got tired of the British government
being cruel to the Irish. They could
not afford pistols so instead settled
for a weapon called a pike. It is a
long stick with a sharp metal spike at
the end of it. It worked quite well
against cavalry but not so well
against firearms. It was a very short
rebellion. The Irish lost in June of
the same year.

This replica is not used to fight
evil Englishmen but to remind the
Carpenter family of the hard times of
their country. It is sometimes taken out at the St Pat-
rick’s Day parade to remember the rebellion. On the
200th anniversary of the rebellion, my uncle dressed
up as a peasant and used the pike as part of his cos-
tume. It is now used to open a trapdoor high up in the
ceiling of my granny’s house!

Annik JULLIEN

A PaintingA PaintingA PaintingA Painting
Location:Location:Location:Location:  Portsmouth, England
Period:Period:Period:Period:  approx. 1930
Themes:Themes:Themes:Themes:  Art, sport, government
Size:Size:Size:Size:  74 cm x 52 cm
Colours:Colours:Colours:Colours:  Sea blue, sky blue, grey, white
Materials:Materials:Materials:Materials:  Oil paint, canvas

generation and depicts the town of Portsmouth, my
birthplace, during the 1930s.

In the foreground are half a dozen dinghy boats,
and by the looks of the competitors’ faces which are
only visible on the real painting, they are probably rac-
ing. This was a major factor in my decision to choose
this as my object, for I myself am a keen yachtsman,
as is my father and grandpa, so really this picture is a
combination of all my hobbies. My ancestor and I
already seem to have a lot in common, considering that
we have never met.

In the background of the painting are a few tall
chimneys, mostly industrial factories. Some of them
are probably making boats and boat parts, as Ports-
mouth has been, and still is, one of England’s main
shipping ports since the time of Henry VIII. In the left-
hand corner the first modern warships are emerging,
ready for good usage during the two world wars. My
father even worked on some more modern warships in
Portsmouth when we lived there back when I was
small.

One thing that struck me is that the painter must
have composed his work by memory as it is done from
the middle of the sea, but this just proves the skill of
the maker. This object is important to me because it is
a good representation of both sides of my family, my
father’s side is represented by the dinghy boats and my
mum’s side by the fact that it is a painting.   

Ezra KENDALL

This painting by R. Gurnell was done around 1930.
This object means a lot to me because it shows that my
family has been in the business of drawing for at least
a century. The object in question belongs to my par-
ents as it has been passed down from generation to
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A Voyage in TimeA Voyage in TimeA Voyage in TimeA Voyage in Time

This is a story about a Cross of War medal which
has been handed down from generation to generation
since it was bestowed on its original owner – a war
hero.

Lily, the hero’s granddaughter, kept it in a locked
chest in a wall safe behind a painting of her grandfa-
ther and his comrades in a deep trench during WWI.
She kept it in a secure place
because it was very precious and
valuable. A legend even told that
it was a talisman that could pro-
tect its owner from evil or dis-
ease. It meant a lot to Lily, espe-
cially because it was a symbol
of her grandfather’s courage and
bravery.

Her grandfather had lived in
Algeria and was a member of
the Zouave infantry regiment of
the French army during WWI.
He received the medal because
of the heroic acts he accom-
plished in Turkey (a German
ally) during a battle with Turk-
ish forces. He saved many lives when he helped his
comrades reach a front line trench which had not been
hit by a Turkish shell.

One day while she was dusting the painting of her
grandfather, she felt a strange compulsion to open the
safe and then the locked chest. As if hypnotized, she
took the medal in her hand and placed her finger on
the circle in the centre. As soon as she touched the
medal, she entered an interminable void. At last she
began to make out an open and nondescript field, both
placid and deserted. As she looked around her, the
landscape changed, and a tremendous number of
wounded and injured people came into view. Fatalities
were rife and slumped on the mucky ground every-
where. Luckily battle was not raging because Lily was
beginning to understand where she had landed. She
had somehow been teleported to a battlefield during
WWI. How could this be?

She saw the trenches that she had read so much
about and the barbed wire that had trapped some poor
victims, including a black stallion, which lay lifeless in
front of her. She remembered the exhibition on the
Battle of Verdun that she had attended a week earlier
and all that she had learned about the horrors of war.

Lily started staggering and trembling. Everything
was so clear around her, and the smell emanating from
the trenches was pungent and repulsive. It started to
burn her nostrils and make her feel dizzy. Was that her
grandfather beckoning her in the distance? She must
have fainted because she was lying on the floor in
front of the painting with the medal in her hand. She
let it drop to the floor and swore to herself that she
would never touch it again with her bare hands. She
couldn’t take the risk of being a spectator of such
desolation and despair.  She lifted it with her duster
and placed it back in the chest where it belonged.

Léa COHEN

Mate MagicMate MagicMate MagicMate Magic

My name is Angelina. My family and I love travel-
ling, and everywhere we go, we buy typical objects.

Once in Argentina, we visited a Guarani village.
The Guarani are an ancient civilisation. They had a
wizard who gave us a cup and straw and warned,
“This is a mate cup with a straw to drink it. Mate is a
traditional beverage from South America. But this cup
is not an ordinary cup. First, it was built for the great-
est Guarani chief, Bongari. Second, everyone that
owned it after Bongari said that it had powers. The
gods told me you can use it correctly. Take care of it.”

One a rainy day, I had an idea. There was no one
home apart from my brother and me. My brother was
in his bedroom. I went upstairs into my parents’ bed-
room. Under the bed, there was a little box with all the
keys. I took the biggest one, which read “Vit”. I
returned downstairs and opened a vitrine with all of
our souvenirs. I took a wooden cup with a silver straw.
The mate set. “The wizard said it was special and had
powers. It is a cup, and a cup is made for drinking. I’m
going to try that!” I said to myself. I put some water in
the cup and drank it. I felt energetic and strong when
the cup was finished. I thought that perhaps if I drank
with the straw, I’d have more power. The straw was
dirty, so I blew in it. Beautiful music came out.

“Dring!” I went to open the door, but no one was
there. There was just a box. I took it and moved to my
bedroom.

The box was full of gadgets. But when I wanted to
take one, my hand began to burn. When I wanted to
take everything out, it all seemed to be glued in. I
called for my big brother. He’d know what to do.
When he entered my bedroom, he was attracted to the
box.

I said, “Hey John! I found the powers of the weird
cup that the wizard gave us!”

“Really? What is it?”
“Drink this!”
I handed him the mate cup.
“I’m feeling – full of power. What’s in the red

box?” 
“I don’t know. I can’t touch it!”
“Let me try!” my brother replied. To my surprise,

John could take the
gadgets. He took a pill
that said “Dangerous”.
Before I could stop him,
he had eaten it.

A cloud of smoke
burned my eyes. When it
disappeared, my brother
was in a super hero suit.
No, a super villain suit.
He made an evil laugh
and flew out the win-
dow. I took the pill’s
wrapping and read the
back. What I read wasn’t
a sign of tranquillity. I
ran downstairs and
switched on the televi-
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sion. Pictures of explosions and ambulances appeared,
and I could see my brother causing them. The world
was in danger. Or at least my town. We never knew
what my brother was going to do.

I blew a second time in the straw. Another box
appeared at the door. This one was blue, not red. This
time, I could take the objects. I ate a pill that said “For
peace”. I directly went to my brother, accompanied by

ElisaElisaElisaElisa
(two and a half)(two and a half)(two and a half)(two and a half)

She is as small as an ant,
But she’ll make you dance until you pant!
Her hair is fine threads of silk,
And her skin is as white as milk.
Bright blue eyes like a summer sky,
She has her own language – to understand her we have to try.
Her passions are books along with puzzles and puddles.
Her arms wrap around my neck like a warm scarf when she cuddles.
For her, sand is a vast, annoying monster that gets between her toes.
But finally, she is as cute as a kitten playing as she grows.

Rémi REGNARD

the birds. Then a battle started with my brother against
me. John's costume was black and red, mine was white
and blue. After a long fight, I defeated my brother.

At home, we threw away all the objects. We
replaced the mate set and put the key back in its place.
The set was better here than in bad hands.

Fanny CABON

'Poetry is delicious''Poetry is delicious''Poetry is delicious''Poetry is delicious'
– Virginia Woolf– Virginia Woolf– Virginia Woolf– Virginia Woolf

“You know I’m always careful, Bess my dear! I
will never get caught!” was the reply.

“ I know, but –”
“But what?”
“I wish we didn’t have to hide all the time! It’s so

hard!” he heard her say as she burst into tears.
How can he dare make her cry, that devil, Tim

thought. He is so selfish! Bess doesn’t deserve this.
“Don’t worry, my beautiful rose,” the Highway-

man comforted her. “The other highwaymen and I are
preparing an uprising against the government, and then
we won’t have to hide anymore.”

And then he saw them kiss. Tim went mad. That is
it! I have to do something! he thought. I will send a
messenger to the red coats, and they will take care of
him!

Marine VERMET

Tim’s StoryTim’s StoryTim’s StoryTim’s Story
(inspired by “The Highwayman”

by Alfred Noyes)

Tim crept behind the big oak tree, as he always
did, to watch Bess. She was looking out the window at
the beautiful moon which made her hair shine in the
night. But tonight a man came, a man on a horse:  a
highwayman. The Highwayman. He knew something
was up; she had been distant for about a week or two.
When he thinks about it, it had been since her 16th
birthday two weeks ago at the inn. As he hid in the
shadows of the big oak tree, he heard Bess say:

“You can’t stay here! Imagine what would happen
if someone saw you!”
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Robinson Convicted of Rape!
_________________________________________________________________

Tom Robinson was found guilty of rape on August
20 by a jury of the Maycomb Courthouse after long
hours of deliberation. He faces the death penalty, but
the defense attorney, Atticus Finch, will appeal.

Tom Robinson was accused of raping Mayella
Ewell, Bob Ewell’s daughter, on the night of Novem-
ber 21, 1934. According to Miss Ewell, she asked him
to bust a chiffarobe and then asked him to enter the
house. When she went to get a nickel to pay him, he
jumped on her, choked her and took advantage of her.

Bob Ewell, who heard the commotion, testified that
he came to his daughter’s rescue. Tom Robinson fled
while Bob Ewell ran to the sheriff, Heck Tate. The
State then prosecuted Mr. Robinson on the charge of
rape. Mr. Gilmer was the prosecuting attorney and Atti-
cus Finch the defense attorney. The verdict was read by
Judge Taylor.

Tom Robinson is married to Helen Robinson with
whom he has three children. He had previously been
convicted of disorderly conduct. His left arm is handi-
capped, which led to the questioning of how he choked
Mayella Ewell, but, because of his job on Link Deas’
cotton plantation, he is strong. Mr. Robinson made a
declaration during the trial while he explained his
actions that “I felt sorry for her.” This may have
affected the jury’s judgment because it could be inter-
preted in a way meaning he was superior to a white
woman.

Bob Ewell declared that he could not live the rest
of his life with an injustice so big, but that justice has
been done, and he will be able to return in peace to his

family. He was proud to help the investigation and
prove Robinson’s guilt. Mr. Ewell hopes that the Rob-
insons will pay for Tom’s mistake.

Benoit VIGNON

Maycomb Resident
Found Stabbed

__________

Bob Ewell, a well-known life-long resident of
Maycomb County, was found dead in the woods next
to the school. He died yesterday evening while
attempting to harm two children.

Last night Jem and Scout Finch, ages 12 and 8,
were walking home after a school party. The children
were assaulted by Bob Ewell, who apparently intended
to murder them. Scout was protected by her costume
made of solid material. However, Jem was knocked
out, and his arm was broken. At that point, Bob Ewell
apparently tripped and fell on his knife, according to
Sheriff Heck Tate.

Jem had already lost consciousness when Bob
Ewell stabbed himself and said this morning that he
remembered nothing from the incident. His sister
Scout told the police, “It was too dark to see, but I
remember hearing someone scream, then Boo [Arthur
Radley] carried my brother and me home.”

The police have no additional information. The
sheriff is not worried and announced, “We are glad the
children weren’t hurt and hope that no similar attacks
will occur again in Maycomb.”

Gabriel JAUNY
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The KKK Burns Down
a Black Church

__________

The “Loyal White Knights of the Ku Klux Klan”,
their official name, burned another black church in
Pelham, North Carolina, on Sunday night, January 22,
1934.

The Ku Klux Klan wanted to “teach these blacks
how to behave in America,” said the Klan’s leader,
whose identity is kept secret. The Klan gathered
around the church at 8:30 p.m., blocked all of the exits
and set the church on fire with burning crosses. There
were 57 casualties, including 13 children, 28 women
and 16 men.

As soon as the fire started, a local anonymous wit-
ness ran to get help from the firemen. He said, “I saw
dem’ flames! They were high, real high, and all the
screaming and crying. It was horrible. It’s a shame we
live in a world like this.”

The fire was extinguished at midnight. This is the
twenty-third attack of the Klan on a black church since
1925.

Many victims have not yet been identified. Mayor
Jeff Bobby commented, “The KKK do what they do.
As long as they don’t harass white folks, I won’t get
into it.”

The Klan was founded by Nathan Bedford Forrest,
the first Imperial Wizard of the Ku Klux Klan. It was
established first in the southern United States on
December 24, 1865. The Ku Klux Klan emerged after
the Civil War, when Runaway Slave Patrols, which
captured and terrorized slaves before the Civil War,
were legally ended. As soon as the patrols were abol-
ished, the Klan took over. They suppressed and victim-
ized African Americans to show that the whites were
the supreme race. The Great Imperial Wizard Greene
said that they would “keep things the way God wanted
them to be.”

The KKK’s main purpose was “to preserve the
purity of the Anglo-Saxon Protestant race,” said an
anonymous member. They did so by intimidating
blacks, Jews and Catholics. The Klan also murdered
people they were opposed to, like politicians. In 1925,
the Klan had six million members and had an income
of $75 million a year; it was their golden age. The
KKK’s ideas can be compared to Hitler’s.

Antonin ROTTMAN

Fire Destroys House;
One Person Displaced

__________

On December 15, a little after 1 a.m., Maudie
Atkinson’s house completely burned down.

The day before, the temperature had dropped to
16°F, and Miss Atkinson kept a fire going in the
kitchen during the night to keep her potted plants
warm. Miss Atkinson explained that the flue must have
caught fire.

At about 1 a.m., most of the men, dressed in their
pyjamas and nightshirts, hastened outside to help res-
cue the furniture from the burning house. Fire trucks
from three counties plus a truck from Clark’s Ferry
came to pump water on nearby houses. It was the cold-
est night in memory, and due to the cold weather one
of the hoses burst. Shortly afterwards the house col-
lapsed.

Mr. Avery, a neighbour, tried to save Miss Atkin-
son’s upstairs furniture when the stairs caught fire. He
then had to jump out of the window onto the flower-
beds. He said, “I did what I had to. It was my duty as a
good neighbour.” No one was hurt, and only Miss
Atkinson’s azaleas were damaged.

It was dawn before the men could leave. Miss
Stephanie Crawford offered to house Miss Atkinson
while waiting for her house to be rebuilt.

In spite of this incident, the next day Miss Atkin-
son was in good spirits, working in her yard and talk-
ing of expanding her garden. She said, “I always
wanted a smaller house anyway to have a bigger yard
for my flowers.” She also said she hated that “old cow
barn” and had thought of setting fire to it many times
herself, except “they’d lock me up.” In an optimistic
tone she added, “I’ll have the finest yard in Alabama.”

Olympe LE FLOC’H

Jacobs Sale
Special!

Three bars of
Octagon soap for
the price of two.
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Racism in the 1930s
__________

Life was hard in the 1930s in the United States.
White people could not blame themselves, so they
blamed the black people because they did not have the
same skin color as them and were believed to be infe-
rior.

White people showed their superiority over black
people by using the Jim Crow laws. These laws were
meant to separate the black people from all the whites.
For example, black people could not drink from the
same water fountains as whites or sit on the same
benches if whites were on them. They could not even
walk on the same sidewalks! The schools were sepa-
rated. The whites would have a better school and better
teachers than blacks. Black people had to sit at the
back of the buses and whites in the front. The black
people were often the poorest people in the cities
because they were unemployed, or they had jobs but
were not well paid.

In 1935 a big event happened in the southern black
communities. Nine black teenagers from Alabama
were accused of raping two white women. People from
all over the world came to watch the trials of the
Scottsboro Boys. Even whites started to take the
defense of the black people. This event struck the
minds of many white people and made them think
more about racism.

Racism is a part of the United States’ history.
Racism was mostly in the southern United States and
linked to the history of slaves, especially on the farm-
ing plantations. Black people were treated differently
than white people but still continued living even as
racism haunted them and held them back.

Adrien JOSSERAND

The Rise of African-
American Poetry

__________

Since publishing their first poetry in the late 18th
century, African-American poets have gradually
become recognized in America. Historically, African-
American poets have not been able to write and say
what they wanted. They still are not fully appreciated.
But as time has passed and civil rights have improved,
this is starting to change.

The first African-American poem, “Bars Fight”,
was written by Lucy Terry in 1746. Terry and the first
African-American poets wrote mostly about injustices
because they were writing as slaves before the slave
trade was abolished.

After the slave trade was abolished and during the
Harlem Renaissance, African-American poets started
writing more. A newspaper for young children called
Brownie’s Book published many African-American
poets including Langston Hughes. Hughes’ manifesto
captured the feeling of self-discovery for African
Americans. Hughes also reminded African-American
poets that they should not be scared to say what they
want to say.

The American
Civil Rights Move-
ment saw African-
American poets write
about their feelings
towards civil rights.
The most famous poet
of this time was Maya
Angelou. Angelou
wrote many poems,
books and essays and
was most famous for
her series of seven
autobiographies. Her
poem “I Know Why
the Caged Bird Sings”
talks about how caged birds are trapped and lonely and
sing for freedom like African-American slaves. She
talks about how free birds can do what they want and
go where they want to go without having anyone to tell
them what to do. Angelou’s poem inspired the civil
rights movement. She encouraged African-American
poets to have faith in the movement and reminded
them that hatred would not last forever. 

From 1970, African-American artists began win-
ning more awards and started to promote each other.
Oprah Winfrey made African-American artists famous
by inviting them to her talk-show. Recent African-
American poets continue to write about the themes of
slavery, self-discovery and civil rights, and because of
this it would seem that African-American poets are
finally starting to be recognized and are gaining more
respect.

Eliot CHIU

The Scottsboro Boys

Maya Angelou
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Breathtaking Mockingbirds
__________

Mockingbirds are thought of as great singers by
most people. They have lived in most countries for
centuries.

The 17 different species of mockingbirds each
have their own habitat, food and way of living. All
mockingbirds have three different calls:  a song, a
harsh call to chase predators away and an aggressive,
rasping call to warn off intruders. In the United States,
the most common is the Northern mockingbird.

“Northern mockingbirds sing all through the day
and often at night,” said Dr. Dirbnickom, professor of
ornithology at the University of Dribgnos, California.
“They are brown and white and are medium-sized.”

The Northern
mockingbird enjoys
making its presence
known. To achieve
this, the bird flies to
a high branch or
fence and sings.
This mockingbird is
known to lay “alien
eggs”. This means
they take other
birds’ nests and lay

eggs in them. They nest in shrubs, usually three to ten
feet high, but some nest at 60 feet high. “The male
starts building or rearranging the nest and waits for a
female to come. Then they finish the nest together,”
added Dr. Dirbnickom. Mockingbirds are omnivorous
and live in gardens or parks.

“In the 19th century people kept Northern mock-
ingbirds as cage birds that would entertain the inhabi-
tants with its song. To get the birds, hunters would
break the nests, take the eggs and children, and trap the
adults. In big cities, the prices went up to $50 for one
mockingbird,” Dr. Nairotsih, a historian at the Florida
History Institute, pointed out. “These people captured
so many of the amazing singers, mockingbirds nearly
vanished from the East Coast.”

This is how the mockingbird’s reputation as a mar-
vellous singer started.

Céline REMY

Entertainment Section
__________

A new movie based on Harper Lee’s Pulitzer prize-
winning novel To Kill a Mockingbird was released
December 25, 1962. The movie stars Gregory Peck as
Atticus Finch and was directed by Robert Mulligan.

The movie tells the story of Scout Finch (Mary
Badham) and her father, Atticus, as he struggles to
defend the rights of Tom Robinson, a black man
accused of rape in the Deep South during the Great
Depression.

Following the novel closely, the movie focuses on
the trial. This event is used to portray problems of
racism and inequality in the 1930s.

Gregory Peck gives life to the character of Atticus,
his performance communicating the determination of
Atticus in his fight to free Robinson. The secondary
characters Jem (Phillip Alford) and Scout Finch also
give very mature performances.

There are some particularly important scenes in
this movie such as the moment when Tom Robinson
expresses himself in front of everyone in the court-
house at the trial.

This movie is in black and white. In some scenes,
like the one when Jem secretly goes to the Radley
place, Mulligan uses shadows and sound effects to
build suspense.

This movie is a beautiful adaptation of Harper
Lee’s novel. It has realistic descriptions about racism
in southern society in the 1930s. On top of it all, it
makes the viewer reflect on social issues such as
racism and tolerance.

Yasmeen PERETTI

Northern mockingbird
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Rose Lafayette Dubose
__________

Mrs. Henry Lafayette Dubose died May 22, 1935
at the age of 80 after a long illness.

Born January 31, 1956 in New Orleans, Louisiana,
where she grew up, she went to school at Tulane Uni-
versity of New Orleans, where she won numerous
prizes and accomplished many of her educational
goals with her best friend Mathilda Lane.

She then moved to Maycomb, where she married
Henry Dubose in 1873 and had one son with him,
named Marcus Dubose. The family and a Negro, Heck
Lewis, made a huge profit by producing and selling
tobacco and cereals. The family entreprise was called
the Dubose Company and was widely known for its
good quality.

Henry Dubose died in 1899 after an accident in his
fields. In 1912, her son went down with the Titanic
with all her savings. This event left her unhappy for
the rest of her life. Her parents, Martha and Theodore
Livingham, died in 1913 of pneumonia. In addition,
the Dubose Company went bankrupt because of the
Great Depression.

Mrs. Dubose liked to rest on her front porch and
especially loved to take care of her flowers and garden.
Terminally ill, Mrs. Dubose overcame her addiction to
morphine, and she died with moral courage.

Surviving are Christina Hauser, her cousin; Alexia
Thomson, her niece; Mathilda Lane, her best friend;
and Jessie, who took care of her for such a long time.

The memorial service will be held at 1:00 p.m. on
Sunday, May 26, at Meridian Catholic Church with
Father Christopher Payne officiating.

Flowers can be bought at Maycomb County
Flower Shop, and arrangements are made by the
Meridian Burying Foundation and Maycomb Ceme-
tery.

Mayeul GODINOT

Brilliant Author

HARPER LEE
__________

Nelle Harper Lee died February 19, 2016 in her
sleep.

Born April 28, 1926 in Taunton, AL, she grew up
and lived most of her life in Monroeville, AL. She
studied at Huntingdon College in Montgomery and
later at the University of Alabama in Tuscaloosa. Dur-
ing her studies, she became focused on literature, and
in 1960 she published the novel To Kill a Mockingbird.

Her writing set an example of equality and anti-
racism in a time of segregation in the U.S. This novel
won the Pulitzer Prize for Fiction in 1961 and is stud-
ied widely in schools and universities around the
world.

About her brilliant description of characters,
Harper Lee used to say, “you never understand a per-
son until you consider things from his point of view,
until you climb into his skin and walk around in it.”

In fact, the plot and characters of the book are
loosely based on the author’s observations of her fam-
ily and neighbors, as well as on an event that occurred
near her hometown in 1936 when she was 10 years
old.

She won the Presidential Medal of Freedom in
2007 for her literary contribution. Her novel Go Set a
Watchman was published in 2015.

She is survived by her nieces, nephews and
friends.

The memorial service will be open to close family
and friends.

Memorials may be made to Monroe County Hospi-
tal, 2016 S. Alabama Ave., AL 36460.

Nicolas GARNIER
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Thomas Robinson
__________

Thomas Robinson died August 17, 1935, age 25,
shot in Maycomb Prison camp.

Born November 5, 1910 in Maycomb County,
Tom lived most of his life with his parents, Conor and
Mary Robinson. Working by the age of ten, he did
small jobs for Maycomb families, was employed by
Link Deas, and befriended people such as Mrs. Calpur-
nia Sparrow and Reverend Sykes, who are “very
devoted members of our community today”, according
to Mr. Atticus Finch.

His left arm was caught in a cotton gin when he
was still a boy, but he lived with the injury all his life
and never complained.

Tom married Helen Dove at age 17.
“A charitable man, he donated most of the money

he saved for leisure to First Purchase African M.E.
Church,” said Mrs. Sparrow.

Accused of raping Mayella Ewell, Tom was tried
and convicted although many claimed that he was
innocent. During his life, “the friendly and kind Tom
was loved by all and always helped poorer than him,”
said his widow, Mrs. Helen Robinson. He will be
“remembered and missed by many,” said Miss Maudie
Atkinson.

Surviving are his wife, Helen; his three boys,
Oliver, Jude and Oscar Robinson; his father, Conor
Robinson, Maycomb; his maternal grandmother, Judith
Kingfisher, Monroeville. Tom Robinson was prede-
ceased by his brother, John Robinson; his mother,
Mary Robinson; his maternal grandfather, Bruno King-
fisher; his paternal grandfather, George Robinson; and
his paternal grandmother, Eulalie Robinson.

The memorial services will be held at 3:30 p.m.
Saturday at First Purchase African M.E. Church, with
Reverend Sykes officiating. Thomas Robinson shall be
buried in Maycomb Cemetery.

Iris ROUYRE-CROS

Re  “Racism in the 1930s” by Adrien Josserand:

People should be equal. Only it is not the case in
the world we live in today, but perhaps one day it will
be.

White people and black people and people from
any culture and place should not be differentiated;
after all, humans all form one single race, the Homo
Sapiens. The scientific term is the same for everyone
no matter their skin color. Is a lion from Namibia any
different from its brother from Tanzania? No! They are
all lions. Then a black man should not be treated any
differently than its comrade the white man just like the
Tanzanian lion is treated like its Namibian brother.

We need to start looking at what is inside of us,
and judge others accordingly. If everyone stopped hav-
ing any prejudice because of skin color and racial dif-

ferences, there would definitely be less hatred in our
world. There would still be violence because not all
men are good; however, the frustration of some
because of the attitude of others would decrease if eve-
ryone made an effort, a smile, a compliment or simply
said nothing unpleasant to another human being.

Antonin ROTTMAN
Maycomb County

Re Obituary of Rose Lafayette Dubose by Mayeul
Godinot:

As a long time friend of Mrs. Dubose, I thank you
for your great obituary.

Indeed, my friend had a difficult life. She always
showed courage in hard times. Her life changed dra-
matically after the tragic death of her son. Marcus was
a great and serious young man. Also, she lost her com-
pany and most of her money.

Mrs. Dubose showed incredible bravery at that
time. She worked all week long at the missionary soci-
ety and created a foundation to help people damaged
by the Titanic catastrophe. This great lady only worked
for others and never cared about herself.

You have summarized her dramatic and amazing
life beautifully, and again I dearly thank you.

Gabriel JAUNY
Maycomb County

Re Obituary of Thomas Robinson by Iris Rouyre-
Cros:

As Tom’s wife for eight years, I knew him better
than anyone and believe that this obituary is mostly
true. I really appreciate all the kind comments people
have said plus all the support we have had and wanted
to thank everyone, and I am sure Tom would have
liked them to. But I especially wanted to thank Mr.
Link Deas, who has offered me a job in his company
and has protected me from many dangers. I also want
to thank him for speaking up for my husband during
the trial. It was sadly not enough to show his inno-
cence.

However, the memorial service has been changed
to Sunday, still at 3:30 p.m.

It is true that Tom donated some of his money, but
he couldn’t afford to donate most of his money. Even
though Miss Mayella Ewell accused him, he said that
it wasn’t her fault and that he felt sorry for her.

Tom was a brave husband, loving father and
always wiling to help people. He is the best man I
could ever have, and my life has forever changed, as I
am sure the lives of many have been changed by him.

Helen Robinson
Maycomb County

aka Olympe LE FLOC’H

Letters to the Editor
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Video GamesVideo GamesVideo GamesVideo Games

Video games are very amusing;
Children play them a tiny bit too much.
When parents need their help, they’re still playing
Because, last one standing, they need to clutch.
Then, children come and help, not very pleased,
Wanting to go back to play with their friends.
One can see their remote, already seized,
‘Till the game they began finally ends.
When they will finish their game, none can know –
In an hour, or a day, or even more!
Must parents offer them some cookie dough?
Or just watch them when they are playing war?

Playing those games, that’s what their time is for;
One shouldn’t buy useless games anymore.

Adham ABDELKHALEK Ruck Run TryRuck Run TryRuck Run TryRuck Run Try

It’s not only a sport but a passion.
I love playing with fifteen good teammates.
Wearing my jersey proudly is fashion.
Red and white are the colors of  my state.
A rugby game is eighty minutes long –
To pass, tackle, run and try is endless.
We sweat together and stick out our tongue
To show the enemy we are fearless.
During the scrum we push hard together.
I love feeling the wind and its fresh blow,
Helping me take the ball to move further.
At the end, respect we will have to show.

I will have the best sensation of  all:
Receiving the big victory medal.

Louis BAUDOUIN
Guilty PleasureGuilty PleasureGuilty PleasureGuilty Pleasure

As I joyfully hit the play button,
At the time my television show starts,
Since my day has been extremely rotten,
I want to escape into “modern arts”.
It feels like perfection; it feels so good
To check in at 6 pm with my pals.
Drama of  today; what’s up in the ‘hood?
I cannot wait to share it with the gals.
“Don’t you think Allison is such a witch?!”
“I don’t care, but Lydia is gorgeous!”
Okay, now’s the time to turn off  the off  switch.
Now, I really must and need to focus.

They say future episodes can still wait,
But to me, it is an addictive bait.

Carla BENOIT
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Life Is a DanceLife Is a DanceLife Is a DanceLife Is a Dance

As the music starts, a baby is born;
She wants to dance, finally feel the heat!
She has blue eyes and hair yellow like corn.
A miracle:  she is now on her feet!
But the music seems gone; she has stage fright.
She feels suffocated, as in a cage.
Will she ever be shown in a spotlight?
Accompanied by tears, she walks on stage.
Then, she lets go. She feels strong. She feels proud.
The beat drops; slowly, she closes her eyes.
Smiling with joy, she bows before the crowd.
Now her body can rest; therefore, she dies.

Her life was a dance. She conquered her fear,
To accomplish what she had held most dear.

Flore BOREL My MountMy MountMy MountMy Mount

Entering the arena, the utter
Power of  muscles tremble under me.
High is my total confidence in her.
The bell jingles, a bonded team are we.
Listen to the steady rhythm of  hooves
Pounding on the ground – da dum da dum da –
Total silence, as one, nothing to prove,
Flying up, over – the sheer thrill – ha ha!
Down on the ground, we seek speed yet control.
Again and again, up and o’er, while the
Wind whips the body, stimulates the soul
Fervour and apprehension, tense are we.

The pressure fades away as we walk home,
Her velvet muzzle pressed against my own.

Anna de BERGEN
The Rulers of the SkiesThe Rulers of the SkiesThe Rulers of the SkiesThe Rulers of the Skies

When the sun’s last golden rays disappear,
And Darkness’ tyranny dominates,
Fear, mistrust and dishonesty appear,
Where once happiness was predominant.
Then the moon comes out, appeasing the skies,
Illuminating what the sun cannot,
Shielding innocence from Darkness’ lies,
Untying kindness from his evil knot.
Thus the rebels, bright stars ready to shoot,
Radiate throughout the unbalanced world,
Sparkle through that evil, uncaring brute,
Leaving Darkness weak, his big cape unfurled.

’Tis the lights’ purpose to conquer the dark,
And thus in Bad’s kingdom, Good is monarch.

Sophie DENIZET
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The SoundThe SoundThe SoundThe Sound

The sound that “Wakes” one up in the morning;
The sound that helps one fall asleep, in song;
The sound that entertains without forcing;
The sound to “Focus” on all the day long.
The sound that turns around a “Hard Knock Life”;
The sound that give “Purpose” ev’n to the worst;
The sound that puts an end to hate and strife;
The sound that makes “The Hills” and “Oceans” burst.
The sound that clarifies “What Do You Mean?”
The sound that fills “Blank Spaces” with color;
The sound that causes “Skyfall", unforeseen;
The sound that makes hope, love spectacular.

The sound is vital; one I can’t ignore.
What is the sound that I am living for?

Kayla HESLON BrokenBrokenBrokenBroken

She walks the street with confidence and ease,
With rebellious elegance, refined.
This horrid world she does not try to please,
For though she’s watched, she doesn’t really mind.
I knew her, you know, before all of  this,
When that nonchalance was just innocence,
And her mind was as plain as a blank canvas,
Counting on this gentle world for guidance.
It helped her alright, for it guided her
Straight into his arms. He was there a bit,
But soon wasn’t, leaving behind a blur
Of  smoke, black bruises and hardened lips, split.

She understands after she has fallen
That the world’s rules were made to be broken.

Una JULLIEN
Eclipse of LoveEclipse of LoveEclipse of LoveEclipse of Love

When you go to sleep, that’s when I awake;
I’m the one that a soul ceases to see;
My light glimmers upon the lifeless lake,
But still I am unknown behind the scenes.
In the morning light I cease to exist;
You transcend me into oblivion.
I long for the day we can co-exist,
So our love will no longer be hidden.
Alas ! This may never be accomplished.
So when eyes will stare – awed by our eclipse –
Will it seem fit for us to feel ravished?
Till then let’s persevere through the hardships.

Now that I write my final lines for you
T’won’t be long till I have to fade anew.

Chika KANJOR
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KaliKaliKaliKali

My dear cat scratches fiercely at the wall,
Spinning and chasing a circle of  light.
She jumps to great heights and tries not to fall,
With her ears pinned back and the fur upright.
Hunter by nature, she watches the trees,
Keeping her belly closely to the ground.
“Send me a sparrow” her eyes seem to plead,
As Kali patiently circles around.
When hunting is over, the clock ticks noon.
For my sweet Kali, the signal is clear –
Time for a cat nap; it can’t come too soon.
Don’t worry, see you tonight, don’t you fear.

Hunter, sleeper – it’s the same in the end.
To me she’s just Kali, my l’il best friend.

Julie McGRATH
The Yates StoryThe Yates StoryThe Yates StoryThe Yates Story

Remember, remember the Yates story.
In Texas, Andrea Yates, a mother
Of  five young children with husband Rusty:
Noah, John, Paul, Luke and Mary together.
She was extremely religious, pious,
Diagnosed with post-partum psychosis.
She drowned them because they were not righteous,
Said “They weren’t growing well” – pure neurosis.
Andrea called Rusty, telling him to
Come home because she’d finally done it.
The next hours, days and weeks were, well, cuckoo
As the whole world learned ‘bout the gruesome hit.

So, on June twenty, two thousand and one,
Five angels rest in peace like ev’ryone.

Manon MOREL

LumberjackLumberjackLumberjackLumberjack

The gleaming blade shines in the moonlit night,
Murderer’s weapon, ticket to her death.
Whilst from the victim, no panic, no fright –
She knows that killing is a cruel theft.
The victim heaves her shoulders – golden tears
Run along her cheek. Her moans slip away
In the sad wind. But no anguish, no fear
Seep from her soul as the blade hacks away.
Her arms swing by her side, sway with each blow.
Her hair gets tangled; her limbs bend and groan.
Yet she looks so strong as hits come and go.
From her unconscious being, not a moan.

Then from the darkness – a thunderous roar –
As the massive old oak falls to the floor.

Louise LE GALL POWELL-SMITH
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