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Introduction
 
 

 
First, let me introduce the class.  The students in 6e9 came in as brand-new 
members of the college, into the SIS, with a longer day than some of their 
friends.  Thoughtful, attentive, willing and open, this particular class made 
remarkable progress in the study of both language and literature. 
 
The Checkpoint Program, which is initiated in 6e, requires a detailed 
understanding of how the English language works and the ability to write 
interesting non-fiction and fiction as well. 
 
From the beginning, this particular class showed a high-level of proficiency 
in writing, especially fiction.  Students were asked to write a one-paragraph 
description of a character, including physical traits, behavior, thoughts and 
what others say about the character.  When we projected the results for a parent 
meeting, one parent approached me, saying, “I thought those were written by 
professionals.”
 
The stories you see before you all respond to the idea of a secret.  The students 
mastered not only the parts of a story, but also how the parts work together.  An 
additional important constraint is length:  500 words. 
 
I hope you will delight in these stories:  stories which celebrate friendship and 
family as well as the supernatural, the tragic, and the triumphant—all within the 
tight scope of 500 words.
 
Bravo to 6e 9!
 
Thanks to my daughter  Elodie  A. Graham for formatting this magazine.

Jeanne Salvato



The Secret World
by Lily Godec-Parker

Julie and Lola were following their teacher, Mrs Jane Smith, to ask her a question, 
but they ended up following her into a cupboard and into another strange world. It 
was dry, black and barren with tall dark leafless trees. All of a sudden from behind a 
tree appeared Mrs. Jane Smith. She looked different. She had loosened her hair and 
was wearing a silk black blouse.
 “What are you doing here?” Jane Smith exclaimed, very surprised. 
 “Well,” they said, “you didn’t answer our question, and anyway what are YOU 
doing here?” said Julie. 
 Mrs. Smith”s face changed and her expression became nervous. She started 
stuttering and didn’t know where to look. She then took a deep breath and began 
her story. She told them she was a famous scientist in a world called Htrea. She was 
sent to Earth because her world was missing food and she was looking for new 
sustainable sources. She promised that they were good and would not harm the 
Earth people.
  Lola responded that they could help, and Julie said, “Yes, we could get food 
from our world and help.”
 Mrs Smith agreed on one condition: they must keep the SECRET.
 But Lola and Julie were intrigued. So many unanswered questions: Why was 
there no more food in Htrea? Would there be enough food for both worlds? What 
happens if they don’t help her?
 Suddenly they couldn’t see Mrs. Smith anymore. So they started to walk 
back. Then they heard the sound of voices coming from a short distance. They 
overheard Mrs. Jane Smith talking to her people in a completely different tone. She 
sounded bad. She was angry and full of hatred. They now sensed Mrs Jane Smith 
and her people were EVIL. Mrs Smith has been lying. Htrea people are warriors who 
want to rule Earth and control everything.
 “What are we going to do?” Julie asked Lola. 
 “We need to get out of this world and destroy the cupboard!” Lola replied.
 They ran and threw themselves through the cupboard. They then slammed 
the cupboard door shut and burnt it. After a while they threw a bucket of water on 
what was now a pile of hot ashes. Nobody in Htrea could come to Earth and nobody 
on Earth could go to Htrea, which is a good thing.

 “But there is one more problem: How are we going to tell the others 
including the headmaster what happened to Mrs. Jane Smith?” asked Lola. 
 “Well, we are going to have to tell them the truth, aren’t we? We can’t exactly 
keep something so important a secret!” said Julie. 
 “And anyway,” said Lola “the photos I took with my phone will be useful! They 
will have to believe that!” 
 “Yeah, we will tell them what happened and show them the photos. And if 
they don’t believe us…well, that isn’t our problem. At least we will have told the 
truth!” said Julie.

THIS WAS NOT A SECRET TO BE KEPT SILENT!!
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Family Secret
by Samuel Hanlon

At the top of the house, the attic was Hal’s kingdom, piled high with junk. His 
friend Don, who loved the attic too, leaped out of the chest where he was hiding 
and crawled behind a sofa, holding a broomstick which he hurled at imaginary 
soldiers.
 Desperately, Don yelled, “Beware! The Ottomans have blocked the pass! 
Retreat! ”
 Meanwhile, the broomstick tumbled, starting a chain reaction of objects 
falling onto Don’s head. Amongst them, a small leather-bound book. Don caught it 
deftly. 
 The boys pored over the book, trying to decipher the spidery handwriting.  
There was no name on the flyleaf and the contents were intriguing.  So far, the 
boys had concluded that it was a diary, for it was full of detailed entries by date, 
newspaper cuttings, and precise plans of buildings.  The boys took the diary down 
to Hal’s room, and spent the next few hours examining it.  Hal was at his desk, and 
Don was lying on the bed.  The room was covered in posters of rare creatures and 
detectives such as Sherlock Holmes and Hercule Poirot. You could tell that the 
furniture and toys were extremely expensive.  Don took the diary from Hal and 
flicked through it.  He froze.
 “Hal, I reckon this is the diary of a thief!  What’s more, I’ve found his photo.”  
Don gulped.  “I think it’s your dad!”
 “A thief?  Why, it can’t be my dad!” Hal protested.
 Don explained that the plans were of places to burgle, that the entries 
described successful jewel robberies, and that the man in the photo was 
unmistakeably Hal’s father.
 Hal protested again, saying it might be his uncle Jim, but to no avail.  Don 
was sure Hal’s dad was the criminal. Hal stormed out of the room, saying that he’d 
tell his parents, or the police, or someone, leaving Hal bewildered.
 It was now Sunday.  Although the boys had argued the day before, Don had 
agreed to come to Sunday lunch at Hal’s.  He hadn’t told anybody about Hal’s father.   
 Hal was subdued; he’d hardly slept, rereading the newspaper cuttings and 
diary entries from the 1960s, each describing daring jewel robberies.  He had stared 
at the old photograph of the grinning thief: it was his father--he had to confront 

him.  It seemed like when his father was reading the paper was a good time.
 “Dad,” mumbled Hal.       
 “Yes?” said his dad.
 “Nothing,” Hal said.

At dinner, Don kicked Hal under the table.
 “Are you a thief?”
 “Whatever makes you think that?”
 “We found a thief’s diary with your picture inside.”   
 “That’s my twin. He fled to Argentina”
 “Twin?” exclaimed Hal.
 Hal extracted the diary from his pocket; his dad snatched it
out of his hands.  A cutting fell out. 
 Don read aloud, “First son, Joshua, born to Donnersfields.”  
 The boys glared at Joshua Donnersfield.  There was no twin. Joshua had to be 
the thief.
 “I can explain, he said.
 Hal listened as his father blurted out that because his family was so rich he 
had been spoilt, bored and reckless; stealing, planning robberies, and outwitting the 
police were exciting.  But he had stopped it all when he met Hal’s mum, and gave all 
the jewels back anonymously.
 “Please don’t tell anyone.”
 To this day, only Hal, Don, and the octogenarian Joshua know the secret.
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A Secret to Keep
by Marianne Kotlarevsky

Anna and Henry lifted up the pale blue blanket on the woven basket that they 
had spotted on the pavement and gasped. It was astonishingly beautiful and as 
perfect, in every way, as a picture.  The huge emerald eyes were beaming at them, 
the pink snout was delicately sniffing the air and the fluffy triangle ears were slightly 
twitching.  Anna had finally found the “missing piece” of her family: a kitten.
          While she was staring at it, she started planning what she would do with this 
gorgeous creature that she had just found in between two smelly dustbins. As fast 
as her excitement came, though, it drained out of her, for she remembered that her 
mother would never agree to have a pet cat . Moreover, her father was allergic to 
them.  As if they were thinking the same thing, the two friends looked at each other. 
They both knew they had a secret to keep.
 Anna grabbed the basket the kitten was in and started racing home with it.  
Poor Henry was desperately trying to catch up with her even though it was almost 
impossible because he was carrying two heavy schoolbags.
 When they arrived, panting, at Anna’s house, they immediately shut 
themselves in her room, a small room decorated with books and animal posters. 
Without a word, they began building a cardboard box for the tiny mewling creature.
 “Anna,” whispered Henry as he stroked the soft fur of the kitten, “how are you 
going to hide the cat and take it to the vet? ”
 Anna didn’t respond because she didn’t know the answer herself.  After a 
couple of minutes of silence, the two friends took out their sketch books and drew 
the fast asleep kitten.  Later on, they hung up their drawings in the room and started 
playing with the energetic and bouncing , now alert, ball of fur.  Then came the 
sound of the jangling of keys and a voice saying :
  “Anna! “
 Her parents were back from work, Henry was still home , the cat wasn’t 
hidden and they had skipped their arts club!  A few heartbeats later, the door of 
Anna’s room opened to reveal her smiling parents. It was terrible for Anna to keep 
such a secret from them, her loving parents, who had done so much to help her 
in everything. Anyways, Henry had managed to close and shove the box with the 
kitten under his friend’s bed.
          “Anna, what realistic drawings, “ her parents exclaimed, hugging her.

  “But how come Henry is still here? ” asked Anna’s father, sneezing away. 
 A faint mewling was heard and a cat came tumbling out of a box from under 
Anna’s bed.  Her parents looked at her in dismay and picked it up.  There was no 
more secret to keep or kitten to love and cherish .  Henry went home, Anna cried 
and the cat was sent to an animal shelter. She was devastated.
  “ Surprise! “ chanted Anna’s parents as they handed her a poka-dotted 
box. The whole family sat on the poka-dot sofa and watched their girl open their 
package.  A little head with emerald eyes, a feminine pink snout and fluffy triangle 
ears observed a house and a family he had already seen before: a family who had 
found him in between two smelly dustbins a couple of weeks before.
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Secret Story
by Charles Perillat

If I had known that this idea would’ve cost me being accused as a conspiracy 
theorist, I would’ve sent Sacha home. But he explained to me that on the video tape 
of 1969 “Man on the Moon”(something that we had watched in social studies) that 
there was an arm that appeared on the astronaut’s right, but his companions are 
on his left. All in all, it was a stupid idea; then I wondered what the punishment was 
going to be for this one. 
 I sank in his old, stuffed couch staring at him desperately and said, “Get to the 
point...”
 It looked like he couldn’t help but blurt out, “Maybe,” he said calmly  “NASA 
was helped by Hollywood.”
 “You’re not only going to get grounded but arrested,” I muttered.
 “But think about it!” he whimpered “If this is true--”
 “---we are not going to tell anyone--besides, the chances of this being true 
are--” I was interrupted by the doorbell. 
 Sacha opened to two men in suits, that did not look like they  were messing 
around.
 We looked at their smiles for a moment, as if they were amused to find 
themselves neck and neck with two kids.
 “We have cameras everywhere,” the tall one said.
 “Nice to meet you too,” said Sacha.
 “We have blocked your communications,” the other one said.
 “That’s nice,” said I.
 They kept threatening and we kept exchanging these threats for sarcastic 
responses until  we came to a point where their smiles became almost smug. They 
left, but  I still had a gut feeling about this conversation. Well, I was right, because 
the next morning we were on the front page being accused of being conspiracy 
theorists.
 This was going to be hard to bear at middle school: people, even teachers 
and parents stared at us. Even worse, show and tell was today: almost half  of the 
class had taken the local newspaper to school.
 “Sacha and Gwenn,” said the teacher, “why don’t you tell us the story since 
you know it so well?”

  Sacha started it, but even a quick nudge could not stop him. And then, 
something caught my eye: the two agents from last night were sitting quietly in 
the corner. I do not know what took me, but I ran. I bolted down the hallways and 
ran back home for no one to find me. The two were on my tail, though, so I took a 
shortcut and lost them. Out of breath, I pondered whether Sacha had  been out-of 
his mind enough to tell them the truth or if he kad been smart and biased it all.
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The Unnamed Secret
by Jeanne Demaizieres

Kate and Jack hid behind a large tree. Now Jack was sure that it was not a good 
idea to trespass in somebody’s garden just to get their ball that had fallen over the 
garden hedge. Especially since it was Mr. Thomas’s garden….   All children hated 
him, but Kate and Jack disliked him even more since the beginning of the war, 
when Mr. Thomas had taken the Nazis’  side, insulting every Jewish person who ever 
walked on the same sidewalk as him. Jack liked Jews; moreover, he and Kate even 
helped his uncle hide them.
   “Kate, shouldn’t we go home?” called Jack dreamily. 
 Kate clapped her hand over his mouth. Paying attention in these sorts of 
moments was something Jack was not good at. Inside the house, in what seemed 
to be a living room (she wasn’t sure--all the rooms were dark and gloomy), with the 
window wide open, Mr. Thomas was telephoning. 
         “Yes sir, they are hiding Jews. Indeed they are sir.  Yes, come quickly, we need 
to exterminate those traitors.” 
       Jack’s heart started beating very quickly, as he and Kate slipped away, 
unseen, the ball not being important anymore. Both of them knew what the 
other was thinking. They raced across the street to their uncle’s home, rang the 
doorbell and as soon as Uncle Max opened the door they rushed inside, telling 
him the whole story.  Frowning, he rushed into the hidden cellar and told what had 
happened to the Jews who were hiding in the cellar. Children started crying, but 
their mothers hushed them and calmed them down, waiting for Uncle Max to say 
something.                                                                                                                                                                                         
 “I shall hide you in a house that I got at my parent’s death. It is in the middle 
of the  forest. You shall be safe in it.” 
 They all relaxed a bit and he took them into his garage, where they all 
climbed in his truck, except Kate and Jack who had been told to go home. They 
weren’t particularly happy about this; however, they went anyway, and when Mr. 
Thomas and the police entered the house later and they left it again a few minutes 
later confused, they both giggled. The Jews were safe.
         

Waiting for Answers
by Ari Vogli

Jeanne was sweating, staring at the telephone. She had all sorts of thoughts racing 
around her mind. The girl had not moved for the last 20 mins. Her blond hair waved 
around like waves on a stormy day, her red lips were the same color as her bright 
red bed covers. Jeanne was a very beautiful girl. Jeanne was sitting on her bed 
anxious to hear the phone ring. Her room was quite modern with a big closet and an 
outstandingly sized bed.  She had painted her walls grey and purple but something 
was missing; she had no pictures of anyone or anything on her walls, no pictures 
of friends, no pictures of her family and certainly none from when she was born. 
Jeanne was used to this by now. Having many families and friends but never quite 
getting close to them was normal for Jeanne. For Jeanne Neulann was a Foster child.
 The Winds, the Tips, the Mazas, the Boks and the Fosters were all families 
she has been a part of but this family was the worst yet.  They treated her very well 
but Jeanne thought they were keeping many secrets from her so this made things 
awkward.  Jeanne had no time to think about this for she was waiting for a call from 
her dad who was alive. Jeanne stared at the phone thinking about how much time 
she has been waiting for this moment.
 “Jeanne!” said a voice. This was Emily, her foster mother.
 “What?” she replied.
 “Come down here!” exclaimed Emily.
 Jeanne did not respond. Her mind was somewhere else. The girl knew that 
her dad had their number. After 30 minutes, Jeanne was on the edge of crying. 
Suddenly, she heard a voice that she remembered. It was her grandma’s. She flew 
downstairs to the living room, thinking that she may finally see her grandma after 7 
years. When Jeanne arrived downstairs, she looked around the living room. She only 
saw Emily who was making cookies. Then, she heard a little voice coming out of the 
radio. It was just a silly news reporter. Jeanne crashed on the ground sobbing; she 
was about to vomit. Why did everything bad happen to her???
 Something that Jeanne didn’t know is that it really was her grandma on the 
radio. The phone had rung many times when Jeanne was downstairs. If Jeanne had 
just been a little more attentive, then she would be sitting on her bed with her dad, 
looking at all her pictures on her wall and all questions would have been answered. 
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A Secret Cannot 
Remain Forever

by Juliette Fortier

Lea was on a step with a little girl gripping her wrist. 
 “No! I can’t lose you,” whispered the little girl, Jane, in an angry voice.
 Jane remembered the day they had found the mysterious steps leading 
down into blackness. Jane couldn’t remember the day they had met, but 
remembered Lea coming up to her. Jane had never had a friend until she met Lea. 
Jane and Lea would always walk back home together. Every day they passed the 
house and wondered what was in it. 
 One day Lea stopped and said, “I want to know what is in that house.”
 Lea marched in, followed by Jane, who was too scared to talk. The door 
creaked open as soon as Lea touched it. Inside the house there were cobwebs and 
spiders in every direction, rusted metal and wood with loads of holes because of 
termites. Lea walked through the house to a back door. The door pushed open easily 
revealing steps leading underground. Lea started on the steps and Jane talked. 
 “Fine, we will come every Tuesday with a torch,” whispered Lea. 
 A few Tuesdays passed and exploration of what they thought was a cave had 
gone well. One day they decided to go deeper, but they found sticks holding up 
the cave. The cave could collapse if they talked. Lea’s parents were alright with Lea 
coming home late but always asked her where she had been. Lea would not reply 
and would go upstairs. When Jane got home, her parents would beat her…
 One Tuesday they went into the cave and a voice took them by surprise. 
Jane’s parents ran down to get Jane and beat her and yelled. The cave started 
rumbling; rocks were falling. Jane ran up the steps as a rock fell on her parents. 
 Lea’s parents ran in and said, “We followed Jane’s parents.”
 Jane ran to Lea’s parents. Lea’s parents made her feel better. She had met 
them before at Lea’s home. 
 “Do you want to join the family? I think your parents are gone,” said Lea’s dad. 
 “Yes!” exclaimed Jane.
 “Let’s get out of here,” said Lea. 
 They walked down the street as a family. 

Dad’s Secret
by Max Bourg

Dad asked Finn and me to go get his subscription papers from the library. I 
started to study his folders and Finn examined the drawers. Inspecting the last 
messy pile of documents he had, Finn found something: something we weren’t 
meant to find. 
 “Ben! Take a look at this!”  said Finn anxiously. 
 I glanced at the paper he was holding in his hands, which had started 
trembling. It was written: Gregory Smith adopted Ben Miles Monday 12/05/2003. At 
that moment I felt a cold drop of sweat slithering down the back of my neck and a 
vein in my temple pumping really hard.
 Dinner was ready. Dad had prepared hamburgers. After a few minutes he 
noticed we weren’t eating anything. 
 “What is it boys? Aren’t you hungry?” Dad asked, disappointed. 
 I looked up at him with so much anger. He was puzzled. So I explained 
everything. His face literally fell and his blue eyes were wide open, examining my 
face.   
 “So you mean that mum didn’t die at my birth!! It was a lie !!!” I shouted at 
him. 
 “Yes,”  Dad said completely in shock. Then silence.
 The week-end was finished and I was back to middle school. Finn told me 
that his mum had gone to Oxford for two weeks. Without hesitating I asked him if 
I could go sleep over a few nights. I couldn’t bear to see my Dad. I was so angry. He 
asked me if my Dad was okay about it, but I immediately demanded that he keep 
the secret of where I was staying. That evening, I went to Finn’s house. Dad hadn’t 
stopped calling me all evening and night, but I didn’t answer.
 One night the doorbell rang. I went to see, opened the door, and I saw him:  
Dad with a relieved smile and his eyes red with tears.  He hugged me so tight that I 
couldn’t breathe for a second or two. 
 “I didn’t know when to tell you, I’m sorry. You know that I love you like you 
are my flesh and blood,”  Dad said sincerely. 
 Finn thought it had to stay private, so he went in his room. I looked up at Dad 
with tenderness, and I told him it was okay and that I had the feelings that he had 
for me.
 After a few days, life was back to normal. Dad offered to help me meet my 
real parents if I wanted,  but I told him that I didn’t. He was my dad, and nobody else.
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Moonlight
by Chiara McCann

Emma bent down. Her long black hair touched the floor. She shoved her hands in 
the big thorn bush. Emma took a baby wolf out of the bush! Elsa screamed.
 “Shut up!” cried Emma angrily, “he’s harmless, he’s a baby!”
 “Sorry, but wolves are dangerous,” said Elsa.
 “We are going to take him to the tree house, ok?” Emma said. 
 Elsa nodded. 
 “Wait, can we call him Moonlight?” asked Emma.
 “OK!” agreed Elsa.
 The next day as Elsa and Emma were walking to the tree house, there was a 
sudden noise. Elsa turned round and there was standing Joey.
 “Where are you going?” he asked.
 “None of your business,” shouted Emma angrily.
 “Calm down.  Joey is not going to hurt him,” Elsa said sharply.
 “Hurt who?” asked Joey. 
 Emma nodded and said, “our baby wolf.”
 Joey did not answer back until finally he said, “I promise I will not hurt him.”  
 So they walked to the treehouse in silence. Once they were in the treehouse 
a noise came from under them. It was Joey’s dad. His dad was a hunter and wanted 
to get rid of the wolves.
  “Listen, my dad is planning to kill the wolves and so we have to let 
Moonlight out of here. If he finds out about the treehouse he will go in it and kill 
Moonlight.”

*****

Emma was carrying Moonlight tightly and Elsa and Joey were holding hands, with 
watery eyes. It was time to say goodbye. 
 Emma put Moonlight on the ground and whispered in his ear, “Take care and 
remember that I will never forget you.” 
 Then she watched Moonlight as he disappeared into the black shadows of 
the pine trees.
 Joey put his hand on Emma’s shoulder and whispered, “He will be safe now.”  

 And of course Moonlilght was never found or even seen again. People say it 
was magic.
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I Want to Know Everything
by Malo Maenhaut

Ben woke up and heard the phone ringing.
 “Hello, Ben, I’m at the hospital,”  said Ben’s dad through the phone.
 “What happened to you? Are you okay?” screamed Ben, freaking out because 
he was very scared.
 “I’ll be home in about an hour so we will talk about that when I get home, 
bye.”  Hader, Ben’s dad, hung up the phone.
 An hour passed and Ben was getting more and more anxious. Finally the 
doorbell rang. A few minutes later, with a cup of tea and a broken leg Hader told him 
he had fallen down the stairs at work. Ben found this suspicious because his dad’s 
work only had elevators. 
 The next morning someone came to visit Hader. Hader told Ben to stay in the 
kitchen and to have breakfast. Since Hader did not believe Ben he locked the door…
An hour or two later Ben was still not able to force the door. When he was about to 
give up an idea flashed up in his head. Ben was going to take a glass and put it on 
the door to listen the conversation. He took a glass but just at that moment the door 
opened and Ben had a glass in his hands that he dropped because it was not his dad 
that opened the door.
 “Pack your stuff and don’t protest,” said the man, menacing him with a gun.
 Ben obeyed and ran to his room to get his stuff ready. A couple of minutes 
later when Ben got down the man was talking with Ben’s dad who also had his bag.
 “Come on, Ben, let’s leave. We have a plane to catch,” said Hader.
 Ben ran after his dad without knowing where they were going. When they 
got to the airport Ben and Hader got on the first plane for New Zealand. When they 
arrived Ben stopped following Hader.
 “Where are we going? Dad, I won’t move one finger if you don’t tell me why 
what who where how when. I want to know everything,” demanded Ben.
 “Run, Ben. I will you everything when we get to our new house.”
  A couple of minutes of running later they got to the bus station. After six 
stops they arrived at their new home, which was a rented house. When they entered 
the house Hader took two chairs and they sat.
 “Ben, I need to tell you something about my job. If we are in New Zealand 
right now it is because I am In the secret service of the MI5. I know I never told you 

about anything but it was for your own protection. I broke my leg when I was trying 
to escape from the Russian secret agent.  We had to move so that we could live our 
life happily ever after.  I’m really sorry, Ben, that I kept it secret,”  said Ben’s dad.
 “You’re a spy.  That is so cool, but you could have told me before.  Dad, I 
forgive you.” 
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The Stolen Trident
by Margaux Martin-Prevel

ANNIE

            When Finnick gave his trident to Franck on the doorstep so Franck could 
fix the broken handle, a creepy sensation made me want to follow him, just to be 

sure that he wasn’t going to do anything stupid like selling it or 
show it around the whole street. The trident was an exceptional 
weapon: one meter long made of a light metal alloy, set with 
gold and emerald. It was passed down over generations in 
Finnick’s family so long ago no one remembers when and why it 
was made. 
      I hid myself behind the banyan tree so if Franck turned 

around for any reason he would not be able to see me tracking him. My body was 
on automatic mode again, and he seemed to be as stealthy as ever. There were 
no cars on the road, and birds were announcing the 
beginning of summer. The sun made me feel like a 
roasted chicken. When Franck arrived in front of the 
pavilion door, he crouched and whispered to the door 
lock,
       “The package is here. Mission is a success: 
Finnick has been tricked,” and he straightened up 
again, as if he was stretching his back.

         “Password?” the door lock asked. 
 But then Franck answered so low my ears didn’t 

catch a sound. The door opened, and a grouchy-
looking man holding a beer can suddenly stood in 
my vision. 

                          “Where is Hans? He was supposed to be on guard 
this week,” yelled Franck looking really, really mad. 
He seemed like he was going to explode; his face 

was red and his chest was swelling in rage. “I hope at least Junior has arrived!”
 “Um, sorry, boss. But Junior is stuck in the Saturday traffic, and he says he 
won’t arrive ‘till tomorrow morning,” replied the man.
       “Tell him if he wants his trident, he must find a way to arrive sooner! I have a 

password

flight at 8 o’clock in the morning tomorrow to India, where a friend will await me 
so I can hide in his mansion. There I will use the sale’s money to buy and sell coke. I 
really don’t have time for this,” Franck explained. Then he stormed up to the house 
and slammed the door.
          First I did not understood what had happened, but then the truth dawned on 
me. Franck was a drug trafficker. I needed a friend. Actually, a spy…

ANA

      When Annie asked me to come and work on a really 
important case, my heart did a barrel roll in my chest. I 
had immediately agreed to the plan. We waited for night, 
then for the band to go and get drunk in the nightclub to 
penetrate in the garden. Now we were waist-deep in the 
bushes of the garden. 
       The night was pit black, so I had brought my flashlight. Finally arriving in front 
of the door, I took out of my wallet the disarming kit for the alarm. Fortunately, the 
band had forgotten to turn it on. We unlocked the door, and tiptoed past a gloomy 
kitchen to search for the trident in the living room. It was there, sitting in a corner 
as if it always knew we would come. The handle seemed like it was just held by a 
string, as if any gentle breeze could make it fall.         
 Annie took a deep breath and said,  “Let’s go and get it while we can before 
Junior. Ana, take it while I keep a lookout at the door; they could come back any 
moment now.”
           I ran to the trident, snatched it up and sprinted to the entrance with a 
triumphant smile. 
           “They won’t remark the trident’s absence this night. We should directly go to 
my house to repair the trident, then to Finnick’s house, since the sun is almost up. 
Then he will ring the police,” I said.

FINNICK

          Today is my birthday. At 5 o’clock in the morning, Annie and Ana rang me to 
ask me if they could come immediately because it was an emergency. I told them 
to come. They explained everything to me. I was mad, really mad against Franck 
who I thought was a friend. My first reaction was to call the police. They arrested 
him and …SURPRISE! They offered to fix my trident. Soon it would be like new 
again and I hope it’d had enough adventures for a century.
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The Murder
by Marine Jayet

It was Monday and I was pushing through the doors of Nice’s Middle School. 
Anna was trying to get her way through as well. There were SO many people in our 
Middle school. Once inside, I saw lots of people surrounding something or may I say 
someone. A man. The math teacher. And he was lying on the floor. DEAD!  
 I ran to Anna who was busy putting things in her locker.            
               “Anna come, it’s an emergency; the math teacher is DEAD!” 
 Anna’s sparkling blue eyes were clouded with worry. Mr Fraction was her 
favourite teacher. Anna and I looked closely around the math teacher and then-- 
we saw it. The object that will help us find the murderer. There it was. Lying next to 
his arm was a cantine card. I picked it up and saw that it was Mrs Delores’ card. Mrs 
Delores’ was our French teacher. I showed Anna the card.     
  “Should we tell the police?” Anna asked. 
 I replied, no.
 After a normal and boring school day, we went to my house so we could talk 
about the murder. Once at my house, we started thinking logically. We thought for a 
long time and then Anna exclaimed:                                                                                                  
 “I know, it HAS to be Mrs Dolores’!  At the beginning she wanted to be a math 
teacher but that spot was already taken so she became a French teacher instead. 
Consequently, she killed Mr Fraction to take his place. It has to be that reason!”                                                                                  
  “Yes, this has to be the answer! You’re a genius!!” I replied. Then, I whispered 
something in her ear. 
 The next day, French was our first class. Mrs Dolores’ seemed to drone 
on forever. Finally, it rang. I went out of the classroom while Anna waited as 
everybody shuffled out. When everybody was out, I hid behind the door to hear the 
conversation. I heard Anna say, 
  “Mrs Dolores’, I found your cantine card lying near Mr Fraction’s body. I 
thought you must have had dropped it on your way to the cantine.”             
  “Oh, how clumsy of me. Well, I must be going.” Her voice seemed a little 
higher than usual. 
 Footsteps seemed to be getting closer to the door. I jumped out of the way 
and hid behind a locker until Mrs Dolores’ got out of sight. Anna emerged from the 
classroom and joined me behind the locker. 

 She whispered,  “It’s definitely her!”
  Then, we heard small coughs behind us.                             
   “You girls know too much,” cackled Mrs Dolores!
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100 Years 
of Lies
by Edouard Jordan

Anthonya was driving in the dark night, where it was raining so hard that she 
almost couldn’t see anything on the road. The storm was hard and noisy, so it 
was hard for Anthonya to drive. She was coming back from a dancing party. Tired 
because she had drunk alcohol, Anthonya was trying to resist falling asleep while 
she was driving. She was almost at her house when suddenly the fateful moment 
arrived.

*****

The car crashed against a tree. Anthonya was projected into a lake in the forest next 
to the road. She didn’t see anything of the crash, for she was almost dead, and her 
heart wasn’t beating anymore. Suddenly lightning touched her heart and made it 
reshuffle. 
 Waking up in a hospital, Anthonya didn’t remember at first what had 
happened the night before. The doctor explained that she’d had a car accident and 
that she’d been projected into a lake, so someone had called the ambulance when 
he’d seen Anthonya’s car crashed on the wet road. But what they didn’t explain was 
the lightning on her heart. 
 Ten years later, Anthonya thought that it was weird that she didn’t age at all. 
She remembered the lightning that had touched her heart when she was coming 
back from a dancing party. She thought that the lightning had given her life again, 
but a few moments later she realised that the lightning had made her immortal and 
had made it impossible for her to age!  Worried, she decided to change countries, 
change ID, everything, every ten years except for one thing--she always kept her 
photos. 
 Ten years later she again decided to leave the country and to change 
identity.  She was now called Valerie. Valerie chose a cheap destination far from her 
actual country, England, where she’d easily found a house to live, in and she took the 
first plane to Sweden. When she arrived in Sweden she thought about everything 
that was happening in her life. It is not that easy to realise that you’re immortal, and 
Valerie was also especially wondering when she would find love.
 When she arrived at her new house, Valerie took out her computer to watch 
a movie, but this is when she realised that it was broken. Consequently, she called a 
technician to solve her computer problem. 

 Thirteen minutes later, when she heard the bell ringing, she opened the 
door. It was the technician. Valerie’s eyes had instantly melted in front of the 
technician, who smelled as good as a pink flower, his blond hair and blue eyes 
shining in the light. He was tall and strong. Valerie was, for the first time, in love.
 “So, uh, hello!” exclaimed the technician. 
 “Hey, what’s your name?” asked Valerie with a big smile.
 “Nicolas, and you?” he replied. 
 “Valerie, so, let’s look at the problem,” she proposed.
 “Yeah, sure. What’s happening?” asked Nicolas.
 “Oh, don’t worry, just a broken computer,” replied Valerie showing him the 
computer.
 An hour later, when Nicolas had finished mending the computer, Valerie 
offered him a coffee, so they started to talk and get to know each other better.  At 
the end, they exchanged their numbers. When Nicolas left, Valerie had never been 
as happy as this day: she had found a boyfriend! 
 During their first date, they talked a lot. Nicolas said he didn’t have any 
girlfriend and that his best friend Benjamen was coming to Sweden for a week.  
Valerie explained that she lived in London before and that now she didn’t have 
any job. Both parents had died and she didn’t have any siblings so she had an 
inheritance from  both her parents. At the end of the date they both closed their 
eyes, got nearer to each other, and kissed on the lips for the first time. 
 They dated more and more until one day, they decided to take the 
relationship a step further; they took the decision to live together. When Benjamin 
came again for the weekend, Valerie went to a hotel for the weekend to give them 
space.
 Nicolas made Benji visit the city, go to good restaurants, and visit beautiful 
monuments and museums. While they were visiting, Valerie was alone, chilling 
agreeably in the hotel. She watched movies, she ate good food, and went to the 
swimming pool.  
 At the end of the weekend, Valerie came back to her house before Benji 
left to get to know her boyfriend’s best friend a little more.  But when she arrived, 
shocking news was waiting for her on her bed. Around fifty pictures of her in black 
and white on old photographic paper were spread out on her bed. The worst thing 
is that she had the same face as thirty years ago. Nicolas had discovered Anthonya’s 
secret.
 She profited from the fact  that the boys were in the kitchen to discreetly 
take everything she needed to leave for far away. She took the first plane to Australia 
hardly realising what was happening. 
 While she was in the taxi on the way to the airport, Nicolas discovered that 
she’d left. He hesitated about either seeing her one last time or letting her go. He 
took the second option because it was too late now; she was surely on the plane. 
Nicolas hardly realised what was happening either, but what he did realise, was that 
he had lost the best romantic encounter he had ever had.
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The Secret Room
by Juliana Capitanachi Gauthy     

I still remember my dad’s face when he had found me in his study a couple of 
months ago. I had never seen him so angry before. His face had crumpled as if he 
had been about cry, his eyes had narrowed and his expression had shown pure fear 
and terror. He had made me promise that I would not enter it again without his 
permission. 
 But I knew that if there were a place where I could find the reason for our 
sudden move to Argentina, it would be here.  Why do we have to move so far in 
just 8 hours? What are we escaping from? Why so far from Katy? He didn’t want to 
explain anything. I had to find out by myself.
 The door creaked as Katy and I entered the study.  Books were piled all 
the way up to the ceiling. In a corner stood and old desk. Shadows gloomed 
everywhere. The moonlight shone through the large window, darkness settling as 
obscure clouds covered the moon. I started searching the desk whilst Katy skimmed 
through a few books. As she tried to pull one out of a small shelf hidden in the 
corner she fell backwards.
       “Annabelle,” she whispered, “ that small book won’t come out.”
        We both started tugging at the book trying to pull it out. 
        “It’s stuck,” I confirmed. 
         Then, as Katy pulled at it one more time, we heard a click and the bookshelf 
slid aside leaving space for a wooden door.
         Katy and I jumped. Slowly turning around, cautiously, we ventured through 
de the door. It opened onto a small room, smaller than the study and less tidy as if it 
was used more often. As I looked over at Katy I saw my best friend was amazed. 
         “Wow,” she whispered, “this is cool.”
          I was much less adventurous than Katy. I felt excited and horrified at the 
same time. I had finally found the room that had the answers to my questions. A 
high-pitched noise made me come back to reality. Katy had just sat down on an old 
looking stool and was logging on the computer.
         “The username is market,” she said.  “Do you have an idea what the password 
could be?” 
         “Try my birth date,” I answered.
           Katy tried but when the computer buzzed she shook her head. 

         “Then let me try the password we use for the family computer.” 
 The computer buzzed again. 
          “One chance left before it blocks.” said Katy.                                                                                        
  I thought for a while. I remembered the time I had found a yellow paper on 
the floor with AFORK written on it. My dad had scolded me for being nosy. My father 
wasn’t often mad but that time he had looked worried and had punished me. I never 
knew why until now. I gasped and flew to the computer. I wrote the five letters.  
             Katy searched through the many files on the computer. Suddenly she 
stopped on an Email from “Secret Intelligence Services MI6”.  It read:

         Market,
              Your identity has been discovered. Abandon mission. Imminent danger. 
 You must leave in the next 8 hours.
                               SIS MI6
          
           Katy and I stood in a stunned silence, not believing what we were reading. 
Suddenly, we heard a noise in the study and lights went on. We glanced at each 
other and stood still, hoping the person would not come in the room. We heard the 
footsteps getting closer and closer. Katy and I held our breath. Then my dad entered 
the room. 
           “Looks like I have been discovered twice,” said my dad. “Now you understand 
why we have to move so fast!”
           “Dad, you’re a spy!”  I whispered, amazed.
           “Well, yes. But this must stay between us. Okay?”
            Katy and me nodded.
            “I know it’s difficult for you, Annabelle, for me too, but that’s the way it is! And 
we just have to cope with it.”
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The Hiking Children
by Basile Gouwry

In 1902, two boys were climbing a heavily snow-covered mountain in the Alps. One 
of the boys, the oldest, came from Philadelphia to visit the Alps and Paris; the other, 
had been educated there and knew the mountain range by heart. The parents of 
the oldest boy had secretly bought a gun to defend their family in case there were 
terrorist attacks. For this walk, they had lent their gun to their son so that he could 
defend himself and his friends against the black bears of the Alps.
 After three hours of walking, they were exhausted, for the sun had been 
beaming since they started hiking, and his reflection was burning their eyes through 
their glasses. Suddenly they heard cracks, they saw bees flying away from a big 
boulder:  a black bear started running after them!
  “Groar! “the bear roared as soon as he saw them.
 “Bill, run for your life!” Max cried. 
 Too late, Bill was already caught -up by the bear; he was defending himself as 
best as he could but it was too much for him.  He fell, unconscious. Max understood 
that he needed to shoot the bear, otherwise Bill would die and he would have all 
the regrets in the world for having stood there doing nothing to help Bill. Max was 
paralyzed by fear.  He simply couldn’t pull the trigger, but he had to do it.  Bam! The 
mountain of fur and muscle fell, unanimated backwards and disappeared in the 
snow.
 Max ran back to where Bill had fallen and discovered a wickedly beautiful 
little cavern, with stalactites and stalagmites, which, weirdly, smelled like bear. Max 
directly understood that it was the cavern of the bear that they had killed! Max 
hiked, as quickly as possible back to his house, but meanwhile, Bill was still in the 
cavern…

       20 YEARS LATER 

20 years later, two men were working in Bolloré. One had invited the other to a 
restaurant to talk about a project. The restaurant was full of noise despite the fact 
that there were only a couple groups of old men. It was so noisy that they didn’t 
catch each other’s first name, but something about his partner reminded the oldest 
of a friend. 

 He said, “You remind me of an old friend with whom I got into a tragic 
adventure.” He continued, “ We were fifteen years old and we were hiking in the 
Alps. A ferocious black bear attacked but fortunately, I had a gun so I shot the beast. 
Meanwhile, my friend,  Bill had fallen into a small, beautiful cavern. I understood that 
this cavern was the cavern of the bear that we had killed so I ran back home without 
any thoughts about Bill.”
  “You wicked, bawling, blasphemous incharitable dog!” swore Bill.  “You left 
me for dead and, because of you, I lived in the mountain for one whole year, like a 
nomad! Never talk to me again!” yelled Bill. He left the restaurant and slammed the 
door.
 Now, everybody in the little bar was looking at Max with wickedly cold eyes. 
He felt uncomfortable; therefore, he left the bar discreetly with all eyes on him.
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In October 1943
by Luca Bonnet

In October 1943, we were all around the dinner table illuminated by a six-branch 
chandelier. A knock was heard at the door at around dessert time. My dad went to 
the door. He knew what was behind that door. Last thing I knew, shots were fired, 
mom on the floor covered in blood; Jack and I were being pushed and dragged to a 
green truck. 
 Staring out of the smoky green truck which was rolling slowly through the 
pine forest, my brother Jack and I were sitting next to two giant German soldiers.
 As we were arriving at the disgusting concentration camp, my heart pounded 
inside my weak chest. I had terrible migraines. The smell of the dead corpses was 
nauseating. The soldiers were pushing and choking us. We told them that we were 
choking but they didn’t care at all.
 The camp was a foul place. Everyone was deathlike, everybody was very pale 
boney and bald. They looked as if they hadn’t eaten in a whole month! Dead bodies 
were on the ground staring through my soul. We finally arrived in our room. There 
was only one silky blanket for the two of us. The moonlight was penetrating the 
room by a thin window.

******

 Many years after our liberation Jack and I decided to buy an apartment for the 
two of us. We didn’t have a lot of money so we got a job. I was a math teacher and 
Jack was a waiter. After a year we gathered enough money to buy it. Just after this, 
our German uncle died. We flew out to Germany for the funeral. During the flight, I 
thought of my uncle, all the good memories.
 We arrived in the airport and instantly two German soldiers asked us our 
names so we said, “Jack and Patrick Heirschmidt.” 
 They told us to follow them. As we got in the car it reminded me of the truck 
in Auschwitz.
 As we arrived at the house I saw my dead uncle in his coffin. We visited the 
place and in the attic we found a box full of medallions and a Nazi uniform. That’s 
when we found out the deepest secret of our uncle.

Alex’s Disappearance
by Wiliam Roederer

Kim woke up suddenly. He walked to his desk. It was dark outside, so he looked at 
the glowing needles of his watch. It was one o’clock and now 8 hours that Alex had 
been missing. Kim ran outside in the dark cold night trying not to wake his mother 
up. He ran to the garden. It was here that he had seen his friend for the last time. He 
searched everywhere. The police were looking for Alex too but Kim had the feeling 
that it was not enough. He was going to open the fence when his mom, alerted by 
his steps, called him.
 “Go back to bed, Kim,” said her mother with a calm voice. “I  know you are 
having a hard time but the police are taking charge of it.” 
 Kim was persuaded that the police were not capable of finding Alex. He was 
anxious and tired, so he went back to bed.
 He woke up in a white bed. He was in a hospital. He had a tube in his mouth.  
 “Hello,” said a voice next to him. “Finally awake! I am Doctor Grim and I am in 
charge of you.”
 Kim was shocked and scared at the same time. He had so many questions 
but couldn’t talk because of the tube. He pointed at the tube with his finger, 
expecting that the doctor would take it off, but the doctor refused. 
 One hour later the doctor finally took the tube off. Kim’s first question was 
how did he arrive here. The doctor explained that 5 years ago, he was playing with 
his friend when he fell and hit his head on a rock and stayed in a coma since then. 
Kim couldn’t believe the doctor, but he had to believe it seeing his family entering 
the room. Alex preceded them.
 “Alex? So all that was a dream?” said Kim.
 “What?” said Alex.
 “Okay, I had a dream that you were missing and the police and I were 
searching for you!”
 “Oh, yes, it was a dream because I never disappeared!” said Alex. 
 And everybody started laughing (even the doctor :) ).

    (I hope you liked the story.)    
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The Piercing Eye
by Alice Rouhier

In the middle of the night, two girls heard a tap on their boarding school window: a 
shuffle of wings and two big eyes appeared. An owl made its way into the room and 
stood right in front of them. It had a round beak like a nose, a white facial ruff curved 
like eye brows, earthy claws and entrancing penetrating golden yellow eyes. It could 
not stop hooting, hissing, screeching and flapping frantically. 
 The two girls, woken in mid dream, jumped out of their beds. Fern, the 
tallest, yanked on her long hazel hair and looked aghast at Miriam, whose deep 
blue eyes stared back in fear. They remembered the unusually warm night of April, 
just last night, the dim light of the moon half hidden by the fast-moving clouds. 
It was then they spotted the stripy material, partly-caked in mud on the edge of a 
shimmering pond. They were late on their way back to boarding school after a long 
weekend, running to get back before they were spotted missing. The radiators were 
so hot that night in the school. After leaving the scarf to dry in the corridor, they left 
their bedroom window slightly ajar to feel the cooler air of the night. The owl must 
have entered this way.
 It was now yelling straight at them and they had the strange impression 
that they could understand it. It was a little like the Italian opera they’d seen 
during the weekend. They were seeing, from the owl’s eye, the flight above the 
fresh grass, experiencing the dank smell of moist earth and the field mice rustling 
among the bluebells, but also a frantic search with a strong feeling of the panic 
of a soul imprisoned in a shell. Fern shivered, while Miriam clenched the mattress 
with all her might. The owl, talking frantically, was scanning the room. Suddenly, 
the vapour from the radiator hissing in the corridor caught its attention. It rushed 
swiftly - flapping its wings - through the door. It would wake up the whole floor if 
it continued like that and even Mrs Smith, the house mistress, who was sleeping 
downstairs. Fern and Miriam tried to tackle the bird, but it was too strong; nothing 
could stop it from reaching its goal. In just two last swift moves, it reached the scarf 
and grabbed it in its talons. 
 A silent explosion of disappearing feathers blinded them. Where before there 
was a bird, now there was Mr Morcadily, the gardener, crouching and cowering 
awkwardly on the floor. A silence replaced the previous hurly-burly. Now Mr 
Morcadily was going from shy to frightened, quaking with fear.

 “Forgive me, please. Don’t tell anybody,” he stuttered, “I am cursed.”
 “What do you mean?” questioned Miriam. 
 “It is my guilt… I nearly killed my younger brother leaving him paralysed. 
Every night now, beyond my control, I become an owl. I need to touch this scarf to 
turn back into a human.” 
 Struck by the importance of the secret and in order not to hear more, both 
Fern and Miriam put a finger against their lips. Then only Miriam managed to 
murmur, “Your secret will be safe with us”, whilst they tiptoed back to their room 
before Mrs Smith awoke.
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