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Présentation : 
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Nous avons étudié le genre littéraire la Nouvelle et les élèves avaient comme 

tâches d’évaluation une analyse et une production. 

Ces nouvelles sont les leurs.  

Marian Hayne-Le Tenier 

Professeur d'anglais de la TL2 
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Hidden Lover 
 

           Tanner and Lauren met at the Blue bottle in New York city on a summer afternoon in 

2010. Lauren was having an iced coffee with some yummy whoopie pies. She was dressed in 

a long white dress; just like an angel. Lauren was reading one of those books that were 

popular for a while. She seemed entertained by this best seller.  

        Lauren is a sales manager in Manhattan. She lives in Brooklyn. Every day, like every 

good citizen of New York, she goes to Manhattan on her bicycle, crossing the Brooklyn 

Bridge, full of tourists. She is a polite girl and is well behaved. She always smiles at every 

one, a gorgeous smile. She does what it takes so that everything will go well. Her only fault is 

being so kind with everyone. That might be the reason why Tanner fell in love.  

        Tanner is a psychologist. He has his private practice in Manhattan, too. What a 

coincidence! He is brilliant and quite gentle. He is a kind person that does not take himself 

seriously. That might be the reason why Lauren fell in love.  

        Now that the introductions are done let's go back to the beginning. As she was drinking 

her coffee and reading, Tanner went into The Blue Bottle. His first look went to this 

splendorous brunette with green eyes. He stared at her for a while until the waiter asked him, 

       "Hello, Sir, what would you like today?  We have the super cappuccino."    

        But he could not even hear what the waiter was saying. He was so focussed on this girl. 

She noticed him and made eye contact which brings us to today. 

       Tanner and Lauren have now been together for five long years of love. They live together 

in a loft in Brooklyn. He is a still a psychologist and she is still a sales manager. Every Sunday 

afternoon they go back to The Blue bottle which is now significant. They hang out every 

Saturday night, sometimes with their friends, sometimes just the two of them, at the cinema. 

Lauren would like to have a baby but Tanner is not up for this yet. Every evening Lauren 

comes back from work at 7pm and Tanner at 8pm. However, at the moment, Tanner does not 

come back at 8 but more at 9 or 10 pm which does not leave Lauren indifferent.  

        This happened for a month and she did not say anything, but as it kept on happening, she 

asked him.  

        He just answered: ''I have too much work at the moment."  

        He said it in such a way that Lauren felt that he was totally lying. So she insisted, and 

they had a row. She did not want to quarrel with him because she loved him so much, so she 

just let it go. After their quarrel she thought that it would stop. But it didn't. He was a good 

lover, so she started thinking that he had a mistress. Not only because he came back from 

work late, but also because he was cold; he did not touch her or kiss her anymore. He was 

distant. Every time she tried to know why he was late they had a row. Even when she just 

talked with him he was so different she could not recognize the one she loved. The superb 

smiles that she used to receive, had faded away by now. 

        As she was not feeling very good, she called one of her friends, Melany. 

       "Hi Mel! It's Lauren! Hope I'm not bothering you?" she said in an anxious voice. 
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        "Hi Lauren! No that's fine! What's up? How are you and Tanner?" asked Melany 

cheerfully. 

         "Well , um, actually we are not good at the moment," declared Lauren desperately. 

         "Oh tell me about it my sweetie! What is going on? What's the matter?" asked Melany 

very concerned. 

        "Do you have the time right now? It's going to be really long to explain," declared 

Lauren sincerely. 

        "Go for it!" replied Melany, desperate to help out.  

        You could hear in Lauren's voice that tears were beginning to come to her. 

        "You see it's about Tanner. It's all about him. It's been more than a month now. He 

returns from work very late. He does not touch me anymore. We often talk about things that 

are of no importance. He lies to me. I'm sure he's seeing someone else. Does he still love me? 

I don't know. All I know, is that I do not recognize my Tanner anymore. I've tried to talk to 

him. He runs away from the truth. He knows that I'm sad, but he does not change anything. 

Tell me what's wrong with me? Am I a bad girlfriend? Is it about me? I have done nothing 

wrong. On the contrary I manage everything so it's right for him. I prepare his dinner every 

night, I buy him his favorites pizzas every Friday night. But even that doesn't change things; 

he's still late in the evening and he won't tell me why."  

        Lauren explained this to her friend with such a shaking voice that her friend was even 

more  worried. 

        "My Lauren, I know what's you are going through. I really don't understand why he is 

doing this.  The Tanner that I used to know loved you so much that he would have given you 

his own life. However, if you want my advice you'd better follow him after his work day. 

You'll know if he’s seeing anyone. And for now, I'll take you shopping this afternoon! It's 

Friday afternoon and I know you never work on Fridays. You can not refuse my offer. I won't 

leave my best friend in a disastrous situation because of her man."  

        Melany had to make every effort to cheer her up and to make her think of something 

else. 

        "I'm up for this!! I'll see you at your apartment. But then you must come with me to 

discover what my man is hiding from me. Promise you won't let me down, Mel? I need you," 

Lauren added  desperately. 

        "I shall come with you. Don’t worry yourself about it, I shall not leave you alone!"  

         They met us as planned. Lauren burst into tears in Melany’s arms. They talked for a 

long time and they finally went shopping. That might have been the best way for Lauren to 

feel good. 

        8 pm. Lauren had stressed the entire afternoon about this moment. With her friend 

Melany, they headed towards Tanner's office. 

         They had to be quiet if they didn't want to be caught by him. They left their car one street 

away. They moved forward slowly, without a sound, and they hid behind a car located in front 

of the office. They saw him come out. He did not even take his car. He just walked straight, 

turned left, turned right and entered an apartment. It looked old and classy. They followed 

him, hiding behind cars so as not be seen, until they saw him enter this apartment. This time 

Lauren was sure; Tanner was being unfaithful. She was so shattered to see this with her own 

eyes. She could not believe it. But she had such  anger in her; she wanted to know, to see who 

that person was. So, they waited for two hours. It was long and cold. It was Winter; the snow 

was there. They were frozen, but sill there, waiting for him to come out and finally see who 

that woman was. That time came. 
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        “Oh my dear Lord, Melany do you see what I see? I mean are we really seeing the same 

thing? Am I dreaming right now?” Lauren whispered, eyes wide open, so shocked by what 

she was seeing. 

        “It is a man! He's seeing a man! I'm confused right now. What can I say? If it had been a 

woman I would probably have insulted her. But what can I say to you, Lauren? We can't just 

jump out and say something. This is so embarrassing,” Melany replied, as shocked as Lauren 

was. 

        “He loves men. All this time I was in love with someone who loves men? But why he did 

do that? I would have understood if he had told me. But he didn't. I guess I'd rather see him 

happy with this guy. Let's go back, Melany. I'll talk to him tonight.”  

        They both went back home. Lauren was waiting for him. She was not angry anymore. 

She understood and even if she loved him so much, she would rather see him happy. If this 

man made him happy it was okay for her. 

 

Anne-Louise Cadro 



 7 

 



 8 

Horoscope 
 

Every single morning, I read my horoscope. It’s like a hobby. But my co-worker 

called me at 7 a.m., announcing that something unexpected had cropped up with the new 

business proposition. We had to show it to the company director at 9 a.m. At the time, I went 

to the office immediately, without having breakfast or taking the time for my special hobby. I 

had a lot of difficulty dealing with my colleague’s mistake. The printer had also broken down 

so I had to go to the printing house to print it all again. However, the nearest one to our 

company was closed. I had to go to another district to print it all. The company director 

arrived sooner than expected so then I was running late. When I came back, I finally gave it to 

the director before break-time. I thought I could read my horoscope in the newspaper while 

having a coffee before getting back to work, but the vending machine swallowed my change 

and I spent my ten-minute break trying to get my drink back in vain. No time for my 

horoscope. During the afternoon, the director called me back into his office. Sitting on his 

office chair, he was wearing his serious and indescribable aura, so I could feel the tension in 

the air. I was terrified and couldn’t look him straight in the eyes. He could have killed me 

with that look. 

 

“Mr Salt,” he said in a cold voice, “When I read my horoscope this morning, it told me 

I needed changes to level up my productivity. Therefore, I’ve decided, for the sake of the 

company, that your business skills would be more useful in our firm in Russia. Get your 

things packed, you take off tomorrow morning.” 

 

Anne-Solenn Mathieu  
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A Modern Noise 
 

From the sky, LockSaint looked like a painting swallowed up in the darkness, with 

just enough light to help strangers find the way. The wind, cold and violent, abruptly pitched 

the clothes-line which could hardly support the old and weighty clothes that had been hung 

there. The forest was so deep and so thick that only a few people went there with real 

pleasure, to those brutal and lifeless parts. The paths spread out of sight. The peaks of the 

trees were dancing slowly in the cold wind, and they seemed to melt into shades of grey and 

green in the clouds. The LockSaint forest had kept an attentive and serious eye on the 

residents of the village for years now. 

Without coming close, only the brave found the boldness to go in. The people who 

knew the myth were aware that some groups of people that went into the forest never came 

out; there was no sign of life after their little adventure in the woods. The worst thing about all 

that is to know that nobody ever wanted to enter the woods, even to search for the missing 

ones.  

It is true that it was strange to go into that jungle which surrounded you with its wet 

and sticky atmosphere. It was important to remember that it had a peculiar interest; it was far 

from being empty. On the contrary, something was growing in the heart of that interminable 

forest. People say that it was a creature, a monster or even a beast. That the thing was 

apparently dangerous and without mercy. Nobody was able to identify or to say anything 

about it. Everything about the way it looked was a mystery, because no one had had the 

chance to confront it or even see it.  

What Rory Keyburry knew was that the thing that was hidden in the forest was very 

discrete. That mysterious thing was aware of the power and the terrifying impact that it had on 

people. Even though it was invisible in the eyes of the inhabitants of LockSaint, it was 

omnipresent. It was fascinating.  

All day long, the residents were very active in each of the activities that they had not 

finished the night before. In the sky, a bird could have thought that it was a bee colony 

because of their meticulous activities. Dynamic and quick, the residents of LockSaint all had 

something to do in the day. The old ones kept themselves busy and picked plants so that they 

could make dinner, like soups, or even remedies for scratches or bruises. Adolescents taught 

the younger residents the way of life in isolated rooms at the Red House, which made up their 

education. Finally, adults cut wood, repainted and embellished the old houses, and cared for 

the village as an old woman would. Some residents, in front of their houses, put up little 

stands for antidotes or perfumes.  

The thing that we can clearly understand and see here, was the delicate precision of 

each of their gestures; their work looked like a work of art. Everyone did their best to put 

order in the collective life. Smells of mint and flowers surrounded each nook of the village; 

the sweet and fruity scents of laundry floated up to the doors of the houses. All was good and 

calculated.The village was full of skinny little houses painted in different colors to establish 

the importance of the people who lived there. White houses were reserved for the BCAP 

(babies, children and advanced people), violet houses for the SWA (singles, workers, adults). 

Only the houses gave a festive appearance to the place, compared to the residents who were 

pale, puny and thin. Strangely, only Robertson Aust developped  a round belly.  

Frequently, an appointment was organized in the refuge that the Red House offered. 

This wood shack, at first glance, did not seem much, but when we looked at it carefully, the 

Red House revealed very precise details, until we recognized signatures and drawings that 
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adults or children had done before. This structure certainly had a long history but there was 

something about it, something modern and different to the others. The Red House was 

particuliar and innovative. The pointed roof went higher, obviously contrasting with the non-

perspective of the landscape of the village. We knew that the Red House was the gathering 

place where decisions were made by professors and religious personnel. Until now, this 

system had worked for several years and no one talked louder than the others because they 

were convinced by the rules.  

Rory Keyburry did not understand the rules of the village; adults, and even more 

children, had no interest in it. For her, LockSaint was full of mysteries. This day was an 

ordeal for Rory, one more time : She had repainted the entrance of the Red House and shared 

some advice with the children at the same place. Then after she had done her hours of work, 

she underwent one of the most worrying visits to the white hut where the two nursing sisters 

lived : Clémentine Artkins and Josette Flikward. 

Lucius had been there for three days now. His appareance had radically changed. He 

was as skinny as ever but he showed strength in his gestures. He was a dark-haired boy with 

black eyes which contrasted clearly with his child-like, pale face. When Rory came in, she 

staggered before catching her breath again. Lucius had a pasty face, cadaveric even; some 

drops dripped down in the front of his chest.  His mouth was covered with a white veil and 

scabs of saliva in the corner of his lips stopped him from speaking. All the color had gone 

from his cheeks. Usually, Lucius's eyes said a lot about what he was thinking but at this 

moment, they were empty. His situation had become worse and medicine was no longer 

enough. All his energy was gone.  

When Rory went towards the exit, she promised to herself that she would save him 

from this nightmare. On arrival at her house, Rory freed herself from her long purple shirt 

which she threw away. Her body was thin and fragile but her gestures revealed a 

incomparable dexterity which emphasized her strong personality. Sometimes, the girls of 

LockSaint felt uncomfortable with the cold and unkind way of thinking that Rory had had  

since she was little. Girls were pure, delicate and accustomed to the educational stereotypes of 

the village. Alone in her room, Rory often looked out of the windows. All of these girls were 

the same : long hair pulled up into buns. Their bodies were closed in long dresses made of 

thin felt. Her bedroom was extremely narrow but it was the only way for Rory to be safe and 

isolated from others. Bright and free of fantasy, the only contrast that one could see was the 

blazing redness of her short and irregular hair. The presence of several lavender bouquets sent 

a enjoyable smell. Only Lucius came here; he had taught a lot of things to Rory during her 

childhood. It was thanks to him that she developed all of these abilities. He had more 

experience than Rory because he was older but contrary to the residents, he wasn't 

pretentious, distant or haughty. 

A few years ago, Rory had shared her room with Phoebe. She was a young woman 

who was calm, respectful and attentive; sometimes residents considered her to be a "strange 

human being". She had lost her eyesight when she was a child and because she coped by 

herself better than a "normal" person, people hated her. LockSaint's residents were very close-

minded. Afterwards, she never came back, and no one cared about that. Phoebe was gone one 

night, alone in the forest. Rory was not usually sensitive to things, but after Phoebe's 

disappearance, she had cried for a long time, because of their similar personalities. Sitting in 

her bed, some elements turned around in her mind like a whirlpool. Conversations, facts, 

actions, all of these things bothered her. She remembered her conversation with Robertson 

Aust when she was repainting the Red House that afternoon. She saw him gazing at the Red 

House, this impressive red mass had become his temple over several years. Robertson did 

different jobs : founder, guardian even priest and teacher. His skin looked like marbled paper 

with his little green, shadowed eyes. Dressed in a thick grey toga and and cork sandals too big 
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for him, he absolutely didn't have the build of a man in a position of responsibility. When she 

came to meet him, Robertson's voice, hoarse and drawling, surprised Rory. His nose, his 

double-chin and his egg-head danced slowly while he spoke. 

"It's a nice place, here. You should be proud of it!" she was saying, innocently. 

"Of course, it's a beauty. Created by me and my fabulous imagination. This wood will 

last forever!" he exclaimed with an energy unknown to his slug-like personality.  

"I see ... May I ask you one question ...? I'm curious ..." 

"Yes, of course, go ahead ..." 

"Well, I was wondering where this wood came from?" 

An embarrasing silence came into the conversation but, Rory did not mind, she knew 

exactly what to do now, she was confident and broke the ice abruptly. 

 "I'm sorry, I don't wan't to embarrass you or put any disorder in your mind ... If my 

logic is clear this wood came from the forest!" 

"Yes... You... you're totally right...", he stammered, so frenetically his double chin 

moved.  

"Well, this must be a punishing chore for you ... You know the forest is not known for 

its brightness and its wonderfull walks!", affirmed Rory, cheerfully.  

"Oh, you know ... on the edge it's not so complicated,” Robertson replied coldly.  

"This wood is not available on the edge. According to Lucius, it comes from the centre 

of the forest... And the "beast" roams everywhere there if my memories are correct. It's for 

that reason that Joseph and Samson care for this forest night and day and ..." 

"You have some acquaintances but not the best ones," he interrupted. "Well, well, well 

... I have to finish my work. Good evening, Ms Keyburry !" 

And he was gone hurriedly, almost falling because of some wood that a man had 

forgotten there. She didn't have all the information that she wanted. Unluckily for her, 

Robertson had panicked. She wanted to know how the village stocked all these seeds and 

plants so easily. There were so many resources that they had obviously come from another 

place. This one was too hostile. Her mind was made up. The first reason was that Lucius 

needed to be saved and she also wanted to discover the secret of the village. Rory Keyburry 

would risk her life in the deep and unknown LockSaint forest.  

 

It was a difficult thing to escape during the day, but at night, LockSaint was a 

vulnerable place. No one roamed at night except Joseph and Samson who kept watch, in a 

high, dark hut from where they watched every single suspicious movement at the border. Out 

of breath, Rory had easily succeeded in getting round them thanks to Lucius's advice. Indeed, 

the black sheet that Lucius had given to her was extremely useful. She was now out of limits. 

The darkness was complete so she passed unseen to human eyes. This forest was so calm that 

some unknown noises were heard by Rory and it wasn't animal whistling ... The noises were 

further, beyond her. She had to walk, again and again, until she got nearer. It was It ? The 

beast ? The monstruous creature that worried every single resident of LockSaint? Could Rory 

be one of them; one of the people who discovered this animal, as Phoebe had before her? She 

had been searching there for hours now, and no plants, no flowers, no point of reference, no 

remedy for Lucius. Nothing. It was just a virgin forest with big green trees which looked 

down on her. They were teasing her. Nothing was like the different sorts of wood that could 

be found at LockSaint. The wood here was brown and lifeless. Once more, Rory felt 

overhelmed by everything; her unknowledge could lose her and the worst in it was that Lucius 

would die alone.  

She stumbled, submerged by confused emotions. Suddenly, a noise she'd heard before, 

that whistle, came nearer, a crescendo, here, over her head as if the sky were talking. She 

shivered, her breath jerky. Her fear changed into anger and, abruptly, she started to run 
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straight ahead of her, forgetting the horizon, swallowed by the deepest obscurity. 

Immediately, her feet brushed flat smooth ground, with no obstacles. The trees were more and 

more scattered and rare and then, she understood what she had in front of her : the ground was 

cut in a very clear way, her feet almost stuck on this mysterious terrain and it sent a warm 

wave that went high into her nostrils. That smell was strong but piqued Rory's curiosity. She 

looked up and glimpsed a vast wall of red and orange leaves; the noise was there, on the other 

side of the wall, she was sure of it. Confounded, she went nearer, extending her hand in front 

of her. Rory reached it with her fingers. She touched a surface hidden behind the leaves, lifted 

it and discovered a large grey wall which could surely resist anything or everything. And then, 

she started to climb the wall with her thin arms, with awesome strength. When she arrived at 

the top of the wall, a supernatural spectacle appeared to Rory Keyburry : an indicepherable 

number of mechanic creatures slid on the same smooth, black ground, in two opposite 

directions. A sign pitched in the wind in red writing :"MOTORWAY 60B".  

 

Camille Rosen  
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Sunday Bloody Sunday 
 

My name is Jane Dark. I am fifteen and I've already had the most painful moment of 

my life. 

 

It all started three days ago. It was a Sunday. I had a very bad day. First, I woke up 

with a stomach ache. Then, I burned my legs by trying to get my bowl of milk out of the 

microwave. And as if it wasn't enough, outside it was raining and it rained all day long. 

So at 8pm, I was lying on my bed, looking for a bit of peace and quiet. 10 minutes 

later,  I was already sleeping.  

Then, it happened. The pain felt like I had been shot right through the chest. It seemed 

like every part of my body had decided in mutual agreement that they had to hurt each other 

until I woke up. I was screaming and sweating. It was unbearable. 

First of all, I thought that I had internal bleeding. Actually, the idea wasn't that off. 

Then, craziness invited itself to my brain and I had ideas like cancer, possession by ghosts, 

and even the devil. I really thought that the devil was calling me in the middle of the night by 

scratching me from the inside! I know that this is completely insane but I actually prayed that 

night. Afterward, I cried and screamed but it was useless. My parents weren't there. They 

were at a party with some colleagues of my father and I had no siblings.  

I finally woke up, and I rushed out to the bathroom to find some drugs for my 

problems but before I could get there, I threw up. It was disgusting. Plus I couldn't find the 

light switch.  

The pain was growing Inside, I felt so bad that I couldn't move any further, I was 

struggling to stay standing and not fall in my vomit. 

Fortunately, at the same time, my parents came back home. There, my mom turn on 

the light and I saw a plenty of blood everywhere and I fainted. 

I woke up the next morning in an unknown place, the ceiling was white, with neon 

lights. I was in a bed, and my parents were on my left, waiting for me to wake up. I 

understood that we were in a hospital. I felt weak, woozy and my stomach was still hurting 

me. 

 Then, I started to remember about the night before so I asked my parents if they knew 

why I had bled so much, why I had thrown up and if I was sick or not. They started laughing 

at me and they told me to not worry about this because I had just become a woman and it 

wasn't that bad after all. 

It took me a long time to understand their reaction and what that meant. But I finally 

got it. It was my first period. At the same time, I was overwhelmed by the events and relieved 

because I am not sick, nor possessed by ghosts and I certainly haven't been called by the 

devil. 

 

Chloé Procida 



 14 

 



 15 

Happy Ever After 
 

 

You are drunk. There you are, in that pub you used to go to with your friends, barely 

able to talk. Just look at you, drinking this pint like an infant would suck the milk out of his 

mother's breast. You're too drunk to count how many pints you’ve drunk, but it doesn't matter 

anymore. Your drunken eye has seen a target. And by target, I'm implying a decent-looking 

woman of your age who’ll probably slap you when you start talking to her. But you're not 

able to think clearly enough to see the danger, so you stride through the bar, leaning on every 

piece of furniture you happen to come across.  

"Hey! You're pretty." 

Does it sound pathetic? Because it clearly did, and I'm taking off the stuttering. She 

looks at you and smiles. She's probably too polite to turn you down just now. Your mouth 

tries to make sounds but your brain can’t keep up with what's happening because you’ve 

already left the bar with her to get some pizza. The petty tricks your drunken mind is able to 

come up with seem to be enough. After getting some pizza, she gives you her phone number 

just before you run to the toilet to vomit it. God job, Champ, you got her number but wipe the 

vomit off your mouth before leaving the toilets. 

Somehow, she becomes your girlfriend a week later. And her name's Jane, try to 

remember it, it might come in handy. 

Days, then weeks and finally months pass by. Two to be exact. You get to know her, 

she's graduating in biology and you're graduating in musicology. You spend your weekends 

talking about what you like and you quickly discover your mutual tastes in music and 

literature. You drink beers on the pier while listening to old records. You actually drink quite 

a lot of beer. 

Everything is going just fine between you two, it's actually quite surprising. As you 

celebrate your first anniversary, you move in. Jane likes to draw, she actually draws a lot. 

Plants, birds, people. When she draws you, you flex like He-Man even though you're as 

muscular as a leek. But it makes her smile, that's what's important. When she smiles, her eyes 

close slightly and her dimples appear. It makes you happier just seeing her laugh like this.  

One day, Jane comes home late. And drunk. You get mad and start having an 

argument about all the little things that happen in everyday life, carefully staying far from the 

true problems. She starts crying and you sleep on the couch. When the morning comes, you 

feel bad about your awful behaviour. So you buy her flowers and try to make her forget what 

happened. She smiles and kisses you, saying that it's cute. You put them in a vase and name 

the flowers. You jokingly start arguing about whether this magnolia should be called Nathan 

or Samantha. At the end of your argument, it's called Namantha so everyone's happy.  

It has been five years since you two met. A bit more actually. One evening, Jane asks 

you if you'd like to have a child. You can't even take care of yourself, let alone being a dad. 

So you say no. You feel that she's disappointed as she turns the light off and goes to sleep. A 

week later, you come home with a dog, a little Labrador. She decides to call him Fish. The 

little dog wags his tail when he hears his name and starts licking her hand. Jane hugs you and 

you feel it has been a while since she has been that happy. To celebrate Fish's arrival in the 

family, you get that champagne bottle that's been collecting dust in one of the kitchen 

drawers.  

Fish is growing fast and you take him for a walk at night with Jane. It has almost 

become a ritual for you to do this since summer came. You walk him around the lake, enjoy 
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the night, the moon and the silence. She lays her head against you as you sit on a bench. It's 

not just any old bench; you carved your names on it a few years ago. Fish is sitting near you. 

He's four now, a good dog; friend, pet and family members all in one. Jane has drawn him so 

much that she could recognise him from thousands of other Labradors. Someone comes out of 

the bushes and you turn your head to him. You quietly ask Jane not to move. He has a knife. 

You wait for him to get near before getting up. You jump on him and the fight is over quickly. 

He runs away, more surprised than harmed. At least less harmed than you. He stabbed your 

left arm quite a bit, so blood is spilling out of it. You quickly go back home; Jane presses 

against your arm to stop the bleeding.  

That night, Fish doesn’t go home with you. He actually never comes back. Jane is 

devastated and starts crying every time she sees the bench where you were sitting. She used to 

love this place, now she hates it. You take another route for your nightly walks, you avoid 

quiet places at night and you don't get another pet. No pet could ever replace Fish. Jane is 

devastated and stops drawing. Things are getting worse between you, you stopped listening to 

music together and reading the same old book you used to read before going to sleep. So, to 

give yourselves another chance, you propose to her.  

She says yes. It was about time she says, as she falls into your arms. You really took 

your time. You celebrate your wedding the same day as your seventh anniversary. You 

celebrate it with some friends and your family. Quite a cute wedding indeed. Things are 

finally getting better between you as Robert Plant starts singing in your house again and Jules 

Verne is being read again. She starts to smile and laugh again and you dance in the living 

room together. It's actually more an indistinct movement of your body, but it's enough for you 

to fall in love again.  

You finally agree to have a child. It's going to be a girl, so you start searching for 

names. She says Billie for Billie Holiday, you say Janis for Janis Joplin. After weeks of 

debating, it's finally going to be Ella, for Ella Fitzgerald. Ella is going to be a strong woman, 

that's for sure. She's already kicking in her mother's womb. Little Ella is going to be full of 

life and vitality. 

You suddenly start coughing, you feel more and more tired everyday. You have 

trouble breathing after running a few metres. So you decide to get a checkup. The results are 

worse than you expected: throat cancer. It's probably due to your drinking habit says the 

doctor. You drive back home and tell Jane what's going on. The doctor says you might not 

even be alive until Ella's birth. You spend a week denying it, asking for another checkup but 

the results are the same. You get mad, your mood changes and Jane finds  you crying on the 

living room sofa. It's not possible, you tell her, it's not possible that you're not going to see 

your daughter's face. Impossible that you're not going to be the dad you dreamt of being. 

Impossible that Ella will grow up without her dad. You go back to the doctor to ask if it can 

be possible to extend your lifespan even for another month, so you can hold Ella in your arms 

before dying. The doctor agrees to give you extra heavy medication to try to make you live a 

bit longer.  

You live your life like every day is the last. You enjoy spending time with your wife, 

you quit your job to take care of her and make sure everything is all right. You go to 

restaurants, visit museums, go to concerts; it feels like you're young all over again. But when 

you're alone, you can't fool yourself. Sometimes you pretend to go to the grocery store just to 

be alone and cry. Jane does this, too, but you don't know that. 

 

Ella is born. Finally. You can't believe your eyes as you see her little face smiling and 

giggling at you. You can finally be a dad and see your daughter rejoice at every new thing that 

appears in her life. You hold her in your arms, kissing her forehead. Jane recovers quickly and 

you all go back home.  
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Day by day, your health is getting worse and worse. You’re going into hospital 

tomorrow to have a decent death. This is the last meal you’ll prepare for your wife and child. 

You put all the love you have for them in this one. You all have a perfect family time together 

and you start to do the dishes. There's no more washing up liquid so you call Jane to ask her 

where she put it. Something snaps in you as she comes in. She opens the drawer and gets the 

liquid, as you thrust the big kitchen knife inside her stomach and cut her throat open. Blood 

spills everywhere as her lifeless body falls into your arm. If you can't be a family here, you'll 

be a family in the after-life. You go up the stairs, soaked in Jane's blood. You enter Ella's 

room, walk to her bed and take her into your arms.  

"Daddy is here, my dear." 

You take her in your arms, kiss her forehead again and ask her to keep calm and wait 

for dad on the other side with Mum. You put her lifeless body back into her cot. You then 

plunge the knife into your own throat and fall onto the floor as you start to drown in your own 

blood. The family will now be forever reunited, and so they can live happily ever after, after 

all. 

 

Damien Le Goff 
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To You 
 

“The bacon is ready Miss Chast,” an irritating voice rose in the house.  

I got out of bed, slowly. I needed to get one leg and then the other over the bed, really 

slowly. They were so heavy those legs. It's a common thing when you are 70. I am old and 

kind of embittered. When someone is old, he has the privilege of being bothersome! So, I am 

within my rights to be so! You really think that we will make it easier for the young people? 

Nah!  

“Ain't coming! Ain't hungry!” I replied, furiously, while my stomach was writhing 

with hunger. I knew that the nurse would come to take me to the kitchen. In a few minutes. It 

gave me the time to look at my photo album. Like every morning, my hand strove to caress 

the plastic photo sleeves. Andrew. Andrew was everywhere. My little boy, my dear child. 

 

Let's go back to 1962 ! I was a lovely 16 year old girl. In a lovely, all girl school. My 

mum had taught me how to be wise, cultured, elegant and of course, well-mannered. I was the 

perfect young lady, that every parent would have wanted. My parents had the habit of 

organizing huge dinners to which I was, of course, never invited. But one day, my father's 

boss and his family came to our house. My parents had to make the best impression possible. 

So they made me leave the school for a night.  

During dinner, the boss's son stared at me. A penetrating look. It must have been the 

first time he had really seen a girl. He was at an all boys school. His story was kind of similar 

to mine. As the dinner ended, the men started to talk about politics, the women were 

entrenched in the living room to talk about woman’s stuff, and kids were asked to leave and 

not to disturb the adult talk. So I found myself alone with the boss's son. He was called Tim. 

We immediately threw ourselves at each other, for no reason, and yet with every 

reason in the world. We loved each other eagerly for 20 minutes, like adults do. We didn't 

really understand how all of that could work, but we just did it, awkwardly. I must admit that 

it wasn't the best time of my life.  

 

5 months later, the headmaster of my school called my parents; I was pregnant. 

It was out of the question for me to keep this baby, even if I wanted it. After 4 months 

spent hidden in my room, I gave birth on 15th January 1963 in awful pain. My parents didn't 

want me to go to hospital, they wanted me to feel everything, it was a way for them to punish 

me. I accepted the sentence with long screams. The father never came to see me. It was better 

to forget. 

Andrew was a healthy baby. He ate well, and was really quiet. He spent 4 years with 

me. I still don't know why. Those years were the most difficult and yet the happiest of my life. 

Until the day my parents tore Andrew from me. One day, they decided that it was enough, and 

they gave him to an orphanage. 

I never saw him again.  

From that moment on, every single day has been one untenable suffering. I only can 

breathe when my wrinkled hand gets the chance to touch the 10 photos I have of him. 

“Miss Chast, you need to come now!” The nurse was now in front of me. Her black 

eyebrows  frowned; it made her seem older. She was a good person, I used to call her 'Robert' 

because she was hairy. 

  I was exhausted, more than ever, by this jump to the past. 
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Then, I went out to eat my bacon with a heavy heart. I was in a foul mood all day; the 

nurse even cried. Night came really slowly, as slowly as me on a pedestrian crossing. The 

memory of Andrew haunted me. I couldn't close an eye. I thought too much. It was a 

whirlpool in my head. 

So I made a crazy decision, a decision that I would never regret. I got up from my 

sheets, and started to pack. I would find Andrew, at any cost. Death would soon catch me 

anyway, but before, I wanted to know what had become of Andrew. Who was he? How was 

he? Was he happy? So many questions, and no answers, yet. 

I left that morning, without warning. I went directly to the orphanage in Liverpool. 

From York to Liverpool, everything went well. I arrived in front of the orphanage, full of 

hope. Of course he wouldn't be there, but they might have some information on who had 

adopted him in the past. I headed to reception. It was creepy. It was all so dark here, even the 

children’s faces. Andrew had lived here. 

They didn't give out information in that orphanage; professional secrecy, they called it. 

But, as I was a “cute old granny”, they did accept, and it was so long ago, so who cared?  

His parents were living in Bristol. I rushed there, by plane. I didn't know what to say, 

what to explain. But I needed all of that; Andrew was my child. I hadn't had the chance to 

raise him, but in my heart, he was mine. I hoped to meet him, I hoped he would call me his 

mother. I was now full of a new energy. 

Their house was old-fashioned. Basic wood, rustic door, pretty. I rang. Two 

bewildered old faces appeared. 

“Good morning, I am Rosa Chast, I am…” I started, smoothly. 

“You are our Andrew's mother,” the man answered, carefully. 

“That's right,” I replied, with emotion. 

“Come in,” the man offered. 

I went into the house. A fire was burning in the hearth. It was a warm place. I could 

imagine Andrew as a kid, running everywhere. Touching the small horses in pink stone. 

Breaking one of them and fleeing. I could imagine the scenes. I could see him growing in this 

living room. A wayward child who would not come to table. A teenager who brought home 

his first love. A young man who left home. A man who argued with his mum; he would marry 

whoever he wanted to. A man again, who came back here to take care of his old dad. A man 

made of love, happiness, desire, sparks. A man who lived. 

“Sit down please, Miss Chast,” the woman said gently. 

She was a bright person. Behind her wrinkled face, you could see that she was quite 

beautiful. Her white hair stretched up into a tight bun. Good old style. 

“Miss Chast, we have something to tell you,” continued the man. 

“I want to apologize for coming like this, I didn't think so much before coming, my 

feelings guided me here,” I stammered. “But if you could tell me where Andrew lives, it 

would be wonderful!” 

They both exchanged a confused look. 

“Andrew … he died, thirty years ago.” 

My world exploded. I exploded. A hurricane had tripped me up. Pain. Again and 

again. I felt dizzy. What was I doing here? Who was I? Empty. Emptiness totally covered me. 

Suddenly I remembered. Andrew. 

 “H ...How…?” I tried to say. 

 “In a car crash…” 

Pain. Pain. Always pain. He died at 23. No time to live. No time to try. He died. He 

died before me.  

“Andrew was a lovely kid, and a respectable young man. He had started to study law. 

He wanted to become a lawyer. Do you want to see some photos?” 
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I nodded. 

They took a huge album, and opened it.  

Suddenly, I could see Andrew's life. I spent hours in their living room, watching 

Andrew smiling. 

Then I left. And went  back to my daily life in York. And waited. To join Andrew. 

 

To You, My Child 

 

Enora Beaupuy 

 



 21 



 22 

Soul Mates 
 

My darling Aeliana,  

 

The great salvation of the ancient world we’ve all built our life on was the U 

discovery; it saved them from extinction and repaired their biggest mistakes. I don’t want to 

make a dismal pun, but, what saved me was the discovery of you.  A thousand years ago, they 

started realising the end was getting closer and closer. For a long time, they tried to fix 

everything, but in that world, money was more powerful and more important than life or the 

prosperity of humankind. I was obsessed with money, too, but you’ve changed everything. As 

their miserliness led them to mass massacres, mine made me forget what love was and how 

important it was. In 2094, their Earth could only support 4 billion humans, over the 17 living 

on the planet. The 3 super-powers of this world decided they had the right to take a drastic 

and barbaric decision : they chose to kill 13 billion human beings to save 4 billion others, 

even if I’m quite sure the phrase “Kill few to save many” already existed… They 

exterminated what they used to call Africa, Latin America and India, justifying their choice by 

the critical demographic situation of these countries. My burden didn’t cost the life of people, 

but it did. I used to be the one to fire employees, it was my job. For years, I thought I was 

doing the right thing, saving a whole firm by eliminating some unnecessary workers. I was 

kind of  confronted with the same cornelian choice the leaders of the Ancient World were. But 

this rotten job at least brought me you, the shiniest light of hope humanity may ever see. You 

light me up inside, more than the sun or the stars. Your universe is actually called Hope. They 

called it like that because it was the first universe to be discovered, two weeks after the Great 

Killing… What tragic bad timing! You were the solution, you showed them the path, and you 

saved them, just like you saved me. Your ancestors taught mine how to respect nature and to 

save their future. You taught me how to care about somebody and to save my heart.  

 

You are my first love, and I hope you’ll be the last. I know you will. I wasn’t the kind 

of woman who sought love on the internet, but this project of finding your soul mate in the 

other universes was pleasant and refreshing, because a lot of people died without finding 

anybody to love, maybe the one who was meant to be with them wasn’t in the right universe. 

Scientists say each universe contains a version of us. There are 11 universes for now, meaning 

we are now 11 times luckier in our quest for love than our ancestors were.   

 

We had a 98% “match”. My friends told me that was impressive. We had the same 

tastes, we looked like sisters, both blond, both had glasses, and we also had the same 

birthmark, we were one. I was directly attracted to you and sent you a message. We’ve been 

having long talks about what we wanted in life, who we were, what our favourite quote was 

(mine was “the most powerful relationship you will ever have is the relationship with 

yourself” by Steve Maraboli) and all those things people like to talk about. We rebuilt the 

world, at least thrice. And word after word, line after line, we fell in love. My life was finally 

perfect, no more sadness, no more lonely tears at midnight, just, happiness, smiles and laughs. 

We wanted to live together, but the only way was to be married. They wouldn’t allow 

unmarried couples to cross the universes to live together; the medical tests (to know if 

somebody was biologically able to live in a new environment) were too expensive to let that 

happen. So I proposed to you. 3 weeks later we started these tests : blood sampling, DNA 

checking and more…  
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The results came out this morning, you don’t have them for now, the bureaucracy is 

slower in your world. We won’t live together, we can’t even get married. I’ve been allowed to 

reveal these results to you. Steve was right… We can’t be together at all, you are my alter ego. 

You are me. We are one. 

 

Your beloved one, or the 

one who used to be. 

 

Gwendoline Carmingac 
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Best Friends 
 

 Ahren was ready to go outside to play with his best friend. It was the summer 

holidays, so he could meet him each day ; he spent every day with him. He couldn't be 

happier. In fact, Ahren was alone at school, he didn't have any friends... Except Jamie. He met 

him last year while he was playing alone in the little forest behind his house. Jamie wasn't in 

the same school, but they became really close friends. When they had any free time, they 

always were together. They were inseparable. 

 Jamie and Ahren used to play in the same forest where they met. They loved to 

observe the birds, flowers, trees and mushrooms... They had a notebook where they wrote all 

their observations. Ahren was the only one to write in it, and the only one to take it with him 

when he came home. Jamie was afraid to lose it. 

 Sometimes, they secretly went near the lake to play and try to catch some fish. It was 

forbidden because both of their mothers said that it was too dangerous. When they decided to 

swim a little, they always waited to be dry before going home ; their mothers never knew. It 

was their secret and they felt like spies. 

 Ahren couldn't wish for a better friend. He often said that he would be nothing without 

him. But one day ...  Jamie didn't come. At first, he thought that his friend was just late, so he 

waited a few minutes ... Then an hour, two hours ... And he went back home. Maybe Jamie 

was sick, but he had seen him the day before and he didn't seem to be sick. Maybe he was 

grounded? But why? Ahren was sad to spend the day alone. But he'd see him tomorrow, and 

he could ask him. 

 Same time, same place, Ahren was there, but Jamie wasn't. The little boy waited again 

for his friend. And it was the same for a whole week. He tried to take notes alone, tried to play 

alone, but it wasn't as fun as with Jamie. 

 Ahren decided to go to see at his home. Maybe he didn't want to see him anymore? He 

wanted to know. He'd never been there before. Jamie had already come to play at Ahren's 

house before, but Ahren hadn't. He didn't know why exactly, but Jamie told him that it was 

"complicated" and Ahren didn't try to know more. He trusted his friend, and he didn't want to 

bother him with questions. 

 Even if he’d never been there, he had his address; Jamie had given it to him one day, 

and Ahren had promised that he'd never go. At the same time they used to meet, he went to 

his friend's address. But what he found surprised him: the house was empty, deserted. 

Probably nobody had lived there for years and years. Maybe he had given him the wrong 

address? Impossible, he would never lie to him. But the question was still the same: why? 

Ahren said to himself that his friend had probably made a mistake when he'd written the 

address. It was the only reason which came to mind.  

 Disappointed and deeply sad, the young boy went back home. He didn't know what to 

do. What could he do ? The summer holidays would end in a week. He knew which school 

Jamie was supposed to go to. He decided that he would go there after his own class. 

 Monday, the second of September, after the first day class of the new school year, 

Ahren was on his way to his friend's supposed school. He said to his mother that he'd get 

home later that evening and maybe Jamie would be with him. She agreed, and he hoped that 

what he'd said to his mother would be true. 

 In front of the school, he hoped he wouldn't arrive too late ; but he didn't. All the 

children has just finished their school day, and they all were at the doorway. He looked for his 
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best friend but of course he didn't find him. He asked some students if they knew "Jamie 

Hallward"... But they'd never heard of him before. 

 Ahren went home alone. 

 "Did you have a good day, sweetie? And is Jamie with you?" his mother asked, 

looking at her little boy with curiosity. Her son hadn't talked about his friend for two weeks 

and it was most unusual.  

 "I don't want to hear about him anymore!" Ahren yelled before shutting himself in his 

bedroom. 

 "Ok, sweetie. We'll have dinner in an hour." 

 She wasn't surprised at all. After all, when you are a child, everything is just a phase: 

friends, tastes ... He will probably be sad for a while, but he'll soon forget the whole story. 

 Indeed, after a few weeks, he wasn't sad anymore, he didn't talk about Jamie anymore. 

But he still wanted to know the truth. It obsessed him. He did a sort of investigation, it was his 

new hobby now he was alone again. He searched for some clues, in their notebook, in the 

abandoned house which was supposed to be his, in all the places they used to go to ... 

Everywhere. But he found nothing. It was like Jamie Hallward had never existed. 

 

 Ten years later, Ahren was at University. He'd totally forgotten all about this story. 

Now he had friends, he was a brilliant student ... He was happy with his life. 

 One evening, after class, he found a strange book deep down in a huge box while he 

was searching for a tie he had lost. Well, he was disordered, so he would not be surprised to 

find it in this old trunk. He took the book to examine it. Suddenly, he remembered; it was his 

notebook from when he was young where he wrote some stuff about forests and some other 

useless things with his best friend. He remembered Jamie with nostalgia. Ahren asked himself 

what had become of him. 

 

 "Mum, do you remember Jamie?" Ahren asked  her at dinner time. 

 "Jamie? You mean... Jamie Hallward? Your imaginary friend?" 

 

Katell Morizot 
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The Rotten Apple 
  

 Bob was sitting in his armchair, his eyes gazing at the television. He wasn't really 

listening to the lady trying to sell him things he didn't need. But her active and encouraging 

voice seemed to make the room feel a bit more alive. Fortunately for him, the TV-Shop aired 

on this channel 24/7.  So he could see people passing on the set and introducing new vacuum 

cleaners, work-out devices and miraculous washing sprays all the time. Time seemed to run a 

bit faster that way.  

 Days are long when you spend them in a dark, dusty living room.  If you can still call 

it a living room. Bob only left his armchair when he had to go to the toilet or take a bath. 

Which potentially happened once a week! His meals were prepared at a local service, then 

delivered to him each day, twice a day. He liked when it was Miranda, the smiley girl from 

next door, who delivered them. She had one of the brightest smiles he'd ever seen. She would 

always take time to chat with him. Her vivacity reminded him of when he used to go out with 

his friends, back then. Each time he couldn't help but feeling a bit nostalgic when he thought 

about himself hanging out in the streets or the bars with his friends, laughing and seducing 

young ladies. He missed that. 

 Sometimes it was Bryan who brought the meals, he was insufferable. Bob was just 

tired of watching him walking around with his usual "whatever" face.  Once Bob had tried to 

talk to  him, and he actually had not been able to articulate more than : "Whatevaaa, gotta go". 

If he had still been able to, Bob would've strangled him. Unfortunately, his arms seemed 

rusty, he couldn't use them as he used to. His strength was gone; his energy was gone. Back in 

the days, he could easily beat everyone at arm wrestling and win a drink or two, but that was 

back in the days. 

 The grumpy man didn't have guests anymore. Never. Who would visit him anyway? 

Miranda did, Bryan did, but it was their job. His friends were all gone. He'd never got 

married. He never had kids. As time passed, Bob got used to being so lonely. But he would 

eventually admit that sometimes he regretted not having a family.  

 His legs were getting sore from not moving, his eyes were working less and less 

effectively. And the more time passed, the more he felt he was losing his mind. His body 

seemed to be rotting, like a dying fruit. He felt like the once sweet and colored apple that was 

now completely forgotten and left alone in the dark corner of a cupboard. Like the apple, he 

could hear that outside the cupboard the world was still spinning, and nothing made him more 

sad than not being a part of it anymore. But the world outside was not the one he used to 

know. 

 Bob was almost falling asleep when the door bell rang, twice. When it rang twice it 

couldn't be anyone but Miranda.  

"Hey, Mister Summerson!" called a sun-shiney voice. 

"Hey Miranda, already eight, huh?" He asked painfully lifting his back from his 

armchair. 

"Yeah... Oh, you should open these windows, Bob! Still haven't moved all day long, 

have you?" 

"I guess not. As usual," he responded with a smirk. 

"Oh really, Bob," she scolded softly. "You should go out sometimes. You haven't been 

outside for ages!" 

 And as she said that, she walked towards to table where she was used to putting the 

meals.  
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"You know, I'm not twenty anymore, I get tired easily." 

 She turned back and faced Bob.  

"Oh yeah, I forgot what an old man I had in front of me!" she grumbled, mocking me. 

"Soon to be thirty, wondering how you can still be alive!" 

 Then she turned back, opened her bag, took the meal out of it and placed it on the 

table. Then she quickly went away.  

 And just as Bob had reached the table, he heard her yell "Bye, see you tomorrow Bob. 

And don't forget to go out sometimes. There are people out there and trees, not zombies!" 

 As she went out of the door Bob let out a quiet, tinny laugh. Barely noticeable for 

anyone but him.  She had just reminded him that indeed, tomorrow he'd turn thirty. 

 

Macha Jumelin 
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The Perfect man 
 

Today I found  an old friend again, we were at high school together. Let’s go back to  

this time. We had made a pact: We promised each other that no matter what happened, we 

would meet at the Café we used to go to, and this at least once a year. We managed to keep 

this promise in spite of our studies which took up most of our time, and my job as a waitress 

in a small restaurant; a great way to made a little money on the side. Today as usual, we were 

telling each other everything about our present lives. Then came the question: 

“So, have you finally met the one?”  

I decided to tell her everything. 

“Actually… I have met someone. It was a Saturday and I was  late  for work at the 

restaurant once again. On my way, I had picked some freesia to put them on every table. I had 

started working when I heard a customer’s voice behind my back which said  

‘’What lovely flowers, they smell so good. I wonder which sort it is ... I love this 

place, I have to remember to come back here,  to Café Loren.” 

I turned around quickly and I saw him. He was tall, had brown hair and seemed to be 

the same age as me. 

He held a pen in his hand which seemed to be recording him, Indeed he held it near to 

his mouth and I saw a little button on the side of the pen. I approached him to take his order. 

He was very nice, so when he left for the toilets, I took his pen and left him a message:  

“Hey, I am the waitress who works at Café Loren. My name is Molly. Oh, and the 

flowers are freesias.” 

Later, he called me to invite me out for a meal the following Tuesday! I was so 

excited,  but when I arrived at the restaurant he was not there. After forty minutes I decided to 

leave the restaurant, very, very disappointed. My room-mate told me that he had come to our 

home to apologize to her. Yes, he had called her Molly. It was very strange because we look 

nothing alike. She told me that she had thrown him out saying he was a “ girl eater and 

womanizer”.  

But he did not seem to be that kind of person, I was sure that it was something else. I 

decided to meet him again and to find out why he had acted like that. Then, I saw him a few 

times. He was very kind and seemed to be an honest person, I could not deny it.  Every day he 

paid particular attention to my face as if it was the first time. I was disturbed by this, but I 

found it very romantic, at least! We had some very good times, simple and pleasant times.   

One day, I decided to surprise him by going to his apartment unexpectedly. He seemed 

embarrassed but finally let me in, telling me not to pay attention to the mess. There were some 

Post-its scattered in the living room, stuck on shelves. When he saw my eyes on his computer, 

he hurried to close it and I just had time to perceive a “To do” list where I had only read 

“Jogging at 7, Open the scrapbook to see what you need to remember for today.” 

 

What was it in these cases that he needed to remember?  

 

I went to the bathroom to throw  some water on my face, and saw a photo of the two 

of us taken a few days before, stuck on the mirror with the caption  “My girlfriend, Molly.” 

When I came back in to the living room, he finally decided to explain. He has a 

memory defect, which means that he cannot create new memories and forgets the days every 

time he sleeps; he had an accident five years before.  
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He gave me the scrapbook entitled "Molly" with all he had to remember. Every day it 

was the first time he met me. 

“ Oh… But… What did you do? Are you still with him?” exclaimed my friend. 

“Well, yes I am. We’re actually looking for some kind of  treatment, or an operation,  I 

can not bring myself to leave him now…”      

 

Marion Perlot 
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MOONSTRUCK 
 

You were already gone by the time I got up. I am not mad. Really, I’m not mad. In 

fact, I am relieved. At least that’s what I have been trying to get myself to believe. You have a 

way of making me do things I would not normally do. This voice of yours keeps haunting me 

like some piece of a past I am trying so hard to forget. You always said I was a good listener. 

Now you’ve gone to some place far away, but I have the feeling you’re going to come back. I 

am as sure of it as the air I am breathing right here, right now. You’ve always found your way 

back home. You’ve always talked of our big plans for the future, now all of it is fading away. 

You’ve got me pacing around the room for hours listening to the slightest sounds. Your 

chuckle still echoes in my head. You are my dream, you are my nightmare. Each time I close 

my eyes I see you in front of me, a shapeless shadow looking right through me, humming this 

familiar music, but I can’t make a single move, I don’t see any chains holding me down, still I 

can’t move and reach you. It’s been already some time and all those memories seem to sink 

into oblivion. Still, I recall when you invited people around, friends. You usually did that. 

Some of them were nice, but some of them were not. There were too many of them and 

sometimes we couldn’t hear ourselves think. So many times I have warned you but you 

seemed to know what you were doing. This softness of yours, this reassuring tone you took 

when I started getting worried made everything just fine. You were there that night, that night 

when you saved me. The moonlight was pouring through the window. Back then I was still at 

the orphanage, you were the only one who wanted to talk to me. You told me I was different, 

special and since that day you’ve never left me. You believed in me when I told you that it 

was way too dangerous for us to stay there and we had to leave. Since then we'd been running 

free, doing whatever we felt like doing, now I'm locked up in this room like a prisoner. It's all 

nice and tidy, way too tidy and it makes me want to smash something. These white walls; all 

they remind me of is the fact that you are gone. The bloody anti-psychotics they’ve given me; 

I can still taste them at the tip of my tongue. It makes me want to throw up, maybe that would 

add some colour to this soulless room.  See, I am looking at the bright side as you told me to 

do. They have been saying things to me, things about you being bad for me but you are all I 

have and I won't give you up.  All we need is time, and once the effects of these drugs they’ve 

given me have started to fade, you will be back. They say you are only some kind of a voice 

I'm making up, but I know you are real, I need you to be real. But then again you are just a 

voice.  

Mouna Rajaâ Maâz 
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Heart Chronicle 
 

Marcie was sitting on the swing on the porch of the mansion, right next to the entrance 

door. She was there with her little sister, Alexandra, who was only two years younger than 

her.  

"What a boring day, thought Marcie."  

Alexandra jumped to her feet and took Marcie by the hand. 

"Dear sister, shall we help mother for this evening's dinner?" Alexandra asked. 

"Yes, I think that would be nice of us," Marcie replied, with a sweet smile. 

The girls opened the large entrance doors. Marcie and Alexandra's mother, whose name 

was Lucie, had just entered the hall of the mansion, carrying a wooden crate containing the 

tastiest liquors that the family owned. The Harrington's was giving a party that evening; some 

friends and members of the family, would all be gathered together to celebrate the arrival of 

winter and its celebrations. 

"Would you kindly go up into the attic to fetch your grandmother’s porcelain serving 

dishes?" Lucie Harrington requested, seeing her daughters at the doorstep. 

The girls both nodded and hurried up the steps of the staircase. The manor was an old 

house, and had been renovated just before the family had moved in. It was a few kilometres 

away from London, in England. Alexandra and Marcie climbed the four floors with haste.  

Marcie thought about her destination, "I've never been there before." 

"Where?" Alexandra asked. 

"To the attic, silly ! Mother always told me not to go up there. What a curious thing to 

forbid, when you think of it." 

Alexandra laid her hand softly on the left shoulder of her sister, looked into her eyes and 

cried out: "Tag, you're it!" 

The young girl began to run down the long corridor and turned at the corner of the 

stairs. Marcie followed Alexandra, shouting at her to wait, but Alexandra did not seem to 

have any intention of waiting for her sister. She reached the hallway which led to the attic. 

She saw, at the top of the few steps, that the door was half open. She pushed the door and took 

a step into the room. The floor squeaked and she heard a chuckle. 

"Alexandra, I know you're there!" she exclaimed. 

There were two feet sticking out from under a white tarp in the back of the room. A 

large shape was drawing a clear silhouette on the tarp. Marcie repeated herself and the laugh 

could be heard once again. She moved closer to the tarp, slowly, making sure that the floor 

did not squeak again, then she held out her hand toward the dusty tarp. The silhouette 

suddenly stood up and fell over Marcie, uttering an unusual cry. 

" You didn't find me, did you?" Alexandra said, sliding her head out of the tarp. 

But the young girl didn't answer. She was staring at the thing the tarp had fallen off. A 

door, or more precisely, the painting of a door. A magnificent wooden door, adorned with 

gilding and silver, worthy of the most beautiful castles. Alexandra noticed a glittering object 

in the shadow of the roof. She leaned over to pick up what turned out to be a key. A little 

wooden key with a gold handle.  

" What a curious object. " thought Marcie 

When Alexandra went to stand up, she felt a strange cool breeze on her face. She lifted 

her head up and the feeling became even stronger. She could feel the air reaching her from the 

painting. 
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"It's unbelievable! Am I dreaming, or can you feel it too?” Alexandra asked her sister, 

who was collecting the porcelain dinner service from some large wooden crates. 

"What?" 

"That breeze!" 

"You’ve breathed in too much paint, my poor Alexandra!" 

The girl got down on to her knees and placed the wooden key in front of the lock which 

was painted on the canvas. 

"You see, I knew it wasn't just a painting!" said Alexandra excitedly. 

"Come here and help me." Marcie replied, annoyed by the childishness of her little 

sister. 

"But, just take a look." 

Marcie turned her head and was astonished by what she saw. The key was in the lock. 

The painting, however, was not ripped, not even a little bit scuffed. How was this possible? 

Marcie walked towards her sister and helped her to get up off the floor.  

"Shall we open the door?" Alexandra whispered with a cheerful tone. 

"It's a painting, not a door." Marcie said with a little laugh, "But ... I guess you can 

always try." 

Alexandra smiled at her sister and turned the key in the lock. A loud noise of wheels 

and gears was heard. Someone was coming down the stairs. The oaken door opened and a 

dark, narrow hallway revealed itself. The cold breeze crept into the hair of the two young 

ladies. Alexandra took Marcie's hand once again and the girls were disappearing into the 

shadows when a woman's voice resounded in the attic. 

The girls walked in the dark for several minutes. And suddenly, they stopped. 

“Ouch!" Alexandra cried. 

"What happened?" 

"I hit my head on something." 

Marcie held her arms out in front of her. Something was there, massive and cold. A 

light was coming out from above. A soft light in shape of a lock, just like the one in the 

painting. 

"We have to climb up to this light." Marcie said. 

"It is really high!" Alexandra cried again. 

"You wanted to come here, just pretend it is a tree, like the one we used to climb when 

we were younger. " 

"Fine! I will try." 

The girls began their ascent. Metre after metre, lit only by the light of the lock. Their 

efforts were rewarded upon arrival. A vast pond of crystal clear water was waiting for them. 

The two girls looked at each other and jumped with both feet into the fresh water.  

Alexandra plunged her face into the lagoon, the water colour changed with the waves. 

Once it was midnight blue, and then it became transparent before going a wonderful amethyst 

hue. 

Marcie walked out of the water. Her dress had been dyed to a flaming red color. And 

her sister, had emerged as an opalescent pearl, white as the snow.  

"What sort of magical place is this?" thought Marcie. 

The two girls entered into a wood. A marvellous place where you could hear the birds 

singing, for real. They walked through the woods until they found someone. Voices thundered 

near them, shaking the leaves on the trees. Marcie went in front of her sister. She reached the 

edge of the woods in a hurry and hid behind the white bushes there. There was a group of men 

who were marching in rows, like soldiers, dressed in a strange metallic armour. But they 

weren't alone, two other people were between them. Those people were tied by the hands and 

were wearing iron masks which covered their faces. 
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"We must follow them, Alexandra." 

"The woman's dress reminds me of something but I can't remember what." 

They took the same road as the men. The road led to a castle. You could read The Iron 

Castle on the signs throughout the way. A gigantic castle, made out of steel, iron and gold. 

One of those of whom the door of the painting would have been worthy. 

There was a crowd in the castle courtyard. Men, women and even animals were all 

gathered around a silver platform. A man arrived with four guards. 

"Behold the King!" a guard said. 

"People of the Iron Kingdom! I, the King, think that you should be aware of the 

situation. The kingdom's legendary traitor has been found. Yes, you heard me correctly. 

Queen Lezinda has returned among us and what a wonderful surprise that is! And, knowing 

her taste for wonderment, I suggested she inaugurate the new guillotine of the castle. Just for 

the lesson. Oh, and of course I am not a cruel king, her new lover is not going to live without 

her for the rest of his life, no. He will also be one of our first lucky severed heads. It will only 

sting for a short time!" he added amusedly. 

The crowd was cheering and shouting at the two convicts.  

"What a violent way to solve a problem," thought Alexandra. 

"I do not understand! What have they done?" Alexandra asked Marcie. 

"I don't know, but I don't want to see this," Marcie replied as the guards removed the 

two prisoners’ masks. 

The girls were going to leave the courtyard when the king shouted. 

"Death comes to Lezinda and Robert... What is their name again?"  

A guard whispered in his ear and he spoke again. 

"Death comes to Lezinda and Robert Harrington!" 

Marcie and Alexandra promptly stopped. The faces frozen. Showing no emotion, 

Marcie turned back to see the unfortunate truth. 

The girls were alone now. 

 

This was the point of no return. They knew they would not be able to leave this 

kingdom any time soon, so they remained there but not for the same reasons. While 

Alexandra was moving away, each day a little further, from the Iron Kingdom, Marcie was 

constantly practising her plan to improve it. She formed an alliance with seven men, each one 

more dangerous than the others. As time was on her side she decided to play her cards 

carefully. She decided to attend the castle ball, with the red velvet dress she was wearing on 

the day of the guillotine. The king was searching for a wife, he would find a Queen. Marcie 

became the Iron Queen, the beloved queen of the people. Trusted by the guards and by her 

husband. She hired the seven men as guards of the castle. 

One night, the king got ill and, month after month he remained in this state that no one 

could cure, nothing but time and patience. So Marcie waited. She ruled the kingdom by 

herself as the true queen she was becoming. Until the day the Iron King recovered.  

"It could be the perfect time, no, it will be the perfect time," thought Marcie. 

Night had fallen onto the kingdom. Marcie was sitting on the edge of the royal bed, 

staring at the king's nasty face.  

He suddenly opened his eyes and saw her going toward the steel balcony. 

"Why aren't you sleeping my Queen?" he asked. 

"You know, I've always thought about this moment, but I never expected to see such a 

sweet and calm night. I have always thought of rain and clouds all over the kingdom." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"It's all your fault. You started this a long time ago." 

"What are you talking about, still?" he insisted. 
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"You killed my parents, sweetheart. But, I forgive myself for what I've decided and I 

promise you, it will only sting for a short time! Off with his head!" she shouted. 

A satisfied smile covered her face as two gigantic steel swords crossed over the King's 

throat. His head fell on to the shimmering ground.  

“This place looks better in Red I must say," thought Marcie. 

 

A FEW YEARS LATER 

 

A man entered the hall in a hurry and stood facing the Queen. 

“My Queen, my Queen, something has happened in the woods!" 

"Oh, really? And what has happened that is worth disturbing me?" 

"Someone has arrived in the land my Queen!" 

He spoke about the intruder and introduced her with the name the flowers of the woods 

had heard. 

“So, there is an Alice in Wonderland!” 

 

 

So, now you know, that Evil isn't born; it's made. 

 

Samuel Audreno 
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The Flowers 
 

It all began on a rainy day of September in Edinburgh. Catherine Devon was enjoying 

her day off with her husband, playing cards, watching romantic movies and cuddling all day 

long. Suddenly, they heard someone knocking on the door. However, there was nobody on the 

threshold of the door, nobody but a bouquet of flowers. It wasn't her birthday or the 

Valentine's day ... She glanced at the little card attached to the bouquet, but nothing was 

written on it, except a little “J”. She finally thought it was a mistake, and put the flowers in a 

big crystal vase. She told her husband that the flowers were from her mother, because Paul 

was a very possessive and jealous man. She didn't want to ruin this peaceful day with him. 

The next day, the same thing happened : someone knocked on the door, and left 

something for Catherine on the threshold. Day after day, she received flowers, and day after 

day, she saw her husband getting more and more upset about it; he was convinced that she 

was having an affair with another man. He started to follow her to know if his fears were 

justified, but he didn't see anything.  

One day, there was a little note with the flowers. The mysterious man who was giving 

all these flowers to Catherine wanted to see her in a pub that evening. Of course she knew that 

it was dangerous, but she was a curious woman, so she decided to go to the rendez-vous. 

However, she left the note on the kitchen counter, and her husband read it. He was sure the 

man who had written it was a dangerous psychopathic secret admirer. In a surge of rage and 

madness, he took his golf club and went to the address on the paper. He saw the man sitting 

on a chair, probably waiting for his own wife to come, with his psychopathic look. Within a 

second, the deed was done : the peaceful bar was transformed into a crime scene. 

There was blood everywhere, and Paul was laughing with a strange expression on his 

face, a mix of satisfaction and madness.  

After that, Catherine was lonely, Paul had been sent to jail, and she surprised herself in 

the fact that she missed the flowers that she had received every day, before the crime. Her life 

was now monotonous, Sundays were sad and terribly boring without him.  

One day, someone knocked on the door; it was a police officer, and he told her that 

they had discovered the identity of the man her husband had killed: John Devon.  

 

It was the name of her brother, who had disappeared five years before … 

 

Stessie Caudron 
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Georgia 
 

 When Todd Carlson returned to work after his lunch break, his client was already 

there, waiting patiently. She looked so peaceful! but he also guessed she had a lot to say. 

Todd took off his coat, wet because of the rain, and hung it on the coat rack to the right of the 

front door, before politely greeting the young woman in front of him – a well established 

routine in the light of the thirty years of experience he had behind him. 

 His new client was probably in her thirties, although one could think she was younger. 

With a more careful look, he estimated her one meter sixty-seven tall and at fifty kilos, 

soaking wet – a small build for her age. Her face was quite angular, with pale skin which 

seemed soft and smooth, despite everything, and colourless blond hair that fell in ringlets over 

her shoulders. She looked like an angel. He was sorry for her. She reminded him of his 

daughter. What a terrible morning ! 

 

 Georgia had woken up that morning with a strange stomach ache, like every morning 

for a while. She had a bad taste in her mouth, as if she was sick, and was unable to get rid of 

it. She knew she wasn't pregnant, she had done a test immediately after having some doubts, 

and the negative response had been an incredible relief for her. They couldn't afford to have a 

new mouth to feed at home – not yet. 

 So, this morning, she woke up woozy. When she turned to the other side of the bed, 

she discovered it was empty and cold. Maybe Danny did not come home last night, she 

thought. So be it. Whatever. Her side of the bed, on the other hand, was sweaty and the sheets 

seemed to stick to her skin; she had surely had a nightmare. Although she seemed to be 

drained of all energy, she didn't feel the urge to lie down again in the warm, sweaty bedding. 

So she pulled herself out of bed with some difficulty, faltering a bit on her thin, feeble legs. 

Her stomach was empty, she hadn't eaten the previous night. 

 The bedroom door opened half way before her. A kid was there. Her kid. He was 

barely eighteen months old, with a snotty nose, floating in a Star Wars T-shirt too big for him, 

right down to his knees – no wonder! It was his uncle's. And yet, the diaper he wore managed 

to dangle down to his ankles, full of piss as it was. What a sad sight ! 

 Her heart made a giant leap in her chest, in one of those typical maternal impulses.  

“Where did you come from, you, lil' champ' ?” 

 “Mama,” the kid said, holding out to her his chubby little hands - all sticky with a 

slobbery substance. If she hadn't been as burnt out, she might have already noticed the bruises 

on his forearm. The kind inflicted by an adult grip. Not her, she would never dare lay a hand 

on the boy! Danny, yes. He had done it on many occasions already. There had been that day 

in December, it was holiday season, when he had caught him and lifted him by the arm, 

shaking the poor little fellow like a plum tree.  

“When I tell you turn away, what's dontcha understand, brat?” he yelled.  

She had been horrified! She tried somehow to reason him, moaning, but it had made 

him even more angry.  

“Danny, stop! He's just a baby!” she whined.  

He still managed to break his arm. 

 “Mama. Boo boo,” the little one continued to jabber, indicating with his sticky index 

finger the huge purplish bruise that decorated his mother's thigh. The young woman sighed 

sadly before gently massaging her thigh. It was almost gone now, anyway. Then, the kid 
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looked for a moment at the fake smile she showed – definitely not easy to fool, this clever 

boy! – and trotted toward her, the diaper full of urine tossing between his podgy little thighs. 

 She grabbed him and hauled him up, supporting him well despite the acrid moisture of 

his diaper. To fix this, she made a detour to the bathroom to shower and change the baby who 

had soaked enough in his diaper, and then went to the kitchen to serve him his breakfast. It 

was the desert in the cupboards and in the fridge: She had just enough for a bottle and gave 

him two slices of bread with the remaining jam which stood, depressed, in the fridge door. 

She could go see her neighbour across the landing, Mrs Burkiss, an old lady who was never 

reluctant to help her when she was in need, but she wouldn't exploit her kindness once again 

in the same week. 

 On the living room coffee table empty bottles took centre stage and his worn shoes 

had been sent waltzing in to the entrance. Found ya, she sighed inwardly, heading to the 

couch. She would have preferred not to see him before lunch, for sure. Danny was sprawled 

like a rag, mouth open and drooling like a baby. With his stink of sweat and alcohol, and the 

horrific snoring he was making, it seemed obvious, to his wife's eyes, that he had spent the 

evening in a bar. She shook him somehow, at her own risk, trying to pull him out of his 

comatose stage, but she only managed to snatch two or three grunts from him. She feared he 

would be in a bad mood again. Mama. Boo boo. 

 “Stop it!” he grumbled, pulling off her arm bluntly. 

 Danny open his eyelids slightly to close them just as fast. His head was torn by a 

horrible headache; it was as if a drill was piercing his skull. The drunkard put his free hand to 

his cheek, stroking his stubble, and she grimaced after smelling the stench that came from his 

mouth. Alcohol and vomit. His face was closed, like every morning. Danny looked her up and 

down with a spiteful gaze, his mouth twisted as if he was about to release some particularly 

disgusting spittle. He scrutinized the wide tee-shirt she wore and the distended short pants that 

went with it. 

 “Look at yourself ! You make me sick,” he sniffed.  

Danny always knew how to find something to tackle her with, about everything and 

anything – it was like "Hello" to him. 

 Had he been like that from the beginning? In a way, yes. He had always had a bit of 

that abusive, cold, abrupt and violent side, but she had taken it as a simple petit quelque chose 

which gave him a bit of a bad-boy style – the kind that made all the girls fantasize at the time. 

Early in their relationship, it had been exciting. Today, Danny had become her obsessive fear. 

She was reduced to hugging the walls to escape her husband, and hoping he would go out one 

evening and never come back. 

 He barked orders and she had to bend to his will. That was how it worked! Her mother 

had warned her repeatedly, but she turned a deaf ear, blinded by what she thought was love. 

But now... She couldn't let this continue. Not a minute more. 

 “Look at me when I'm talking to you.” 

 She turned her back and took a decided step towards the kitchen where the kid was 

waiting, empty bottle in hand. She was determined not to flinch – to flinch no longer. She 

would pack her bags, take the kid with her and return to her parents’; they would host her and 

the kid while she fell on her feet. 

 It had lasted too long. 

 “I said look at me!” 

 No more humiliations. 

 “Get your ass, here ! Do you hear me, you filthy little whore?”, he bellowed, jumping 

to his feet, his face disfigured with anger. 

 No more hidings. 

 “COME BACK HERE !” 
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 Never again. 

 Mama. Boo boo. 

 

 Todd sighed before plunging into his work. There were days like this, where the task 

became more difficult ; although he loved his work, there were some times when his job could 

weigh upon him. The shell that was forged would crack sometimes. But he had a job to do, 

whether he liked it or not. 

 Marty Lebrosky, the young medical student serving as his assistant to him, joined him 

with a folder in his hand. Todd asked him to read it out loud. Always be aware of the case 

before going to the observation phase – it was important to know where to look, although we 

had to let nothing pass. Georgia Fries, thirty-two years old. One meter sixty-seven for fifty 

five kilos – his expert and sharpened eye hadn't failed him yet. Domestic violence, everything 

indicates that this could be the cause of her death. Another woman had died at her husband's 

hands, he sighed inwardly. Still as frequent. 

 Todd, then, pulled his gloves on and carefully started the examination of the body, 

dictating his observations : five teeth were missing; jaw, multiple bruises, probably due to 

punches; bruising was present almost all over her body, some less recent. He shook his head. 

 “She leaves a kid behind her,” Lebowski allowed himself. 

 “Non-judgmental,” his mentor corrected him. Although he couldn't help imagining the 

poor kid left in the hands of his violent father. He visualized a scene which gave him the 

shivers. Beer bottles. Bruises on a chubby arm. A full diaper of piss. Georgia lying on the 

floor, inert. Teeth on a now bloody carpet. People had always told him he had a gift to make 

the dead speak... 

 He visualized the kid with excruciating clarity. Snotty nose, hands sticky with slime 

and a shirt too big for him. Then, his mother, dead, on the ground. 

 No more hugs and kisses. No more nights in Mom's bed, snuggled against her. 

 Blood on Papa's hands. Empty bottles on the coffee table. 

 And teeth on the carpet. 

  

 Mama. Boo boo. 

 

Vanessa Mercier 
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London Nightmares 
 

James woke up early  that day. Once again, he had a nightmare. It wasn’t the first 

time. For the last two weeks he had felt strange, like he was always thinking that something 

horrible could happen in the near future. He had talked of his problems to his closest friends. 

But none of them worried about it, they continued saying that this feeling was just a passing 

phase. 

He agreed, however he was still perplexed. He came down to the living room. 

“Mornin’ everyone,” he said. 

All his room-mates were having their breakfast. Still sleepy, nobody answered him. 

But he didn’t pay attention ; it was as usual, and clearly nobody cared. 

He poured some milk into his bowl, then he grabbed a newspaper lying on the table. 

No good news. Nobody enjoyed writing anything happy, all the articles were about diseases, 

war, robbery, and other “cool” stuff. The rest was about politics. He read : “Train crash: 

seventy dead” ; “Twenty innocent citizens slain by a madman” ; “Famine in Africa” ;  “A 

family locked up in a house on fire by a lunatic guy” ... That frightening event took place in 

West Ham. 

“Damn, it happened a few streets from here! Even in London’s suburbs we aren’t safe! 

These events could probably be avoided by the police, but unfortunately it’s not their 

priority.” 

He turned the page : “Two days ago a masked individual gate-crashed a nightclub with 

a weapon, nobody survived. The event took place inside the city of London.” 

Once again near their district. 

“Hey guys, what’s wrong? We’re surrounded by crimes!” 

His friend Cliff answered, “Yeah dude, I’ve already seen the news. It’s upsetting, in 

my opinion. The worst of it is that it could easily be the deed of somebody that we know, I 

mean, here everybody knows each other. It makes me shiver. Anyway, why should we 

continue to talk about that? Did you sleep well mate?” 

The other guy laughed. In fact, they hadn’t slept at all, they’d stayed out at a pub, 

drinking all night long. 

“Well, as usual, nightmares. I’m sick of it all!” 

“C’mon mate! You should come with us to party, just relax and enjoy your life!” 

“Yes, I know but I can’t, a lot of work is waiting for me! If I go out, I’ll be late in my 

work!” 

“Oh Jesus! Shut up and listen to me! You’re over-worked, that’s why you don’t sleep 

well. It’s about stress in my opinion.” 

“I will see,” answered James.  

Then he went back upstairs.  

At the end of the afternoon, everybody was happy, smiling, preparing for the 

upcoming party. A huge one was organized, They were all going to a park, to listen to live 

music and meet people. But James chose to stay at home, he was obsessed by work. 

”We’re leaving man, see ya!” said his room-mates. 

“Enjoy! “ answered James. 

He could finally work without disturbance. He worked hard for four long hours and 

went to bed. When he woke up the next morning, he heard voices talking loudly. Curious, he 

went downstairs. He found his friends, they seemed strange. 
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“How are you? Eh, there is a problem; where are the others? Where are Dave, Jason 

and Robert ?” James was confused. 

“Sit down, mate,” Cliff told him. “This is very important. Something terrible has 

happened, my friend. Some people attacked the park with weapons. Fifteen people were 

killed.” He paused. His voice was sad, we could hear sobs. “Dave, Jason and Robert didn’t 

have time to escape the massacre.” Then he cried. James gave him a hug, crying too. 

Cliff continued : “The police arrived immediately, but these bastards had already left. 

Thank God, we were hidden near the park. The killers passed in front of us, but they didn’t 

notice we were there. There were two of them. We didn’t see their faces but I think they were 

about our age. The police is still looking for them.” 

“Why on earth people are so mean and cruel?“ screamed James. 

The nights after, James had his worst nightmares, seeing people murdered, as 

described in the newspaper. He was going mad. These attacks continued as long as the police 

were leading their investigations. Each time he didn’t sleep well, people died that night. 

“Some kind of premonitory nightmares,” he thought.  

One day, the police broke into their house violently, pointing weapons everywhere. 

James asked them : “Can I help you?” But the cops caught him so that he couldn’t move. 

“Don’t play that game with us, you vile monster!” roared the chief. “We’ve finally 

found you.” 

James was confused, he didn’t understood what was going on. 

“There must be an error. What are you talking about?” 

“Eh sorry, no! You won’t escape now!” sniggered the chief.  

He continued:  “We got you recorded on a tape last night; three cameras told us you 

were the man who attacked a family in the streets last night! And we are convinced you did 

these others crimes which took place on the previous days!” 

James got angry: “That’s nonsense, last night I was right here, sleeping in my room! 

You’ve made a mistake, for sure!” 

The chief looked for something in his pocket. “Here! This is a picture of you. You can 

check the place and the time; it is written on the edge of the picture.” 

James looked at the picture, dumb-founded. There was something wrong, he couldn’t 

be there, it was unbelievable!  

The chief added : “I doubt it is a twin; you’re wearing the same clothes.” 

Another policemen asked one of his colleagues : “Do you know were that man was 

last night?” 

His friend answered : “Well at home, I suppose.” 

Tom, their room-mate answered, too : “I saw you walking around the house. You went 

downstairs, but you seemed to be about to cook something. Well that’s what I thought, so I 

went back to bed, immediately afterwards.” 

“Are you crazy dude ?” said James. “I didn’t go downstairs last night, I slept all night 

long.” 

“Well, you must be a sleepwalker then,’ added Tom. 

Then James realised. He understood. With each nightmare, something wrong had 

happened. He couldn’t remember what he had done during the night, and there was no 

exception. He was told by his friends that the murderer was the same age as him. What if he’d 

done all those crimes? He couldn’t think about it anymore. He felt pain on the back of his 

head and fell to the ground. When he woke up, he was incarcerated. 

Arthur Fleury 
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Birthday Party 
 

I was on holiday with three friends of mine (Paul, Marc and Clelia) in a small house, 

in the Normandy countryside, for a week. It was the evening of my birthday, and after dinner 

I’d decided to get everybody together in the living room to have a drink and eat some cake. 

The evening went by in a pleasant atmosphere. Everyone was in a good mood, and everything 

was perfect. We all had a little bit too much to drink and suddenly Clelia noticed the absence 

of Paul. I did not pay attention to it and I continued to enjoy myself. Time passed and Paul 

was still not back, I told Marc and Clelia and we all started to worry. We looked everywhere 

in the house and its surroundings but nothing; his phone was switched off and he wasn’t 

giving any sign of life. 

Maybe it was a joke?  

Clelia pointed  to the cellar ; actually it’s the only place where we hadn’t looked. I 

walked to the door and Marc blocked my way and said, “Stay there, I’m going, we never 

know…” 

He came back upstairs and told us in a stressed and annoyed voice that no one was 

down there. I was in tears and Clelia tried to comfort me and took me into the living room. 

Anxious, Marc took his phone : “Ah Paul it’s you, we were looking for you, where are you?” 

He hung up and explained to us that Paul had taken the car to go and visit some 

friends. I was hurt and wanted an explanation. I took my phone to call him myself but Marc 

took it from my hands, yelling at me : “Just leave him, I’ve just called him. He’s busy!” 

 I got up and went to my room, irritated by this party. Clelia joined me and told me : 

“I’ve got your phone back, call Paul if you want. It’s not polite what he’s done, especially on 

your birthday night.” 

I called his number but strangely I got straight though the voice mail. Doubtful, Clelia 

looked through the window to see if the car was really missing, but it wasn’t. I totally began 

to panic ; Marc had lied to us, but why? Maybe he didn’t want us to be more terrified than we 

were already. Clelia told me to stay in the room and she went to see what was going on with 

Marc. 20 minutes had passed and Clelia had still not returned. I went out of the room and I 

found myself face to face with Marc : “ You’re looking for Clelia?” he asked me in a mocking 

way. 

I shouted the loudest I could, hoping that someone would hear me. He was running 

after me, I ran into the living room to escape through the front door and Clelia and Paul 

shouted at me “We’ve got you!!” 

Marc was laughing behind me.  

 

Laurie Martorelli 

 


