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Introduction
Ce recueil est le résultat d'un travail de la classe de terminale littéraire
Langue Vivante Approfondie du lycée Dupuy De Lôme de Lorient.
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
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A Burning Matter
by Ronan Nestor
Last Monday, I was walking down the street when suddenly, I heard
someone call my name.
"John, John Hants, is that you?"
I turned around and saw my old friend from high school.
"Brian, bloody old rat, it's been a while! What's new in your life, since the golden
year at college?"
"Well, I've found a job as director of a mine in the south of the city, I've really
started to find my feet with this job. It's really fulfilling. As for girls ! It's
really flat, as for lots of us, but I still hope. Otherwise, not much. Ah yes, one of
my brothers died last week in a mine shaft during the digging, apparently, a
tremendous block of walls fell on him."
"These things happen" I say quickly." Er...sorry I must leave; my little brother is
waiting for me in a café."
"Alright, well er ... Goodbye. Have a nice day."
After that, I was not far from the café, when, suddenly, a huge block fell
from the sky. The city plunged into a warm and bright ray of light, there was
panic in the streets, the ray of light burned everyone in its way, many corpses
lay on the pavement. It was terrible. The ray was accompanied by diabolical
laughter, a loud thud and the floor trembling. I managed to spot a big thing. It
was puffy and pink with a weird body.
I headed toward the café where my brother's place was; all of the clients
were dead, many antenna were on the burning floor. I recognized my brother's
mandible, that's when I fainted.
I woke up a few hours later. The whole colony had been destroyed...
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A strange letter
by Pierre Sinquin
A carriage stopped at St James Street, a man got out of the vehicle and
went hastily into the church. He had barely entered the chapel when he started
looking for the confessional. Once alone with the priest, he began to calm down.
“Father... ” he peeped at the surroundings as if somebody were watching
them. “I do not know how to begin…”
“Well, at the beginning, son,” replied the priest calmly.
“I have to tell you a story … I know that will seem rather incredible, but…
I beg you to believe me.”
“Well, I would as God would.”
“One evening,” he began, “I came back home after having gone to a
funeral. Checking my mailbox, I found an anonymous letter inviting me to spend
the weekend in the countryside. Reading this letter, I felt a block of ice chink
against my spine. A strange sensation seemed to come out from the letter and
wrap the whole room. I took a moment and I sat on the armchair. The heat from
the fireplace and a general sense of fatigue, in addition to the feeling of the day
sent me into a sound sleep. When I awoke, the few glowing embers were the only
remaining lights in the room. The only thing I could think of was the letter lying
on the coffee table in front of me. I felt attracted to it, as absurd as it may
seem. I felt I had to accept the request.
“Early that morning, I drafted a letter to my future host announcing to
him that I appreciated his invitation greatly, and that I would be there in the
first hours of the afternoon. I prepared my affairs and my carriage, ready to
leave, and I left the town for the countryside. Unfortunately, after my
departure, lightning lit up the sky and a torrential rainstorm started to fall. The
road became impracticable and the visibility was suddenly reduced. The dirt
track became a puddle of mud and the horses began to toil considerably. The
carriage moved forward slowly, the wheels sinking and becoming bogged down
relentlessly until the axle of one of the wheels broke in a deafening crack. I was
lost in the forest on a path not knowing exactly where to go. Although it was not
yet completely dark, it was difficult to discern the surroundings. But my eyes

were attracted by a distant light. I was saved. I took some of my things and tied
the horses to the trees for the night, then I went towards the light.
“I finally arrived at the gate of what had to be the home of my host,
because it was probably the only house here. I was exhausted, soaked and
frozen. There was nobody at the entrance, so I decided to go in by myself. I
pushed the gate which turned on its hinges without a sound, to enter a large
property that seemed not to have been maintained for a long time. The light I
had seen in the distance was gone and the house seemed empty. The atmosphere
was alarming. The wind in the trees played with the shadows on the ground,
revealing monsters stemming from my worst nightmares. I walked faster to go
as quickly as possible into the big house. Much to my relief, the front door did
not close behind me by itself, after my entrance, as I had imagined it would.
There did not seem to be a living soul here. I was going into the lounge to put
my things there when I heard the sound of a slow, light step. No one answered
my call so I decided to go upstairs to check up this strange house.
“Curiosity, courage, madness … call it what you like, but I needed to know
what was going on. Anxiety was at the depth of my entrails and I felt a knot
forming in my stomach. The sound stopped and silence reigned. I went into a
room where a candle was burning on a desk, where a mirror had been placed. By
opening one of the drawers I found a comb with hair still on it. It seemed to
have come from a dead person. I put the comb back and looked in the mirror.
And then I saw her behind me. Surprised, I turned around and stared. But the
feminine face which I had thought I had seen was not there. I looked again in
the mirror, but the woman had disappeared. I ran out of the room to rush to the
lounge. The door clicked behind me this time. When I got downstairs, I could
only notice with dismay that the fireplace worked much too well and that all my
clothes, that I had taken off and left there, had burned. Then, I took to my
heels and ran to the front door, which fortunately was open. I ran away by
heading directly towards the woods. In my escape I dared to look over my
shoulder. All the rooms of the house were lit and at one of the windows a woman
looked at me sadly.
“After more than two days of walking, I finally arrived at home. To my
greatest bewilderment, I found a letter put on my desk, similar to the invitation.
On opening it, my fingers trembled. On the letter was written: “I have been

waiting for you all weekend. It is a shame that you did not bother to come. You

can be sure you will never received anything from me again. You have killed our
unborn friendship.”. The letter was still anonymous.”
“Son, what are you trying to tell me?” asked the priest. “Your story is very
interesting indeed, but I do not understand where the interest is.”
“I was invited for the weekend, I lost myself in the forest!” he lost his temper.
“I entered a house which was not the right one! And I saw th... tha...”
“That what, son?”
“I am afraid of what I have seen”
“Come on, come on. You are not going to tell me that you are really thinking
about a ghost? Ghosts do not exist, son! So I do not want to have to hear about
it. In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Amen. Goodbye, son.”
The man left the church, got into the carriage which was waiting, and
went home. He rarely left again.
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Birthday Surprise
by Margaux Le Calvez
Mary Bess is a really commonplace name isn't it? I'm sixteen years old.
On July 27th, in London, we celebrated my birthday. The last guest crossed the
street of our pretty district. My mother, this “cute” but crazy person hurried to
open the door to them, even if it was only to boast about the new decoration of
the lounge that she had done. As usual, I went down the stairs, my hands in my
pockets, with a casual air. I have never understood why having a birthday party
was such a big deal. Grandparents, uncles, aunts and cousins walked into the
house until everybody was shouting “Happy birthday, Mary!” And still as usual, I
felt my cheeks becoming red. My mother began to make her usual speech:
“You have made me happy since you were born.”
I felt quite embarrassed by my mother's speech, I wanted to say to her
“Please mummy, stop it.”
The next morning, I woke up with a heavy heart without knowing why,
really. I headed towards the mirror and I explored each facial feature. For the
first time I realized that I looked like none of my family members.
My mother called me and said joyfully “Your sister, your dad and I are
taking you out to a restaurant, at the other end of the street.”
“Why not?” I replied.
But I stayed quiet all morning and my father noticed it.
“You do not look well, I shall have to take you to the doctor in the town
center,” he said, worriedly.
An hour later, we were at the doctor's practice.
“Your tension is low, I am going to have a blood test done,” the doctor
said.
Only four days later, the doctor called my parents. We were in the
kitchen at this time. My mother was listening to the doctor and suddenly, she
frowned with a surprised but worried air. He invited her to go to see him to
discuss it. He only wanted to see my parents. After a long hour with the doctor,
they finally came out.

“The doctor has found an anomaly in your blood and isn't asking me for
explanations; he wants you to do a DNA test,” my mother said, desperately.
One week later, a letter announced that I was not the biological daughter
of my parents. This announcement would destroy us for life, we knew it. My
father fell into the sofa.
“It's not possible, it's not possible,” he moaned. My mother paused and
looked at me. They decided to go to the hospital where I was born, with the test
as proof. With some difficulty, they returned to the house with the name of the
family who were the other victims of the exchange. We contacted them the
next day and met them. Same age, same attitude but totally different from me
physically. I was clutching my father's arm and I peeped at my “biological
parents”. As I had never imagined them, I observed them from their face to
their feet. We were on the pavement, it was a rainy day, and we stayed there,
without knowing what we could say.
“We can go to a café,” my father said, bitterly. We spoke about what had
happened, it was a difficult moment for everybody. I expected the end of this
discussion. I wanted to cry, to yell, I was sad about this situation. We stood on
the pavement in the rain. My mother took my hand.
“It will change nothing in our lives, I promise you.”
This evening seemed very dark to me, the street was saddened by the
rain, I stayed as if paralyzed. A few days later, we decided by mutual agreement
not to see the other family again.
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Martha’s Secret
by Claire Ricousse
I'm going to tell you something really scary that happened to me and my
brother Fred when we were only twelve years old. We were living in a little town
next to Wells in England and we had a neighbour called Martha Cooper. She was
a woman who used to be a lawyer but she retired when she was approximately
57. I lived opposite her house, and my family and I knew that she was alone
because her husband had been killed at her house a few years before. His
murder was a complete mystery because he didn’t have any enemies there.
Anyway, they didn’t have any children because although they had enough money
for three people at home at that time, but we knew that they had been trying
for a long time.
When Martha was still living with Hubert, she was full of life. She was
gorgeous and always appeared like a rich woman driving a beautiful Mercedes
with the most charming man in this town. But after he died, she wasn’t the same
woman anymore. She was always wearing dark colours; she was beautiful anyway,
but even her smile seemed sad or fake. She had big blue eyes and long blond hair
with a long and pretty face; Hubert loved her so much. In fact at the time, my
brother and I were very young but this didn't change anything; we saw Martha
change more than anyone in the neighbourhood. My family and I thought it was
very sad to live alone, so sometimes, with my brother, we went to see Martha
and gave her some cookies or some cake, and of course had tea time with her
because she loved children. She said almost all the time that we were the most
beautiful children in the world.
Fred and I are actually real twins so we look exactly like each other. When
we went to her house to have tea, she always let us stay a long time; we had long
discussions about school and everything that we had learned that day. It was
like Martha wanted to go to school again, she loved hearing us rambling on about
our days at school. Sometimes it was very weird because Martha took notes on
what we had learned in class, I never understood why because she was smart.

Her living room was pretty vintage with an old pink lamp, her house was
very clean, the floor was polished even though the house was a little bit gloomy.
Nevertheless, the house felt like it was breathing dark air. She cleaned her
house up so often that she almost never left it, but the atmosphere which
reigned in the house was a bit dark. Maybe it was because of Martha’ sadness or
because of the murder of her husband.
Sometimes we helped her with some cooking in the kitchen, but we never
went upstairs. Martha said that even she almost never went upstairs anymore
because there were too many memories of her husband up there. He actually
died in the corridor upstairs. However my brother and I were very attentive to
all the details in the house because Martha had a lot of strange objects. We
knew that they were like memories to her. Martha always told us that all these
little things were very important for her.
One day, my brother showed me among all the objects something that he
wanted me to see, he found a doll with no face, that doll was pretty scary so I
took the doll and put it back where it was.
Once, with my brother, we went to Martha's house for tea-time like
almost every week but this time Martha was so sad, I think she was sick or
something. We tried to comfort her but she went directly into the bathroom to
put make up back on her face. Martha tried to hide her sadness, sometimes with
a lie, but most of the time with a pretty fake smile and at that moment Martha
was telling us that the tea was too hot and that she had to go to the bathroom.
That was the first time we were almost alone in the house and we heard a noise
upstairs like something or maybe someone who was singing a song. It was an old
song but we couldn’t understand the lyrics because it was too far away from us.
I was sure that Fred would scream but he was totally petrified; we were kids, so
we started to think that it was the ghost of Mr Cooper. My brother wanted to
go upstairs, Fred was a weak and scared little boy but he had always been very
nosey. However he started to go upstairs, step by step. His legs were shaking
but he kept on going up. Martha was taking a long time in the bathroom because
she was still inside so I followed my brother and we were in the dark, following
the voice which wasn’t far away anymore. We opened the door of the second
bathroom, which was upstairs, and we saw a little girl. We just saw one side of
her face (because she was turned to the side a bit), she was applying make up to
her face. I'm sure she was only 8 years old, suddenly she stopped singing. She

had turned her face a bit and then she turned around. We saw her face; it was
deformed she was disfigured. I’d never seen anything like that before, I was
completely shocked. I think the bathroom was her room because there was a
mattress on the floor and there weren’t any mirrors around her. I'm sure the
poor little girl was stuck there, trying to hide her ugliness. She looked at us,
scared too, and she asked us “Where is my dad?” and suddenly Martha was
behind us and she started to scream and cry. She was crazy. I had never seen
her this way before. We panicked, so we told her that we were sorry for going
upstairs without her permission but she didn’t listen to us, she just closed the
door and wiped her tears and accompanied us out of the house simply saying
“Thank you for tea-time, lovely children,” as she closed the door.
After that we went home, Fred and I were too afraid to say what we had
seen, and we never discussed it afterwards. The next morning, the Cooper's
house was empty.
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Neighbours
by Camille Sager
My family and I had just moved into a new house. We were only doing this
because we all had decided to follow my father who had found a better job.
Some people may be sad to leave their friends and all their current life, but the
idea of meeting new people and discovering new places was pleasant to me. This
new house was better than the other one, on top of that ; we now lived in a big
house. My room was just next to the neighbour's one, it also faced a room in
their house. I could see through the window.
It was the end of August, school was about to start. I really intended to
make friends before entering a new school, it would be easier. But given that we
had just moved I had had no time to wander around the neighbourhood to look
for other kids of my age.
I was unpacking my stuff when I heard a piano melody. It took me a few
minutes to realize that the sound was coming from beyond the wall, in my
neighbour's house. The sound was unbelievably clear. I immediately ran to the
window to check if I could see anything or anyone. But as soon as I poked my
head out of the window, the piano stopped. I saw an empty room. The player had
probably hidden when he saw me, maybe he was too shy. So I went back to
tidying my stuff.
That night, I asked my parents if they had met the neighbours yet. They
told me they had seen the ones living beside us, they said it was a couple of
retirees.
The next day was a sunny and hot summer day, so I finally decided to
explore the neighbourhood to meet new people, with such nice weather other
kids should be playing outside. I prepared myself in my room, then I was walking
past my window when I noticed someone was watching me from the same room,
from where I heard the piano the day before. It was a boy. His window was also
open, so I asked him if he wanted to come and play with us, I also explained to
him that I had just arrived in the city. He told me he would like to come with me
but he could not.

The same day, I met some kids that went to the same school as me,
especially a boy called Tom.
A week passed, I continued to see Tom and we became good friends. Then
we had to go to school, I hoped we would be in the same class.
One day, after class, I was doing my homework in my room, when I heard
the same piano melody. This time, I walked carefully towards the window. This
time I saw the boy, he was playing the piano, when an old lady, his grand-mother,
I suppose, came in. She didn't seemed to pay attention to him, he even stopped
playing, turned back and looked at her. She didn't even glance at him, how sad...
So he turned back again and continued playing. I hid myself behind the curtains
when she came into the room, I didn't want her to see me spying like this. After
she left the room, he went back to the piano, playing the same melody again and
again without a doubt or an error.
After thinking a while about what I had seen a few hours before, I
realised I never saw that boy at school, but maybe he just didn't attend the
same school as us.
The next day, I asked Tom if he knew the boy living next to my house. He
told me he didn't see who I was talking about, but I was not that surprised, Tom
had not been living here for a very long time either and what's more, he didn't
live that close to my house.
The days passed one after the other, and I kept talking with the boy from
our windows. He was constantly telling me he couldn't get out. I supposed his
parents were just very strict.
Until one day, a Saturday, me and my parents were invited by the
neighbours for dinner. When I arrived, I expected to see him, so I could finally
really meet him.
Indeed, the neighbours were a couple in their 70's. When we entered the
house, he was not here, yet I could still hear the piano melody. In every room of
the house, I noticed several photos of the boy, some even looked quite oldfashioned. Seeing all these photos, my dad asked : “Is that your son? “
The answer was “Yes, he died fifty years ago. “
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Noise
by Chloé Poulain
John McFire was a former British soldier of the Second World War. He
was only 20 years old when he was called to fight against Nazi Germany while he
was studying journalism in London. At the end of the war, John withdrew from
urban society and he went to live in Northern Ireland in an old stone house
perched on the cliffs. Sir McFire was a loner and had lived on the coast for 25
years. Bombing, explosions and aircraft had made John sensitive to noise; John
didn't speak and his gestures and movements were always quiet because he
hated noise. But when he did not succeed, he shouted. Only the sound of the
waves could soothe John.
For John, being confronted with other men was no longer possible, he was
just incapable. Thus, after months of reading a hundred books, John had
developed new intellectual and manual skills. He became an ace at gardening, his
vegetable garden was growing by the day and meant John could eat fruit and
vegetables each season of the year. But where John had shone, was the creation
of a system to collect water. The man had successfully connected the water of
the sea to a course that desalted, purified and sterilized the water. The only
person he rubbed shoulders with was the old soldier, Billy. Billy was a farmer, he
delivered meat to John monthly. The relationship of the two men had not
changed over the years . Once a month, Billy arrived at 9:00.
"Hello Sir McFire, how are you today?" Billy began.
John did not answer him, but greeted him as usual with a gesture of the hand.
"This month, you are spoiled; beef, lamb and a little pork!" Billy continued.
John still did not answer. He gave the money for the meat to Billy and the
farmer left.
"Goodbye, Sir McFire. See you next time!" Billy says.
Then, one restless night, the peaceful world in which John was slowly
growing, toppled. It was three o'clock in the morning when the wind began to
blow and the rain echoed on the roof of the house. John got up out of bed. He
was trembling, his hands were protecting his ears from the noise but it was

becoming louder. When the man went out, the storm was huge John was thrown
to the floor and his hands come off his ears. He was confronted with what he
always avoided; noise. He screamed, he screamed with whole body, he screamed
in pain! At the same time, two big trees flew over his house and smashed it. Its
drinking water system broke up. The gigantic waves hit the cliffs. John
continued to scream, he pulled at his ears so as not to have to endure the din.
But the storm turned into chaos. John saw fifty aircraft arriving. The night was
lit. He could not believe his eyes, the nightmare of the war had continued. He
began to run when he realized he was being bombed. He shouted "HELP !", his
first words for a long time.
John woke up lying on the ground. He got up and saw everything just as
usual. He did not understand. What had happened last night? Why was his house
intact while two trees had fallen on it? Where were the bombs from the day
before? Was the chaotic scene of yesterday really over? John seemed doubtful.
When he returned home to wash his face, the birds’ whistling bothered the man;
he put his hands over his ears not to hear the noise, but it was bad, very bad. He
ran to the bathroom and finally saw the horrible picture. His ears were swollen
and covered in blood. It was not a nightmare, the previous night had occurred.
The man nursed his ears and tried to forget the day before. Without success;
the month that followed was only a repetition of that night. Same scenario, same
damage and the same awakening. The only thing that changed was the condition
of the John’s ears, which were getting worse. One morning, while Billy was going
to deliver the meat, he found his unconscious client.
John suddenly woke up, he was not at home.
A woman was doing hand signs. He did not understand, he could not hear
anything either. He began to move in all directions, but his hands and feet were
tied to the bed. He moaned, this was the only sound that could come out of his
mouth, it took all his strength to get out of this bed. Without success. A few
hours later, the woman returned with two other colleagues, and a paper in her
left hand. She handed it to John, it read:

“Sir McFire, I've written this note to be sure that you understand
me well because of your awakening this morning, you seemed lost to
sign language. You have been at the Bethlem Royal Hospital for 10
years. Most months, you just sleep and you have bad fits at night.
It is believed that this is due to a change in treatment.”

Bethlem Royal Hospital is a psychiatric hospital in London. John Mcfire
had been a patient there for 10 years. He was interned at the age of 40. It was
Billy who contacted the doctors after the man stopped talking and started
acting strangely. On his arrival at the hospital, the doctors concluded that an
internal shock relating to his experiences during the war had made John
incompatible to noise. Thus, four years after he was interned, the man obtained
a place in a soundproofed room so that he was never in contact with noise and
had no more fits that led in some cases to violence with employees and residents
of the hospital. The hospital also hired a teacher so that man could learn sign
language and that doctors and nurses did not have to make the former soldier
talk. John had taken 5 years to master this skill. But a few months before, while
John seemed to be doing better he had started having bigger fits. The doctors
decided to practice an operation to deafen John. It took place there three
months later, and for a month John just slept and every night he screamed, we
could hear him calling for help, during which he tore his ears. When he spoke, it
was surreal. John was a rare patient.
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One month late
by Domitille Regnier
It was a Wednesday morning, Monica felt different and she didn't know
why. Everything was normal in her house; the table, the bed, the chairs were
exactly the same as before. Maybe it was outside ; so she crossed the kitchen
and looked out of the window. Nothing had changed, people were walking in the
street or waiting at the bakery. Or maybe she had forgotten a friend's
birthday... She crossed the corridor and opened the door of the toilet. Stuck on
this door, there was the calendar of everything that was supposed to happen
during the year. 26,27... May 28 : nothing, the little box was empty. But
suddenly, she remembered a detail ! She counted the days… She was one month
late !
Quickly, she whipped on her little jacket and moved down the steps. When
she arrived outside, she went towards the pharmacy. But on the other side of
the road, the pharmacy looked like it was closed. It was annoying, was she
expecting or not ? Finally, after a little think, she returned home.
She was exited by the idea. Monica had been waiting for this moment for
quite a long time - three years or more, she couldn't remembered exactly. Her
husband was not really enthusiastic about the idea of becoming a father one day,
but with the time and the rejection by his wife of the idea of buying a dog, he'd
changed his mind.
The young woman was now on the bed . She spent the rest of the day
imagining their life with a baby ; his name, the colour of his eyes and his little
bed. Monica was aware that it was not official but she needed to dream a little
bit.
When her husband arrived, she ran out of the bedroom into the hall and
jumped to his arms.
"What's going on, sweetie ?" he asked with surprise.
"I have great news, I am a month late !" She explained. "But it's not sure,
so please, for now, keep it secret."

Walter was so joyful, but he understood his wife and he promised to keep
the news to himself.
They slept very well that night.
The next morning, Walter went to his job, happy, and Monica stayed at
home like every day of the week.
She was getting ready to go to the pharmacy when someone rang at the
door. She opened it. Monica was face to face with a man with a grey uniform who
looked serious and impatient.
"Good morning Madam. You are one month late," he declared.
"Pardon ? It’s not possible! How do you know that? Is it my husband ? It's
hardly my husband."
"This is not my business madam, it's just on the logbook."
Monica didn't understood. How could it be possible ? She'd only told
Walter the news and she had never seen this man before. The man gave his
address and his phone number and at the end of the afternoon, her husband
come back home.
His wife explained the story. Walter was really angry. "Who is this man ?
Who is he spying on ?" he shouted.
He immediately found the address and he went there. When he arrived,
the other man was working.
"You ! How do you know we’re a month late ? Nobody knows that besides
me," Walter asked.
"Listen Sir, it's not a problem , because I have a solution, we can sort this
out. It's easier than you think."
"And what ? Do you want money ?"
"Yes I want money, naturally, I would prefer a cheque," he answered.
Walter was shocked but he considered the situation : His wife was upset
and he didn't want to waste his time. On top of that, he didn't have any financial
problems.
"How much ?" he said, finally.
"$200, sir".
"Really ?! OK, I'll pay - but after that, I never want to hear this story
again !"
He paid and left the room, slamming the door. Suddenly a little sign fell on
the floor. He gathered it up and read it : “Tax Office”.
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Revenge
by Aylin Karadag
My name is Blair and I am 40 years old. I have a 9 year-old son. His name
is John. After the death of my husband, 3 months ago, I decided to return to
live in my father's house, in the countryside. In the beginning, everything was
fine, but yesterday, something horrible happened...
Yesterday morning at 8 , I took my son to school. Then, I went to the
pharmacy because I had a horrible cough. I know the pharmacist well. Her name
is Maria. We went to high school together. She had a car accident when she was
17 and she was pregnant. My father was the only doctor in the area, he didn't
manage to save the baby... Maria never recovered from it.
I bought my medicine and I returned to my car. On my seat, there was a
letter. I had not locked the doors. I asked myself: Who would to put a letter in
my car, and without waiting for me? I opened the letter. I read, “You're going to
pay for it.”
It was an anonymous letter. I found it very strange! I threw the letter on
the ground and I went home. I parked and moved towards the front door. There
was an another letter, this time on the doormat! I opened the letter and I read
“John is going to pay for it.” I started to panic. I immediately went into the
house to call my son's school. The teacher told me that John had disappeared! I
was very angry. I hung up and looked for my father but there was nobody in the
house except me. The phone rang; I jumped. It was a masked call.
“Hello?” I said.
“Hi Blair, how are you?” said the speaker with a strange voice.
“Who are you??” I answered, very worried.
“Oh Blair, are you afraid? You are afraid for John, I guess?”
“Where is my son?? Who the hell are you?! Give me back John or I'll call
the police!” I replied, angrily.
“No, Blair, if you want your son to stay alive, you mustn't call the police.
I'll be waiting for you at your father's former medical office. Come alone and
everything will be fine.”

And they hung up! I was so worried... I immediately went to my car and
headed off for my father's office. Why over there? I didn't get it! This medical
office had been empty for 10 years at least ! I was in front of the office at
10:15 am. I opened the door carefully. Everything was dirty. The blue roof had
begun to collapse, the white walls were mouldy, there was lots of dust, and rats
everywhere. I moved towards the middle of the room and shouted “Is there
anybody there?!”
The door closed violently behind me. I turned around and I saw... Maria!
“Maria? Is it you who is behind all this? “ I asked. I was very confused.
“Yes, It's me. And why am I doing all this? It's obvious, no?” she
answered, sharply.
“No, Maria! I don't know why! We are old friends, I don't understand!”
“Your father killed my baby!!” she shouted.
“What? You had an accident! My father didn't kill your baby, he made
every effort to save him!” I said nervously.
“But he didn't save him! You are going to feel the same pain as me, you are
going to lose your son!” she shouted.
“No, please! Don't hurt him! Where is he??” I cried.
“He is in my car, behind the office, I just have to press on the button.…”
BANG! Maria fell to the ground. I saw my father with a gun and my son
next to him. I was petrified on the spot, under the shock of what had happened.
My son was crying and he ran to me. My father embraced me and just said “It's
finished my darling, stop crying…”
THE END
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Rosie
by Apolline Hermelin
It had been the coldest and busiest month for years. For once, citizens
could enjoy the snow which was all over the ground and was even stopping the
traffic in some streets. Pretty much everybody was obsessed with their late
Christmas shopping. Couples were holding hands, children were playing, and
friends were laughing. I was among them, but couldn't be as excited as
everybody else. I was trying to find my way in the crowd, walking quickly without
looking around myself. I just wanted to get out of it. I guess my outfit was a
pretty good reflection of my feelings, an all-black outfit for my black-minded
head. If you didn't know me, I'm sure you would have think I hated this season.
But even if I was doing everything I could to avoid the crowd, the lights and the
happiness, I used to be in love with this Christmassy atmosphere. Each year, I
waited for it to come, preparing the house right after Halloween, putting up the
ton of decorations I owned, and thinking about gifts to offer. I'm sure a little
part of my heart still contained this excitement, but it wasn't the same
anymore. I couldn't deal with his disappearance.
It was twelve months ago, twelve months ago that I had lost him, twelve
months of intense suffering. We were about to get married, he was the love of
my life who I wanted to live into my old age with. It was three nights before
Christmas Eve, and his last day before vacations. At 8, he wasn't back home. At
9, I called the police. At 11, a missing alert was on. For 20 days, everybody
searched everywhere for him. In nearby woods, disused districts, and in the city
centre. At one point, they decided it was useless and stopped, but I didn't. I
looked anywhere he could have been, asking the neighbors, looking for witnesses.
I was going crazy, I couldn't sleep anymore because it occupied each one of my
thoughts. My closest friends and family worried a lot, they wanted me to accept
the situation. But I refused. It was only when my boss threatened to sack me
that I slowly came back to reason : I was in love with my job, and losing
everything I had built would have killed me.

At that point, I started learning to live again. I had to build myself a
future without Alex. I had to go on, or at least try to go on. A few days ago, I
had even found myself laughing. A real laugh; loud, long, came from the heart. I
wasn't totally happy, far from it, but each day, joy came back little by little. I
was about to get out of this hell. The year I had had was the most terrible of
my life and I was hoping I would never have to live it again.
But at this time of the year, in the streets, my old demons came back. It
would have been our fourth anniversary. Each year, we did something special and
it was one of the nicest days of the year. I had spent the day remembering good
old memories, something I had forbidden myself to do.
When I left the office, the only thing I wanted was to go to bed and
watch a silly TV show which would make me think about other stuff and maybe
even help me to forget about all of that. But when I came back home, on the
path which led to the door, I tripped on something unexpected. There was a
bouquet. A bouquet of roses. The exact same ones that he used to buy me each
year. Attached to it, I found a letter. My entire body was shaking. I opened it,
and read “Love you forever and ever Rosie”. It was impossible. “Rosie.” The
nickname he gave me. Only both of us knew it. How could it be possible ? Who
wrote it ? Was it him ? Could he be alive ?
I didn't close my eyes for one second that night. I was watching the
ceiling, trying to think about other things. Work, presents to buy, friends to see.
But I couldn't. A billion questions were coming into my mind. Was it a dream ? A
nightmare ? A joke ? Was all my investment in his search about to make me go
mad ? My thoughts were confused. I was hopeful but frightened at the same
time. I wanted to learn more about the parcel but also wanted to forget it. It
was 4 am when I finally decided that the next morning I would visit the flower
shop which had sent the bouquet of roses, to ask who had ordered it. It was for
sure the best thing to do.
I never waited so much for morning than that night. I'm the kind of
person who likes lying in bed for hours, but for once I got up at 6, ready to start
the day. At 8:30, I was already in front of the shop, waiting for the staff to
arrive. It might have been the longest 30 minutes of my life. I had never been
more nervous. When the time finally came, the pressure was strangely lower.
Secretly, I knew I was about to hear he was still here. I mean, I knew it. He

would appear again. I didn't know why he had left, but there had to be a reason,
and I was ready to forget all the mistakes he could have made.
I couldn't describe my reaction when he told me. My state of mind
completely changed. The parcel was a pre-order Alex had done years before.
Each year, on that day, the florist had to bring me it without asking him, so,
despite his loss, it was still working.
I didn't even cry. I thought I would, but tears never came. After the
disappointment, I suddenly started to be mad at him. Mad because of the hope
he was still giving to me even if he wasn't here. Mad because I was about to
raise my head, and that he had prevented it.
It's crazy how futile events like this one can change a way of thinking. I
mean, It marked the end of something. The end of an exhausted and endless
hope. I still didn't have the proof he was dead, but I understood I couldn't keep
living for it, I couldn't dedicate my whole life to it. It doesn't mean that I'm not
going to think about him each day of my life, or that I'm not going to hope for a
possible come-back. But I have to live, I have to get back onto my feet before I
fall down once again.
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The Rifle on the Wall
by Jason Carré
‘Usually, when I tell people that I suffer from short-term memory loss,
they are all like:
“Dude, do you forget who you are, sometimes? What's your name? How old
are you? How many fingers?”
Or sometimes, there is one guy who is into movies, so he's like:
“That's so cool man, you know what? You should use photographs to
remember stuff, just like Guy Pearce.”
Yeah, right, asshole. By the way, the guy who made that movie is wildly
overrated. Remember that, next time you are about to give one of his movies a
round of applause in the cinema.
Anyway, in a nutshell, when it's you who suffers from it, amnesia,
whatever its form, it is a pain in the ass. But I always remember who the hell I
am.
My name is Louie, I was born and raised in Palo Alto, California, 31 years
ago, and I am currently unemployed. Actually, I never remember this last one,
but I acknowledge this fact every time I wonder “What am I gonna do today?”
My brain automatically answers:
“Nothing. Go to sleep for 3 more hours, man. Who the hell would hire a guy
who never knows what he's supposed to do anyway?!”
Truth is, I don't really think highly of myself. Even if my memory was still
intact, there wouldn't be a lot more people who I might talk to, or connect with.
I'm not an introvert. People don't want to be around me a lot, that's all. I don't
really like them, either.
What about my family? I don't know. Maybe they are dead. Maybe they
live 2 streets away from me and pray for my return. Well, I hope they are dead,
because nothing is cooler than having a tragic past. Even more so if you don't
remember it. It adds some depth to the character, and there could be some
mind-blowing plot twist when the story comes to its end. Speaking of stories, did

I ever tell you this one? Well, most certainly not, we probably didn't know each
other 5 minutes ago.
So, I was sitting at the bar one night, drinking a glass of smooth, sweet
Plymouth gin. For the record, I don't drink dry gin. But who does, right? It's
just disgusting. Of course, apart from some girls on a Saturday night, who drink
it in shots, just to get drunk - or “tipsy”, at least - as if the taste didn't matter.
Little girls are just as innocent as grown men, today. I don't know if it's a new
thing or if it has always been this way. I really don't care, actually. Sometimes I
tend to think too much about everything. Going into details when none are
actually needed, stuff like that.
Anyway, I was staring at a rifle which was hanging on the wall, behind the
bar. That made me think of Chekhov's gun, you know it? It's a rule that was
invented by Anton Chekhov, a writer. He explained that:
“If you say in the first chapter that there is a rifle hanging on the wall, it
must absolutely be used in the second or third chapter.”
That guy was smart. If you're not going to fire it, what is the point of
putting it there, right? I could have stayed all night looking at it. From the
moment I saw the rifle and thought about that Russian guy, my mind had gone
blank.
I probably had passed out for many hours, when loud noises brutally
attacked my ears. Just like if your alarm clock decided to ring while you were
having the most peaceful dream you've ever had, you know. There was something
going on around me, and unlike my ears, my eyes didn't feel like it was a good
moment to wake up. Wait. Now that I mention it, maybe the noises were part of
my dream, I really don’t know anymore.
A few minutes later, my eyes opened, and the first thing I saw was the
bartender, lying on the floor. He was white as snow. Well, not exactly like snow,
but you get the point. He was even uglier than before, with his eyes wide open
and blood pouring out of his chest.
“Shit!”, I said out loud. “What’s happened here?”
The bar was empty, I think, but I couldn't say, with all the mess; broken
tables and chairs, drinks spilled on the floor, broken glass, and so on. I felt
relieved when I remembered emptying my glass before Mister Sandman came to
me. Mister Sandman. Love that song.

I realized my glasses weren't on my nose anymore. I didn't care that
much about it, because my vision has always been perfect, but these were
expensive. I looked for them all over the bar. I lifted wooden tables, walked
over broken glass with my favorite pair of shoes. They are made of suede
leather. Anyway, after taking a look everywhere, I came back to my seat and my
glasses were there, on the floor, right next to the barman!
Then, I picked them up, looked at the wall where the rifle was supposed to
be and guess what?! It was not there any more!
Then, I left,’ he ended.
The man had been talking to his empty glass the entire time, and despite
the fact that I was comfortable, sitting on a booth with 3 of my college friends,
I could not help but want to make fun of him. Not in a mean way, of course, I
just wanted to have a laugh. So, I stood up, and went to sit at the bar, right
next to him.
“What bar was that?” I asked. He started staring at me for like 30
seconds. The most awkward moment of my whole existence. I had to stay
focused and maintain eye contact to avoid bursting out laughing. To this day, I
am very proud I didn’t.
“Mulligan’s,” he answered.
“Oh yeah, yeah, yeah, I know this bar,” I said nodding. I figured that at
this point he had guessed that he was more screwing with me than I was with
him. Mulligan’s, seriously? It was the name of the bar we were at.
I looked at my friends so they could understand how nuts he was. They
looked bored and didn’t really care. We often came here after class, because
drinks were much cheaper after 5 pm. Happy Hour, yay! More like “Drink-until-Iget-wasted” Hour, at least for us. But every time we went there, we were served
within 2 minutes. It wasn’t the case this time. I looked around, and saw that
nobody was there. Except the five of us. Where the hell was the barman? I
stood up, and I suddenly felt something breaking under my left foot. I moved my
foot and bent down. A pair of glasses. Pretty expensive stuff. I picked them up
and, while I was raising my head, I saw something. His shoes. The guy had really
nice shoes. But what I saw on the man’s knees was even more interesting. A rifle.
What the hell?!
The next second I was dead.
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The White Painting
by Mélanie Le Faou
Today is the 1st June. As in a perfect fairy tale, the sun is shining and the
birds are singing. The Gordons are happily driving to their dream.
A few days ago, Mr Gordon came across an advertisement in the
newspaper. It said that a house was for sale. He called his wife and they
examined the offer together. They had wanted to change their dreary, sad and
greyish environment for a long time. They'd weighed up the pros and the cons.
Financially speaking, they could afford it. Geographically speaking, the house was
perfectly situated: A school had been built near the house, about two kilometres
away. The children could go to school by bike on sunny days. To reach the town
centre, half an hour by car was enough. The only drawback they could find to
this house was that it was quite isolated; the closest neighbours were a
kilometre down the road. They'd need to be independent and really organized, in
case there was a power cut or that kind of thing. Moreover, the house seemed
well fitted out and roomy. So they decided to go with their children for a visit.
The estate agent was waiting for the family. She was a middle-aged
woman, well-dressed, as you'd expect for a real estate agent. She welcomed her
potential purchasers nicely and asked them if the place was not too difficult to
find. Then, they started to visit the house. The children already felt at home
and were running everywhere to discover the rooms before their parents. The
Gordon couple was spellbound, as well. They thought the ornamentation enhanced
the house, giving the rooms quite a modern charm. The living-room was a
particularly contemporary masterpiece: three of the four walls were totally
white and the last one was covered with poppy red. There was little furniture to
fill the space: a white table and chairs, a large black sofa and a black and white
shelf for the TV. Nonetheless, this tasteful decoration was not the most
impressive thing; the walls displayed a full set of paintings. Fauvism, cubism,
minimalism... every painting belonged to a different kind of abstract art and
made the room completely one of a kind. However, one of them contrasted with
the rest of the collection: it was a blank painting, totally blank. The Gordons felt

intrigued by it and asked more of the real estate agent. She answered vaguely,
telling them she was not an expert. The couple did not take offence for all that
and they went on with the visit of the house. After an hour of awe, it was
decided that the Gordons were going to buy the house. They signed the
promissory letter and, knowing they were the only acquirers on the case, they
were a hundred per cent sure that this house was going to be theirs soon. They
settled in two weeks later. The move occurred in a joyous way, the children were
really helpful in organizing the cardboard boxes in the former house and tidied
their new bedrooms up. Finally, the Gordons family could live a happy life in an
idyllic setting.
This feeling of serenity lasted for months. The couple organized a housewarming party with their close friends, Mr. Gordon and his wife did some work in
the childrens’ rooms so they could have their own little world. The children
started school in September and they made a lot of friends. Everything was fine
and rosy, nothing darkened the painting of the Gordons' life ... until THAT day.
As it was their son's birthday, the Gordons allowed him to invite some
friends over for the afternoon. While his mom was preparing his birthday cake,
the little boy and his mates played hide and seek in the house. One of the
friends was “it”. The others ran around and hid in all the available hiding places
of the house. The son hid in a big cupboard, opposite the staircase. He confined
himself and put one of his eyes in front of the keyhole to watch and be
entertained by seeing his mates running wild without finding him. After what
seemed like ten minutes, no one came and so he thought he was the last one to
be hidden. But something intrigued him. The “forbidden room’s” - according to
the real estate agent - door handle was moving. It seemed like someone wanted
to get out of the room. The little boy got out of the cupboard and stood in front
of the door to confirm he wasn't dreaming. However, the handle wasn't moving
any more. Out of the blue, he was flattened on the carpet by his friends who
started to tickle him, telling him they had been looking for him for an hour.
Already an hour ... it hadn't seemed that long to the small boy. Maybe it was
merely a manner of speaking. His mother called them to eat the birthday cake
and the rest of the day was shared between games and laughter. In the evening,
during dinner, the boy told his family about his discovery. His big sister laughed
in his face, saying he had way too much imagination. The parents agreed with

this comment and kindly made him understand that nobody could be inside that
room since it was the “forbidden room”. If I was forbidden for them, it was
forbidden for everybody. The little boy felt convinced by the comforting words
of his parents and he went upstairs to sleep, once dinner was over. He'd had a
lot of fun with his friends and it had exhausted him. However, his night was
troubled: In his dreams, some smoke-outlined faces appeared. They weren't
normal faces like his. These faces were horrified. They had their mouths wide
open, their eyes almost popped out of their sockets and some screams, remote,
came to his ears. He woke up in a sweat and screeched for his father or his
mother to come. Mr. Gordon came and asked his son what had happened. The
little boy told him about his nightmare. Mr. Gordon, a good father, watched over
his son until he was sleeping again and he went back to bed.
Those nightmares became persistent and they no longer affected only the
little boy. The eldest saw those same faces in her dreams and heard those same
dreadful voices. The parents didn't know what to do any more, they felt like
they were going back to the time when their children were younger and they
were afraid of the bogey-man under their beds. This kind of dream, more trivial,
could still be explained. But the fact that the children had the same nightmare,
in quite a short period of time and that they reacted in the same way was a little
more worrying. The couple decided to call the estate agent to know if the house
had a particular story. They were informed that, indeed, the last owners acted
quite weirdly: they left the place without their furniture and they never called
back again. Lately, she'd heard that they had actually won a fortune in the
lottery and had left the country. They didn't need to worry, the house was safe.
The Gordons, confident, thanked the real estate agent and that same
evening, they reassured their children about the situation. But the nightmares
went on and on. Then, it was the parents' turn to be the victims of forces
beyond themselves. The family had to face the fact: The house was trapping
them. But the hope that all this fuss was just a figment of their imagination
remained. This house had arrived in their life at the right time, it announced a
change across the board. They were happy ... until the day when a violent event
sealed the family’s destiny.
It happened in December, at night. The Gordon family was quietly having
dinner and the daughter went to her room to find the Christmas leaflets in
order to show her parents what she would like to get from Santa Claus. While

she was passing by the stairs, the door handle moved and creaked. She tried not
to pay attention to it but when she reached the first floor, all the doors were
banging, the windows were opening and closing violently. Terrified, the little girl
screamed and ran back down to the kitchen. All the house was in turmoil. As if it
was alive, it had started its own show. All the lights suddenly turned off and
ghostly shadows appeared on the walls. In the living room, the paintings were
dancing on the walls. The furniture, as if it was pushed by invisible forces, was
trying to crush the panicked family. A white flash appeared, blinding the four
people. Then there was nothingness.
A week later, a car parked opposite the house. The real estate agent got
out of the car with a haggard face. It had been a while since she had had news
from the family. She wanted to know if everything was all right. Her anxiety had
tortured her and far from presentable, she was wearing a tracksuit and an oversized T-shirt. She stood in front of the entrance and rang the bell. As no one
came to open the door, she pushed the handle and the door yielded. She entered
the corridor.
“Is there anybody there? Mrs Gordon? Mr Gordon? Children?” she called
with an anguished voice.
But no one answered. She headed towards the living room quite naturally.
Everything was in order, nothing had changed. Almost nothing...
The immaculate painting showed black upward strokes. Looking more
closely at it, these strokes formed faces but they were deformed, afraid, even
terrified. The estate agent gave a half-smile. She took the painting down and
went towards the hallway. She grabbed a key in her pocket with one hand and
opened the “forbidden room”. She went inside and crossed a long new hallway.
Almost at the end of it, she turned left and, the nail was already in place so she
hooked the Gordons’ portrait next to the others, adding a new piece to her
gallery of horrors.

