
Part 2 written by college Joseph Calvet France

            The cold wind whips through my hair, it  gets into my coat. It's freezing cold ! I wish I was somewhere else . I have a stomachache, I want to go to the infirmary..I  used to take refuge  in the toilet to cry. It had even become my favorite place. At least ,I did not have to endure their glaring at me  or to hear their horrible thoughts ... I find my locker open with all my stuff on the floor, again … It  is the 7th padlock that I have bought  since the start of the year .. Suddenly, I feel something stinging my fingertip, bugs .. « Well,  new clothes?? » Carla and Melanie shout at me as they open their lockers. Their lockers look like  miniature dressing rooms customized with purple and silver wallpaper and little magnetic boxes ... I decide to ignore them but as I finish putting my things back 3 boys knock me over   and laugh at me . I find myself on the ground with all my books. Down the hall  I see Jenny ,my only friend, well I don’t  know if she is really my friend but at least we get along .. Jenny is special, like me, her mind can go back in time. I am the only one who knows… I arrive in the science room   15 minutes late .The whole class glares at me . I sit down and quickly  I take a sheet of paper. I  don’t understand  and soon I start  dreaming ... I draw the little I remember  about  my family .... I remember when everything began .. the shuttle  ,my father , then the explosion, the fire ... the tears .. All the suffering and  the void ... « Alice !!!!! Stop sleeping ! » my teacher yells at me . « your turn now !! » Oh my god, my science project ,I’ve forgotten it .They burst out laughing...  « Go get changed ! » a boy shouts at me . They don’t know that my coat is all I have left from my father. He died when I was 7 . My mother….. I've never known her ... but I would never tell them . I don’t  need their  pity  ... .. I have a  very bad headache
           As I go to the backboard, a pit in my stomach,the door opens and Mr Thomas   the principal, enters with a new student. He looks  weird but  his face looks  so  familiar. I try to avoid his eyes but he is staring at me and I can read in his thoughts ' here she is...'

I feel so confused that I drop my science book ....'I think it is yours' he says as he picks it up with a smile on his face.. He has red spiky hair with beautiful green eyes ,a pale face like mine..I know .......... Yes, I ‘ve got it  ... He was at my last school   ... ..but  suddenly I remember ….…..
