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óMarc! Itôs time to wake up. Itôs time for schoolô his mother called him as she hurried around 
the house to pack his bag for his first day of school. 

óIôm not going!ô Marc screamed with a muffled voice from under his bedsheets. Marc dug himself 

under his covers and pretended to be asleep while his mother came back into his room to check on 

him.



When Marcôs mother saw him under his bed covers, she began to worry. óWhy not?ô she asked.

ôDo you have a fever, are you feeling unwell?ô she asked while feeling his forehead. 

óNo.ô he responded quietly. óThen what is it? Why canôt you go to school?ô she asked again. 

Marc removed the bed covers and explained óI donôt want to go to a new school!, I liked my old one. I liked my old 
teachers and my old friends!ô Marc said with a quivering but angry voice, as if he was about to cry.



Then his mother understood. Marc had just moved from France to Lebanon because his father had started working in 

Lebanon. 

This meant that Marc had to say goodbye

to his old life in Paris, France and say 

hello to his new life in Beirut, Lebanon. 



Marcôs mother began to explain to him that he would love his new school because his teachers and peers will be very 

sweet and friendly. But Marc did not listen.

óThe teachers are going to be mean and none of the kids will want to be friends with me 

because I don't speak Arabic!ô he explained as he began to cry.



óI know the first days of school are always scary, but it will not be as bad as you think!. Letôs 

make a deal, if you come home from school today, and you are still unhappy we can look for a 

new school, Deal? His mother suggested as she stuck her hand out to shake with his.

Marc then started to get ready for his first day of school.



The drive to school was very quiet. Marc was looking around at the new country he was in and realized how nice it 

actually was. As they drove down the Manara, he looked out onto the bright blue sea and saw many old fishermen with 

bright clothes setting up to go fishing which reminded him of when he and his grandfather would go fishing along the 

Seine River in Paris. 

This made him feel like he was back

home. 


