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ROTARY E-CLUB A MESSAGE FOR OUR READERS

Hello!

We hope you enjoy this book of stories
written by young authors of the
Caribbean Islands.

This book has been produced by
Rotarians of the Rotary E-Club of the
Caribbean, 7020.

Rotarians believe in four important
ideas, and we remind ourselves about
them every week when we meet.

OF THE CARIBBEAN, 7020 TRUTH - You must always speak the
truth.

FAIRNESS - Always be fair when playing and working with others.
FRIENDSHIP - When you want to help your community by collecting
food for those who don't have it, or picking up trash around your
school, bring your friends along and you'll have twice as much fun!
HELPING OTHERS - It is important to help those around you who are
not as lucky as you are. Ask around your school to find out what you
can do to help out!

Rotarians meet every week to learn more about what is going on in the
world and what we can do to help. We hope you will help to make your
community better by studying hard, and doing all you can to help your
school and community become a better placel!

From
Your friends at The Rotary E- Club of the Caribbean, 7020
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THE SHARK AND THE TURTLE

By Chloe Bentick, Age 8
Montessori by the Sea, Cayman Islands

Once there was a Turtle. He loved to play and dance with his friends. The
Turtle looked like a gigantic green stool: his shell was dark brown with the
pattern of a firework.

The Turtle lived in the beautiful blue ocean around the Cayman Islands. He
had a friend who was a Shark, who was very mean and grumpy. He looked like the
deep blue sea, and the Shark had marks and scars on him from all the times he
had been caught but let go.

The Shark loved fo tease the Turtle. He would follow him around all day calling
him silly names and scaring away all the other fish. This made the Turtle very
sad, and he felt so lonely. Why wasn't Shark nice to him?

One hot and sunny day, Shark saw that Turtle was in trouble. The Turtle had
gotten caught in a net, and he wiggled and wiggled and wiggled, but he couldn't
get free. Turtle was so worried, he was shouting for help. All the other fish
stared in horror.

The Shark just looked and began to swim away. All the other fish said, "Aren't
you going to save your friend?”

As the Shark was guiltily swimming away, he began to feel bad. Shark said, "I
have to save my friend. Even though I've been mean to him, I should do the
right thing now."

He turned around and started swimming towards the boat, went to the
surface, and jumped out of the water with his mouth wide open. The fishermen
could see all his teeth and were scared away. The fishermen let the Turtle go
freel

All of the other fish cheered for the Shark. He had saved the Turtle!

The Shark felt good for doing the right thing. He made a promise to the Turtle
never to tease him again. The Shark was never mean to anyone again, and he
always helped a fish in need. Turtle and Shark were best friends and lived
happily ever after in the deep blue Cayman Islands sea.



WHEN I BECAME MUMMY TO ELEVEN BABY CHICKS

By Catrise J. Connor, Age 7
Creek Infant School, Cayman Brac

Since hurricane Paloma, there have been a lot of wild chickens on Cayman Brac.

The roosters are so annoying, because from early morning and throughout the
day, all they do is crow! They wake me up long before I need to get up for school;
and on weekends or during holidays when I can sleep late, they won't let me
because of their annoying sounds.

The hens are always scratching and digging up our yard. Then I have to rake it
over as that is my chore! Sometimes I wish that there were no chickens!

But then one day, several months ago, I changed my mind.

One day after school, as my friends and I were playing in the neighbourhood, we
saw a big brown hen scratching along the roadside. By her were eleven baby chicks.
My friend Annie and T thought they were so cute.

Suddenly, the mother hen decided to go across the road, and a car was passing
at the same time. The car hit herl We screamed in shock, but it was useless. The
car didn't stop and the mother hen had died!

Her eleven baby chicks scattered all over the place, chirping and tweeting! They
were so scared and so were wel

Quickly, we decided to try to catch them. It was not easy to do. They kept us
running back and forth. Then they would stand still and not make any noise so we
couldn't find them!

One by one we caught them, and put them in a clothes hamper that my Mother
used. They looked so tiny and afraid. I felt especially sad for them because they
didn't have a Mummy any more.

When my Mother came home from work, we told her what had happened. She
told us that because they were so young - probably only a day old - they might not
survive the night because they needed their mother to keep them warm and
protect them. This made me determined to help them.
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I got old clothes and put them in the hamper, and covered the hamper with an
old window screen. Finally they settled down, and I felt all better. During the
night, I got up to check on them, and they would look at me with little sad eyes. T
felt like crying.

The next morning, the first thing I did as T awoke was to go check on them. We
had put them in the garage for the night. I was so happy they were ALL alive and
welll My mother told me to wet some bread and feed them with it. They started
eating it right away! Now we had to decide what to do with them.

Should we let them ago? Or try to raise them until they could take care of
themselves? I told my parents I wanted to raise them, and they told me that it
would be my responsibility to take care of them. I agreed.

My Dad built a little chicken coop and we put them inside. I could even get
inside it and stand up! The little baby chicks got used to me feeding them and
giving them water. When they saw me coming, they would make tweeting noises
like they were happy to see me. I think they thought I was their Mummy!

Weeks went by, and they grew. My Mother asked me if T was going to ever let
them out of the coop. I didn't know what to do! I had grown to love them so much.

Finally I decided to open the door of the coop to let them out. They looked at
me strangely, then one by one came out. They scratched and dug at the ground so
happily. The young roosters (there were four of them) looked like they were play-
fighting with each other! The young hens flapped their wings like they were
showing of f their beauty. It was a sight!

The strange think about MY chickens, as everyone started calling them, was
that they would go of f scratching/digging/crowing/clucking all day, but every
evening they would all return to the coop to sleep. The roosters would crow at
5:00 a.m., but I had gotten so used to them by now that it didn't wake me.
Stranger yet was that the hens started laying eggs in the coop - so many that my
Dad made it all bigger for them. We had fresh eggs for breakfast and to put in
cakes!

My Grandmother, who grew up raising chickens as a child, said that because we
had rescued and raised the baby chicks, they were returning the favour by
providing us with alarm clocks and eggs.

I like that idea of hers. And I like that I did something nice.



MISTREATED CHILDREN
Catya Dauba. Age 11
Ecole primaire de Sainte-Marie Colombier, Saint Barthelemy

In the world, there are many children and adolescents who are not well treated
by their families around 700 a year in France. I am going to tell you a story of
Fatoumata, who was 7 years old, who was happy, like every other child in her areaq,
with her parents. She went to school and she played with her friends.

One day, a ferrible earthquake hit the region, destroyed the majority of the
buildings, and took many victims, plunging the region and the population there into
total distress.

At the moment of the catastrophe, Fatoumata's parents were not home by
chance. Fatoumata was able to get away from the house before it was destroyed.
Several days passed, and Fatoumata was not able to find her parents. All her
village was destroyed, and she was placed in an orphanage with the many other

children who were in the same position.

That day, Fatoumata's life ook a drastic change because there was a woman,
with a ferrifying look in her face, not very rich, but ready to take her in, in
exchange for her services.

Right from the start, she said "Here is what I want.” Immediately, they gave
Fatoumata a broom, made her do the cleaning and the laundry, taking out the
trash, and other menial tasks which she did not do when she was at home with her
parents. There was no love and there was no compassion.

The only times when Fatoumata felt a hint of hope, she was at school and
recoghized a few of her friends. Fatoumata spent the rest of her energy in
learning how to read and write properly because this would give her a chance and
some power to be able to get out of this type of life.

The days were long and arduous. Fatoumata would never get to bed before
11:00 p.m. because she had to all of the laundry and the cleaning and the taking out
the trash before she went to bed. If she had not completed all her work, she was
not allowed to go to school the next day. That was one of the conditions under
which she was able to live there.

After many long years of living with this woman, her heart had the biggest
surprise of all. One afternoon, during her classes, she was called out with the



message, "We found your parents. They are still alive. They are waiting for you in
my office.”

Fatoumata thought she would faint. It was the best dream, and it was coming
truel She ran to meet her parents. They were waiting for her, and everyone burst
into fears! They had been looking for Fatoumata the entire time, not losing any
hope that they would find her, because in their hearts, they knew that she was
still alive.

Fatoumata continued her studies in the area of child support so that children
who had been mistreated as she had been would never have to go through the same
arduous journey that she did.




A Favor Returned

Alec Harding, Age 10
George Town Primary School, Cayman Islands

There once lived a boy named Chang. He lived in a small mountain village in China.
He and his family lived in isolation for ten years. Every night he prayed that he
could have a true friend, someone who would be there in a time of need.

One night while he was sleeping, someone set fire to the entire village. Luckily
he made it out of his house in time. The whole village was in grief.

From that moment, the small tribe hiked o find a new settlement, barely
stopping for a break. Chang whispered to himself silently, "This is my chance to
meet a true friend."

At one point, the villagers wanted to give up their journey, but the elders of the
village managed to persuade them into persevering on. About a half mile later, they
neared a city. Chang was the first to drop his things and run of f towards it.

For a boy who has been living in isolation for ten years, seeing a city that looked
somewhat enticing is a new wonder to him. His mother called of f to Chang, but he
was too far away to hear what she said.

As Chang wandered around the city in hopes of finding a good place to relax, a
silhouette of a figure sprinted past him. It ran so fast Chang really didn't get to
see what it was, so he decided to follow it. He ran through the busy streets of
China in hope of finding a true friend.

The creature ran into an alley. It was now cornered. It had nowhere to go. The
boy neared the stray animal and realized it was hurt. He decided to carry the dog
back to his tribe and nurse him back to health. The first thing the boy did before
heading back home was name the creature. He decided to call it Wang.

Chang carried Wang back to the village. Luckily for him, the tribe was still in the
same location it was before. His mother was sitting in her tent. Chang then told
her about Wang and his injury. His mother was a very understanding woman and
told him to go to bed because he had a long day.

After a period of three full weeks of caring for Wang, the dog was healed. By
that time the village had decided it was time to start moving again. On the journey
to find a new home they had to trudge up a mountain.



On the trip up, tiny pebbles started to pelt them. The villagers didn't care, and
continued to struggle on. A few feet later, a huge landslide occurred. It buried all
of the villagers, including Chang.

Wang the amazing animal was the only one who managed to escape.

He ran back looking for his friend in the pile of rubble. Wang heard a tiny cry
for help. He rushed towards it, finding his friend covered in dust from head to toe.
The mysterious dog quickly rushed to help.

The champion nudged the rocks away one by one, until finally Chang was free.
The duo rushed to rescue the other villagers. In the end, the villagers were saved
and found a resting place they called home, on top of the mountain.

Chang and Wang lived together side by side for many years. Everything was back
to normal. He stopped praying for a true friend because his true friend was a dog
who risked his life for him.

Wang showed true courage and friendship. That is what being a true friend is all
about - being there when you are needed the most, even in times of crisis.

Moral: Care for others even though they might not be able to care for you.




THE LONELY LIZARD

By Ananda Hernandez, Age 11
Gifft Hill School, St. John USVI

Once upon a time, there lived a cranky lizard with no
friends. That lonely old lizard sat in his log all day eating
bugs and being lazy. Every time a forest creature would come around he would
shap, "Get of f of my property, you filthy woodland creaturesl"

One day he ran out of food. "Ah man," he sighed, "I'm going to go scour the
forest for some ladybugs; they're the best!" he thought to himself.

So he went out deep into the forest to scout for the biggest ladybug he could
find. All of a sudden he stumbled across a HUGE rock. "HELP!" someone cried.

"What in the world was that?" he wondered aloud. The lizard climbed over the
rock; and to his surprise, there was a pixie caught in some branches. "Whoa " He
exclaimed.

"Oh, please help me. I'm trapped in these branches, and I can't get out," the
pixie begged.

"Why should T help you?" The lizard asked. "Why should I help anyone?
Everyone is too happy and cheeryl" he thought to himself.

"PLEASE !" the pixie cried. "Oh, all right," he grumbled. f"»)

So the lizard set off to work untangling the branches. ’é;&g\
"I'm s00000 going to regret this," he thought. After the pixie &
was untangled, she thanked the lizard for his kindness. B |

"Can you do me another favor?" the pixie asked nicely.

"NO!" The lizard replied angrily.

"Oh, please! Don't you see I'm a disaster! My wings are missing. I can't fly. If T
can't fly, I'll diel Plus, if you do it, I'll give you a wish," the pixie bribed.

"UGH, fine but only for the wish." The lizard grumbled.

"Great, thanks. A goblin stole my wings, and to find the goblin you must go to the
swamps of the ghouls and search for the big oak tree right in the middle of the
swamp," she ordered.

"A what?!" the lizard replied confused.

"Ugh, just find the goblin." The pixie sighed.



"0k," the lizard mumbled. He set off right away to the swamp of the ghouls.

"Hmmmm, what should T wish for? Maybe a castle fit for a king, or maybe a ton
of gold and jewels. With my wish I could become king of the forest!" he said
greedily. Soon he stumbled across the swamp of the ghouls, and started to look for
a big oak tree.

"UGH. This part of the forest is disgusting," he said as he stumbled into a
puddle of mud.

"Whoa!" he muttered as he stepped onto the roots of a huge oak tree. The
lizard climbed and climbed, and soon reached a little entrance that maybe a rabbit
could fit through.

"ARGH!" bellowed something inside the tree. "Stupid animals, always telling me
false stories!"

"Hello?" the lizard asked.

"What, huh, who's there?" the goblin grumbled.

“It's a lizard," the lizard replied.

"Come inside. I want to get a better look at you," the
goblin ordered. So the lizard went in with butterflies in his
stomach and a bad feeling.

"Hello," the lizard said formally.

"Why are you here?" the goblin asked suspiciously.

"Oh, because I heard you were the meanest most
dangerous goblin ever to live. T also heard you stole pixie's
wings. Wow, can I see them?" the lizard asked slyly.

"Oh, um sure!" the goblin said, astonished that someone actually appreciated his
meanness. The goblin came back out with the pixie wings in his hands.

"Wow!" the lizard gasped. "Can I hold them?"

"Sure. I'm going to make some tea. Then we can talk more about how great I
am," the goblin said as he walked toward the kitchen.

While the goblin was gone, the lizard sneaked away with the pixie wings and
brought them back to the pixie. By the time the pixie congratulated him, he was so
proud of himself that he forgot about the wish.

"For your good deed, you get one wish," said the pixie.

He thought for a moment, and then decided on something. "I wish for all the
forest animals to be my friend!" the lizard said happily.

So the lizard lived happily ever after, and all the forest animals were his
friends.




THE RACE
By Leena Hussein, Age 10
Cayman Prep and High School, Cayman Islands

It was a warm summer's day, and the yearly race was being held. Everyone
looked forward fo the race. It is atime when the weather was pleasant and
everyone could have a fun workout.

There were two people who took the race way too seriously; their names were
Pete and Ronald - Ron for short. Pete was an uptight sore loser, full of bad things
o say about people, but Ron was a kind, friendly person. His one flaw was that he
had to win everything. Both of them had one thing in common - that they were
both competitive.

Pete and Ron had met before because of the previous races. They weren't very
fond of each other; in fact, they hated each other.

Pete was extremely rude to Ron when they first met, saying things that a bully
in school would say. But that wasn't the worst thing Pete had done to Ron. Ron did
try to be nice and pleasant to Pete, but all Ron got from that was a fistful of mean
comments. So, after a while, Ron gave up trying to be nice to Pete.

Sadly, Ron had never won before. He had tried the race five times, but only
twice did he come close to winning.

Pete had done the race more than eight times, and won all of them. He was the
champion when it came to racing. No one in town could beat him.

Ron got sick of losing, and was determined to win next time, so he started
practicing and training. Over the time, Ron got really good. He was going to be
some tough competition.

The day of the race was getting closer, and Pete could not care less. He got a
little too full of himself. He couldn't be bothered to practice, and Pete thought
he would always win.

Ron had bumped into Pete accidentally when he was shopping, and could not help
but to notice how out of shape Pete had become since the last race. Ron also
noticed all the unhealthy junk food in Pete's trolley.

Finally, it was the day of the race, and everyone was super exited, especially the
participants. The whistle blew, and it was time to start running.

At the beginning, Ron was kind of slow, but soon he gained speed and was way
ahead of everyone but Pete, who was close behind. Ron was shocked that he could



have gone so fast after all that junk food he brought.

Ron managed to keep in the lead, but just five steps away from the finish line he
tripped, and a log fell on his foot. He was stuck. Ron tried and fried to get his
foot out, but it was oo hard.

After a few minutes, Pete came by. Ron begged for help to get out. Pete had a
hard decision - either to help Ron or win the race and keep his streak going. Pete
thought maybe if he helped, he would finally have a friend.

Pete made his decision and helped Ron. Ron was so happy that he could actually
have a chance to win the race and thanked Pete. From then on, Pete started to be
nice. Pete lost that race, but it was worth it because he made a friend.




DOING RIGHT

By Lezli-Ann Richardson, Age 11
Gladys A. Abraham Elementary, St. Thomas USVI

There was a group of three boys in my 6th Grade class called the
"froublemakers." They hung out together, and did everything together. They were
always disrespectful to their classmates, teachers, and whoever got in their way.

One day our class had some visitors. Two 6th Grade students from a school in
St. Croix came to visit our class. They were winners of a Science Fair Competition,
and one of their prizes was to visit schools in St. Thomas and St. John to share
their projects. Then they would go to Florida for a National Science Fair
Competition.

Our teacher, Mrs. Glasford, reminded us, "I want you to remember to be on
your best behavior. We want our guests o feel welcomed, and we want to be able
to hear their presentations."

Of course, everyone, except for the "troublemakers," listened to Mrs. Glasford.
You could hear them whispering, "Those nerds are so dumb and who cares about
their silly projects."

I think they were just jealous, and T couldn't wait till lunch was over to look at
the projects.

When it was finally fime o go to the library, everyone was shocked to find out
that someone had stolen some items from the project and a part of it was broken.
"Who could have done this?" shouted one of our visitors. I had a feeling, but
didn't say anything. I knew what the "troublemakers" did to snitches.

All the adults were disappointed and upset. I'm sure Mrs. Glasford knew it was
the "troublemakers." But after searching for clues as to who could have done this
and finding none, she couldn't prove that it was them. The project would stay at
our school until it was fixed.

Mrs. Glasford didn't know what else to do to help the "troublemakers" change
theirways. That night she said an extra prayer for those boys, and asked God to
show her the path fo help them.

The next morning, Mrs. Glasford came in a little earlier than usual and even
seemed happy. We started our morning routine with no mention of what had



happened yesterday. I really thought the whole class was going o get punished for
what had happened.

Suddenly, Mrs. Glasford asked us to listen up to our next project. "Not another
project!" the class moaned.

She went on to explain the project, but said this one would be different from
any project we had ever done before. This project would be one that would help us
grow and become better people. This got our attention. It even seemed like the
"troublemakers" were listening.

She explained that our project was called "Pay It Forward." We each would
spend the week doing good deeds for others without expecting something in
return. We could even do it anonymously. At the end of the week, we would do an
oral presentation on our experiences.

She did not want us to mention what we had done, but to explain how we felt
about what we did. As simple as this project seemed, we were all wondering who we
could help.

I looked over at the "troublemakers" and noticed that they didn't look too
excited anymore. I guess they thought this was stupid.

Just then I got an idea. I thought to myself, "What if my first good deed was
to help the "troublemakers?" I decided that the next day I would bring them
each a snack, and place it on their desks before they came. They never brought
snacks and nobody liked sharing with them. The next morning, I came to school
early, and placed a snack on each of their desks.

They were excited to get their very own snack! They seemed to be in such a
good mood, and the whole day went by really well. By the middle of the week,
people were doing good deeds, not only in our class but in other classes as well.
Even the teachers were doing good deeds. Everyone was paying it forward.

But the best thing that happened was when someone put
back the stuff they had stolen from the science fair project
and fixed what had been broken.

When the day came to make our presentations, everyone
talked about how good they felt doing good deeds. No one
used the word troublemaker any more. We all were a little
bit more caring and willing to share. Our school felt like a
whole new place and all because we started doing good deeds.




HELPING POOR PEOPLE

By McKay Townsend, Age 10
Cokes View Primary School, Savanna La Mar, Jamaica

Kimmy was seven years of age and loved school. His mother had taught him
kindness, so he was always sharing with others. Some children were unkind to him,
but he continued to be kind anyway.

One day while he was on his way from school, he saw a very ragged little boy:
his shirt was torn and worn, his shorts were old and dirty, and his hair was untidy.
He learnt from his friend that this was a poor family in the community. He felt
sorry for the new boy, because he looked hungry. He wanted to help him.

Kimmy went home that evening and told his mother about what he saw. He said,
"T want to help them." His mother was busy, and Kimmy quickly shouted to her that
he would bake some cookies and make some drinks for them. You see, Kimmy was
really eager to do such a deed by making someone happy. He had learnt in class
that week that when you do something good, you would be followed by good in
return. Kimmy was not like the two boys down the road who would throw stones at
this new boy only because he was poor.

That evening, his mother and he picked out some of the clothes that he had
outgrown and stuffed them in a bag. He and his mother then hurried to the homes
of persons in the community who they knew would have some food and other things
to give. Many others were happy to support, and that evening they went home with
two large bags of things for the poor boy and his mother. They also gathered more
foodstuffs that they had in the cupboard, and Kimmy and his mom were on their
way to the poor boy's house.

When Kimmy and his mom reached a certain part of the community, they were
not sure which of the shabby houses belonged to the boy, and no one seemed to
know whom they were asking for. Luckily for them, as they were about to return
home sadly, they heard someone shouting for Kimmy.

Kimmy looked around and saw the boy whose name he did not know. Kimmy
bolted towards him and hugged him and asked his name. He told him his name was
Eran. Kimmy told Eran that he and his mother had brought them some stuffs, but
he wanted to see where he lived.



Eran was happy to take Kimmy and his mother to their shabby little one bdroom
house way at the far bottom of the neighbours' land. They had to walk through a
damp narrow track. When they reached the house, Eran's mother sat on the step

wondering what was happening, and why these strangers were coming with Eran.

She stood up, wiping her hand on her dirty dress, which it seemed she had on
forever. When they came near to her, Kimmy's mother called a hello and she
responded. As they came closer to her, Eran told her this was his new friend he was
telling her about at school. He was the boy who was the first to ever hug him when
others were hurting him. Eran's mother felt relieved and must have realized that
these were some good Samaritans coming to their rescue.

Kimmy's mother rested her large bag of goodies in the hands of the mother while
another was handed to Eran. They were eager to see what was in the bag and
opened it right before them. The mother began eating some of the cookies while
Eran chose to have some of the drinks. They were hungry.

Kimmy and his mother learnt from Eran's mother that his father was killed on the
farm he had been working for many years. They were very poor, and that was the
reason Eran was not at school regularly and was teased whenever he showed up.

Eran's mother further said the owner of the land they were living on was kind
enough to let them have a space at the bottom of the land. They had been thrown
off the place they had rented before his father had died.

When T looked at my mother's face, she was so sad, and I could not believe
when she said Eran could come over and stay with me so he could go to school. His
mother she said could work for us in the house.

I felt very happy, as I moved over and hugged Eran, and my mother did the same
to his mother. Eran's mother was so
happy that the next morning she was at
our door ready to begin her new job.
Mother was happy to have her, because
since my father died from cancer, we
were lonely though we had everything.

I slept soundly that night because I
knew that I had done a good deed.







THE BOY WHO HELPED A HOMELESS PERSON

By Kymani Williams, Age 11
Gladys A. Abraham Elementary, St. Thomas USVI

One day, a boy found a twenty-dollar bill.

The boy was so generous that be bought food with the money, and gave the food
to a homeless person on the street. He did not like to see people looking hungry.
The homeless person was so thankful for the gesture, and it made the boy feel
really great about what he had done.

That act of kindness then encouraged the boy to start a charity in his school
for homeless people.

Children from his school started bringing in clothing, money, and food for the
homeless people in need of them. This charity then grew from a small one to a big
one. What started out with one single boy grew into the entire school participating
and donating.

The charity eventually became nationwide, and people from all over the United
States started giving money, clothing and other things to homeless people. The
people brought in so many things that there were less homeless people on the
streets. This charity became so large that it started hiring the homeless people to
help it function. The larger it grew, the more homeless were hired.

That boy from that school changed many people's lives from that one twenty-
dollar bill that he found.

His good deeds have encouraged adults and children o make changes in their
lives and communities. Some examples of people helping out the community include
a lady picking up frash at a beach and then getting the help of others, and
charities to continue keeping the beaches clean. Another example is that, after a
natural disaster struck, people joined together, and step-by-step, helped to
rebuild whatever was destroyed by the disaster.

The boy's random act of kindness helped to prove that if you believe in
something that can help out the community, let your belief come true by making it
happen.

So, people of the world, whatever you believe in, make it happen! I am sure it
will make a difference in someone's life or in your community.



FLUFFY GETS LOST

Written and illustrated by Jayda Woolery, age 9
Montego Bay Christian Academy

Once there was a little girl named Gabriella. Gabriella had a puppy named
Fluffy. Gabriella was a smart and intelligent girl. Fluffy, her puppy, was a
Pomeranian dog. She was very cute. Fluffy had a white coat.

Gabriella got Fluffy at the animal shelter when she was twelve years old - two
years ago. Fluffy was one year old when Gabriella got her. Gabriella got her for
Christmas.

When Gabriella got Fluffy, she promised to always take good care of her.

Gabriella and Fluffy had so much fun together. They went to movies and walked
to the park. Fluffy was the best thing that happened to her. Fluffy was her best
friend.

The next day, Fluffy wandered off and Gabriella couldn't find her.

Gabriella was very worried. She searched and searched, but still no sign of
Fluffy. She checked at the animal shelter, but Gabriella still couldn't find her.

It was getting late, and Gabriella got more worried. Gabriella had to go home
because it was getting dark. When she got home, she told her mother that Fluffy
was lost.

Gabriella cried the entire night because she missed Fluffy.

A bright and early day, Gabriella searched the woods, the river, and the beach.
She started praying, "Lord, please let me find my one and only puppy.”

She searched in the neighborhood one more time, until she saw something white
and fluffy lying in the street. She realized it was Fluffy! She was extremely
happy!

Fluffy was all right, but extremely hungry.
She carried her home, gave her a nice warm
bath, and fed her.

After Fluffy was dry, she hugged her and
kissed her and never ever let her out of her
sight again.

They lived happily ever after!




A MESSAGE FROM
THE ROTARY E-CLUB OF THE CARIBBEAN 7020

ROTARY E-CLUB

OF THE CARIBBEAN, 7020

..because we are an E-Club
Rotary E-Club of the Caribbean, 7020 is proud to present our first project, “The Butterfly E-
Storybook.” This project saw 142 entries from across District 7020! Our panel of judges had a
difficult task to choose only the ten that now make up our first E-Storybook.
This project high[ights the possibiﬁties, potenﬁa[, and opportunities that an E-Club oﬁers. An E-
Club requires on[y anew way of thinking about service and fe”owship; however, the ideals of Rotary
such as service about se[fand integrity are amaranthine (evev[asﬁng).
Our E-Club is a Global Viﬂage. Members need not be in the same room on the same day, or even in
the same part of the world. Live[y and interactive fe“owship is conducted via the internet or
telephone. The E-Club makes it easy and possible for Rotarians to be part of the Rotary family, even
those who are way ﬁ’om home trave[ing, who live in a p[ace where there is no Rotary Club, for whom
getting around is challenging, or who simply want to have a make-up.
Though our E-Club is still in its pvovisiona[ stage, we have a[veady become a vibrant and signiﬁcant
club in D-7020. Rotary E-Club of the Caribbean, 7020 is bringing value to the family of Rotary as
on[y an E-Club can.

Yours in Rotary
Vincent Wheatley (BV1).
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