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A MESSAGE FOR OUR READERS

Hello!

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

ROTARY E-CLUB

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

OF THE CARIBBEAN, 7020 about them every week when we
meet.

TRUTH - You should 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 o make your community better by studying
hard, and doing all you can to help your school and
community become a better place!

From Your friends at
The Rotary E- Club of the Caribbean, 7020
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THE LONELY OLD DO6 AND THE GOOD FAMILY

By Jordan Allwood, Age 11
Kensington Primary School
Portmore, St. Catherine, Jamaica

It was the day before Christmas, and my family was
shopping for candy canes and gifts. As soon as we finished our
shopping, we got into the car to go home. My father started driving.
On the way home, we passed a very large moving box. "Daddy, stop!" T
shouted. "I see a moving box."

When my father stopped, I jumped out of the car as quickly as I
could. T opened the box to see what was inside. Two large frightened
eyes looked at me. I picked up what was inside. It gave a loud bark. It
almost fell from my hands. I brought it into the car. Immediately my
mother bellowed, "Get that thing out of my car now!" "Please, Mom, T
want to give him a good home," I said pitifully. "OK, all right, but he is
your responsibility.” "I know, Mommy," T said. When we finally got
home, I rushed to the basement to find a good place for it to sleep. I
got a warm blanket and a big cozy-looking basket and wrapped my new
house guest in. I warmed some milk, buttered some biscuits, and fed
the dog. It licked my face and ran around the basement. I watched it
doing what it seemed it had not done in a long time. I was very happy
for having stopped.

After many weeks, the puppy grew into a big dog. He could no longer
stay in the basement. My mother and father said that they would help
me build a kennel for him. We worked tirelessly during every spare
time. My dog Rusty was overjoyed to be put in his new dwelling. Rusty
and my mother became good friends. Every evening, Mother would take
Rusty on her walk through the neighbourhood. On weekends, my
friends and I would take Rusty for runs along the beach.
It was exciting to see how much Rusty had grown.

One evening, late autumn, I came home to silence.

I hurried to the kennel, and was surprised to see the
door opened. I became very nervous, and started calling
for Rusty, but no answer was forthcoming. I searched
around the yard, thinking probably he was injured, but
Rusty was nowhere in sight.
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I started to cry, and dashed to the phone to call my mother and
father who luckily were on their way home. As soon as my parents
came in, they assessed the situation and called other family members
who came soon after. We dispatched ourselves in all directions in
search of Rusty. I was so worried! I called out his name many times,
begging him to respond. My parents kept close to me. They too were
calling for Rusty. We were getting tired and hungry, because the
search had gone on for hours.

It was almost midnight, and as I wandered away from my parents
with my flashlight, T heard a whimpering sound. I cautiously moved
towards the sound. As I got closer, the whimpering became louder. T
recognized the sound of my dog, Rusty. I screamed for my parents,
then rushed towards Rusty. He whimpered and groaned painfully. T
tried to lift him, but his feet seemed to have been caught in a trap. My
parents and other family members came and removed the shackle from
Rusty's feet. My dad lifted him and wrapped him in the blanket we had
taken. Rusty looked at us with gratitude in his eyes; he licked Dad's
face. We were so happy to find Rusty. We took him home. All family
members were glad to help to make him as comfortable as possible.
Grandma and Grandpa, who stayed behind, had made tea and coffee
for us. The children drank hot cocoa, while the adults looked after
Rusty. The vet was called, and Rusty was given medication for his
injury.

Afterwards, all family members hugged and thanked each other for
the support given. Rusty regained his strength a few days after. Mom,
Dad and I constantly look after him. After all, he is a member of our
family, and families should take care of each other.




HELPING FAMILY MEMBERS

Story and Illustration By Fritz Boynes III, Age 9
Guy H. Benjamin School, St. John, US Virgin Islands
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T live with my mom and my turtle. The rest of my family lives apart,
but we still stay in fouch. I always help them clean their house.
Sometimes, I have to pick up my turtle's poopoo, but I still love my
turtle.

I love helping my father pick mangoes. We all love mangoes. My
father climbs the tree to get the mangoes. They look very big and
juicy. They taste outstanding! When they are yellow, they are ripe.
When they are green, they are not ripe. We put them in boxes, and
give some to different people, and some to my grandmother. We do
this because my grandmother is too old to climb trees to pick her own.

My family finds ways to defend themselves. Nothing can happen to
us. I take Tae Kwon Do to protect my family. That's so I can defend
myself. It is fun to tfake Tae Kwon Do. It is important to defend
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yourself and your family. My father has a nice, charming black dog
that can defend him. He takes care of it. That's why it defends him.

I love helping my mother clean the house. We always need to clean.
First, we pick up everything off the floor so no one gets hurt. Next,
we sweep and mop the floor. Be careful when you finish mopping the
floor because you could fall. T clean my bathroom, and my mother
cleans hers, so it doesn't smell. Finally we clean our bedrooms. We
want to be sure that, if somebody sleeps over, they won't get hurt on
toys that are on the floor.

I love my family, and my family loves me. It is important to love your
family. I hope you keep that in mind, because when you get older, you
will need help too.




FATHER AND SON DEEP FISHING TALE

By Sole A. Chinnery, Age 10
All Saints Cathedral School, St. Thomas, US Virgin Islands

Every morning, Adam and his son, Liston, would travel from their
country village to town. This village was named CAPS, for it was the
jewel of Dominica's countryside villages. Adam and his son would wake
at 5:00 a.m. every morning. Adam would pass time by asking Liston
questions or riddles. Adam would say with a heavy chuckle, "Son, tell
me what has four wheels and flies?" Liston would always reply "Dad"
then scratch his head, lick his lips, and blink his left eye several times
and say "I don't know, but I bet you can tell me." This would take place
every morning as the father and son bonded.

Adam was a country man. Adam was standing at 6'9", 240lbs with
hands of steel from casting and pulling fish traps. Adam was always
funny to his fellow villagers with his jokes and riddles.

Liston, being the son of a CAPS village man, was proud and laid back
with a demeanor of a young 13-year-old boy going on 31. Liston would
help the village elders with chores and errands that they themselves
were not able to complete.



Adam and Liston woke up on a gloomy, overcast Thursday morning.
This morning felt strange to both father and son as they continued with
their morning routine. This morning, Adam chose not to ask any riddles
or questions. They drove to fown where Adam's vessel by the name of
Spartan was docked. They arrived at their vessel. The father and son
crew was on their way out to pull their fish traps. After being at sea
pulling traps, a problem came. Adam heard his marine radio ring as it
was lunch bell going of f. The local Government issued a return-to-port
to all fishing vessels. There was a storm by the name of Sole on its way.
Adam told Liston to grab his life vest and secure the deck. As Adam
tried to swing the key to start the vessel, it would not start. Adam was
worried because the storm was bad, and his main concern was Liston
being in the storm. Adam decided to drop anchor and brave the storm.
As the waves and wind battered the vessel, both father and son just
prayed.

The port master of the Emerald of the Sea was green with concern
as he realized, after five hours, the vessel Spartan carrying the father
and son crew did not return to port. The port master got on the radio
and contacted the villagers of CAPS to report the fate of the father
and son crew in the storm.

The villagers, now concerned for the father and son crew, took it
upon the village to start a rescue for their fellow villagers. The village
dispatched twelve of their best vessels with crew to search for the
father and son. The villagers searched until finally they came upon the
vessel anchored in a cove. Liston and Adam left their vessel in the cove.

Happy with life, the father and son braved the storm with fellow
villagers to return to port. The villagers, along with Liston and Adam,
returned to port to find the rest of the village there to greet them.
Adam with his heavy chuckle asked Liston, "My son what is family?"
Without a scratch of the head or lick of the lips and several blinks,
Liston replied "My village and my father are what I call my family."

Photograph provided by the author



A LADY WAS MISSING

By Noah Leese, Age 8
Cedar International School, Tortola, British Virgin Islands

A lady was missing.
Her name was Sherry.
She was 53 years old.

We had seen pictures online that a lady had disappeared from
Josiah's Bay. People were trying their best to find her. My mum and I
decided to see if we could help. We drove for hours searching. We
went to the hotel where Sherry and her husband were staying. People
there were talking about where they had searched, and were talking
about Sherry.

We learned that they had just arrived, and had walked to Josiah's
Bay for dinner. Sherry had gone fo use the restroom. A little time
passed; and when she didn't return, her husband tried to find her. She
wash't there. He began to look around the beach and the buildings, and
asked everyone he met if they had seen her, but no-one had. He was
very worried, as Sherry had the start of Alzheimer's, a disease which
can make you lose your memory. He walked back to the hotel, but
Sherry hadn't come back.

Night passed.

Early the next morning, we headed out again to drive/walk around
the area. After a few hours, we went back to the hotel to see if there
was any more news. There was o be an organized search led by the
police. We said we would help. The police had gone door-to-door and
had a lead. People started arriving to help. It was all adults, but T
didn't mind. T just wanted to help.

Then the police arrived and spoke to us about the search area.

There wasn't much space for cars, so we had to jump in the back of
a truck with others to follow the police up there. When we arrived, we
were very high up overlooking Josiah's Bay. All I could see was thick
bush and trees. We were put into groups, and ours was the first to
split of f from the others, off the track into the bush. The plan was to
go from the top, through the bush to the bottom. At first, the bush
wasn't too bad, and we were able to walk through. We kept shouting
"Sherry!"
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We found a house which looked like it wasn't finished being built.
On the floor, I saw some freshly squeezed lemons. Had she been
there? I showed everyone, and we decided to follow the lemon frail
into the bush. Eventually, the trail stopped and the bush got thicker.
An hour or two had passed. We had a policeman with us who was having
to clear the way with a machete. In places it got very steep, and I fell
down. I banged my hip on a rock, which hurt, but T wanted to carry on.

We were tired, hot and thirsty.

A while later, someone's phone rang. Sherry had been found by one
of the other teams. We all cheered, but she was hurt. She had fallen.
It was possible that both her legs were broken.

It was too steep o go any further down, so we had no choice but to
start the climb back up the hill. It was the most exhausting thing I
have ever done! Sometimes, I was on my hands and knees because it
was so steep, but we kept going. We had thistles in our hair and torn
clothes, but we had scrambled back to the very top. My mum and I got
a ride down to Josiah's Bay, where we met back up with some of the
other people. They were hugging each other and crying. But no one was
sad; they were tears of joy.

The paramedics had fo climb to get o where Sherry had fallen.
Eventually, Sherry was brought down on a stretcher, and it was a great
moment to see her husband lean over to hug her.

We all celebrated at the hotel. It was an unbelievable day.

We learned that Sherry had been inside the house. The next day,
she didn't know where she was, but tried to make her way down
towards the beach, and at some point she had fallen.

Sherry unfortunately passed away the day after she was rescued. I
didn't understand how or why. It seemed so unfair, after everything
she had been through. I felt so upset. I now believe we were meant to
find Sherry so that she could say goodbye
to her husband. g

When help was needed, a group of T cﬁ’ja

people came together and shared N> -
something none of us will ever forget. My @

mum and I had an incredible experience, -

and made some very good friends that P SR
day, who we know will share a special bond 2wl ¢
with forever. LY. %’;a;@?@ _
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THE LINDSAY FAMILY




THE LINDSAY FAMILY

Ashanti Lindsay, Age 11
Kensington Primary School, Portmore, St. Catherine, Jamaica

My parents taught me that, "A family that prays together always
stays together” and the Lindsay family does exactly that.

The Lindsay family has six members: Mama and Papa Lindsay,
Chantel who is the eldest sister, Mario the eldest brother, myself
Ashanti, and the youngest Agway. We are a Christian family. Mama and
Papa always ensure that we read our bible, pray, and every Sunday we
attend church. Even Saturday morning we would have our family prayer
meetings. This shows how much we believe in God.

Mama was a secretary for eleven years, and Papa was a supervisor at
Yummy's Bakery. However, this did not last long, as both Mama and
Papa lost their jobs. Days went by and I often heard Mama and Papa
praying in their room. The more they prayed, things did not get any
better. Our attendance at school went down, and some days we could
not find food. This did not stop Mama and Papa from praying, and they
encouraged us as children to do the same, as this was a period that will
soon pass. The problems continued and this became a concern to me.
Feeling sad and down, I said "Papa when will this be over?”

Papa replied, "God will provide, my child."

Shortly after, God revealed a great idea to Papa. Papa was delighted
as he shared the great news. God said to Papa, "You have a big back
yard; why not use the space to start farming?"

We were all very excited, as each person shared their own ideas of
what foods and fruits could be planted. The next day we got started.
We planted yam, banana, sugarcane, ackee, mango and lots more. While
we watered the plants, Papa planted the seeds. It was fun working
together on the farm. In a couple of months, we reaped our first crop.

Mama and Papa started selling to the community; and within another
couple of months, the business expanded. We were now able to provide
food for our family and to attend school daily. On the weekends, with
the exception of Sundays, Mario, Chantel and I - oh yes, even Gawanye,
my youngest brother - assisted with the business.

As we all looked back on days past, Mama smiled as she shared, "We
can do all things with great family love and care.”
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MY PAPA

By Jason McCoy, Age 8
West End Primary School, Cayman Brac, Cayman Islands

My Papa was the nicest, most loving, and helpful person I've ever
known. His kind heart was always giving to those in need. He would not
only help his family and his friends, he would help strangers. He would
take money out of his pocket to fix someone's car and appliances. He
would give his jeep to his friends, and he would walk where he had to
go. Papa tried his best to make everyone happy.

Papa always brought my brother, Jairon, and me fruits and many
other things. We loved to go fo his house on Sundays, and he loved to
know we were coming. He made sure that we had food when we came;
and before we left, he always gave us a kiss on the cheek.

Papa's turtle meat dinner was so delicious that it made me drool.
Every Sunday, I had to have it for lunch. He would also drive around
the island to take some for his friends. Many times, Papa and I sat and
ate plums, watermelon, and other fruits, but we had to have lots of
salt with it. YUMIII

Papa was excited when my aunts and cousins would come o visit for
Christmas, summer and Easter holidays. He had all of us fogether. The
adults would sit together and eat and talk, while my
little cousins and I played tag in the yard.

It was a lot of fun!

Family time was what he loved most. Papa didn't like to take
pictures, but we still got him to take a few. He didn't like gifts 'cause
he felt like giving us everything was the most important. Although he is
no longer here with me, I will always remember what he taught me:
being helpful and kind to others is what I should do, and that family is
the greatest love in the world.

Every day, I thank Jesus for my loving family.
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MY FAMILY FARM
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MY FARMING FAMILY

By Raheem Mclean, Age 8
West End Primary School, Cayman Brac, Cayman Islands

My family and T have a farm. On our farm, we have animals, and we
grow our own food. We help each other pull weeds out from the ground
so that the plants can grow. Mother tends to the garden. We grow
tomatoes, peppers, carrots, cucumbers, pumpkin, and lots of other
good stuff. Father milks the cows so we can have fresh milk to drink. I
tend to the pigs, and my sister Sally gathers the chicken eggs and
washes them so we can eat them for breakfast.

My favourite thing about our garden is getting to eat fresh carrots
that we picked together with my family at dinner time. My mom loves
to serve the carrots with ranch dressing, which is my favourite. On our
farm, we have to feed the animals healthy food and lots of water to
drink. We feed vegetables from our garden to the animals on our farm.
It keeps the animals healthy and happy.

My least favourite thing to do is helping my dad clean the pig pen.
The pig pen is full of mud, and is very stinky. But I do it to make my
dad proud. Farm life is hard, but working together makes it a lot
easier. Working together as a family is my favourite thing to do
because it's very important. I really enjoy helping my family.

I even enjoy helping my mom with washing the dishes. We take turns
washing them. My sister Sally helps my mom sweep out the house. My
dad takes care of all the big stuff around the farm and the house.
Sometimes, we give neighbours food and eggs from our farm. It feels
good to share with others. They help us too when we are in need
because we have been nice to them. Farm life is about families working
together and helping each other. The End.
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FAMILIES WORKING TOGETHER

By Tiandrah Smith Age: 7 years
Petersfield Primary School, Savanna-La-Mar, Jamaica

James is the third child of three children. He is eight years old. His
parents own a farm, and on weekends they sell eggs, milk, bananas and
oranges to the people in the community. On weekends, everyone works
together to clean the house and gather the goods to have them ready
for sale.

Mother Jenny told James, his older brother Paul, and his sister
Elizabeth to go to the farmhouse to feed the chickens and collect the
eggs for sale. James asked, "Why do I have to go? I'm tired.” His
mother replied, "James, we all have to work together so we can get the
job done quickly.”

She gave James the basket to put the eggs in. James slowly walked
behind his siblings swinging the basket. When they reached the farm
house, James gave his sister the basket and then ran off into the field
shouting, "I am going to look if the goats have enough water!”

Paul and Elizabeth collected the eggs, fed the chickens and still
there was no sign of James. They went outside to look, but he was
nowhere in sight. Elizabeth said, "Paul, let's go because Mother is going
to be angry if we don't get back in time for lunch and for Dad to
deliver the goods."

When they got to the house, Mother asked, "Where is James?" Paul
told her what happened. Mother was very angry. They all sat at the
table and had lunch. James still didn't return. Paul and Mother helped
Dad load the donkey with the goods while Elizabeth cleared the table
and washed the dishes.

As they stood at the gate waving bye to Dad, Mother saw James
running towards the house and she called out to him "James! Where
were you? Your brother and sister returned almost an hour ago and
had lunch, helped clear the table and loaded the donkey so that dad
could deliver the goods. Everyone was working while you were out in
the field playing.”
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James replied: "I am sorry Mother; I did not realize the time was
getting late."

Mother said: "Because you do not like to help with the chores, you
will rake the yard all by yourself and then you prepare your own lunch.”
It was almost an hour, and James still wasn't finished raking the
yard. He was tired and hungry, so he decided to go to his brother and
sister for help. He told them that he was sorry for not helping today.
Paul and Elizabeth decided to help James rake the yard and they were

done in fifteen minutes. He washed his hands and quickly prepared a
sandwich as he was very hungry. After clearing the table, he went to
the verandah to speak with his mother, brother and sister. He said,
"Now I understand why it is so important to work tfogether and help
each other. We get the work to be finished quicker. It is much easier
when we all work together and we have more fun too. Thanks Paul and

Elizabeth for helping me rake the yard. It was so much easier."
Mother smiled, and from that day James always wanted to help with
chores.

19



THE HARD WORKING IGUANA

By Mitchell Turnbull Jr., Age 9
Gladys A. Abraham Elementary School, St. Thomas, US Virgin Islands

There once was a hardworking Iguana hamed Mitchell. He lived on
the Caribbean island of St. Thomas with his family. His two best
friends were Deshavion the Mongoose and Jadeja the Yellow Breast
Bird. They all were in 5th grade at the Gladys A. Abraham Elementary
School. Every day after school, Mitchell the Iguana would first finish
his homework then go to his farm in Fortuna to plant. He planted
pumpkin, mango, sugar apple, and soursop, while Deshavion the
Mongoose and Jadeja the Yellow Breast played kickball. Mitchell would
say to them after school every day, "Would you come to meh farm and
help me plant?” They would say, “No deh man, we have to play more
kickball." Mitchell would sadly go home alone to work in his garden. He
worked hard, watering and weeding his fruits and vegetables. After
working hard in his garden, he would then go to play kickball with his
friends.

Hurricane Marilyn was heading o St. Thomas, and Mitchell the
Iguana decided to gather his crops and get his home prepared with his
family. He placed the crops in his storage room, then boarded up his
home. He told his neighbors and best friend, “Ah hurricane is coming.”
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They laughed and said, "It's just a little rain.” Later that night,
hurricane Marilyn hit St. Thomas. It destroyed most of the houses,
stores and crops. No one on the island had electricity.

The next morning, Mitchell the Iguana went to look for his friends.
When he saw them, they cried out to him, "We sorry we didn't listen to
you. Meh belly hurting; we have no food or shelter.” Mitchell the
Iguana said, "I have deh crops I gathered before the storm; you can
have some. You can also stay with me until your family build deh house.
You can help me plant more crops, and I can help your family rebuild
deh house.”

A few months had passed and Mitchell the Iguana showed his two
best friends how to plant sugar apple, mango, sour sop, and pumpkin in
his garden. He also showed the other children in Fortuna and Bordeaux
how to plant these crops. Mitchell the Iguana, Deshavion the
Mongoose, and Jadeja the Yellow Breast were known on St. Thomas as
great farmers. They would take their extra crops to the market place
to sell to the locals. They used the money they earned to expand their
farm from Fortuna to Bordeaux, rebuild his friends' family home, and
save some for college. Deshavion and Jadeja realized that the hard
work you put into planting not only provided food for them but also for
their community.

Photograph provided by the author
Meet the Author
My name is Mitchell Turnbull Jr. I am a 5™ grader at the Gladys A.

Abraham School. T like to read books about endangered animals. When
I grow up I want to be a scientist. I want to create a cure for AIDS.
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THE HOUSE OF LOVE
Arria Walsh, Age 10
Julius E. Sprauve School, St. John, US Virgin Islands

The entrance next o the white-
picket-fenced house was beginning
to become packed with cars. The
Alexanders' neighbor had also
allowed them to occupy their
parking area. Children were playing
on the sidewalk. Others were
greeting each other as they made
their way to the party that was
inside. It was Mr. and Mrs.
Noplace's wedding anniversary.
Mrs. Alexander had volunteered
their house for the surprise party.

As the music and talking grew louder, we heard an even louder noise.
It was a crash sound from their family's portrait which hung along the
staircase. Mr. Jaface was quick to blurt out that this was odd. Indeed
it was strange, as no one was walking along that area. Mrs. Fondu, who
always had some folk tale, superstitiously exclaimed that something
terrible would happen.

The party continued even after that crash. The house was like a
melting pot. Different countries were represented in Mr. and Mrs.
Alexander's house. The Alexanders were from Haiti. They'd left their
country in their twenties, leaving families behind. Some friends
started leaving.

The telephone rang, and Mr. Alexander answered it. He spoke for
Jjust a moment. He looked like death for a second. It seemed like he
had gone into a trance. He got a hold of himself to inform the few
persons who were present that an earthquake had just shaken Haiti.
The phone line had gone dead before any real conversation could have
been relayed.

"Ring!” Mr. Alexander dashed for the phone. Now a tsunami warning
had been given. The room was still, as everyone awaited more news.
Mrs. Alexander turned on the TV to CNN news. A live coverage was
being given. The phone line went dead again, and all eyes were fixed to
the TV screen now. 22




Mr. and Mrs. Alexander knew that their trip back to Haiti was long
overdue. This was not how they wanted to return. Their family needed
them. It was an emergency. The Alexanders immediately decided they
would leave after a week. They had to gather resources to assist their
families. One of Mr. Alexander's relatives, who was in Texas, decided
to assist the family. His family had been divided because of land. He
was joyful to hear that the relative would help.

The journey to Haiti was long, and the Alexanders were very anxious
to see their family. They prayed for a safe trip and that God had kept
their families safe. When they arrived in Haiti, their heart sank, for
the country that they once knew was no more. They were fortunate to
get there too. Mr. Alexander's family came to meet them. Most of
what they had brought was for their families. They came with non-
perishable items; clothes and shoes; and their hearts filled with love
and sympathy for the families who lost their loved ones.

Mrs. Alexander lost her parents and only sister during the tsunami.
The sister's four-year-old daughter survived. The child could not
understand English; however, she did her best teaching her the
language. Mr. Alexander gave his support, as the child reminded her
daily of her loss. It was not easy. Mr. Alexander and his family came
together to rebuild. They realized that fighting with each other was no
good. They should be loving each other, and be an example to their
children.

They decided to reuse some of the items that made the very home
that brought them trouble, in remembrance of their love for each
other. The young ones carried the bricks that were not broken.
Shattered pieces of glass were used fashionably at the front of the
house as reflectors. The children worked at locating flowers to replant
at the entrance. Mr. and Mrs. Alexander's new child would find a home
in their home soon, and all worked hard to construct the house.

They slept in the tents provided by the government while they built.
It was through their rebuilding process that Mr. Alexander's family
healed from broken hearts. They understood the importance of each
other as they mourned with Mrs. Alexander.

The house, when completed, amazed the other Haitians. At the
entrance was a stone that read "The House of Love,"” for the
Alexanders did not know hatred anymore - only love. Today everyone
who passes on that street stops and gazes, as it is the most beautiful

house on that street.
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Nt WHAT IS ROTARY? et
Rotarians are 1.2 million neighbors, friends, and community leaders
who come fogether fo create positive, lasting change in our
communities and around the world.
Our differing occupations, cultures, and countries give us a unique
perspective. Our shared passion for service helps us accomplish the

remarkable. 5

WHAT MAKES US DIFFERENT?

Our distinct point of view and approach gives us unique advantages:

We see differently: Our multidisciplinary perspective helps us see
challenges in unique ways.

We think differently: We apply leadership and expertise to social
issues—and find unique solutions.

We act responsibly: Our passion and perseverance create lasting
change.

We make a difference at home and around the world: Our members
can be found in your community and across the globe.

HOW DO WE WORK?

Our impact starts with our members—people who work tirelessly
with their clubs to solve some of our communities’ toughest challenges.
Their efforts are supported by Rotary International, our member
association, and The Rotary Foundation, which turns generous
donations into grants that fund the work of our members and partners
around the world. Rotary is led by our members—responsible leaders
who help to carry forward our organization's mission and values in
their elected roles. P

Stgo
HOW DID WE GET HERE?

We've been making history and bringing our world closer together
for over 100 years. Since forming in 1905, we've taken on some of the
world's toughest challenges and helped a wide range of international
and service organizations—from the UN to Easter Seals—get started.

Learn more about Rotary at www.rotary.org
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The young authors who contributed
to this StoryBook have

received a gift of books in recognition
of their efforts.

We have printed this book so that children in all

our territories have an opportunity to read the stories

PROTAR S

(o \

fﬁNAT\O

These gifts and this printing were made possible
by the generosity o
The Rotary E- C[ub of the Caribbean, 7020
The Rotary E-Club of District 9220
The Rotary Club of Les Cayes
Pro[fessors and Students at
The Faculty of Applied Linguistics, State University of Haiti

Cover des ign by Drawing The Line




	Page 1
	Contents En.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Allwood Jordan.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Boynes Fritz III.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Chinnery Sole A.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Leese Noah.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Front Cover.pdf
	1: EN

	Lindsay Ashanti.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	McCoy Jason.pdf
	Page 1

	McLean Raheem.pdf
	Page 1

	Smith Taindrah.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Turnbull Mitchell.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Walsh Arria.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	What Is Rotary.pdf
	Page 1

	Back Cover.pdf
	1: BACK-EN

	Contents En.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	McLean Raheem.pdf
	Page 1

	Leese correction.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	McCoy Jason.pdf
	Page 1

	Letter to Readers.pdf
	Page 1

	Cover FRONT EN.pdf
	1: EN
	2: BACK-EN

	Cover BACK EN.pdf
	1: EN
	2: BACK-EN

	BLANK PAGE.pdf
	1: EN

	Walsh correction.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	McCoy Jason.pdf
	Page 1

	McCoy Jason.pdf
	Page 1

	Contents En.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Letter to Readers.pdf
	Page 1

	McCoy Jason.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	McLean Raheem.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Smith Taindrah.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Turnbull Mitchell.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Walsh correction.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Walsh Arria.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	What Is Rotary.pdf
	Page 1

	Contents En.pdf
	Page 1
	Page 2

	Cover FRONT EN.pdf
	1: EN

	Cover BACK EN.pdf
	1: EN
	2: BACK-EN

	BLANK PAGE.pdf
	1: EN

	Cover BACK EN.pdf
	1: BACK-EN




