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I

loved Christmas as a child (still do!).
In Ireland it all really starts with “the
late late toy show”, source of inspiration
for many a Christmas list. Interspersed
with children singing and dancing,
children of various ages demonstrate the toys
they’ve tested and recommend for Christmas,
while the presenter prays that all the bateries
will work, and every now and then hands out
“one for everybody in the audience”. I used to
dream of being one of those children!
Then there’s the making of the Christmas cakes and pudding, making a wish as we turn the wooden spoon. I was always in charge of
setting up the crib, a great responsibility in our house. To this day,
I’m a bit miffed if someone else sets it up before I get home!
Closer to the date, there’s the atmosphere in town on Christmas
eve, when everyone’s chasing up last minute presents, then meeting
friends for a drink once the shops close at midday. Dinner, then midnight mass, and home to light the Christmas candle and say a prayer
before going off to bed to listen for sleighbells (or across the road to
the pub when we were old enough).
Christmas morning was spent opening presents, and helping prepare the dinner (while trying to sneak away to play with our presents or watch Christmas tv). Then once the turkey was in the oven,
we all headed over to my uncles house for drinks. When the turkey
was done we all went home and ate too much, then digested it all in
front of the tv while we discovered our new toys. Next it was time for
drinks next door and then finally back home for a quick snack and
bed.
Now we spend Christmas in my husband’s house in the suburbs
of Paris, or in mine in Dublin, so it’s hard for us to create Christmas
traditions of our own. To be honest, we each went our separate ways
for Christmas before the children came along, so we really feel like
beginners playing at being grown-ups. Things we’re doing include
dancing to awful Christmas music while we decorate the tree, sitting
down all together going through the toy catalogs looking for pictures
to cut out and then stick onto the letters to Santa, a trip to see Santa
of course, the Christmas photo of the kids for the Christmas cards,
learning some Christmas songs, midnight mass. We don’t make
Christmas cake or pudding or mince pies cause none of us like dried
fruit, but we do make cookies and decorations for the tree. And we’ll
make up the rest as we go along...

A poem that’s become part of our Christmas tradition...

Advent

by Patrick Kavanagh
We have tested and tasted too much, loverThrough a chink too wide there comes in no wonder.
But here in the Advent-darkened room
Where the dry black bread and the sugarless tea
Of penance will charm back the luxury
Of a child’s soul, we’ll return to Doom
The knowledge we stole but could not use.
And the newness that was in every stale thing
When we looked at it as children: the spirit-shocking
Wonder in a black slanting Ulster hill
Or the prophetic astonishment in the tedious talking
Of an old fool will awake for us and bring
You and me to the yard gate to watch the whins
And the bog-holes, cart-tracks, old stables where Time begins.
O after Christmas we’ll have no need to go searching
For the difference that sets an old phrase burningWe’ll hear it in the whispered argument of a churning
Or in the streets where the village boys are lurching.
And we’ll hear it among decent men too
Who barrow dung in gardens under trees,
Wherever life pours ordinary plenty.a
Won’t we be rich, my love and I, and
God we shall not ask for reason’s payment,
The why of heart-breaking strangeness in dreeping hedges
Nor analyse God’s breath in common statement.
We have thrown into the dust-bin the clay-minted wages
Of pleasure, knowledge and the conscious hourAnd Christ comes with a January flower.

M

irian and I visited Association
Dominique in Fonsorbes to present
them with a cheque for the money
we raised last year. As always the visit was
inspiring, and we’d like to thank you all
for your hard work and generosity, and to
assure you that the money we raise is not
wasted. The money we raised last year will
help 10 families come to Fonsorbes to receive the help for their child that they could
not afford to get otherwise.
As an unexpected bonus, the team in Association Dominique have offered to give us a
morning conference (free and in English!) to
help us understand and optimise the neurological cognitive development of our babies
and toddlers and to show us how we can
help them to learn key motor skills that will
make their lives easier. Anyone who is interested in attending please send me a mail at
Catherine.tots@gmail.com.
The Tots and Co. stall at the TWIG Christmas Fayre was a phenomenal success, and
I’d like to thank everyone involved. A lot
of hard work was done collecting, testing,
cleaning, bagging and pricing toys, and so
many people were so generous with donations and purchases. We raised an amazing
€1435.80. I’d also like to thank everyone
who volunteered to set up the stall and to
man the stall on the day, it was great fun and
I can’t wait till next year. I have to admit that
my husband was a bit horrified when I unloaded my purchases at the end of the day,
but, as I told him, it’s all for a good cause!

Have a wonderful Christmas everyone!

Catherine x
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Introducing...
Each issue we catch up
with three members here we speak to Katy,
new member Anne ,
and young Aiden
Dikinson

In the
Spotlight

Introducing...

Katy Eales
What brings you to Toulouse?
I have been living with my
husband, Stephen, in Toulouse
since February 2010; we moved
here from Bristol with Stephen’s
job at Airbus. We spent our first
18 months living in the centre of
Toulouse, before moving to Blagnac
in time for the birth of our son.
On the 17 June 2012 we welcomed
our first child, George, into the
world. He was born 10 days early
at Ambroise Pare Clinique in
Toulouse and in our eyes is simply
perfect!
How long have you been here and
for how long will you stay?
Our plan is to stay in Toulouse for
another 2/3 years before returning
to Bristol.
What did you do before
motherhood?
Before moving to France I worked
fulltime in Bristol as a criminal
defence solicitor, representing
people in the police station,
magistrates and crown court; since
moving to France and prior to the
birth of George, I have been lucky
enough to continue with this work,
returning to the UK for a week
every month. I enjoy my work and
have met a variety of interesting
characters!
What do you do in your free time?
Like all new mums, free time is now
very much a distant memory, but
given a spare half an hour, I would
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‘Before moving to France I worked
fulltime in Bristol as a criminal
defence solicitor, representing
people in the police station,
magistrates and crown court’
Winter 2012 TOT S
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gladly bury my nose in a good book
or get the mixer out and knock up a
batch of chocolate brownies!
What are your favourite things
about France?
My favourite thing about France,
aside from the beautiful weather in
the summer, is the opportunities it
has to offer for adventure, whether
it’s a weekend trip to the mountains
for skiing or a paddle in the sea.

What do you miss about “home”
and what noticeable differences do
you find between France and your
home country?
Family apart, the thing I miss most
about the UK is its relaxed attitude
to schedules! If you fancy eating
lunch at 3pm you can!! ●

Photo taken by Lisa Allen
www.lisaallenphotographytoulouse.com

5

Introducing...

NEW MEM

BER

Anne
Heffernan

(Clarke is
our family
name!)

What brings you to Toulouse?
We had been living in Hong Kong
and were looking for a move back
to Europe to be nearer family when
my husband was offered a job with
Airbus.
How long have you been here and
for how long will you stay?
Just arrived on the 1stof October so
a real newbie and we don’t plan on
leaving anytime soon if at all (takes
too long to pack and unpack!)
Tell us about your family.
Being Irish, we have a large
extended family but here there is
my husband Brendan and little boy
Eoin who is 9 months (pronounced
Owen but Irish/Gaelic spelling!)
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What do you do in your free time?
Free time is now a distant memory
since Eoin’s arrival but I love
walking, reading, travel and
catching up with friends.
What are your favourite things
about France?
Love the fresh air, open spaces,

How old are you?
three and a half we just have
to finish December and it’s my
birthday
Tell us about one person in your
family
Spice. She’s a cat. She licks people’s
fingers and likes soft chairs so that’s
why I put her basket on the new
chair.
What makes you happy?
When Father Christmas comes and
delivers presents.
When I go fast down the drive on
my bike and don’t use my brakes to
stop.
The bikes in the playground at
school and the end of school when
Mummy comes.
What food do you love eating?
Rice and fish. Chips. Monster
Munch. Gingerbread men.
McDonalds food. I think that’s
all. (parents are cringing at this
point....)

‘Love the fresh air,
open spaces, wine’
What did you do before
motherhood?
When I lived in Ireland I worked in
HR, primarily in the airline sector
but in Hong Kong I taught English
from tots to adults.

Kids in the
Spotlight...

wine and the people have been very
friendly and helpful. Really looking
forward to exploring the culture
and country.
What do you miss about “home”
and what noticeable differences do
you find between France and your
home country?
Miss coffee shops and small cafés/
restaurants (we live outside the city)
. Driving on the “other side” of the
road and of course I have language
difficulties but am hoping to work
on that. ●
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What book do you like reading?
The Dinosaur that Pooped
Christmas because it’s so funny
when Christmas comes out of the
dinosaur’s bum. Bum is another
word for bottom but I think bottom
is for people. If dinosaurs have a
bottom I think it’s called a bum.
Can you sing us a song?
Stinky bottoms on your pants

Stinky bottoms on your pants
Stinky bottoms on your nose
(because Edina just laughs at my
bottom)
When you are not at school what
do you do?
I like doing lots of jigsaws after
school and riding my bike,
especially my pirate jigsaw. Playing
outside and playing with my toys.
Where was your last holiday?
To England for Uncle James &
Auntie Gemma’s wedding. I had

to wear a suit, it was navy blue.
My favourite bit was the church
because it was funny. I liked the
singing a little bit. Auntie Gem
was a pretty princess. I liked Uncle
James’ pink rose on his suit. Nogge
had a bow-tie on. He’s one of Uncle
James’ best friends.
Do you have a favourite place or
friend?
My friend is Edina and also ‘soggy’
(doudou). My secret hiding place
is at the bottom of my bed, I make
dens there. ●

We want to hear hear from you! Send all articles, contributions,
letters and comments to timeoutinthesouth@gmail.com
TOT S Winter 2012
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Eco Christmas

Chr
ist
It’s a wrap
*Make your own wrapping paper.
Recycle! Use newspapers, pieces
of felt or material or magazine
spreads or your children’s drawings
to make fun gift wrap. Tie them
with string. It’s very retro! 83
square kilometres of wrapping
paper end up on the dump every
year.
Keep it real!
*Few people can resist a Christmas
tree. You do not have to, but bear
in mind that real trees are far more
eco-friendly than plastic ones!
Artificial ones last longer but are
made from PVC, for example,
requiring much energy to make
and making by-products like lead!
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Their average life span is
six years, after which they
lie on landfill sites NOT
biodegrading. Many are
made in China or Taiwan
so there are pollution
and transport costs to
take into account if you
favour a happy planet. Real
trees absorb quite a lot of
carbon dioxide as they grow
but they will emit some when
decomposing. You can plant them
in your garden after Christmas or
recycle them (they can be made into
wood chips).
Get a Christmas tree from an
association such as Association
Alouette http://www.alouetteong.fr/
There is a branch (!) of this
association in Portet sur Garonne.
They deliver the trees to your door!
Fruit and Nut
Use nuts, fruit and pine cones to
adorn your home. These smell good
too! Dried citrus fruit spirals look
good on the tree as do bunches of
cinnamon. Use salt-dough to make
Christmassy shapes using dough
cutters (metal)! to hang on your
Christmas tree. Make a hole in them
before your cook the shapes.

rth
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ike it or not our planet is
suffering. People are still
going hungry, children are
still lacking education and plastic
is still non-biodegradable. Oh, and
did I mention the trees? Yup, they
are still being used up too fast for
regrowth to serve any purpose.
So what can we do about it? Lots,
but why don’t you start with one
thing at a time if you are not yet
convinced.
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House of cards
One million Christmas
cards are thrown away
every year. Buy cards
made out of recycled
paper or make your own
from old cards...
Failing that, buy charity
Christmas cards. You can
buy a variety of cards for
UNICEF from La Poste or
online. Use last year’s cards as
gift labels.
Try buying from OXFAM’s
online shop, from UNICEF or
from online shops such as www.
naturalcollection.com

How about an eco-friendly,
people-friendly Christmas,
says Naomi Riviere
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DIY challenge
Challenge yourself: make
everything in your children’s
stockings either fairtrade or organic
or buy only second hand. There
are many very good secondhand
toys out there and will they really
still be playing with that nice shiny
plastic toy car in six months’ time?
Buy a good metal one instead from
a ‘vide-grenier’ (car boot sale) or
from leboncoin.fr (second-hand
website here in France).
Lights off!
Turn off your fairy lights! Not only
will this prevent house fires but
according to nigelsecostore.com
“100-string Christmas tree lights
left on for 10 hours a day over
the 12 days of Christmas produce
enough carbon dioxide to inflate 60
balloons”!
Candles in the wind
Paraffin candles are made from
petroleum residues. Use them
at your and the planet’s peril!
Beeswax, Soy or natural vegetablebased candles are biodegradable
and smoke free: planet friendly! ●
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Christmas features

Debate

My First White
Christmas
By Shazia Bhatti

F

or a number of years when
I was at school, my mother
was a home economics
teacher. She taught elsewhere,
thank goodness, but it meant that
at Christmas we would be treated
to marzipan fruit (complete with
little green apples with cloves for
stalks), Christmas cake, mince pies,
chocolate Yule log, and even roast
chicken with veg. As a fairly secular
but nonetheless Muslim family, this
was unusual. We’d eat all our treats
while watching Christmas TV and I
don’t remember if we had presents
– if we did, we didn’t wrap them. So
my first ‘white’ Christmas was quite
a culture shock.
It was 1998, and I had just
graduated from my masters at
Leeds University. I was going
out with Rob, with whom I am
still friends. Rob hailed from
Guernsey, and he was one of five
children. His mother had been
widowed when Rob was 14, and
she lived in a massive house
on the island with the biggest
kitchen I had ever seen. As soon
as I arrived, I was overawed by the
giant Christmas tree in the living
room, heavily decorated, with a
veritable wagonload of presents
piled underneath, spilling out onto
the rug with a liberal profusion
of needles fallen from the tree on
top. The fire was roaring and I was
all set to settle on the sofa, when I
realised that more presents than I
had accounted for had my name on
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them. Cue a Christmas Eve panicbuying session in Guernsey town
centre, searching for gifts for Rob’s
two sisters and two brothers, all of
whom I barely knew. Flipping hell,
I thought.
It didn’t end there. Rob’s mum also
did Christmas stockings for each of
her children, and she put one out
for me – full of satsumas, chocolate,
and other bits and pieces. I was
touched and also quite amazed.
What next, I wondered. At just 24,
I was a little overwhelmed, and
when they said that their Christmas
tradition involved the youngest
person present getting each gift out
from under the tree and reading
the name out and handing it over,
I knew there was no getting out
of it, despite my wishing I could
just watch while taking notes. This
was after a massive Christmas
lunch, which had followed a
long Christmas walk, which
itself had followed a Christmas
breakfast featuring Rob’s mum’s
very own homemade gravadlax
and champagne. The TV hadn’t
gone on once and in fact, it hadn’t
been missed. It was utterly idyllic,
in a beautiful old house on the
beautiful island of Guernsey, and I
was left marvelling at Rob’s mum’s
ability to do it all without making
it look any effort whatsoever. After
that Christmas of 1998, I was a
true Christmas convert, and have
remained so since – in spirit,
anyway! ●

Shopping’s
Swell
(To the Tune of
Jingle Bells)

By Laura Fox (with help of facebook
responses)
Dashing store to store
In hopes of a good buy
O’ the crazy crowds
I should have shopped online!
Wishing that I were
Sipping a café
What fun it is to push and shove
through shopping malls today?
Oh’
Transformers
Rollerblades
Talking Ma-n-ny
These are all the things “I need”
Said by my fam-i-ly.
Oh’
Wheelybug
Playmobil
Thomas’ Train Track
Best of all, good will to all
Really don’t want to come back!
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Stay at Home Mum…The Debate Continues

Last issue Shazia wrote an empassioned piece on why she thinks work
for mum always pays...but you got in touch with your thoughts, and
not everyone agreed!
Karen Grimwad

‘T

hey say it takes a
village to raise a
child. But what if
all it really needed
was a loving and
motivated parent or two?
Before I begin this defence of stayat-home parents, I should briefly
explain my personal situation,
since I am not necessarily the
kind of stay-at-home mum that
was the subject of Shazia’s piece.
Although I do currently look after
my nine month-old daughter
full-time, I have also continued to
work freelance as a professional
translator, something I had being
doing for several years before my
daughter was born. Similarly, the
nature of my husband’s work means
that he is also at home for part of
the week. We are thus partly stayat-home parents, yet both work
(albeit in a somewhat reduced and
nocturnal capacity in my case!)
and do not necessarily present
the stratified gender role models
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mentioned by Shazia. To some
extent, then, this defence is more
a plea for a middle-ground rather
than an actual counter-argument.
I’m sure most people would agree
with Shazia that it is not ideal
for a child to be looked after by
anyone —and not just mum— who
is isolated or unhappy in their
role. And yes, there may arguably
be benefits to placing children,
particularly older ones, in daycare.
Yet I think it is unfair to state that
few parents are suited to the role
of full-time caregiver. Surely as
parents we are uniquely well placed
to care for our children? After all,
we have a deep emotional bond
with them, not to mention a vested
interest in their long-term health
and well being, two characteristics
I feel you are unlikely to find
in nursery assistants and childminders, no matter how fond
they might be of children and the
inevitable attachments that must
form.
I also do not see stay-at-home
parents as being inevitably isolated,

nor stay-at-home parenting as
somehow incompatible with having
properly socialised children. I agree
with Shazia that from a certain
age children need more than just
their parents, but social interaction
can be provided in a variety of
different ways. For example, I
regularly take my daughter along
to group activities where she is
able to interact with other children
and adults. This also allows me
to introduce her to activities that
I don’t have the skills or facilities
to provide for her at home. There
are so many activities on offer to
parents, and children are such
great ice-breakers, that I actually
feel much less isolated now than
before I had a child. And while
most people are not born perfect
parents, childrearing, like many
skills, is something that can be
learnt and developed. I certainly
don’t feel that I am providing an
unhealthy environment to my child
just because I am not perfect. On
the contrary, I believe that the oneon-one interaction and nurturing
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Debate
I provide my daughter can only
benefit her.
As for the argument that children
cared for at home are whiny, clingy,
dependent and behind in reaching
developmental milestones, I don’t
see the situation as being so black
and white. When I look around
me at children who are cared for
at home, and those who are cared
for in nurseries or with a nounou, I
see children with some of the above
characteristics in both camps, and
conversely, outgoing, independent,
happy-go-lucky kids who spend
little time with anyone other than
their parents. I think individual
personalities and abilities (both of
the child and of the caregiver) play
a much stronger role.
Of course, our views are
influenced by what we see
around us, and perhaps Shazia
has seen many of the women she
described, but in general I feel that
her view of parenting does not
necessarily reflect the situation of
many families today, at least not
the ones I know. For one thing,
work commitments,

Debate
finances and childcare difficulties
(particularly in Toulouse), to name
just a few issues, mean that most
people simply do not have a choice
about whether or not to continue
working, or whether or not to have
their child cared for by someone
else, the decision is made based on
other considerations.
Rather than constantly trying
to argue that this or that way of
parenting is best, I think that
we should simply realise that,
ultimately, we all do what we think
is best for our children based
on our own personal needs and
circumstances, and that in most
cases our children are none the
worse off for it.” ●

Abby Rice

‘S

o for the last 7.5
years I have been
fortunate enough
financially to have
the choice whether
to be a “stay at home mum”
or work. I choose to stay at
home..... All circumstances
e
r
e
are different, but I think my
s w ork
r
e
choice has stemmed from
w
th
o
o
t
my experience of being a
m
o
en
r
g
“If
d
l
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child of a “working mum”.
i
t
h
t
c
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g
i
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I was what they called “a
me n the
oun
y
latch key child”
y
whe re ver uld be
Until the age of six my
o
e
m
w
o
parents ran a pub. Their
w
ies ous fr ts
b
place of work was also
a
s
b
a
m
e
o
br
e.” our home. When I try to
on
aut h and achabl
remember this time, I
t
t
e
r
remember it as happy,
i
b
e d aylor
b
but not necessarily with
T
ld
u
e
i
o
my
parents. They were
n
w
Jen
there, of course. But my
memories are of being in
the kitchen with our cook helping
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her butter bread, following our
cleaner around upstairs, helping
her make the beds and sitting with
customers making towers out of
beer mats and playing cards! The
small things that were repeated
many times are the things that have
stayed in my memory. The only
memory I can remember with my
parents are them arguing! Perhaps
this is why when I was six, they
parted company...
My sister and I moved out with
our mother. So the choice was
taken away and my mother had
to work. At first we went to a
childminder after school until we
were old enough to walk home
and be in the house for a few
hours alone. I think I was about
nine or ten and my sister seven or
eight. This is when we basically
brought ourselves up. As we got
older, our mother worked more.
As well as a fulltime job, she also
started a parttime job for a high
class Travel Operator, where she
would accompany groups of people
on weekends away on Concorde,
the Orient Express and the QE2,
while we stayed at home with our
stepfather who would disappear
to the pub (after raiding my piggy
bank)... Until they parted company,
so we were then on out own (but
teenagers by then).
So again I have searched my
mind for some memories of these
times with my mother....mostly
sitting on the sofa watching TV as
she was too tired to do anything
else. However we did have some
lovely holidays, loads of presents at
Christmas and a couple of free trips
on Concorde!
But was she there for us
emotionally though..? When my
sister was flashed at when walking
home from school... No! When my
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sister had a party that got out of
hand and the police were called...
No!
She was trying so hard to provide
for us, but she somehow forgot
about our relationship.
For me I feel it has made me
stronger and more streetwise,
although I never share my
thoughts and feelings (much to the
annoyance of my husband). But
maybe that is just my personality!
My sister however is really hung
up on the past and feels she was
deserted by my mum and I, as I was
too busy being a teenager going out
with my friends to care for her. She
is subsequently extremely needy
and too involved in her children’s
lives. She did work parttime at her
children’s school but stopped as
she thought she wasn’t giving her
children enough attention!
When I think about my
relationship with my mother now,
although I love her, I don’t really
know her and neither she me. I
don’t feel I can share things with
her. And when she tries to give
me advice I am like a teenager and
dismiss anything she suggests!
I think there is no right or wrong
way; some circumstances leave you
in a position where you can’t have
the choice. But for me, what is the
point of having a child if most of
their waking hours are spent with
somebody else.
It’s the little things that build
relationships and help formulate
their futures. Yes, you are your
own person and there needs to be
a balance. And work will always be
there.
Your children are only children
for such a short time. Treasure
every moment you can and create
memories together doing the small
things!” ●
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“I do not see stay-at-home
parents as being inevitably
isolated, nor stay-at-home
parenting as somehow
incompatible with having
properly socialised children.”
Karen Grimwad

‘F

Adele Claux

unnily enough, as I
work fulltime and
have lots of reasons
to be glad of that, I
never expected to be
writing an article about the pros of
being a fulltime mum. Then again,
as a week (or day, or hour) doesn’t
go by when I don’t think how much
smoother everyone’s life would be if
I wasn’t in a nine to five job, maybe
I’m better placed than most to
know the pitfalls.
Obviously, if I quit tomorrow
the biggest winner would be my
daughter Sophie, for her education,
welfare and happiness. Just last
week, the school cancelled their
weekly outing to the local gym for
the second time in a month because
they didn’t have the adult helpers
necessary to accompany them. Not
only is this sad for my daughter
and her classmates, it’s also sad for
me as I’d love to take part in trips
to the gym, library and woods, and
I’m sure my daughter would love
it if I came from time to time. We
frequently don’t pick her up from

school until 6 o’clock and although
she enjoys playing with her friends,
in the long run this is tiring for
her and makes the evenings at
home much too short with very
little time for play. Sophie’s teacher
recently called us in to say that
Sophie’s very tired and we’ve since
made alternative arrangements on
Wednesdays so that she can rest,
but for the other days, there’s little
we can do. Sadly, I very rarely get
to speak with her teacher except
when formally agreed upon in
advance. If only I could pick her up
at 4 o’clock every day, I would have
more frequent, informal and useful
feedback on how Sophie is getting
on.
For the school holidays, things
have started to pick-up since I’ve
now accrued my full quota of
leave. The weeks in the holidays
when I am at work, I now alternate
between the childminder and
Centre de Loisirs so that Sophie can
slow down a little as well as have
fun and be active. Her holidays are
so different from those I remember
as a child, lounging around in my
pyjamas and watching telly. Well,
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Reviews

Debate

A journey through music...

“World Wars 3, 4 and 5 have already broken
out in our house when Sophie is poorly and
we try to decide whose job is most important
and who should stay home to look after her.”

Muse: The Second Law

Adele Claux

Helium 3, Warner (2012)

out in our house when Sophie is
maybe that wasn’t so wonderful for library, clean the floors and sit on
poorly
and we try to decide whose
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By Naomi Rivière

t the start of Muse’s
new album, The
second Law, I am
reminded of a James
Bond scene: Craig
is contemplating a jump between
two rooftops whilst the “baddy”
cocks his gun at him. The credits
for the start of the film then roll
with music reminiscent of any good
Bond soundtrack, that of Bassey,
Turner or Sinatra. Oddly enough, I
later found out that Muse suggested
that their first track would have
been a superb Bond theme. The
drum beat like that of a soldier’s,
the vocals like those of Queen, we
are reminded instantly of Muse’s
album The Resistance. Later the lead
singer Matthew Bellamy’s signature
falsetto notes are heard, sounds
typical of the album Showbiz (1999)
which has such sublime songs as
Unintended.
Muse is a tapestry of musical
influences. It is an intellectual
journey as well as a musical one.
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Their album released in 2009,
The Resistance, concerned issues
to do with the new world order
and the lead singer Bellamy
describes himself as “a left-leaning
libertarian”. He has been largely
influenced by the reading of the
book Confessions of an economic hit
man by John Perkins.
The second track Madness displays
aspects of U2 in its conclusion,
reminding me of the track Stuck in
a moment you can’t get out of from
their 2000 album All that you can’t
leave behind - but it also contains,
at the beginning, huge amounts
of electronic music not unlike
the music of the late 1980s. The
opening of Panic Station is to
me pure INXS Suicide Blonde
or Queen’s Another one bites the
dust. The musical influences of
Muse are incredibly diverse and
you can hear musical tributes or
winks towards their favoured
artists throughout this
album. Even Mika figures
(but perhaps that is
because Mika also
reminds his listeners
of Queen with
vocal ranges not
unlike Bellamy’s
(falsetto in
places).
Track four,
Prelude,
begins with
similar
chords as
in Pink
Floyd’s song
Goodbye Cruel
World from their

album The Wall before producing
Rachmaninov piano concerto style
chunky piano chords spanning
from bass to treble in one swoop!
Here enter the classical inspirations.
There is also a strong aspect of Jo
Stafford’s No other love (1963) so
add jazz to the recipe. Survival
brings us back to Queen with
staccato alto voices, clicking fingers
and robotic rhythm of pianoforte
broken octaves later, followed
by a chorus of male voices, the
equivalent of the choral “Galileo”
section in Queen’s
Bohemian Rhapsody.
Explorers is a
beautiful ballad
with, following
chiming arpeggios,
a “clin d’oeil” to
Queen’s Don’t Stop
Me Now in Bellamy’s
lyrics “...and
feeling
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Reviews
nature’s glow” with gentle humming
individual guitar notes. A climatic
build-up of cymbal-drumming and
orchestral strings leads the listener
to the chorus: Free me, free me free
me from this world/I don’t belong
here, it was a mistake imprisoning
my soul/Can you free me? Free me
from this world...lying comfortably
on a bed of pleasing harmonies
and chords. Bellamy ends the song
with the words: Running around in
circles feeling caged/By endless rules/
Can you free me, free me from this
world” which must be inspired by
his statement that “when people
become powerful they often have a
disregard for public opinion”.

Inspirational indeed

Unsustainable is intense. It begins
with slightly sinister Arvo Part
style suspended string notes
which rapidly transform into a
repetitive sequence of notes: wheels
are turning, people running.
Apocalyptic film music ensues,
melodious strings in unison, choral
sustained notes and rasping brass
piano-fortes behind. Voiceovers
about depleting energy sources
and robotic electronic music take
the music to its next destination. I
find the track rather exhausting but
absolutely fascinating, an example
of Muse’s varied and rich musical
tapestry.
Wholly inspirational and inspired,
Muse is a band which is outspoken
and eclectic. Like their music
or not, they cannot leave you
unmoved - the mark, in my humble
opinion, of an excellent band! The
Second Law is not just an album, it
is a journey which typically for such
bold artists, pays visit to period,
opinion and influence. Have a listen
and see where you end up! ●
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Local Groups

Gingerbread House Nibble

George et les Secrets de
l’univers
(George’s Secret Key to the
Universe)
by Stephen and Lucy Hawking
http://www.georgessecretkey.com/

I

By Shazia Bhatti

read this book in French
as it looked easy enough
and even had illustrations,
but I imagine it would be a
pleasure in English as well.
It’s basically the story of George,
a school kid whose eco-warrior
parents are a constant source of
embarrassment, who desperately
wants to own a computer and who
in searching for his errant pig,

stumbles next door into a house
where a top-notch astrophysicist
is exploring the universe through
a magic computer, called Cosmos.
With only a spacesuit to hand,
Cosmos can draw a door into the
universe and you can step through,
and explore.
The book comes packed with
illustrations and tables of easyto-read, accessible information
about the solar system, black
holes and other mad and strange
cosmological phenomena. Written
by Stephen Hawking with his
daughter, Lucy, this is a fun, easy
read with lots of data to back up the
storyline. George is drawn into a
rescue mission and Cosmos nearly
goes kaput, but George reaches a
new understanding with his ecowarrior, Luddite parents, you’ll be
pleased to hear. Recommended! ●

The ‘Toulouse Sud’ group were in creative mood at their local group
coffee morning at the end of November. Host Joanne Nixon was
well prepared with a most impressive and very tasty gingerbread
house (moulds available from Lakeland apparently!) The children
didn’t need asking twice to decorate - and then devour! - their sweet
creation and the mums were rather taken too!

If there is a book, film, restaurant or
anything else you would like to share with
Tots&Co members, please get in touch at
timeoutinthesouth@gmail.com
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Health

T

Natural
Remedies
for the
Festive
Season

Traditions

A

Chinese New Year
By Xinxin

he Spring Festival is the
first day of the Chinese
calendar year – that’s the
reason why it is also called
the Chinese New Year. It
is celebrated as the most important
festival of the year by the Chinese
community worldwide, as well as in
many East Asian countries, such as
Vietnam and Thailand.
The date of the Spring Festival
varies each year between January
and February, because the Chinese
calendar is lunisolar. Most years have
twelve months – each month is a full
moon phase, twelve months make
around 355 days – and every two or
three years there are thirteen months.

Family reunion
The Spring Festival is the occasion
for family members to get together.
Most people that are away from their
hometown would make their best
effort to return before New Year’s Eve,
despite difficulties in transport and
cold weather. In 2012, hundreds of
millions of people made more than
three billion journeys in January and
February.
Jiaozi (dumplings)
On New Year’s Eve, every one of the
family gathers around the table and
makes jiaozi, the traditional food of
New Year’s Day. It’s a thin piece of
dough wrapped ground meat and
vegetables, then boiled, steamed, or
pan-fried. The importance lies not
necessarily in the food itself, but more
in the harmonious and collaborative
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by Jennie Taylor, Toulouse
Naturopath
Tel: 07 86 39 62 28;
email: frontlinesen@yahoo.co.uk
h, if only Christmas
really brought health
and prosperity
to all mankind!
Unfortunately, it’s
one of the times of year where we
and our kids are most likely to
get ill/burnt/stabbed by the Star
of Bethlehem when it falls off the
top of the tree. And being sick or
injured is the last thing you want
when you’ve got relatives to visit
or cater for, Christmas shows and
parties to attend, flights to take and
so on...

atmosphere of the process of making
the dumplings.
Chunlian (couplets)
An old legend says a monster called
“Nian” would come on New Year’s
Eve and destroy villages. But Nian is
afraid of the colour red. So all families
put red chunlian (couplets) around
their door frame, hang red lanterns,
and set off red firecrackers throughout
the New Year period. The contents of
chunlian are always poetic sentences
expressing hope and good cheer for
the coming year.
Hongbao (red envelopes)
The favorite part of New Year
celebrations for children, other than
the rich and tasty food, is the hongbaos
that they receive. Grandparents,
uncles, and aunts give gift money
wrapped in red envelopes, wishing the
receiving children healthy growth for
the New Year.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/
File:MakingJiaozi.jpg
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/
File:BoiledDumplings.jpg
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/
File:Rotes_Duilian_aus_Baishuitai.
jpg
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So the following is just a brief
overview of some homeopathic
remedies and first aid tips that may
help you keep illness at bay, or at
least get through it a lot quicker
so that you can get back to having
a good time. Or to having your
mother-in-law, as the case may be.
(NB Remedies are best taken one
tablet at a time, popped straight
from the cap into the mouth and
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left to dissolve under the tongue.
They can be taken as often and
for as long as needed, as there is
no overdosing, toxicity or sideeffects. If symptoms linger or you
have a long-standing complaint,
it’s best to consult a professional
therapist. And if you’re seriously ill
or injured, stop reading this bloody
article and get yourself to A&E!)

Post-Festivity
Sickness Syndrome
(otherwise known as a raging
hangover)
Nux Vomica 30CH, one tablet
every 15 minutes for 2 hours, then
as needed. Plus as much water
as you can get down, preferably
in small but frequent sips. Avoid
eating until you feel like it, since
the more you vomit the more
dehydrated you’ll get.

Trying to Set Fire
to Eyebrows while
Flambéing Christmas
Pudding

Cantharis 30CH.
Cantharis is good for any burn or
scald - it reduces pain and the risk
of blistering. The burnt part should
also be placed in water - believe it
or not, the most effective treatment
is lukewarm water as opposed to
cold. Immediately fill a bowl with
body temperature water, put the
burnt part in and leave until the
water’s gone cold. The immediate
relief is less than with cold water,
but the final results are amazing I’ve had bad burns from a Rayburn
that went away by the next day
using this method! DO ensure
the water is at body temperature
though, as any hotter may aggravate
the injury.

Trying to Chop Hand
off while Carving
Left the Turkey out
Turkey
all Weekend
Arnica in whatever potency you
have (5CH, 9CH, 15CH, 30CH),
to reduce bleeding and pain. Wash
the wound carefully, take out any
foreign object (bits of sage and
onion stuffing?) and apply pressure
until the bleeding has stopped.
Obviously, go to A&E or a doctor if
the cut is large or deep.

Slammed Finger in
Door while Running
to Escape Mother-inLaw

Hypericum 30CH. A great remedy
for any pains that shoot up or down
nerves.

Food Poisoning
Arsenicum 30CH, especially if
from meat. Lycopodium 30CH for
seafood. If unsure, alternate the
two.

Burning Desire to
Murder Spouse/
Children/Mother-inLaw

Unfortunately there is no
homeopathic remedy for this. I
suggest urgently running out the
door for petrol/milk/glacé cherries,
driving to the middle of the Fôret
de Bouconne and screaming very
loudly for a good five minutes. •
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Your Christmas Recipes!
These are almost like little
doughnuts. Grownups and children
just can’t get enough of them. They
are often made in Croatia around
the Christmas holiday season.
Ingredients
• 6 teaspoons (2 packets) dry yeast
+ a pinch of granulated sugar
• 1/2 cup warm water
• 1 cup granulated sugar
• 7 cups all-purpose flour
• 2 cups hot water
• 1/2 cup plum brandy or brandy
of choice (optional)
• 1 bag of vanilla sugar
• 1/2 teaspoon grated nutmeg
• 1 cup raisins
• zest of 1 lemon, finely grated
• cooking oil for frying
• powder sugar

20 minutes while the cooking oil
is heated up in a deep pot (the
oil should be at least 2 1/2 inches
deep).
When the oil is hot enough (test
by dropping in a small piece of
the batter, it should sizzle, but
not burn), drop the batter by
tablespoon. Do not overcrowd the
frying pan. Ensure the fritters are
turned so that all sides are golden.
When browned, remove with a
slotted spoon, cool slightly, drain
on paper towels to absorb excess
oil. Roll in powdered sugar. 
Serves 8 to 10
Bon appétit!
Marta Krajačević

Almond
Christmassy
Tarts
Recipe by Florence’s Great
Grandma... who is also called
Florence!
Adapted by Florence... with jam,
not mincemeat, although either can
be used. Makes around
6-8 tarts.

Mix the yeast with the warm water
and a pinch of sugar and set aside
to bubble and rise. Place flour in
large bowl and make a „well“. Add
hot water gradually and blend
with a wooden spoon.
s
rence
o
l
F
Keep stirring until the
wo
The t
dough begins to “ball.”
Continue beating, as
you gradually add the
1 cup sugar, the brandy,
vanilla, nutmeg, raisins
and lemon zest. Blend in
the yeast mixture and then
let the batter rest for 15 to
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Ingredients
• 1 roll of pastry (shortcrust) (or
make your own!)
• 50g ground almonds
• 100g caster sugar (normal sugar
works out ok! just a bit courser!)
• white of 1 egg
• mincemeat or jam
Roll out pastry to half a cm
thickness and cut out circles of
pastry to line a bun baking tray.
Mix together almonds, egg white
and sugar to make a paste. Put
approximately half a teaspoon of
mincemeat or jam in the tart bases.
Put another teaspoon of almond
paste on top.
Loosely spread to cover. Bake in
oven at 200 degrees for 10 minutes
until golden and crispy on top. The
tarts should be crisp on the outside
with a chewy centre...
Lisa Allen

Dresden
Stollen

(Pictured) Stollen is a traditional
German cake, usually eaten during
the Christmas season. It contains
dried fruit and marzipan and is
covered with sugar, powdered sugar
or icing sugar.
The most famous Stollen is
“Dresden Stollen”´. It is produced
in the city of Dresden, situated in
the eastern part of Germany. It
is distinguished by a special seal
depicting King Augustus II the
Strong. This “official” Stollen is
produced by only 150 bakers in
Dresden.
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photo by Nina Eschke

Fritters
(Dalmatinske
fritule)

Hannukah Latkes
Ingredients
• 1/2 cup raisins
• 1/2 cup currants
• 1 cup candied lemon & orange
peel
• 1 1/2 oz. candied angelica
• 1/3 cup glacé cherries
• 1/2 cup rum
• 1/4 cup warm water
• 3 packets active dry yeast
• 2/3 cup sugar
• 5 1/4 cups flour
• 3/4 cup milk
• 1/2 tsp. salt
• 1/4 tsp. almond extract
• 1/2 tsp. finely grated lemon rind
• 2 eggs
• 3/4 cup (1 1/2 sticks) softened
butter, cut small
• 1/2 cup (1 stick) butter, melted
• 3/4 cup slivered almonds,
blanched
• 2 tbsp. powdered sugar
Place the candied and dried fruits
by Linda Bonnan
in a bowl. Pour the rum over the
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fruit, mix well, and let soak for 1
1/2 hours.
In a small bowl, combine the
warm water, yeast, and 1/2 tsp. of
the sugar. Stir and allow to stand
for about 5 minutes or until frothy
Drain the fruit, setting the rum
aside, and dry it on a paper towel.
Sprinkle with 2 tbsp. flour and
allow the flour to become absorbed.
Set aside.
Heat the milk, 1/2 cup of the
sugar, and salt in a saucepan,
stirring constantly until the sugar
has dissolved. Add the rum,
almond extract, and lemon rind.
Remove from heat and allow to
cool slightly before adding yeast
mixture.
In a large mixing bowl, combine
the 4 1/2 cups of the flour with the
milk/yeast mixture. Beat the eggs
until frothy and add to the dough.
Mix in the softened butter. Form
the dough into a ball and turn out

onto a board sprinkled with the
remaining flour. Knead the dough
for about 15 minutes or until all the
flour is incorporated and the dough
is smooth and elastic. Gradually
add the fruit and almonds,
kneading just enough longer to
incorporate them. Place the dough
in a buttered mixing bowl. Cover
with a towel and let stand in a
warm place for 2 hours or until
doubled.
Punch the dough down and divide
in half. Let stand 10 min. Roll
the halves into 12 x 8-inch slabs
approximately 1/2 inch thick. Brush
each with 1 1/2 Tbsp. melted butter
and sprinkle with 1 1/2 Tbsp. of the
remaining sugar. Fold each strip
by bringing the edge of one long
side to the centre of the strip and
pressing down the edge. Repeat
on the other side, overlapping the
folded edges by about 1 inch.
Place the loaves on a buttered
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baking tray and brush the tops with
the rest of the melted butter. Let
rise in a warm place about 1 hour
or until doubled in volume
Bake the loaves on the baking tray
at 375°F for 45 minutes or until
they are golden brown and crusty.
Let cool on a wire rack. Sprinkle
with powdered sugar and cut into
1/2-inch slices before serving.
Nina Eschke

Ukrainian
Christmas
Borscht

Dear Agony Aunt

W
Hannukah
Latkes

Often known as potato pancakes,
these are a traditional food eaten
as part of the Jewish Hannukah
celebration. The oil for cooking
the latkes is symbolic of the oil
from the Hanukkah story that
kept the Second Temple of
ancient Israel lit with a long-lasting
flame that is celebrated as a miracle.

Ingredients
• 6 potatoes
• 2 eggs
• 2 tbsp flour
• 1 tsp salt
• Pepper to taste
• 1 small onion- grated
• ¼ tsp baking powder
• Oil
• Apple sauce
• Sour cream or crème fraiche
Grate potatoes and drain.
Add remaining ingredients
and mix well. Drop by
spoonful into oil. Fry until
brown on both sides. Add
pinch of baking soda to
potato and onion mixture
to keep potatoes white.
Serve hot and top with
apple sauce or sour
cream.
Laura Fox

Cook beef in soup mix
and beer. Chill overnight.
Next day add tomatoes
and juice from beets, dill,
salt and broth. Heat. Add
crème fraiche, diced beets
and lemon juice right before
serving.
Laura Fox
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e’ve been happily settled in Toulouse with our kids for a number of years now but my
husband has started to say that we need to move away so he can get on with the next
stage of his career. The kids are happy at school, they do many after-school activities, we
have friends – I can’t face starting over, even if it is for a lot more money and a more prestigious job.
My husband is beginning to get insistent. What should we do?
Yours,
Troubled

Ukrainian Christmas Borscht

Borscht is a delicious soup served
from Germany to Russia often on
Christmas Eve. My grandmother
made this every year and the color
of the soup often complimented the
decorations in her home.
Ingredients
• Large Beef Roast
• 1 pkg dry onion soup mix
• 1 bottle beer
• 1-2 cans diced tomatoes
• 2 cans beets
• 1 tsp dried dill
• season salt
• 16oz water
• 2 beef bouillon cubes
• Crème fraiche
• One lemon

Find the answer to your problems with
Tots & Co’s very own agony aunt!

Hannukeh

Latkes
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h dear, this sounds like a very difficult
decision-making time for you and your
family. Both you and your husband
have valid arguments on your side; you don’t
specify whether your husband is the sole or main
breadwinner, but I assume he is, and therefore he
attaches a great deal of importance to this role.
On the other hand, you are comfortable here
and don’t lack for anything, so why go? I cannot
make a decision for you, but I would suggest
some pointers on the way forward.
First of all, maybe insist on making a family
trip to the new location, to view the city centre
(if there is one) and other facilities and sights
of which you would make extensive use, were
you to move. This is to not suggest that you will
move and you must state clearly to your husband
that this is your way of showing you take his
wants seriously, but you would also take any
decision-making very seriously too.
You do not say whether your children are old
enough to understand what moving might
mean; I would suggest you talk to them and look
up on the Internet a few things about the place

TOT
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your husband wishes to relocate to together as
a family. It is important that a family decision is
made – children as young as seven or eight may
well have strong opinions on how they would
feel about uprooting from all that they know,
although on the other hand, some might well
view it as an adventure.
I would also suggest you tell your husband very
clearly what you want and need of him – do you
want him to climb the career ladder as high as he
would like? Does he have financial worries you
might not even know about? Would a second
income help quell the desire of his to relocate
to a better paid job? Is he bored of Toulouse?
What could help him feel fulfilled in his career in
Toulouse as opposed to making a move?
Any decision made must be consensual and no
one party should be forced to act against their
interests. The only way forward with such a
difficult problem is to explore all the options
fully and openly. Good luck!

Good luck x
Autumn 2012 TOT23
S

Bad Head Day

Migraines are one of the most common and debilitating
form of illness. Scientists now know the faulty gene can be
passed from parent to child. Naomi and Laura share their
experiences of the mother of all headaches

Naomi Rivière

T

en years ago, at the age
of twenty-three, I was
standing in a garden
on a sunny spring day
like any other when
suddenly I noticed a tiny star of
bright light in the corner of my
right eye. It got bigger and bigger
until multi-coloured lines circled
my entire vision resembling waves
on a medical monitor, constantly
moving. When I looked at the
image of somebody in a photograph
and a part of their face simply
disappeared, I was convinced I was
losing my sight and I telephoned
my mother in a panic.
“You're experiencing your first
migraine” she informed me. I
remembered then the days when
we were late for school because
mum couldn't drive:
...“my eyes have gone all zig
zaggy”, she would say very simply
before sitting down on a chair in
the middle of the kitchen. Now I
understood.
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I suffered for a long time from
aura migraines (those involving
light disturbances). Sometimes
I would be teaching and part of
a student's head would simply
disappear. I would have found the
light show beautiful (it was a little
psychedelic to say the least) had
pain and nausea not automatically
followed. I am now familiar with
my triggers. Stuffy crowded rooms
and bright lights fill me with dread.
Oddly enough if I crave sweet
things I know now not to give
into such a craving because it will
set off a migraine. When I am in
a migraine phase (which can last
weeks), like many sufferers I have
to avoid consuming chocolate,
tomatoes, orange juice, cheese,
wine, tea and coffee, although
not everyone is sensitive to these
triggers. I have had about three
or four migraines so debilitating
that I have understood why people
consider drastic measures to escape
that amount of pain. One or two
of these migraines have lasted a
week. If I were to describe a fullon assault I would say that it is as
if your head is being crushed in a
vice. The worst migraines I have
experienced (thankfully rare) are
only relieved by vomiting.
Migraines are headaches which

recur and which are associated with
symptoms including sensitivity
to light, noise, vomiting, nausea,
eyesight changes and dizziness.
Occasionally sufferers experience
pins and needles or numbness
during a migraine. Some are
extremely sensitive to smell
(osmophobic) whereas others are
sensitive to noise (phonophobic).
Certain migraine sufferers suspect

‘Suddenly I noticed
a tiny star of bright
light in the corner
of my right eye. It got
bigger and bigger
until multi-coloured
lines circled
my entire vision
resembling waves on
a medical monitor,
constantly moving.’
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the onset of an attack because they
simply feel “strange” beforehand
or their speech slurs or vision
changes. Two thirds of people
with migraines are female and
those affected are more likely to
start having migraines between
the ages of 20 and 50. The World
Health Organization classifies
migraines as one of the world's
most disabling illnesses and
compares them to such disabilities
as dementia, quadriplegia and
active psychosis. Public funding
for migraines does not match that
of other neurological illnesses and
the economic impact of people with
migraines taking time off work is
enormous. Only recently scientists
discovered a faulty gene responsible
for migraines which proves that
the condition can be passed from
parent to child. This gives hope that
a new strain of drugs will one day
be available to migraine sufferers.
Progress is being made every day in
terms of pain relief but meditation,
relaxation and early nights also all
help to reduce stress which means
that the chance of a migraine attack
is greatly reduced.
Migraines may be classed as
one of the most debilitating
neurological illnesses, but with
the right balance of a healthy and
relaxed lifestyle and medication
they need not ruin your life. I have,
in my personal combat against the
condition, recently begun a course
of acupuncture to complement my
use of pharmaceutical treatments.
The acupuncturist told me that he
has never been unsuccessful in his
methods. I am hugely skeptical
about this form of treatment, so if
it does work it will certainly not be
due to the placebo effect. If I end up
migraine-free I may even be able
to have a glass of wine to celebrate!
Watch this space... •
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Laura Fox

M

igraine…I
cringe at the
word! Makes
me want to find
the darkest,
quietest place in the house to curl
up and attempt to ward off the
nausea by quickly falling asleep. In
my case, this genetic, debilitating
syndrome has greatly affected my
life starting as a child. I have yet
to find the root of my pain, despite
countless doctor’s appointments,
medicines, allergy tests, etc. Many
of the medications I was prescribed
caused drowsiness, leading me to
that same dark space to spend eight
plus hours sleeping it off.

I remember long bus rides home
from school and drives home from
work, longing to step in the front
door to head straight to my bed.
Homework, dinner and even a
glass of water would have to wait
until morning. The migraines
often started as a mere headache
and gradually became more and
more debilitating throughout the
day. I rarely missed a day of school
or work, but often found myself
struggling to finish the day when a
migraine struck.
I am grateful my migraines (like
my mother’s) have improved in my
late twenties, since having children.
To avoid the debilitating symptoms,
I drink a lot of water, limit salt and
caffeine and exercise regularly. I
still get one on occasion, even when
I am at home with my daughter. I
hope she never truly understands
what was wrong with mom on the
days she laid on couch with the TV
barely audible, a pillow over her
head and disappeared immediately
when dad got home. •
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Short Story

Man Overboard

P

by Vega Powell

“Fish and chips?” Graham asked. He’d already found the two for one voucher in the Sea Guide and was flapping
it in front of her.

eople usually went to Spain for a holiday. ‘Sun, sea and sangria,’ they’d say, or ‘Viva Espana,’ or ‘We’re off to
sunny Spain!’
A procession of sombreros harbouring soon-to-be-scorched faces passed backwards and forwards to the
bar, children ran the aisles of the ferry as if it were a playground and if it wasn’t for Graham suggesting they leave
at dawn they never would have managed a window seat. Donna was waiting for him to remind her that the world
is run by those who show up, or that organization is the key to success, but instead he looked miserable, vacant,
un-Graham-like.
She dug a nail into the synthetic fibres of the arm chair; blue zigzags against zesty orange, “Do you think she’ll be
waiting for us at the port?” she asked him.
He was sitting opposite her trying to find a view through the smudgy glass and as he lent forward the sea light
caused a shimmer in the ripples of his forehead. Blue eyes, his profile had said, but Donna had always found
them more of a dark grey. When she was a teenager, she used to watch the Carry On films with her mother who
warned her that most men end up looking like Sid James.
“They said she’d be at the hotel, so I doubt it,” Graham snapped.

“Why not,” Donna agreed, attempting to please him although fish and chips were the last thing she fancied. She
watched him make his way down the aisle to the restaurant and as she did so she caught sight of a small girl of
perhaps eight or nine with a head of thick, black curls. The girl was trying to play with her doll but preventing
her from doing so was a stocky blond boy who pulled at the doll’s hair.
“Over here,” Donna found herself calling out and waving to the little girl who quickly and suddenly yanked the
doll from the thuggish boy and came running.
“What’s her name,” Donna asked when she arrived at the table, reaching over to the doll and stroking the pleats
of woolly hair. The doll had naturally big lips and a sneaky expression. The little girl kissed the lips and smiled,
but before she could answer a tall, handsome Spanish man was standing above them, his groomed appearance
raising Donnas’ awareness of her own scruffiness; the old beige trousers and washed out v-neck. She looked so
English would say later when describing their encounter to his beautiful Penelope-Cruz-type-wife.
“Do you know something,” the man said.
“What’s that?” Donna asked, straightening her posture.

He was never usually like this. He was sweet, kind, reliable. They were highly compatible according to the
computer-assisted matchmaking system. He wanted the same things as her and he didn’t have any baggage,
although Donna thought this was a stupid expression since baggage was something you could dispose of; it didn’t
cling to a person like a shadow. Does he have any shadows?
It was Agatha at work who had suggested internet dating. She said, ‘You just have to click a few buttons on the
computer to find your soul-mate.’ had to admit it was easier than going out in the wild and sniffing endorphins;
she’d done that for years after her divorce and ended up in several relationships that she’d rushed to the finish in a
fit of biological panic. If only she could slow down the years, fend off forty.
So she’d logged onto Date Tomorrow and suddenly her computer screen was overwhelmed with potential
suitors: men who were romantic, attractive, wanted children. It was only after a few terrible dates that she
realised they don’t list their negatives. They don’t say: too practical, quite boring at times, shiny forehead in
certain lights, look a bit like Sid James.
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Mind you she’d been quite generous on her own profile: thirties, attractive, fun-loving. She hadn’t exactly lied
but the truth was she was thirty-eight and the youth in her heart was greying. Loneliness was setting in and if she
didn’t do something she would end up as that word her grandma liked to use to describe women who had not
fulfilled their life’s purpose: Childless.
The first date with Graham went well. She didn’t have to pretend. He didn’t care about all the gaps in her
knowledge. He didn’t mind that she was a massage therapist. They talked about children before the main course
had arrived and within six months they’d bought a house in a quiet cul-de-sac in Frampton Cotterrell, and, after
a speedy registry wedding in Bristol Town Hall, they started trying.
The excitement of a baby overwhelmed Donna, and like a nesting magpie she alighted on every shiny hope that
she was pregnant. She became so familiar with her cycle that she swore she knew her exact hour of ovulation,
and upon this hour she would phone Graham at his dreary little accountancy office and order him home. I just
feel pregnant, she would tell him shortly afterwards, and then came the imaginary symptoms: the irritability and
fatigue and the cravings, all of which always turned out to be her period.
The disappointment grew unbearable. They tried acupuncture, meditation, every zinc and omega-3 enriched
fertility diet going. They used a large chunk of their collective savings to pay for IVF treatment. ‘It seems you
have an inhospitable womb,’was one specialist’s final conclusion before suggesting they look at other options.
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“This doll has never had a name. Maybe you can give her one?”
Donna looked at the slutty doll; Scarlet, Lolita, Jezebel?
“What’s her mother’s name?” she found herself asking. Now she became aware of her table baggage; the OK and
Grazia magazines, the Walker’s multi-pack, Graham’s Sudoku book.
“Her mother is dead,” he said in that way foreigners do because they haven’t learnt more subtle terms like passed
awayor no longer with us.
“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said. She looked down at the girl who looked away.
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“It’s okay,” the man said, and held up the doll still looking for a name. Virginia, Mary?

“No, she didn’t want to keep the baby.”

“Agatha” Donna called out. The Spanish man started to laugh; perhaps it was the choice of name or maybe it was
the ridiculousness of naming a piece of material.

“Oh”.
Then it dawned on Donna what Graham was really trying to say.

When the laughter settled, he asked, “Are you coming to Spain on holiday?”
Donna thought to lie but she didn’t want to in front of the little girl.
“No, I’m going there with my husband, to get a baby.” She hadn’t meant it to come out like that and the Spanish
man must have thought she was joking because he arranged his face into a sarcastic pose, and said, “Oh really,
are they cheap in Spain?”
Just then, Donna looked up to find Graham hovering over her with two flimsy plates crammed with fried yellow
food. The Spanish man stepped back. He introduced himself as Jorge Hernandez and before she had a chance
to explain that she was quite serious about the baby; that they were in fact visiting Spain to meet the surrogate
mother - a twenty-three-year-old called Ana who was going to grow their baby - he made an excuse to leave.

“I see,” she said, “So you’re all in working order. So I’m the barren one! This is my fault.”
Now something else dawned on Donna, something very terrible indeed; the struggle in his eyes. Was he was
going to break it off, ask her for a divorce, find someone who could have his babies? She could hardly blame him
if he did, but before he could end their marriage, Jorge Hernandez appeared at their table in a state of panic.
‘Carla. Did you see Carla?”
‘Who?’ Donna asked, and then realised he must be talking about his daughter whose name she had not known
until now.
“I’ve searched the boat and I can’t find her.”

“He seemed friendly,” Graham said, tetchy still.

‘Have you been out on the deck?’ Graham asked.

“We were naming his daughter’s doll,” she told him.

“She’s not allowed on the deck,” he replied as if no child had ever disobeyed a parent.

“Well it must have been very funny,” he continued. Was he jealous? Her ex-husband had been the jealous kind.
They’d met while he was studying history at Bristol University and once he’d hidden outside Body Works for an
entire day just to make sure her massage business was not untoward. He told her he wanted the same things as
her but five years into the marriage he announced that children would interfere with his career. Mind you, he
never said what he meant until she left him. Then he told her that she was cold and incapable of love.
“Graham,” Donna finally asked, “Is there something the matter?” Graham balanced the fish and chips on the
magazine pile and turned to face her, his eyes, filled with struggle, setting suddenly upon hers.
Had he changed his mind?
He took her hand in his and Donna looked down at the diamond ring sparkling like youth itself upon her
old hand. ‘I want to marry you because I am in love with you,’ had been Graham’s simple proposal on Pont
Alexandre III as they looked down at Paris mirrored in the river Seine. Donna didn’t have time to dwell on
reasons she should turn him down. So she said yes, and he slipped the ring on her finger and he told her he
would do his best to make her happy.
“There is something.” He gripped her hand tighter but Donna pulled away. She couldn’t bear it. Graham didn’t
have secrets.
“What is it?” She asked.
He drew back the breath that contained his dark secret and then all at once he breathed it out, “I got a girl
pregnant once. Natasha McDermott. I was seventeen...”

The events that followed happened so fast it seemed that time itself was drowning. One moment Donna was
looking for the little girl and the next thing she heard was a melody of shrill cries coming from the other end of
the ship.
She ran into the thick of the commotion catching snippets of panicked conversation as she pushed through the
crowds: a little girl, a doll, a boy, a man had jumped into the sea. Donna tried to piece it together: the thuggish
boy throwing Agatha the doll overboard, the little girl - she shuddered at the thought of it - jumping in after her,
Senior Hernandez in his fine clothes jumping in to save his daughter.
Donna looked around for Graham; perhaps he could explain what happened, but the next thing she felt to the
sound of a fog-horn was the pull of the ship as it suddenly stopped. Donna lost her balance and fell to the ground
and when she looked up there were flashes of zesty orange and blue zigzag darting around the deck. One of them
helped her up. Another was clearing people from a part of the ship where the commotion was happening, and
when the crowds thinned, to Donnas’ surprise, she found the tall silhouette of Jorge Hernandez shouting to the
wind and the sea.
‘Carla, Carla,’ he called to her over and over. It was then that Donna realised that there was a man overboard
and a man missing, her husband. She ran over to the Spaniard but looked down at the water to find nothing in
their wake but a gentle ripple of waves.
“Is it my husband?” she asked him.
“Yes.”

A thousand watts of panic passed through Donna.

Donna gasped, but before she could wonder what life would be without Graham a head emerged from the water,

“You have a child!”
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“You must report it to a member of the crew,” Graham instructed as he stood up and looked around. ‘Donna
you take the bow,’ he commanded, and pointed in the direction she should go, “I’ll take the stern.”
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then a second head, smaller than the first with thick dark curls. The Spanish man fell to his knees while Donna
started to wave, frantically, as if her husband were an old friend approaching through a crowded station. “I’m
coming, I’m coming,” she called to the silence as a feeling so warm and so pure warmed her blood and found its
way to her heart.
Was it too late for them?
Soon the rescue helicopters were propelling overhead and the little girl and Graham were transported back to
England, to Bristol Royal Infirmary where they were checked for shock and hypothermia. After hours of travel,
Donna found herself passing nervously through the gates of the hospital carrying a bunch of red tulips.
When she entered his room a blonde nurse was leaning over the bed. “He’s like James Bond, in’t he,’ she
squealed in her west-country twang, and then gave off a cheeky smile which she kept up all the way to the door.
Donna looked over at the man who had emerged from the Atlantic a calm, confident and extremely handsome
version of her husband. He signalled with a cool nod that she should join him. She went over to his bedside and
handed him the flowers. He went over the events of the rescue, the story unfolding just as Donna had imagined,
and as he spoke her stomach tingled and churned instantaneously until the time seemed right to switch the story
back to them.

Wish you could talk to a native English
speaker about your insurance?
Prefer to deal with someone local?

“On the boat,” she asked, “Why did you tell me about getting that girl pregnant?”
Donna looked into his eyes and found that the struggle had left them.
“I want us to be honest with each other,” he told her, and he straightened himself up on the hospital bed and
took her hand just as he always did during moments like these, and then he asked, simple and Graham-like, ”Do
you love me?”
“Of course I do,” Donna yelped, melting into relief. And she meant it. She’d been in love with him for at least last
seven hours.
And it didn’t end there. When they got back to their home in Frampton Cotterwell she woke to this feeling over
and over again, and as the months went by she stopped worrying about love fleeting her heart and considered
it here to stay. It was one Saturday afternoon when Graham mentioned going back to Spain that she decided to
share the news with him. She sat by the fire and took his hand in hers and told him there was no need to go back
to Spain. They were going to have a baby of their own.

Mutuelle
Car insurance
House insurance
Scolaire insurance

Contact Paulette Booth

06.49.24.91.12

***

The End

AXA Agence Catala in the centre of
Colomiers

Thank you everyone for your fabulous contributions.
Have a wonderful Christmas and Happy New Year!
love The Newsletter Team xx

Terms and conditions provided in English

Axa Assurance Catala 12 allée du rouergue 31770 Colomiers - Tél. 05.61.30.18.30 - Fax 05.61.30.39.00 - agence.catalapierre@axa.fr
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Baby Massage classes
Discover the pleasures and benefits of massaging your baby, (instructor trained
with International Association of Infant massage). Also member of AFMBFrench equivalent.
Learn how to massage your baby in a relaxed, baby- friendly environment.
Choose from a small group (max 5) or individual sessions. Five-week course,
oil and printed handouts provided.
Bookings now being taken for January 2013
For more details contact: Linda Bonnan

Thinking about purchasing a property in France?

Tel: 06 62 39 84 12

Wondering how a French mortgage works?

Testimonial from Julie, mum of Gabriella, 4 months.
They completed massage workshops with me, in June 2012
“Baby massage is a precious opportunity to bond and communicate
with your baby. We would strongly recommend it!”

Already have a French mortgage but want to know if you are on the best rate?
Don’t know which Banque has the best rates?
At ICC Finance we search for the best rates and conditions for all of your mortgage
needs from all major lenders and Banques in France. Paperwork can be arranged in
French, English, Spanish, German and Italian.

We do not charge a broker fee
Our team consists of
English and French speaking - Paulette Booth (member of Tots and Co): 06 49 24 91 12
French, Spanish and English speaking - Hugo Cariat : 06 42 48 50 89
Email - contact@icc-finance.fr

ICC FINANCE

8 avenue Jean Mermoz 31770 COLOMIERS
SARL au capital de 7 500€ - RCS Toulouse 534 145 933
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Keeping busy mums organised in style

From keeping up with family appointments and activities to planning meals and managing
budgets, I have a fantastic range of 2013 calendars, diaries and home stationery which
combine beautiful design with practical features to help you keep up to speed with every
aspect of family life.
Colourful fun products that encourage kids to be creative
and get organised. With loads of stickers and jolly
illustrations, kids also love the ‘Made By Me’ range.
Contact Tara Knight on 06 73 61 56 20 or by email: taraintoulouse@gmail.com

Wellness center
’s team is at
your disposal all year long
for :

Our beauty parlor is your Dr.Hauschka®

Shop with
personal advice
We are at your disposal
• To give you the principles of healthy eating
• To help you when facing food intolerances.
• To choose the best phyto* products to answer
your daily heath worries.
*dietary supplement plant based

What make us unique :
• A motivated staff highly competent qualiﬁed
• A large choice of suppliers chosen on their
professionalism and their appreciable value for
money
• Our emphasis given to the artisanal products
and/or to locals when available.

Our originality :
• A welcoming and warming place, in a 30’s style
building.
• A well stocked bookstore — and a reading corner
for you to relax and feel at ease !
• Our little extra : space dedicated to children,
with books and games available, to make your
purchases in all tranquility !

cosmetics partner in Tarn & Garonne.

- Dr.Hauschka® Facial care :
More than simple treatments, truly relaxing moments.
We use osmosed and energized water ; the use of hot and
cold wrappings boosts the bloodstream. Dr.Hauschka®
cosmetic products, speciﬁc to each type of skin, allows
you to regain purity and skin radiance.
5 different treatments, 1 to 2 hours long

- Wellness massages :
*
*
*
*
*
*

With hot stones
Hawaiian
Ayurvedic
Balinese
Relaxing with essential oils
With bamboos

- Body care :
* Dead Sea salt scrubs
* Dead Sea mud wrapping
* Clays wrapping and draining massage

- Sugar depilations
- Hand & foot beauty
- Self make up session
Ask for
complete documentation at the Institute!

• Dietetic personal advices (1st session 1h30)
Chantal ROUARD

45 €

• Foot reﬂexology (duration : 1h00)
Sylviane LUTZ

40 €

And our therapists :
Individual session :
Magnetic healing

Erickson Mesmerizing & NLP Bernadette

06.61.53.59.49
06.76.04.70.18

Soma-kinèse
Kinesiology

Nien-Mari

06.33.22.05.67
06.45.41.56.41

Reiki
Ayurveda

Dominique

Shiatsu

«À la source»

Fabrice

Arnaud
Patricia
Anie
Isabelle

06.17.20.06.04
06.27.27.38.65
06.95.00.57.07
06.14.04.13.08

capillary treatment

Capillary diagnostic and clay treatments, essential
oils and vegetal dyeing, certiﬁed 100% natural.
(only with appointment)
Isabelle
06.14.04.13.08

Body care

Facial care

• «Life care»

More than simple treatments, truly relaxing
moments.

Detoxiﬁes and re-oxygenates tissues thanks to an
indigo and red clays based wrapping, followed by a
relaxing massage for a physical and psychic relief!

We use osmosed and energized water ; the use of hot
and cold wrappings boosts the bloodstream.
Dr.Hauschka® cosmetic products, speciﬁc to each type
of skin, allow you to regain purity and skin
radiance.

• «Moonlight care»

• Ayurvedic massage

• Speciﬁc for impure skin

1h15

63 €

Cleans up all skins subject to inﬂammation.

• Harmonizing

1h15

63 €

Stimulates and regulates cutaneous functions.

• Revitalizing

1h30

78 €

1h30

2h00 85€

Helps the feminine harmony thanks to pink and blue
clays that regulate cycles and interiority. The wrapping
is followed by a lymphatic drainage in order to recover
a lightness sensation!

Massages

• «I need a break»
1h00
50 €
A cleaning and rehydrating treatment for a new
fresh radiance!

2h00 85€

65 €

Traditional on the ﬂoor indian massage with warm oil ;
strong and tonic movements that revive the energetic
body circulation.

• Hawaiian massage

1h15

65 €

Cocooning and relaxing massage with coco and
ylang-ylang oils ; movements that remind of the Ocean
waves.

Wakes up tired skins and fades up small wrinkles.

• «A blissful feeling»

2h00

104 €

Gives a regenerating impulsion to the skin and the
organism ; a holistic care for a total letting go of
emotions!

• Balinese massage

1h00

56 €

Muscular and articular relaxation thanks to pressures
and stretches.

• Back oriental care
• Relaxing massage with

1h00

56 €

essential oils

1h00 60€

Includes a black soap scrub, an oriental
balm massage, followed by a rhassoul wrapping.

Release of muscular tensions from tiptoes to scalp ; oils
are chosen according to your needs.

• Dead Sea salt scrub
• Californian massage

45‘

40 €

Gentle ﬂuid wrapping movements for a physical and
psychologic relaxation.

Cleans deeply the skin ; followed by a re-hydrating
massage for a velvet skin.

• Manual Roll&Palpate

Don’t forget to offer
a gift voucher !

1h00 60€

40‘

45€

Energizing maneuvers that help toning the skin and
reduce cellulite.

GROWING READERS

YOGA IYENGAR
Class in English-French in BRAX (31)
Love reading? Do you want to encourage your children to read?
Then Growing Readers is for you!
Providing the best English children’s books at unbeatable prices. No need to buy
online or carry heavy books back from the UK. The books can come to you and you
can browse at your leisure!
HOW?
- Host a book party and get free books for your family
- Join our mailing list and we’ll tell you when we’ll have a stall at a local event
- Don’t miss out on special offers and topical books for Easter and Summer
Buggy books, bath books, touchy feely, young reading, maths, art, language titles,
you name it, Growing Readers has it!
For more info contact Helen Saks 06 40 19 34
45 /helensaks.usbornebooks@gmail.com or browse the entire catalogue of 1800
books at www.usborneonline.org/helensaks

Thursdays from 2:00 to 3:30 PM
BKS Iyengar method is based on strength and power development thanks to the
awareness of body dynamism.
Precise alignment and adjustment of postures lead to the connection of all parts of
the body and from the body to the mind.
Iyengar Yoga can be practiced by everyone. The use of self designed props helps the
practitioner to achieve perfection in all the postures without damaging the body.
Specific care for women and adapted to specific needs for every age-group
Contact: Sylvie Teulé, 06 74 39 32 05 for further details.

HELP! Need to hear a friendly unjudgemental voice?
Are you feeling blue about your children’s behaviour?
Did someone say something that made you doubt your ability as a
parent?
Is your husband driving you mad?
Do you have a question you do not want to ask anyone you know?
Do you want to hear a friendly voice or read a friendly reply without
judgment?
Family lives is for you! Email or telephone one of our volunteers.
http://familylives.org.uk/ for more information.

TOULOUSE OLYMPIQUE XIII
107, Avenue Frédéric Estèbe
31200 Toulouse
METRO : (ligne B) STATION Barrière de Paris
Phone : (33) 05 61 57 80 00 / Fax : (33) 05 62 72 24 67
Website : www.to13.com

Toulouse Olympique XIII (Rugby League Club):
-

Season: 10 games with places for seating or standing (For tickets, book
online on our Website).

-

Competition: We play in French Elite One and English Northern Rail
Cup and Challenge Cup…

-

A sense of FAMILY: Coaching opportunities for Children and Schools…

Come and give us a TRY!
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