


Letter from the Middle and High 
School Principal Susan Boutros 

Dear Parents and Students,

I can’t believe that it is already December. December has 
always been my favorite month of the year. In Sudan, the 
weather is beautiful and people generally seem to be more 
relaxed and happier. For Khartoum American School, 
December means that High School exams and Winter 
Break are just around the corner. 

High School exams will take place from December 12 to 
14.  The big question has always been “How to prepare for 
Exams?”

Here are a few tips and suggestions on how to study for 
exams:

É Never fear or hate exams and be confident. Some 
students study well but are still afraid of exams and due to 



Letter from the Middle and High 
School Principal Susan Boutros 

Dear Parents and Students,

I can’t believe that it is already December. December has 
always been my favorite month of the year. In Sudan, the 
weather is beautiful and people generally seem to be more 
relaxed and happier. For Khartoum American School, 
December means that High School exams and Winter 
Break are just around the corner. 

High School exams will take place from December 12 to 
14.  The big question has always been “How to prepare for 
Exams?”

Here are a few tips and suggestions on how to study for 
exams:

É Never fear or hate exams and be confident. Some 
students study well but are still afraid of exams and due to 









Hi There John! 

By Rida Raheel Chaudhry 

Hi, this is Eric, and Julie. We are friends. We love do go on adventures together. Let us tell you 
about one of our most exciting adventures…  

This was a bad idea. We should never have come. We stood here face to face with death. The 
noise seemed to be coming from all directions. So here we were taking our last breaths all 
because of a stupid dare… 

“Come on, Eric, spin the bottle. We haven’t got all day,” Julie said impatiently. 

“Haha! It’s you and me, John,” Julie burst out when the bottle stopped spinning. Eric rolled his 
eyes. 

“So Julie, truth or dare?” John said with mischief in his eyes.  

“Dare!” 

“I dare you to go to the haunted house and bring us a souvenir.”  

It took Julie a while to realize the dangerous task that lay before her. John had an amused smile 
on his face. 

Julie 

I quickly went home to get my torch and a Swiss knife. When I opened my apartment door all 
my prized possessions came out to the living room and greeted me. I love my cats, and I’m sure 
they don’t love me. The cats only need me to feed them and provide them with shelter. This is 
perfectly fine for me. When I had fed the cats and packed my backpack I headed toward my 
destination for I had a mission to accomplish. 

“Eric, I told you to wait,” I exclaimed, he was leaning against the gigantic door of the enormous 
haunted house with his legs crossed. 

“Sorry, partner, I couldn’t let you encounter scary ghosts on your own,” Eric remarked 
sarcastically. 

“Oh, fine come along. We have no time to waste,” Julie said causally. “Phew! This place smells 
awful!” Julie exclaimed wrinkling her nose. 

“Well, what did you expect, a perfumed ball. This is a haunted house” 

“Gosh, someone is grumpy.” 





“Hey, Julie, are you ready?” 

“Yup!” My eyes were gleaming with anticipation. There were butterflies in my stomach. I felt 
like screaming, I had done it! I had done it! Concentrate I told myself. My voice smooth as silk, I 
chanted the beautiful word of the ritual. It felt power surge through me. Then Eric recited his 
part. It was so beautiful. The glass broke with a crash, and the black cat came out. 

“Hi there, John, you were fun to play with, much more thrilling than the others. So, let’s see who 
is going to be next.” 



Laila	  B.	  Abdeltam	  

English	  9	  

October	  31st,	  2011	  

Kisasi	  Ni	  Tamu	  

I	  was	  so	  hurt.	  So	  humiliated.	  So	  angry.	  This	  whole	  time	  I	  thought	  I	  was	  one	  of	  the	  strong	  People.	  
I	  thought	  nothing	  could	  break	  me.	  How	  did	  I	  let	  myself	  become	  so	  vulnerable?	  How	  could	  I	  let	  someone	  
hurt	  me	  so	  badly?	  I	  kept	  asking	  myself	  these	  questions,	  over	  and	  over	  again	  as	  I	  walked	  home,	  alone	  
with	  tears	  streaming	  down	  my	  face.	  Why	  did	  he	  hurt	  me	  so	  bad?	  Even	  though	  I	  knew	  that	  the	  pain	  in	  my	  
heart	  was	  not	  real,	  only	  psychological,	  I	  could	  feel	  my	  heart	  Throbbing	  in	  pain.	  I	  thought	  I	  was	  in	  love,	  I	  
thought	  that	  spark	  I	  saw	  in	  his	  eyes	  would	  make	  him	  different	  from	  the	  rest	  of	  the	  guys	  at	  school,	  but	  I	  
was	  wrong.	  He	  used	  to	  be	  perfect	  to	  me,	  but	  now	  I	  see	  what	  he	  really	  is.	  I	  thought	  I	  was	  strong	  enough	  
to	  deal	  with	  pain	  this	  strong,	  but	  it	  was	  like	  he	  hit	  my	  heart	  with	  a	  nuclear	  bomb.	  Jacob.	  His	  name	  ran	  
goose	  bumps	  up	  my	  arms.	  
	   We	  sat	  next	  to	  each	  other	  in	  the	  back	  in	  science	  class.	  We	  were	  Lab	  partners	  for	  3	  months	  now.	  
We	  talked	  occasionally	  when	  he	  wasn’t	  fooling	  around	  with	  his	  other	  friends	  or	  flirting	  with	  the	  girl	  in	  
the	  row	  in	  front	  of	  us.	  We	  talked	  on	  the	  phone	  all	  the	  time.	  He	  would	  tell	  me	  how	  beautiful	  I	  was.	  He	  
told	  me	  I	  was	  the	  only	  one	  for	  him.	  He	  said	  we	  would	  be	  together	  soon,	  and	  I	  fell	  for	  it,	  I	  fell	  for	  all	  of	  it.	  I	  
told	  him	  all	  my	  deepest	  darkest	  secrets.	  He	  was	  perfect.	  Was	  it	  the	  way	  he	  made	  me	  want	  to	  melt	  into	  a	  
puddle	  when	  I	  saw	  him?	  He	  was	  like	  a	  drug	  that	  I	  couldn’t	  get	  enough	  of.	  Was	  it	  the	  way	  he	  walked,	  his	  
head	  held	  high	  with	  confidence	  pouring	  out	  of	  his	  ears?	  Was	  it	  the	  way	  he	  smiled,	  passion	  written	  all	  
over	  his	  face?	  Was	  it	  his	  eyes,	  beautiful	  creamy	  chocolate	  brown	  making	  me	  feel	  like	  a	  child	  in	  a	  candy	  
store?	  Was	  it	  his	  chest,	  Beautiful,	  smooth	  and	  strong?	  Whatever	  



off.	  I	  was	  such	  a	  coward.	  I	  walked	  up	  to	  Jacob.	  I	  took	  my	  courage	  with	  my	  and	  left	  my	  dignity	  next	  to	  my	  
stuff.	  
	  





Then	  I	  saw	  Jacob	  out	  if	  the	  corner	  of	  my	  eye.	  I	  left	  Luna	  talking	  to	  some	  buff	  guy.	  I	  went	  up	  to	  
him.	  he	  had	  a	  confused	  look	  fused	  with	  humor.	  This	  is	  it	  I	  thought.	  I	  came	  close	  to	  him,	  I	  brought	  my	  lips	  
to	  his	  ears.	  

“How	  do	  I	  look?	  Do	  I	  still	  look	  gross?”	  I	  whispered	  in	  a	  soft	  purring	  voice.	  
He	  looked	  at	  me	  with	  lust	  in	  his	  eyes.	  We	  stared	  at	  each	  other	  for	  about	  a	  minute	  like	  we	  were	  

talking	  with	  our	  eyes.	  Then	  our	  lips	  met.	  I	  opened	  one	  eye	  slightly	  and	  saw	  Sydney’s	  face,	  full	  of	  shock	  
and	  pain.	  When	  our	  lips	  parted	  I	  took	  him	  by	  the	  hand	  and	  led	  him	  outside.	  We	  went	  to	  the	  side	  of	  the	  
house.	  There	  he	  stood.	  In	  all	  his	  perfection.	  When	  our	  lips	  met	  again	  his	  hands	  slid	  to	  my	  waist.	  Just	  as	  
planned.	  I	  pulled	  out	  of	  my	  pocket,	  a	  pocket	  knife.	  The	  pocket	  knife	  was	  pink	  with	  flowers,	  it	  was	  looked	  
like	  that	  as	  a	  camouflage	  because	  within	  the	  knife	  was	  every	  single	  tool	  you	  would	  need	  for	  survival.	  
Luna	  got	  it	  for	  me	  for	  my	  16th	  birthday,	  she	  told	  me	  I	  would	  need	  it	  just	  in	  case	  anything	  happened	  or	  I	  
got	  lost.	  I	  never	  thought	  I	  would	  use	  it	  for	  this	  purpose.	  

When	  our	  lips	  parted,	  we	  were	  both	  a	  little	  bit	  out	  of	  breath.	  His	  lips	  came	  to	  my	  ear.	  


