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 Paris - May 2015. 

 “The okapi - also known as the forest giraffe because of its long neck, the shape of its 

ears and its elongated tongue - is native to the Ituri Forest of the Democratic Republic 

of the Congo,” the keeper explained in a calmly authorative way. 

  A flutter of zoom lenses as the tourists excitedly photographed the okapi calf with its 

intense brown eyes and fringe of dark hair running the length of its spine. 

 Bijoux pressed her cheeks against the black railings to get a closer look. 

 “Come along Bijoux. Let the other children see. We’ve been here long enough.” 

 “Have you ever seen an okapi in the forest Daddy?” Bijoux demanded, feet planted 

stubbornly on the ground as she stared up at the tall man with the bear sized hands. 

 Aristide’s jaw locked.  

 “Yes.” 

 “What about Congo peacocks?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “And have you seen any mountain gorillas?” 

 Aristide’s nostrils flared as his mind re-visited the traders with their racks of bush 

meat. He grabbed Bijoux’s hand and led her briskly away from the okapi enclosure 

towards the ice-cream kiosk. 

 “Just one more question Daddy…” Bijoux pleaded, her mind dancing with pictures of 

the Ituri Forest as she imagined it: a wild and wonderful place where the animals 

could roam freely. “Have you ever seen a leopard?” 

 “No. I have never seen a leopard Bijoux. They are wise enough to keep themselves to 

themselves.” 

  Marjani appeared clutching three ice-creams. 
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  “Quick - take them before I drop them. There was only vanilla. The chocolate was 

sold out.” 

 Bijoux tucked into her ice-cream not caring what flavour it was; Aristide silently 

rolled his tongue over the dome of white confection, brows knotted. 

 “What’s the matter darling?” Marjani murmured, sensing that something was wrong. 

 “Nothing,” Aristide replied, his lips parting into an adoring smile. “Bijoux has been 

asking me about leopards.” 

  Marjani held his gaze. She understood not to ask any further questions. 

 “Let’s go and sit down in the shade or the ice-creams will melt before we have a 

chance to eat them,” Marjani said softly. 

 The family of three innocently retired to a bench and ate their ice-creams in the 

shadow of a cedar tree: a picture of happiness. Aristide sighed inwardly. Would he 

ever be able to explain to Bijoux the true nature of the Ituri Forest? 

  

 Bunia, May 2005. 

 Aristide buttoned up his trousers and pulled the toilet-chain. He could smell maboke 

fish being cooked in marantacee leaves - Cook’s favourite dish. He glanced out of the 

toilet window towards the school kitchens. He could hear nothing and he could see 

nothing. A familiar weariness flooded his body: something was wrong. 

 He climbed up onto the cistern and peered out of the slit window towards the road. It 

was deserted. There were no cars, no motorbikes, no bicycles and no pedestrians. 

Aristide slipped his hand into his trouser pocket - a clutch of metal bullets jangled in 

his cupped palm - souvenirs from the Second Congolese War. He carried the bullets 

with him as if they were spare change. He had six bullets in total: one Russian, one 

American, one Chinese, one South African, one Greek and one of unknown origin. He 
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didn’t have any bullets from the current fighting because he had spent the last 

eighteen months in the company of the good sisters of The Convent of Mercy. 

Aristide knew instinctively that the sisters’ protection was about to come to an end. 

 The school bell rang fiercely.  Aristide glanced across at the clump of banana trees 

located in the corner of the yard. The broad green leaves were bathed in sunlight. 

 At break the girls sat in the shade of the banana trees and pretended to braid their hair 

whilst watching the guys play football. The boys used an old tennis ball denuded of 

fluff. The pale rubber inner-sleeve was all that remained of the stamp of approval 

from Paris, bearing the official logo ‘Roland Garros.’ Aristide studied the empty yard 

with his knowledgeable brown eyes. There was no dappled shade. It was too early for 

break but someone was ringing the bell hard and fast. 

 He rapidly considered his options. The soldiers would stick to the classrooms to 

begin with - killing - not urinating, was on their minds right now. But after they had 

disposed of everyone visible, they would go looking for those who were hiding. They 

would be sure to check the toilet block. He had to find a safe place to hide. 

 The bell grew frantic. Aristide blanked out the sound.  He had no use of hand-bells 

right now. How about the old latrine? It had not been emptied since the new toilet 

block went up in March. It was now May. No-one in their right mind would search the 

latrines. As long as the soldiers remained inside the school, engrossed in the serious 

business of killing, he ought to be able to sprint across to the latrine without being 

seen. It was his best chance. 

 The bell reached fever-pitch. Sister Gloire must be ringing the bell! No-one else had 

the strength to ring the bell for that long. Aristide gulped. He knew that Sister Gloire 

was ringing the bell for him, trying to warn him and give him a chance to escape.  
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 Aristide darted across the washroom to the entrance door. He slipped his hand into 

his trouser pocket. He pulled out three bullets and tucked them between his pared 

knuckles. A fistful of bullets in the eye wouldn’t save his life but it was better to die 

fighting than to wait placidly for the machete to strike. 

 He slowly pushed the door ajar with the side of his rubber sole. An arrow of white 

light shot across the concrete floor of the washroom. He raised a hand to his brow and 

surveyed the yard, his pupils hard and fixed. He blinked. The latrine was set behind a 

row of oil-drums converted into refuse-bins. It was a fifty metre sprint in the open to 

the drums with nothing to mask him. He would be in full view of the kitchens and the 

canteen block. 

 Aristide considered the odds of his not being seen. He pressed his tongue against the 

inside of his cheek. He always did this when he was thinking. He had acquired the 

habit as a boy soldier. 

 Suddenly Aristide freed his tongue and clamped his lips shut. He pushed the door 

open with the flat of his palm and flew across the yard, knuckles hard and tight, legs 

long and languid like an impala in full flight. 

 He skidded to a halt round the back of the oil-drums and crouched low. He caught his 

breath and listened. He could still hear the bell but he could not hear any footsteps. He 

screwed up his eyeballs and slowly lowered his body into the brown fetid pit of warm 

faeces and urine. His rubber soles touched the bottom of the latrine. He cautiously 

opened his eyes. Filth covered him up to his armpits. He bent his knees until the 

brown slime slid over his shoulder-blades and neck. He clamped one hand over his 

nostrils and mouth, fighting the urge to vomit. Then with his free hand he proceeded 

to spread the foul mess all over his extremities until he judged that he was totally 

camouflaged. Brown sludge now coated his hair, forehead, cheeks and earlobes. 
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 Satisfied that he was safe for the time-being, Aristide focussed on becoming the 

latrine… The trick was to allow the environment to come to him. He had to ingest it 

and spit it out again in his own image. His feet now became the floor of the latrine. 

The backs of his legs stiffened like tent-rods and became the sides of the latrine. His 

hip-joints locked into his backbone. Finally, his angular shoulders and square head 

merged with the floating top layer of detritus. 

 Smalls black flies landed on his eyelids. He blinked. He had to keep his eyes open 

and stay alert. Cockroaches scuttled round the lip of the latrine, shocked into rapid 

movement by his unexpected arrival in their midst. With their lustrous metallic 

casings they reminded him of Formula One race-cars. Sister Gloire had told the class 

all about the Monte Carlo Grand Prix. She told them in a way that did not make them 

jealous but opened their minds and imaginations to the possibilities of the big wide 

world outside Orientale Province. She even promised to take everyone to Monte Carlo 

one day if she ever had the money! Everyone believed her. Sister Gloire always 

delivered on her promises. 

 Last year Sister Gloire had promised them a genuine Alpine fur-tree for Christmas. 

An evergreen spruce had arrived on Christmas Eve, sent by her brother in Grenoble. 

The tree was a bedraggled specimen by the time it had arrived, having spent three 

weeks locked up in storage facilities in Marseilles and Kinshasa. But nobody had 

cared. The girls soon made it look beautiful with beads and ribbons from their braided 

hair. You would never see another tree like it anywhere, ever. 

 Aristide strained his ears and listened for the quick-fire sound of the soldiers’ voices. 

He could still only hear the bell. Sister Gloire was incredible! Her wrist could not hold 

out much longer, surely? And yet the bell miraculously thundered on! 
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 A heavily built woman in her early thirties, Sister Gloire had strong arms, a wide 

mouth and kind lips. Every so often her lips would break out into an angel’s smile.  

She must have been ringing that bell solidly for at least five minutes! It felt much 

longer. But as Sister Gloire had drummed into him: “There is nothing more powerful 

than the Passage of Time except God; and He is all around us whether you believe in 

Him or not.” 

 Aristide imagined Sister Gloire, immaculate in her sunflower dress, the children 

shielded behind her vast hips, ringing that metal bell for all she was worth. The 

children would be crouched beside her, hanging on her every word, trusting her to 

protect them. 

 He had seen it all before first-hand when he had wielded the machete in a different 

school in a different part of Orientale Province in a very different confrontation, 

between different combatants. Each soldier had belonged to a rebel military unit with 

the words ‘Liberation’ or ‘Patriot’ inscribed in their group mnemonic. 

 However Sister Gloire was also a born warrior. Aristide knew that she would be 

brave in death. He knew that she would do everything in her power to protect 

Marjani, Jessica, Bijoux and her daughter Avril. 

 Tears flooded Aristide’s eyes for the first time in five years. Phlegm filled his lungs. 

Snot ran down the back of his throat. He began to retch. He continued to choke until 

there was no more maboke fish left inside him. 

 The bell stopped ringing. Aristide’s heart stilled. Sister Gloire’s angel wrists had 

finally run out of strength. It was all over. 

 Now came the screaming. His class mates had been screaming all along but Aristide 

had chosen not to hear them. Now he had to; he had no choice. Their terrified screams 

were overlaid with the soldiers’ voices: harsh and hysterical. Aristide knew from 
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experience that the screaming would not last longer than ten minutes. Ten minutes 

was all it took to silence the average school. He did not know how long it would take 

to silence a university. 

 One day he hoped to study at Bunia University. Sister Gloire had encouraged him to 

study. She told him that if he studied hard, he might win a scholarship to the Sorbonne 

in Paris. He resolved to study even harder from now on. Sister Gloire’s imminent 

death commanded that he finished the work she had set him. 

 His one deep regret was that he would not be able to study with Marjani as they had 

both planned. Marjani did not braid her hair like the other girls. Marjani made a 

collage out of words and framed jigsaws with her mind. It was hard to believe that 

Marjani was in the process of dying alongside Sister Gloire. Aristide frowned, angry 

for the first time that day. 

 According to Upoto folklore, after God finished making the world, He commanded 

the inhabitants of the Earth and the Moon to attend on him and give thanks. The 

Moon Men went straight away. The Earth Men delayed. In his wrath, God rewarded 

the Moon Men with renewed life and visited the Earth Men with death. That was why 

the moon waxed and waned with continuous life but the people of earth lived brutal 

lives of hardship then died. 

 Aristide disliked the story from the moment he first heard it, aged just five, his head 

resting heavily on his grandmother’s shrunken breasts. He remembered the regular 

sound of her heart-beat beating against the underside of her thorny ribs. He 

remembered the stabbing pain he had felt in his chest when the idea of death had first 

entered his delicate mind. 

 By contrast, Sister Gloire had listened intently - eyes alight with empathy - as he told 

her the story. Then Sister Gloire had smiled her angelic smile and commented on how 
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much she liked the fable! The idea of Moon Men and Earth People did not arouse her 

hostility, despite her strong Christian ethics. On the contrary, African folklore 

interested her. Everything interested her. Sister Gloire possessed that rarest of jewels: 

an expansive mind. 

 Sister Gloire was different to the other nuns in many ways. The most striking 

difference was that she had a six year old daughter: Avril. Nuns are expected to live 

chaste lives devoted to the service of God but to have known the ways of the flesh is 

not a barrier to spiritual enlightenment. Sister Gloire, newly widowed, boldly 

approached the good sisters of The Convent of Mercy and asked to join their Order. 

Aristide sensed that none of the nuns had known how to say no to her and so everyone 

had said yes. There was a skill in being deliberate. 

 The second difference was Sister Gloire’s passion for literature. Her passion 

stemmed from the belief that there was nothing more powerful than the truths 

concealed in books. She let the truths reveal themselves. She did not tell the class 

what they ought to think. The conditional tense did not exist in her understanding of 

the lexicon. 

 The third difference was that Sister Gloire did not wear a cross around her neck like 

the other nuns. Instead she wore a small silver heart, the size of a groundnut kernel. 

Originally Aristide had assumed the locket was a gift from her dead husband. But 

over time he gradually came to the conclusion that Sister Gloire had a secret admirer 

who worked at the MONAC Camp in downtown Bunia. The MONAC Camp was 

made up of a collection of United Nations Peace Keeping Forces of mixed 

nationalities, overseen by a formidable French Commander with a blue beret and even 

bluer eyes. 
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 Aristide’s suspicions were based on the fact that whenever a child got ill Sister Gloire 

insisted on walking the sick child all the way to the MONAC Camp to see the French 

doctors based there. If any of the other nuns volunteered to accompany the sick child, 

Sister Gloire would get upset and complain that it was her responsibility. However 

Aristide sensed that there was another reason - not strictly medicinal - behind Sister 

Gloire’s motivation to visit the camp. He had been planning on faking a stomach bug 

so that he could check out his theory but sadly he would never now discover the truth. 

 Aristide caught his breath as a second wave of sadness overwhelmed him. He wiped 

the tears away brusquely. Then he curled his thumb and pretended to have been 

scratching an itch on his chin all along. He scratched his chin until he could feel a pin-

prick of blood on the cushioned pad of his thumb.  

 A dog whimpered close by. Aristide’s hands locked in fear. That would be Laurent - 

the caretaker’s dog - a small black mongrel the size of a cockerel. Everyone loved 

Laurent. He was such good fun! The caretaker had named his dog after President 

Laurent Kabila. Unfortunately the President was subsequently assassinated by one of 

his bodyguards. The President’s son, Joseph, had been elected to the same post. 

Aristide wondered whether the biblical name Joseph would afford the new President 

greater protection than the French name Laurent had provided his father. It might. 

There was a lot of power in a name. Not that it was possible to predict the future of 

Orientale Province. Too many stones lay unturned for there ever to be a clear path for 

any politician to tread. 

 A babble of men’s voices ricocheted across the yard. The voices bounced off the oil-

drums and the canteen windows. Heavy footsteps followed. The voices soared: the 

speed of after-kill. The footsteps stopped abruptly. Aristide strained his ears for 
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sounds of further movement. Then he remembered. After a killing, the soldiers would 

sit down. It was exhausting work, killing people. 

 Time stalled. The familiar smell of cigarette smoke hovered on the air - Gauloises - a 

good French brand. Muffled voices punctuated the blocks of silence. The soldiers 

were speaking French, the colonial mother tongue. In a continent containing two 

thousand indigenous languages, the old colonial languages were still the ones that 

dominated. Sister Gloire had been a good history teacher. She had been doing a good 

job teaching everyone to understand that it was not their fault that people did not 

always get along. She had explained to the class that before King Leopold seized The 

Congo for the Belgians in the 1890s, the indigenous peoples of the Congo Basin had 

spoken four main languages: Swahili, Lingala, Kikongo and Tshiluba, in addition to 

roughly two hundred and forty local tribal languages. 

 After a while the soldiers’ conversation fractured into two distinct groups: those 

speaking French and those speaking Hema. Aristide sighed with relief. If he were 

discovered in the latrine, the soldiers would look for signs of familiarity. He looked 

familiar enough to belong.  

 Aristide’s tongue rolled four ways. He spoke Lendu, Swahili, French and Hema - the 

local Bantu language. It was the main reason why he had survived as a ten year old 

orphan after the soldiers overran his village and killed his parents. Later as a child 

soldier his facility with language continued to keep him alive, enabling him to act as 

translator, go-between and guide. 

 His father originated from the southern Hema tribe and was fluent in Hema, Lendu 

and French. His mother was a Lendu from the northern border region with Uganda 

and spoke Lendu and Swahili. Raised in the north, Aristide spoke Lendu at home and 

the other three languages when the need arose. Both his parents might be dead but 
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they had given him a means of survival: his mixed parentage and the linguistic ability 

to adapt.  

 To navigate Orientale Province one had to know how to adapt to each new terrain. 

The bamboo forests, the rainforest and the gallery forests all have their own secret 

pathways and ways of living and being. His father, Fabien, had made a good living 

from buying and selling coltan. Fabien came from a long line of traders who had 

bought and sold palm oil, copper ore, rubber, groundnuts and most recently coltan - 

the new ‘gold.’ There was more money in coltan than gold according to his father. 

When Aristide had expressed surprise, his father had explained that coltan contained 

tantalum, the vital component in the production of pinhead capacitors and electronic 

circuit-boards without which cell-phones and computers cannot function. As a young 

boy Aristide had not fully understood his father. But Sister Gloire had explained to 

him that the Ituri Forest was the richest source of coltan in the world. Meanwhile 

rebel groups continued to roam the forest, seeking out coltan - the new elixir of life - 

and selling it to the highest bidder. 

 However no man controlled the forest. That role fell to the leopard. The Mbuti, the 

ancient pygmy peoples of the forest, considered the leopard to be the top predator, 

controlling three-quarters of the canopy. Leopards led secret lives. Only the 

occasional half-eaten okapi corpse buried under leaf mould hinted at their presence in 

the forest.  

 Aristide stood up to his full height. The liquid muck slid down off his shoulders, neck 

and head and rejoined the top layer of filth. The fear left him. He stood tall. The forest 

was in his blood. He was stronger than the soldiers. Soon they would be gone and 

then the real battle would begin: against himself. 
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 He knew what he had to do: take Sister Gloire’s gold locket to the MONUC Camp 

and hand it over the French Commander so that it could be sent home to her family in 

France. 

 Aristide’s lips curled. Bubbles appeared on the centre of his tongue. His throat was as 

dry as bamboo. Why didn’t the soldiers move on? There was nothing for them here. 

Nothing to eat. Nothing to drink. Nothing to do. Cook wouldn’t have had time to 

finish preparing lunch. 

 Cook always waited until noon before putting the fufu dough into the hot oven. Ten 

minutes later Cook would take the baked fufu out of the oven and make an 

indentation in the centre of each ball with his thumb so that when the children dipped 

the fufu into his tomato and peanut stew, they would bring up a thimbleful of sauce! 

Even Sister Katherine loved Cook’s fufu and Sister Katherine never smiled, even on 

Christmas day. But her lips would crinkle in anticipation of Cook’s fufu. It was the 

nearest thing Sister Katherine ever got to a kiss, the feeling of fluffy fufu on her lips... 

 Aristide scowled angrily. Why didn’t the soldiers go? He decided to pray. He prayed 

for Sister Katherine. He prayed for Sister Gloire. He prayed for Marjani. He prayed 

that the soldiers leave NOW. 

 The shuffling of feet - the jangling of keys - the recoil of laughter as the soldiers 

finally lumbered off. The rumble of jeeps - a gun fired for no apparent reason - and 

they were gone.  

 The dog whimpered and fell silent. No! Aristide caught the anger in the back of his 

throat. The stupid animal had gone and got itself killed at the last moment! Aristide 

immediately let go of the anger. There was no point in fretting over things he couldn’t 

change. Thankfully massacres didn’t happen every day. 
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 Silence settled on the playground. Aristide levered himself out of the latrine. He 

glanced up at the flag-pole and the flapping sky-blue flag with its gold star. He ripped 

the flag off the pole and began to wipe the brown filth from his arms and legs. It 

seemed as good a time as any for the national flag to come to his aid.  

 The Government was currently designing a new flag with a red stripe to represent all 

the blood that had been spilled in the Congolese Wars. Maybe the Government should 

consider adding more red stripes to make the flag more authentic? 

 Aristide finished cleaning the muck off his legs and arms then sat down. He shut his 

eyes and tried to get his mind in order. He had to visualise the carnage in the 

classroom before he could enter it. He had to mentally prepare himself.  

 As the last wedge of sunlight slid out from beneath the banana trees, Aristide entered 

the school. The corridors were empty save a few bodies. Not many students had tried 

to run. 

 He entered his classroom. The first thing he noticed was the glass. Tiny splinters of 

mirror delineated Sister Gloire’s fallen body. He halted, shocked. He had not 

visualised the mirror. It had played no part in his preparations for this scene. 

 Sister Gloire must have picked up the mirror on the wall and brought it down hard on 

the face of her first assailant. Her throat had been cut. Avril was in her arms. 

Aristide’s heart bled a little as he looked down at them both. 

 Marjani, Jessica and Solange were crumpled in a pile closeby. There was no sign of a 

struggle. They had stayed beside Sister Gloire to the end and bravely waited their 

turn. 

 Aristide stepped further into the classroom confused by what he saw. He had not 

expected to see the bodies laid out like this. It was almost as if the soldiers had 
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hesitated before killing - that their hands had stalled momentarily - that Sister Gloire 

had almost succeeded in making them stay their hands! 

 How was that possible? He did not know the answer. The answer lay beyond his 

experience. 

 Eudes, Mani and Prince lay in the centre of the room. The book-stand had been 

upturned. Text books were scattered about their fallen bodies. That was probably 

Prince’s doing. He would have had the presence of mind to use the book-stand as a 

shield against the machete’s driving blade. His severed arm was proof of his efforts. 

 Aristide cried a little deeper inside, imagining Prince - such an awkward and hesitant 

reader who treasured each page as if it were woven out of gold thread - using Sister 

Gloire’s precious books as missiles to defend them all.  

 There were eight bodies in total. He had prepared himself for more. It was a good 

thing that it was the dry season and that the day pupils were out in the fields planting 

cassava. 

 Aristide squatted down before Sister Gloire and carefully slipped his hand underneath 

her reddish brown hair. Her freckled cheeks were sprayed with blood. The skin 

beneath was a delicate pink; too pink for death. He removed the gold locket from 

about her neck and cleaned the blood off the metal heart with the hem of her yellow 

dress. Sister Gloire would not have objected. She was of a practical turn of mind. 

  “Aristide…” 

 Aristide’s heart split open. He spun round. It was Marjani! Her brown hand peeled 

back the patchwork of bloodied clothing - the checks, the stripes, the floral prints - to 

reveal herself: whole. 

 “Marjani! Are you hurt?” 
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 Marjani looked at him questioningly. Unable to speak, her eyes spoke for her.  He 

pulled her free and pressed her braided head against his filthy torso. Then he 

inspected her body for signs of injury. Marjani did not have so much as a scratch on 

her.  

 “Can you walk?” 

 “I don’t know.” 

 “Try.” 

 “Where are we going?” 

 “To the MONAC camp.” 

 “Is it safe there?” 

 “Yes.” 

 Leaning heavily against each other, they picked their way out of the classroom, past 

the detritus of human life and learning. They passed the bronze bell lying on its side 

by the skirting-board. 

 “Was Sister Gloire ringing the bell?” 

 “We all did. We took it in turns. Sister Gloire told us not to scream and to ring the 

bell instead.” 

 “Did it work?” 

 “No. Everyone screamed. Even Sister Gloire screamed just before she died. But I 

didn’t. My voice left me. I don’t know why. I just fell to the ground and lay still.” 

 “I understand. It happened to me once.” 

 “When?” 

 “Another time. Similar to this.” 

 Marjani nodded. She did not ask any more questions. 



 17 

 They advanced slowly down the corridor, past the walls decorated with brightly 

coloured paintings. The moon lit the children’s naïve artwork of peacocks, monkeys, 

mountain gorillas and the elusive leopard. 

 “You stink Aristide! Where have you been?” 

 “Hiding in the latrine.” 

 “Sister Gloire said that you’d know where to hide.” 

 They entered the yard and made their way past the banana trees out into the empty 

road. The air was hot and still. They spoke no more. There was no need. A hub-cap 

lay by the kerb, its metallic heart was all that remained of the soldiers’ scarred 

possessions. 

 

 Paris 2012. 

 Marjani was the first to finish her ice-cream. She wiped her palms clean with a tissue 

then delicately placed one hand on Aristide’s forearm. The tips of her fingers stroked 

his taut skin. She ran her palm along his arm to his hand and locked her fingers in his; 

then she tilted her head up and looked into his eyes. Aristide gulped. There was no 

escaping Marjani’s jigsaw mind. He waited for her to speak. 

 “Thank you darling.” 

 “What for?” 

 “Bringing me here.” 

 “To the zoo?” 

 “No Paris.” 

 “I always promised I’d bring you here to study if I could afford it. Sister Gloire 

would have wanted it.” 
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 Marjani nodded. Aristide smiled. As his father said, there was a lot of money to be 

made in coltan. He glanced guiltily at the tourists still happily snapping away at the 

okapi calf with their brand-new iPhones and digital cameras and he wondered if they 

would still feel the need to buy all this unnecessary technology if they understood the 

effect of the coltan trade on the Ituri Forest and its peoples. It was impossible to tell. 

But one thing he did know. He would not be buying Bijoux an iPhone for her birthday 

but a box of paints and a pad of paper. 

 


