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More often than not, the greatest battles in life are unseen.
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Introduction
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New year, new term, new adventures. It’s the start of the Hilary Term and Mount Wonder is already abuzz. This was mainly due to a mysterious bee infestation, which resulted in Jay the caretaker needing medical attention and some time off. Poor old Jay wasn’t even stung, he just simply fell over while trying to put on his protective gear. This left the school board with no other choice but to hire a company by the name of ‘AAA Insect & Pest Removal’, not because they had good reviews or a high rating, but rather because they were the first name in the business directory. However despite their name, the Triple A’s weren’t able to remove anything, but only managed to anger the insects. 

To Principal Prentice’s credit he had managed to keep Mount Wonder afloat despite several challenges. The chief challenge being the ongoing saga of Mr. Dean’s medical maladies. It was the most peculiar thing indeed. One day, news would come that Mr. Dean was improving and in high spirits, then the next day some other ailment had taken hold of him. Over the Christmas holidays he apparently contracted the West Nile Virus and was in quarantine. Even more peculiar was that he was the only known case for hundreds of miles and must have contracted it while on bed rest. So for what must feel like the fiftieth time students were asked to make get well cards to be sent to him.

That being said, Mr. Dean could rest assured that his classes were in the very capable hands of Mr. Doddle. Yes, you heard right, Mr. Doddle was still at Mount Wonder. Principal Prentice was more than willing to look past Mr. Doddle’s unorthodox approach, because he was hardworking and if there is one thing that Prentice loves, it’s hard workers. So Doddle was granted an extension on his assignment to carry on his stellar work. Furthermore he was asked to tutor some of the ‘C’ grade students. We never know what to expect when Mr. Doddle is on board, but one thing we can be sure of, is that the journey will be fun. So despite all that was happening with the A’s, Bees, C’s and Dean, as they say in the theatre... ‘The show must go on!’
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Same Old New Year

by

Fretty Betty
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[image: A large, colorful pile of various baggage, including suitcases, backpacks, duffel bags, and cardboard boxes, stacked high.]
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After the Christmas Holidays, the students return to school to start the second term and share their New Year’s resolutions. Sue says that she looked back in her journal and realised that she has made the exact same resolution for the past 2 years; ‘To stop being so forgetful’. But as she says ‘third times no harm’, whatever that means. Betty-Mae too has thoughts that she wants to express, on the subject of the “New Year”.

While I slept,

a shadow crept

in quietly through my door.

But it tripped over my baggage,

and fell down on the floor.
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As I awoke,

there veiled in smoke,

the shadow tried to hide.

Its silhouette, solemn, sad.

As if a dear friend died.
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Not a word.

Well, none I heard.

The figure dared not speak.

I said, “If you're the ghost of Christmas past,

you missed your cue last week.”
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“So who are you?”

“Give me a clue.”

But it just stood and looked around.

Then peeked into the many bags

I kept stored on the ground.
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“NOT IN THERE!”

“That's for my fear.”

“I keep that bag locked tight.”

“Can’t risk a balloon getting out,

then I’d be up all night.”
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“It's time to go,

you’ve had your show.”

“Stop looking through my stuff.”

“I need everything just where it is,

I’m serious, THAT’S ENOUGH!”
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“And so what?

They’re things I got,

and earned along the way.”

“Everyone has baggage.

Why throw mine away?”
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“Not good for me?”

“You just can't see,

to everything there is a place.”

“Each bag I keep is necessary.

They don’t just take up space.”
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“Are you mad?

I’ve always had

these, since I was a kid.”

“That big bag has all the dumbest

things I ever did.”
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“The empty one’s
not there for fun.
I've left lots of room to fill.”

“It’s for all that I’ve accomplished.

Well, that one day soon I will.”
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“And the rest?

They're not my best.

They hold worry, care and doubt.”

“I really should get rid of some.

Maybe it’s time to throw them out.”
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“But why change,

or rearrange

my life for a new plan?”

“Who says new is better,

aren’t antiques in demand?”
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Perhaps it’s true.

In with the new.

My resolution’s not to fret.

This New Year I’ll be different.

And live life without regret.
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But could it be

the same old me,

and therefore same old you?

Pretending to be different?

Could it really be true?
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Then with a shout,

I said, “Get Out!”

“You’re not welcome here.”

“I knew you looked familiar.

Weren’t you here last year?”
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Though disguised,

I recognized

its cold and ghostly frame.

It’s the same old New Year,

Just by a different name.
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Many times what will be, is only possible when we let go of what was.

Isaiah 43:18-19

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Is Simplicity Simply Best?

by

Doddle
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[image: Two giant goats, one brown and one white with spots, stand on a cliff edge wearing saddles. Three giant eagles with saddles fly overhead against a backdrop of mountains, a waterfall and a village.]
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In this week’s class, Doddle uses one of his adventures to teach the group a valuable lesson on gratitude and contentment. Justin excitedly chimed in and said “Godliness with contentment is great gain”, as usual taking any opportunity to share a scripture. But this story was one that made even Justin take an inward look.

Come sit around and listen,

To a story never told.

When Doddle met a secret tribe,

Whose chief was ten years old.
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His name was ehe-ACHU.

No Doddle didn’t sneeze.

It means he is part of the Whole,

The Earth, the Sky, the Seas.
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For centuries unheard of.

Their location unrevealed.

So Doddle made a solemn oath,

His lips would remain sealed.
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Their village was spectacular.

Their farmlands stretched for miles.

Nowhere around was found a frown,

Only the warmest smiles.
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Hunting and fishing experts.

Their building skills sublime.

Their records spanned hundreds of years.

Yet showed no signs of time.
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Travelling by air they rode giant eagles.

On land they rode giant goats.

But by water they rode no animals.

The fishers fished in boats.
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Their city had no market.

So no one had to pay.

Harvests were freely shared out,

And all else stored away.
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The tribe, it had no money.

No jewels and no gold.

No bank accounts, no credit cards,

No loans or debt to hold.
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Yet they were the wealthiest people,

Doddle met in all his years.

Every one helps out any one.

No one lacks since each one shares.
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Their wealth measured in happiness.

Rich in joy, in love and peace.

No caste or class to segregate.

No greatest, so no least.
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Doddle noticed that each person,

Trains and masters just one skill.

Cooks cook, bookkeepers keep books,

And all builders do is build.
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The fishers fish for everyone.

The day’s catch given away.

So selfless the deed, no one is in need,

Every one eats every day.
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Doddle had so many questions.

Is simplicity simply best?

If there is no lack, then there is no worry,

If no worry, then no stress.
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Those who work today, rest tomorrow,

And the next day work again.

This goes on perpetually,

So they don’t have a week end.
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Children play, they talk and laugh.

They sit and eat together.

No phones needed to be social,

Doddle likes their method better.
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Doddle cherished each moment,

But what’s impossible to forget.

As they daily retire, they sing by the fire,

And watch the day’s sun set.

––––––––
[image: ]


The translation does no justice,

But let Doddle give a try.

Picture this, as they all sing in harmony.

A love song to the sky.
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‘Wave goodbye to the sky.

Tell the sun well done,

Till tomorrow when we see you again.

Rest well through the night,

Till we again see your light.

Rest well, dearest old friend.’
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In all, Doddle stayed many moons,

Learning their language and their way.

Their customs, art, their history,

And music that they play.
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In
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