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CHILDREN’S LITERATURE…
AND FIRST RATE
Still another prize? Yes, but the Prix Vendredi (the Vendredi
Prize) stands alone! It is the first national prize for adolescent
literature.
Because teen lit deserves it, for it is incredibly dynamic even
though, unfortunately, considered minor.
Children’s and teen literature today is intrepid. It takes risks and
assumes its responsibilities. The Prize was created to champion
these books’ literary quality.
67 titles were in the running in 2018. A difficult choice.
Discover in this brochure the 10 titles chosen that all attest to
the spirit and caliber of teen lit.
La tête sous l’eau, Olivier Adam, Robert Laffont
Brexit romance, Clémentine Beauvais, Sarbacane
Pâquerette, Une histoire de pirates, Gaston Boyer,
Gallimard Jeunesse
Rester debout, Fabrice Colin, Albin Michel
Les amours d’un fantôme en temps de guerre, Nicolas de Crécy,
Albin Michel
Un mois à l’ouest, Claudine Desmarteau, Thierry Magnier
Nightwork, Vincent Mondiot, Actes Sud Junior
Trois filles en colère, Isabelle Pandazopoulos, Gallimard Jeunesse
Milly Vodovic, Nastasia Rugani, MeMo
Pëppo, Séverine Vidal, Bayard Jeunesse
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THE PRIZE
This national and independent prize awarded by a jury
of professionals features a book in French for 13-year olds
and older. It was created in 2017 by the group Youth (Jeunesse) of the French publishers association and was given
the name Prix Vendredi, in reference to Michel Tournier.
The prize is supported by the foundation La Poste that
endowed it with 2000 € and by organization La Sofia.
The first round of ten titles is announced in the beginning
of September. The winner is designated in October along
with all the other major literary prizes. Thanks to the
quality of the works considered, the jury can highlight one
or two other titles of the short list so as to recognize the
originality of the subject or the promise of a young author.
44 publishers participated this year:
404, Actes sud junior, Albin Michel, Auzou, Bayard,
Bulles de savon, Calicot, Castelmore, Casterman,
Didier jeunesse, Ecole des loisirs, Evidence, Flammarion, Gallimard jeunesse, Grasset jeunesse, Gulf stream,
Hachette, Hélium, Le Muscadier, Les éditions du
mercredi, Les petits Platons, Magnard jeunesse, Mame,
MeMo, Milan, Nathan, Nymphalis, Oskar, PKJ,
Poulpe Fiction, Rageot, Robert Laffont, Rouergue,
Saltimbanque, Sarbacane, Sister and Brother, Scrinéo,
Seuil jeunesse, Syros, Talents hauts, Téqui, Thierry
Magnier, Trésor de mes tiroirs, Zinedi.
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Michel Abescat,
journalist,
deputy
editor-in-chief
at Télérama

Raphaële Botte,
journalist for the
supplement Livres
at Mon Quotidien
and for the
magazine Lire.

Marie Desplechin,
journalist
and author of adult
and children’s
literature

Philippe-Jean
Catinchi,
cultural editor
at le Monde

Françoise Dargent,
cultural editor
at the Figaro.
Has written 3
children’s novels.

Catherine
Fruchon-Toussaint,
literary journalist
at RFI, in charge of
the magazine «Littérature sans Frontières»
(literature without
borders). Author of the
biography «Tennessee
Williams, une vie,”
published by Baker
Street Publishing..

Sophie Van
der Linden,
novelist and
reviewer, is a
literary specialist
for contemporary
children’s literature.
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Olivier Adam

La tête sous l’eau
ÉD. ROBERT LAFFONT
When the police finally find Léa after she disappeared for several months,
it means the end of a long nightmare for her brother Antoine, but also
the start of a new series of ordeals. Their parents’ marriage has fallen to
pieces and while their mother is about to move in with her new partner,
their father’s depression is at its worst. And Antoine himself does not fare
much better. Yet, he feels like he has to do everything to be there for Léa,
who is struggling to make her way back to normality. Sequestered, abused,
Antoine’s sister went through hell. She is broken and reacts to everyone
with a resounding silence, refusing to answer the police and opening up as
little as possible to the shrink she is made to see. Antoine is trying to look
after her and to stand by his parents, but above all to get to the bottom of
the questions that obsess him. What did she really go through? Why does
she refuse to give out any information on her abductor? Why does she cry in
bed at night? How can he help her? How can he reassure her? How can he
keep her head above water?
6

My mother is spending the night at home. I hear her fighting with my father
when she’s going to bed. He wanted her to have the bedroom and he’d sleep on
the couch. She thought that was totally ridiculous. But he wouldn’t let up. When I
came downstairs I found him in the living room. His cover was all rolled up at the
edge of the couch. He hadn’t slept more than an hour or two. Odors of tobacco
and coffee. A few minutes later my mother arrives. They called the hospital right
away, hung up irritated, disappointed. At the other end of the line they tell them
not to come before one pm. Lea has more tests, she has to have a talk with the
psychiatrist and another with the police. I put on my wetsuit, grab my board and
am out of there.
The sea has been rising now for close to two hours. The wind is coming from the
south west and the sun is gilding the sand and burnishing the sea. It looks like
giant projectors have been set up on the horizon during the night. Lighting from
the inside. Perfect waves play on the surface. Not huge but forming at a steady
pace, wrapping around themselves, hovering for a second before breaking and
crashing monumentally in a froth. I race toward the water as if it were calling me
when I heard my name. I turn around. Chloe is walking towards me. For once
I wasn’t watching out for her. I wasn’t even thinking of it. Her wetsuit wasn’t
completely on leaving her bellybutton hanging out, a little above that, in fact. The
rest of her body was completely visible except what her bikini’s orange material
covered. My blood started flowing in my veins, rushing to my heart like a raging
madman and ebbing as quickly. It’s wild how disconnected the body and brain can
sometimes be! Since yesterday there hasn’t been any place for anything but Lea,
nothing but these thoughts that collide, these memories that come back these last
few months and smash up against so many questions without answer and uncertain scenarios for the future. It’s all going to make my brain explode. Only
water can calm me down and I don’t see how Chloe’s skin, her neck,
her shoulder blades, her shoulders and arms, all naked, and her
breasts pulsating beneath the swimsuit, her white stomach
just below can make their way in all that, be part of
this story, hold my attention a split second. She
comes up to me and takes me in her arms. »
Olivier
Adam
is the author of
many adult and children’s
books, among them Je vais bien,
ne t’en fais pas (Le Dilettante,
2000). Several of his books have been made
into films, such as the one mentioned, and
won a prize at the Césars in 2007. He is a screen
writer and participated in writing the film Welcome.

Olivier Adam

© Astrid di Crollalanza
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Clémentine Beauvais

Brexit romance
ÉD. SARBACANE
July 2017. One year that “Brexit means Brexit”! But that doesn’t stop dreamy
Marguerite Fiorel, 17, young French soprano, from taking the Eurostar to London to sing in a one-off representation – one night only! – in The Marriage of
Figaro. Accompanying her, her dear professor, Pierre Kamenev.
Their paths meet a flamboyant English lord, Cosmo Carraway, and an electric
Justine Dodgson, creator of a particular start-up, both absolutely secret and
absolutely illegal, BREXIT ROMANCE. Its aim? To organize marriages of convenience between the French and English… to have a European passport.
Love at first sight: Marguerite, so Cosmo decides, will be the ideal fiancé.
Justine sees in Pierre the perfect spouse for one of her clients. Now the hard
part of convincing them. These partnerships are hard to arrange without
getting mind cramps, not to mention heart ones.
8
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And all of a sudden, as if he had been seized by Marguerite’s look, the lord raised his head
and gazed at her with his bright blue eyes behind round glasses; and his face, under ash blond
hair, broke out in a lopsided smile. And right away he was walking towards her, yes, taking
big, decisive steps, smiling – he was walking towards her (she turned around to see if there was
anyone behind her – no, he was indeed coming towards her), and barely a few seconds went
by, a few centuries went by, and he was beside her!
“Marguerite,” he said in English, a delicious almost-Marguerite, “what a pleasure to meet you.”
He held out his hand and she shook it. He did it so tenderly she thought for a second he was
going to bring it to his lips and kiss it.
“I saw you last week at the opera,” the young man said, “but never in all my wildest dreams did
I hope to see you a week later. May I?” he said… and he threw out an incomprehensible bunch
of words, “isn’t it? Anyway,” [incomprehensible],
My name [incomprehensible], really impressive, [incomprehensible], don’t you?”
“Yes,” Marguerite barely managed.
What had he just said to her?
She considered the lord’s face, looked at his mouth that formed the words at topnotch speed:
“Anyway,” he said, “I don’t suppose you’re free on July 14.”
Silence.
He was waiting for an answer.
“You don’t suppose?” Marguerite repeated.
“I don’t suppose you might be,” repeated the chastened young man. “You are probably very
busy.”
“Busy?” repeated Marguerite.
“I don’t suppose you have much free time.”
“I don’t understand what you’re saying,”, Marguerite tried to answer, but it was like in a nightmare. She said first I haven’t understand, then I didn’t understood, everything turned out
to be a hell of 6th grade exceptions in the language. Madame Kessler would have been so
disappointed, and then she used “phrase” instead of “sentence,” dreadful faux ami, mistake
worth at least three points in translating into French, and this from the first-in-her-class in
Dmitri-Hvorostovsky!
The lord laughed gently.
“Oh, I’m so sorry. I speak too quickly, and with this terrible accent that irritates everyone.
I was saying, I don’t suppose that… Heavenly divine, how can I say it in other words?
I don’t imagine you are… oh well, to say it just offhand – are you free July 14?”
Marguerite was speechless a minute. And then:
“Yes”
“Something in common with your country, yes?”
“Excuse me?”
»
“Free July 14”
Born in France and
living in Great Britain for more than twelve
years where she teaches at NYU,
Clementine Beauvais is the author of Petites Reines and Songe à la Douceur in the
EXPRIM’ collection, two resounding successes.

© Audrey Dufer
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We take to the sea at breakneck speed the very night of the catastrophe, in
an unfinished boat.
My eyes are now wide open. Neither the brightest sun nor fire nor blood could
make them close. Marguerite, my girl, it’s too late to tremble. You’re far from
Dieppe. The cliffs are melting away. Father Samuel can comb all the streets
looking for you. You’re here and there are no streets, no walls, no teachers. Dis
did bad. He’s beside you, steady, focused, determined. Beware of this Parrot
who’s got you in his hands like a little bird. Beware of the great sea.

Gaston Boyer
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Parrot is at the helm. Dis smokes, his gaze vacant. The wind is up, driving the
boat as hard as it can go. Sea spray, foam, hits on the bows, planking cracking
and mast grating, ringing in my ears; silence all around.
I’m hungry again but I understand that we don’t have much in the way of
food. And maybe it’s all gone. Impossible to fish on the boat. They also must be
hungry. Sometimes puffs of the pipe’s wild smell get to me and make me think
of the land. Where is Grandfather at this very minute? What is he doing? My
aching back reminds me of flying embers in the night and how crazy Dis was. I
prefer to forget.

Une histoire de pirates

31/07/2018 10:37

Gaston Boyer

Pâquerette,

Une histoire de pirates
ÉD. GALLIMARD JEUNESSE

Dieppe. 19th century. Marguerite grows up alongside her
father Dis, a rough and mysterious fisherman. One night
she finds herself at sea, taken by force to an unknown
destination. Once on board a certain Parrot immediately
rebaptises her Pâquerette (Daisy), “That’s a pretty name
for poor girls. Daisies suffer in silence; they don’t rock the
boat. Get it?”
10

The two men pull from Parrot’s bag a heavy, three-pronged hook. They talk
with their hands for a long time. Dis’ face is like the water’s surface. Parrot’s is
a poplar in the wind. His mouth is contorted and his eyelids blink, his tongue
hangs out and his nose quivers. A dog. An excited and dangerous dog.
“Things are moving, Pâquerette,” he throws out at me, grabbing a rope to attach
it to the grappling hook. “You’ll be right up there.”
They both make sure the knot is solid. The rope is carefully rolled around the
deck at the front of the boat, the grappling hook nestled in it like a sleeping
baby.
Parrot sits next to me. He has the face of one of those baby knowit-alls.
Parrot’s poverty makes him itch. It’s his dry skin that begins to itch just when it’s going to fall off. Vaast is
right. Let’s not dawdle like this, counting the
Born
waves till we get to Ireland (…) »
in 1971,
Gaston Boyer
was brought up
between
Paris
and
the Pays de Caux in Normandy. He often biked to the
sea. Pâquerette is his first novel, nourished by these memories
and trips to Ireland. He lives in Grenoble with his wife and three children.

DR

couverture : Vaderetro

querette, bravez la tempête, la rudesse
s et des hommes. Accrochez-vous à la voix
e de cette héroïne courageuse qui fait
an de piraterie une aventure initiatique
ui ne ressemble à aucune autre.

Gaston Boyer

Une histoire
de pirates

rguerite grandit sur la côte normande
ux côtés de son père, un pêcheur aussi
ue mystérieux. Une nuit, elle se retrouve
er, embarquée de force pour une destination
t bientôt repabtisée Pâquerette : « Ça, c’est
nom pour les pauvres. Ça endure, Pâquerette,
ne pas, t’as bien compris ? »
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Fabrice Colin

Rester debout
ÉD. ALBIN MICHEL

Life is good in Nice in the early 30s. Between school, friends,
a dearly beloved mother and the trip in the countryside
with the scouts, Simone is a happy trooper. Alas! Above
the promenade des Anglais the clouds are gathering. Rester
Debout is the true story of a girl promised to an incredible
destiny: deported at 16, escaped and orphaned at 17, the
future Simone Veil will demonstrate even more strongly her
extraordinary resilience and her will to live.

12
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– “OK, “André Jacob concludes while re-arranging the books in the library. “We are going
to have to organize: First step: get false IDs, without the ‘J’.
Separate. Spread out. Disappear. That’s what we must do. Staying together is too great a risk.
Always moving. You are no longer the Jacobs. And I’m no longer your father.” (He turns to
Simone). “You. Have you any brothers or sisters?”
“No.”
“Bist du sicher? Are you sure?”
“Yes.”
“Your name?”
“Jacquier. Simone Jacquier.”
“Let me see your papers.”
She gives him her ID. He smiles – it’s a bad one.
“They’re no good.”
“They are. Perfectly authentic.”
“Are you Jewish?”
“No.”
“Bist du sicher?”
She shakes her head vehemently.
“Your last name is not Jacquier.”
“Yes, it is, Sir.”
“No.”
He slaps her. Yvonne intervenes.
“André! Are you crazy?”
Simone rubs her cheek and smiles broadly.
“What do you think? That I’m going to begin to cry like a Jew? I’m not Jewish.”
Her father gives her back her ID, takes off his teary glasses and cleans them on his shirt.
Yvonne closes her eyes. They look so lost, those two.
Separate, Spread out. Disappear. Simone’s parents are going to live on rue Sorgentino in the
working-class Saint-Roch neighborhood.… With their false papers, the Jacobs now turn to
where they can be sheltered. Milou continues to work. Simone continues to go to the high
school. Some Sundays, she even manages to go out with friends. When her path crosses a
German officer’s, she holds up her head. Might she be invincible?
“You should be more careful,” whispers her teacher one evening, coming to wish her good
night. It just takes one time.”
The young woman nods.
“Good night, Simone.”
“Good night, Simone,” repeats Brigitte, the baby of the family, who shares her
room with the teenager. Simone closes her eyes. This mischievous little
girl… she’ll see her again 77 years later during a visit to Nice. »

F a b r i c e
Colin has won the
Grand Prix de l’Imaginaire four times. He writes
children’s literature as well as
adult. For Albin Michel Jeunesse, he
is the author of Bal de Givre à New York,
Maitre des Dragons, la Malédiction d’Old Haven, Le Pays qui te ressemble and Magnetic Island.

© Patrick Imbert
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I lost any trace of my parents very early, before I was 15.

I was still what you could call a baby ghost, a bit of white material, smaller than a handkerchief. Still too light to weigh on the wind, too clumsy to know how to behave. I was
drying on a rope I thought, but I wanted to move, see animals, play with the shadows and
light.
One evening, I let myself be carried by the mistral. I saw a valley, lights, the sea. I came
across animals I had never before seen, and a few humans who were scared. What a blunder!
I never should have run away that evening.
When I got back, my parents had disappeared from the house.
I don’t know how or why.
I don’t remember.

Nicolas de Crécy

Les amours d’un fantôme
en temps de guerre
ÉD. ALBIN MICHEL

On the other hand, the owner was there.
In the kitchen, peeling tomatoes. She was doing her voice exercises on operetta arias while
kind of dancing weirdly on her fat legs.
I was wrong to show myself to her like that, but I was so panicked; hadn’t she seen my
parents somewhere?
Poor thing; she had certainly never seen a ghost.
Her heart gave out, and her body, suddenly much heavier, crashed on the floor taking with
it half the dishes that were on the table.
I learned that day that you always have to prepare human beings for our apparitions, that
manifestations of the beyond have to be presented to them gradually, and respect certain
rules, and when possible, with the pedagogic help of humans already in the know. If this
protocol is followed they then believe in everything and in any rubbish, besides.
I spent three days in the empty house. I saw many lurking shadows and
was scared. We are ghosts, perhaps, but ghosts are also afraid on the
darkness, especially when they’re babies …
Finally, one night, Boris, Mommy’s cousin, came to fetch
me.»
Louis Vuitton 2017 © Sam Ssfa
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Les amours d’un fantôme en temps de guerre is the first
illustrated novel by Nicolas de Crécy, recognized by his peers
as an artist of genius. We follow the destiny of a young ghost
during a warlike century; he will enlist in the Resistance
before experiencing his first love pangs. A magnificent text
transported by intensely beautiful drawings.

14

Nicolas de Crécy
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Claudine Desmarteau

Un mois à l’ouest
ÉD. THIERRY MAGNIER
Frederic, barely 20 years old, lands in Montreal to find a young woman
who dumps him immediately. He’s a bit stunned, our Fred. Mad, too. One
month to kill on the American continent with only a few dollars at hand.
But what the hell! He’ll rise to the challenge. First destination, Toronto,
then Niagara Falls. And two passport stamps later, Fred is in the states.
There begins a road trip that will take his sneakers from youth hostels to Burger Kings on the sidewalks of Manhattan, Boston, Quebec
and even to Gaspé Peninsula. Bus, hitchhiking boat - any way works
to advance without turning back. The road is of course studded with
good or less good encounters but provides the reader with a range of
characters delightfully sketched by the author. Interspersed are about
10 black and white photos that unveil the backdrop of these meetings.
An American road trip driven by Claudine Desmarteau’s biting humor
and spirit.
16

“I’ve always dreamed of butting the head of a cursed Frenchie.”
I had dropped my knapsack on the moth-eaten carpet of his living room not
ten minutes ago. And he says that, the brother-in-law, staring at me with his
not even bluish-grey eyes, as expressive as a cow’s that had been munching
on a field of marijuana.
“Go on, enjoy yourself,” I almost said but thought better of it because you
never know who’s in front of you when you don’t know the people. No sense
being a smart aleck if it’s to find oneself with two broken teeth when you
can’t pay for the dentist. I can’t think of anything to say to his welcoming
lines. Badly raised, this fat jerk. He’s a logger, I think. Works for the Forestry service if I understood correctly, and in any case, I don’t care to know
what he does with his days, the brother-in-law.
In truth it’s not to hear his digs that I crossed the Atlantic. No. That was not
part of my plans to find myself here, in this stinking small apartment. Wood
dust must attack the mucus glands. He doesn’t seem to mind the disgusting
smells from the garbage pail, the brother-in-law. He opens the fridge. Worse
than the garbage pail. He grabs a beer, cracks the bottle and drinks. I stand
there like an idiot looking at him sipping his beer. He reopens the fridge
and gets another one.
“Planning on staying long?” He asks and gives me the beer he’s cracked.
“Uhhhhh”
I drink a gulp. So heavy the silence I hear myself swallowing like over a
loud speaker.
Gotta tell you why I’m here, in the brother-in-law’s stinking kitchen
instead of finding myself somewhere else, with someone else,
because nothing has happened as planned, but I don’t feel
like telling you now.
Take it day by day, OK? »

After
studying
at the Ecole
Dupérré,
Claudine
Desmarteau was an art
director in ad agencies.
She published her first graphic
novel in 1999 and her first children’s
novel in 2005. She works now as authorillustrator and also regularly with the press.

Claudine Desmarteau
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In middle school we had a lesson about how to organize a story. I think it was
in 6th grade. The teacher told us that when you want to tell a story, you usually
begin by what is called “the initial situation.” It’s an introduction that presents
the characters, the setting, this type of thing, before the problems come into play.
In my case, I don’t really know if there was ever a time “before the problems
come into play”. But I do know that some problems were bigger than others. So
let’s begin before they happen. They’ll be what my teacher called “the disturbing
factor.” The others are for later.
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Vincent Mondiot

Nightwork
ÉD. ACTES SUD JUNIOR

Patrick, 14, loves drawings and video games and lives in a
project with his older brother Abdel and their mother. Abdel
is a juvenile delinquent, just out of jail while the mother is
caught between a life she hates and rampant alcoholism.
Suddenly, she dies. The two brothers have to get on with
their lives alone so as to stay together and keep Patrick
out of foster care. Patrick can count on Abdel’s unwavering
commitment, their nerve and their commonsense resourcefulness.
18

It’s crazy but when I think about it, the best way to deal with all this is to talk
about Sanguine. Sanguine was the bird my brother and I saved, it must be more
than 10 years ago. Summer was just beginning. Or the end of spring. Anyway,
whatever, summer vacation hadn’t begun yet because it was when I came home
from school that I found it. Obviously at that time, we didn’t yet call the bird
Sanguine. It didn’t have a name. It was just an ordinary anonymous sparrow like
thousands of others that live in the city. Except that it was dying. On the way
home from primary school I had to climb a long and deserted street that passed
between an old furniture store that I had never seen open and a desperately flat
field next to a highway. In the middle of the afternoon, if there weren’t too many
kids screaming around me, I could hear cars way in the distance. I loved that far
off sound. It spoke of another world, something blurry and distant. I had no idea
at that time how to reach it, except by crossing the field. I was sure that all those
cars were coming from fabulous places and were going towards other even more
fabulous places. I dunno. It’s the adult of today that’s talking in the place of the
kid I was. I just know that I liked that noise. »

Born in 1984,
Vincent
Mondiot
teaches French as a
foreign language. As a
teenager, he was wild about
punk-rock, fanzinat, and writing.
In 2005 he won the prize of Jeune Ecrivain
français (Young French Writer). Nightwork is
his first book published by Actes Sud Junior.

Vincent Mondiot

Prix Vendredi
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Letter 40
From Magda to Suzanne
Berlin, June 1st, 1967
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“You haven’t answered my last letter, Suzanne, and my father won’t let me use
the telephone to call you. It’s not a question of money. He says that the Stasi is
watching us and so we have to be extremely careful. My letter will come to you,
again via Franz, and you, like before, have to write to the address written on the
back of this page.

P R E S S E

I don’t know what to think of their constant fears. They control what they say
and to whom they speak. They never talk about delicate things aloud. They
don’t express their feelings openly. Their faces are neutral, like the clothes they
wear. What’s important is not to be noticed. With me they behave as if, on a sunny day with blue skies they try to convince me to wear boots, carry an umbrella
and a parka with hood. More and more I feel as if I’m speaking with my hand on
my mouth and hugging the walls when I’m walking. It’s becoming unbearable.
En librairie
Gallimard
le 26 octobre 2017
Jeunesse

Isabelle Pandazopoulos

Trois filles en colère
ÉD. GALLIMARD JEUNESSE

With you it was the opposite. You made me talk, not directly, but because of
who you are, the way you approach life, trying to understand, upsetting habits,
rejecting everything hidden in the corners and getting moldy in the cupboards.
You write to me that you envy me and I answer that I admire you for being true
with yourself. For the rest, for these secrets you seem to be telling me, let’s wait
to be together and you’ll tell me. We’ll have lots of time this summer to say to
each other what we can’t write.

1966, a wind of revolt is beginning to flow over the world. In
Paris Suzanne the rebel is stifling in a bourgeois family that only
wants to see her married. In West Berlin shy Magda is dying to
find her family on the other side of the wall, the East. At the same
time, in dictator-crushed Greece, wild Cleomena earns her living
as a servant while dreaming of university and endless reading.
In this bruised Europe they share a dream: make their way, find
love and become free women.
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Born
in 1968
of a Greek
father and a German mother, Isabelle
Pandazopoulos
taught
literature to teens in great
distress and handicapped students.
Today, she is an instructor at ESPE and
devotes the rest of her time to writing.
She has published five novels for teenagers.

Isabelle Pandazopoulos

© Francesca Mantovani

Do you remember the teacher, Mathia, who ran the club in high school? I
go there in secret but I go every week It’s the only place I feel light;
you can talk freely. I can be myself. No simplistic judgements, no
preconceived notions…” »
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Nastasia Rugani

Milly Vodovic
ÉD. MeMo

Milly has just knock someone down today. Swan Cooper was
shooting his gun not two feet away from her brother Almaz who
was lying in the mud. Milly bounced to help her big brother and,
just like a beast, broke Swan Cooper’s arm and nose. As a result,
embarrassed Almaz is not talking to her anymore -Oh well, Milly
Vodovic now feels capable of anything. Weird things have started
to happen around her: the town gets coated with ladybugs and
the Heart-Eater is on its way… Still, Milly keeps telling herself
that monsters don’t exist. The story, on the other hand, doesn’t
see it that way.
Grande Polynie Series editor : Chloé Mary

22

Milly doesn’t move, yet she could swear something had budged. Deep
down in her insides something is moving. Adolescence, ugh, she thinks. Last
October, one still-green autumn evening, Almaz asked her to draw him for a
study project. “Seriously,” he protested, his eyebrows knitted above a sketch of
a donkey. On the same piece of paper, Milly had tried to draw a tree trunk, very
straight, no branches and a few short roots. “A dead tree”, was his comment,
shocked by this closed vision. “But no,” protested Milly. “A tree in winter.” He
didn’t want to know the difference and was more interested in showing her his
self-portrait, a sketch of a viper’s nest. To Milly’s questioning, he answered,
“You’ll see. That’s what adolescence is about. It’s tangled and vicious, especially at the beginning.” Her brother’s words resound today, her hands comforting
her noisy abdomen. Her organs stir and converse with each other.
She doesn’t get their language but does perceive the agitation. It’s not the first
time she feels fall coming. Her stuffed animals suffocating since June in her
bedroom’s chest of drawers are proof. Falling leaves and fallen-out friends. She
dreams of pressing them to her, the nights too immense. But Tarek would tell
everyone. She already has to get used to the spread out bark, new folds and
creases, like those two little bumps of useless and timid flesh under her tee
shirt. Milly resists. She sleeps on her stomach to flatten her wrinkled bust and
she avoids the other girls. She saw they had left the swings for the benches,
whisper delicate sentences instead of shouting red. Why? Really, why stop sucking her thumb during the hurricane or give up digging in the mud?
Her hand on a piece of dust-covered candy, Milly shouts “No, I won’t!” Almaz
and Tarek both look over at her in exasperation. She makes a face, blows on
the blue candy and takes a bite to seal this pact made with herself. Mirrors
won’t replace her armadillo’s glazed-over eyes or hollowed out trees.
Her pockets will still be filled with grass to whistle and bouncing
balls. Better to roll in cactuses than to put on a viper’s dress! »

Born
in 1987,
of an Algerian father and a
Croatian mother, Nastasia Rugani writes novels
for children and young adults.
Her second book, Tous les héros
s’appellent Phénix won seven literary
prizes and was translated in english by
the Canadian publishing house Annick Press.

Nastasia Rugani
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PëppoPëppo

«

Séverine Vidal

Pëppo
ÉD. BAYARD

An occasional high school student, Pëppo lives contentedly in a
caravan. When he is not surfing on the ocean or looking at the
sea, he helps his uncle Max run his campaign site.… One morning
Pëppo discovers a note his sister left on the kitchen table. Frida
has gone off, leaving her children Colette and Georges, 13-month
old twins, in her brother’s care. Pëppo is totally distraught. How
can he take care of two babies when he barely knows what to
do with himself? Can he really count on his caravan neighbors?
There’s Valdo the Argentinian, king of dishwater coffee, or the
bitter old woman Mado who is always taking out her rifle (in
plastic, but still) …
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A f t e r
studying
literature,
Séverine Vidal became a
grade school teacher. Since
2011 she has been writing full
time. She writes novels for teenagers,
comic books, graphic novels and articles
for the press. Her books are translated into
foreign languages and have won many prizes.
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My mother’s waters broke adding to the waves where she was playing
with my father. They were hand in hand and she said: “ouch,” and then
“oops”. “What?” he said. A wave broke over her belly and me who wanted
to come out swimming four weeks early. She answered “No, it’s all right. I’m
fine.” She continued to jump in the water and roll around in the foam, giggling like an albatross. And I was born 34 minutes later, in a hollow in the
sand, on a bath towel ‘Française des jeux’ that my father had stolen (yeah,
it’s in the blood) in the cloak room of the camping site that very morning.
He apparently said, “He’ll be called Pëppo, my son.”
She apparently answered, “Call emergency first. The cord has to be cut.”
He obeyed and in the ambulance that picked us up, this brand new trio,
she said,
“OK for a pizza maker name for my son but we’ll put a trema on the E to
acknowledge my Swedish roots. And it’s classier.”
That’s how Helga-Annika Anconneti, née Björklund, called Helg, and Fortunato Anconneti, called Fortu, called Fofo decided on their only son’s first
name, that’s me, born where the wave dies. A puzzle first name, lopsided,
messy, a little pizza seller, a little Nordic poet, a little shark, a little sparrow.
What comes next is a piece of my life that will be dissected and recounted
and gussied up and modified like an Instagram photo, with a filter to make
the colors shout.
Don’t believe everything you’ll hear about me.
Not everything is true even if not everything is completely false either. »

Séverine Vidal
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Anne-Laure Bondoux

Nicolas de Crécy

L’ Aube sera grandiose

Les amours d’un fantôme
en temps de guerre

ÉD. GALLIMARD JEUNESSE

ÉD. ALBIN MICHEL
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Thibault Vermot

Colorado train

Nastasia Rugani

ÉD. SARBACANE

Milly Vodovic

Vincent Mondiot

ÉD. MeMo

Nightwork
ÉD. ACTES SUD JUNIOR
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Antoine Dole

Naissance
des coeurs de pierre
ÉD. ACTES SUD JUNIOR
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