


Memory 
route 
book







Saint Nazaire’s nursery and primary school

Saint-Nazaire is the city where I was born. I come 
back there during holidays because we have friends
who live there. 
The school in picture is the nursery and primary
school where I was. Everytime that I see it again I 
remember my friends and the past years in this
school. I think that a school like that can remember
everyone the childhood and insouciance that we
can have in this moment.





Saumur is the place where my grandparents, 
my mother, her sister and her brother were
born. On the picture, you can see my
grandparents’s house. It’s an important place 
for me because it’s here that I get

back to my cousins during holidays. 
In Christmas days, it’s here too that we get together
with my family. For me this place is synonymous of 
hapiness and family.

My grandparents’s house





Bort-les-Orgues’s dam

Bort-les-Orgues is my
grandfather’s
(paternal) birthplace
and the place where
my grandparents met. 
Every Christmas and 
summer, we come to 
Bort-les-Orgues to see
them and my cousins.    

And when we are with ours cousins, we always
going play football at the city park.
To go to my grandparents’s house, we have to take
the road which passed on the dam. It’s a little
symbolic because my great-grandfather
contributed to the construction.





France 
championship’s
bronze medal

This handball adventure in Bourges will stay in 
my memory forever. With the Lot-et-Garonne 
selection team we succeeded to accede to the final 
phases. We stayed three days in the competition
and we came third.
It was an amazing adventure because we met 
handballers from all the France. I think this good 
memorie maintain us links with each other.





Málaga is my great-grandparents (paternal) 
birthplace. Then they moved in Mers El Kébir 
because my great grand-father found a job. My
grandmother was born there and moved with her
parents in Bort-les-Orgues because her father found
an other job : the construction of the Bort-les-
Orgues’s dam. 





I was 7 years when we
moved from Saint-Nazaire 
(we moved because my dad
found a job in Agen).

The picture shows my
dog. He was dead in a 
doghouse when we was in 
holidays. 

When I learnt of my dog’s death, I cried a lot, it was
affect me because since I was born, I always knew this
dog.


