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Benvenuti alla sesta edizione della nostra newsletter! In questo numero, vi porteremo alla
scoperta di alcuni entusiasmanti eventi sportivi che hanno visto protagonisti i nostri studenti e
studentesse. La Primary School ha partecipato con grande entusiasmo alla Football MedCup,
un’esperienza ricca di sport e divertimento. Nel frattempo, la Middle School ha brillato nel
torneo di calcio di Globeducate ltalia, conquistando la vittoria con impegno e determinazione.
Non manchera, inoltre, uno spazio dedicato alla creativita dei nostri studenti e studentesse di
prima media, con un esempio dei loro lavori piu interessanti.

La BES Primary School
alla the football MED Cup

La Mediterranean Cup & stata piu di un semplice torneo di calcio: € stata una vetrina del
lavoro di squadra, della resilienza e del fair play.

Dal primo calcio d'inizio al fischio finale, i nostri atleti e le nostre atlete di Y4 e Y5 hanno dato
il massimo, giocando con passione e sostenendosi a vicenda. | nostri ragazzi e le nostre
ragazze hanno affrontato le sfide con determinazione e non potremmo essere pil orgogliosi
del loro impegno, della loro sportivita e della loro crescita dentro e fuori dal campo.
Complimenti alle nostre due squadre!
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La BES Middle School al Globeducate Italy Football
Tournment

Una giornata all'insegna della determinazione, del gioco di
squadra e... della vittoria!

| nostri calciatori di Y7 e Y8 si sono recati a Firenze per il torneo di calcio Globeducate
Italy, affrontando la Canadian School of Florence in un'emozionante competizione di un
giorno.

Con una partenza al mattino presto e una lunga giornata da affrontare, hanno dimostrato
un impegno e un'energia incredibili dall'inizio alla fine. Il loro duro lavoro € il lavoro di
squadra sono stati ripagati con una meritata vittoria, dimostrando resilienza, sportivita e
spirito BES. Siamo molto orgogliosi della loro dedizione in campo e della loro
rappresentazione dei valori della nostra scuola. Complimenti e un ringraziamento speciale
ai nostri fantastici allenatori, Sergiu Melinte ed Elisabetta Besozzi!

Follow us on instagram to find out all the
news and keep up to date with our school

www.beschool.eu


http://www.beschool.eu/
https://www.instagram.com/bilingualeuropeanschool/
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BES MIDDLE SCHOOL ENGLISH LANGUAGE &
LITERATURE

"Racconti di sé: un viaggio nella nostra vita attraversoiricordi"

In questa unita, gli studenti e le studentesse di prima media hanno esplorato |'arte della
scrittura delle loro memorie, trasformando momenti quotidiani in storie significative che
mettono in luce le complessita della loro vita. Incentrandosi sul concetto chiave di identita,
['unita promuove le capacita narrative e riflessive, incoraggiando gli studenti a esplorare
['espressione personale e culturale.

Attraverso la lettura di testi guida, l'analisi delle strutture narrative e la creazione delle
loro memorie, gli studenti hanno riflettuto profondamente sulle loro esperienze e hanno
iniziato a sviluppare la loro voce di scrittori. Questo processo arricchente non solo ha
migliorato le loro capacita di scrittura, ma li ha aiutati anche con l'autoconsapevolezza e
['empatia, culminando nella creazione di memorie riflessive e sentite. Siamo entusiasti di
mostrare questi esempi, che dimostrano la loro creativita e intuizione.
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Two Wheels, One Big Fear

A memorable night

When | was two and a half, | did something that | would never forget. An experience that,
even though it was one of the first in my life, left an impression that | camy with me to this day.

I couldn't believe that I, Sweva, was going to breathe the same air as the queen of pop music, Taylor Swift. That time, | learned to ride a bike without training wheels.
Munich had never looked this colorful. | turned my head—I could only see all of the sequins, skirts dazzling in It was a sunny day, the sky clear and the air fresh, perfect for being outdoors,
the sun, fuzzy Stetson hats, and bedazzled shirts, just like mine. | had hand-placed every single rhinestone on September 2nd, 2015.

that shirt. The excitement was overflowing in the air Mom had me ready on the bike, but this time, there were no training wheels. "Today,

we're going to try without,” she said, but | wasn't sure.

| looked at the wheels; they seemed so small without the training wheels that had always
given me a sense of security.

Fear began to creep in—fear of falling. fear of not being able o do it. Yet, there was also

Before the concert began, | traded handmade friendship bracelets with other Swifties. Everyone's happiness
was contagious, and their willingness to share their kindness made my heart so full. Each bracelet carried a
story, and it felt like we were all part of sumething bigger—a massive, swiftie family.

#s the sun approached the horizon, | hugged my mom. [ was just so incredibly grateful to see my idol in the this sirange desire to try, io see if | could make it.
flesh that 1 started bawling my eyeballs out. Although my mom liked rock music and wasn't a fan of Taylor Mom gave me a gentle push, and for a moment, the bike wobbled. The first few seconds
Swift, her and my grandfather got me tickets, and my mom stood by me to take me to the Eras Tour. were a mix of joy and doubt and | felt like | was about to fall at any second. My heart was racing

as the bike tited. Every inch felt like a challenge. But then, something changed. The fear was
still there, but there was another feeling, stronger: the feeling of freedom. The road, even though
it was difficult, no longer seemed like an obstacle, but an opportunity. Every time the bike
swerved, | tied to pedal harder, faster, with more determination. My small body began to
understand that | didn't need to fear losing my balance; | just needed to keep moving forward.

As my mom calmed me down, | looked up as [ heard a ticking noise. It was a two-minute timer. | looked at my
mom, then at the screen, and then back at her again. | was speechless. | tried to scream but couldn't. Suddenly,
I remembered my 8-year-old self, learning the lyrics to "Cruel Summer’, my 9-year-old self blasting Taylor's
music in the car, and my 10-year-old self on Christmas morning. finding Eras Tour tickets under the tree. Now,
Iam 11, and it feels like an astercid is about to hit me. | couldn't imagine this night—it felt like it wasjusta

B And just like that, without even realizing it, | was riding straight. | wasn't shaking

anymore. The world around me seemed bigger, and | felt stronger. | felt the wind on my skin and
When | realized what was happening, [ squeezed my mom. She giggled. There were 15 seconds remaining. the road beneath me, as if | were the master of that small adventure. It was like | had
With only 5 seconds left, | jumped onto my mom's back. The only thing I could fesl was excitement rushing understood, in that moment, that the difference wasn't made by the training wheels, but by my
through my veins. desire to move, to take the first step, even when it seemed hard.

When | reached the point where | had started, | stopped. | looked at the bike, looked at
Mom, and in that moment, | realized that it wasn't just about riding a bike. | had overcome a fear,
dene something that seemed too big for me. And even though | was small, that litle victory
made me feel stronger. "I did it," | thought, smiling, as Mom looked at me with pride. In that

When the timer hit the two-minute mark, the music started playing, | saw her rising | held my mom's hand sa
hard it felt like [ could detach it. Then suddenly, | saw her.

I saw a blue and gold bodysuit shimmering in the thick air and her blonde fringe that complimented her iconic

red lips. [ felt at home. She felt sweat and kind. [ got down from my mom's shoulders, hugged her, and we moment, | understood that it didn't matter if you fell. What matters is getting back up and

smiled at each other. It was the best night ever! continuing. The most important thing was to have tried, to have believed that, even when it
seemed difficult, | could do it.

4s [ looked around, [ was amazed by the extravagant people dancing freely, laughing, and looking so happy, as Looking back on that day, | realize that little experience was one of the biggest lessons

if they had no worries in the world. It was pure joy, and [ felt so lucky to be surrounded by such positive of my life. Mot just because | learned to ride a bike, but because | learned that in life, it's

ENECEY. essential to face your fears, even when the path isn't easy. And that lesson, which | leamed so

early, continues to guide me. Every time I'm faced with a challenge, | remember that moment. |
remamber that, to grow, you need to be willing to take risks, to fall, and to get back up. And that
sometimes, training wheels aren't necessary to keep moving forward.

Before heading home, my mom decided to stop at the merchandise store. She bought me Taylor's sweatshirt
with all the dates of the tour printed on its back, and the eras tour symbaol on the front. [ held it tightly in my
hands, feeling like | had just brought home a piece of that magical night.

Although the legacy of this tour has ended, 1 believe that the beginning of an era is on its way. —Sebastiano S.

-Sveva R.
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