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Wordly WiseWordly WiseWordly WiseWordly Wise
WWWW ordly Wise is an English book
OOOO h, this book could be a lot of work
RRRR eally, this book makes you think a lot
DDDD eadly, it is!
LLLL ingering words stay on my mind
YYYY ou do get on my nerves, Wordly Wise!

WWWW hat
IIII s the problem with children and this book?
SSSS o be happy with it
EEEE njoy the book!

Juliette BRAUN
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Harry PotterHarry PotterHarry PotterHarry Potter
HHHH ermoine and Ron
AAAA re your friends
RRRR un away from monsters
RRRR un away from Death Eaters
YYYY ou are the Chosen One

PPPP umpkin juice is his favourite drink
OOOO ther books are not as good as these
TTTT eachers teach you magic
TTTT he One-Who-Shall-Not-Be-Named is after you
EEEE verybody loves you
RRRR eading these books was great!

Annik JULLIEN

HomeworkHomeworkHomeworkHomework
HHHH orrible for some
OOOO thers like it
MMMM amma Mia! The haters would cry
EEEE asy Peasy! The lovers would say
WWWW orking is a privilege
OOOO r an option
RRRR eally, I don’t like it at all
KKKK aitlyn has spoken

Kaitlyn MPHANDE

HolidaysHolidaysHolidaysHolidays
HHHH appy time to have fun
OOOO h, nothing can make me sad
LLLL et’s go somewhere exotic
IIII t’s a beautiful day to go
DDDD ay after day I’ve waited, and finally it has come
AAAA h, the day I’ve awaited for a long time
YYYY es! No more
SSSS chool!

Max DENIZET

Acrostic PoemsAcrostic PoemsAcrostic PoemsAcrostic Poems
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AAAA ny subject with

CCCC reativity gets

RRRR eaders’ a
ttention

OOOO ften expressed for fu
n

SSSS peaking your thoughts o
ut loud

TTTT alking with people about

IIII ce cream, hobbies, tr
avel or whatever

CCCC reates an interestin
g subject

Dave Ryan BALLA
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BugsBugsBugsBugs
BBBB ugs, bugs can be found everywhere
UUUU nderground, in water or on land

GGGG o and look in nature to find some
SSSS ome people may or may not like them

Améline TRACHSLER

EarthEarthEarthEarth
EEEE very day has different weather
AAAA ir pollution destroys forests
RRRR emembering horrible days

TTTT errible natural disasters destroy cities
HHHH urricanes, fires and tornados!

Terrence FERNANDES

Life IsLife IsLife IsLife Is
AloneAloneAloneAlone

LLLL ife
IIII s
FFFF or
EEEE arth

IIII nfinitely
SSSS pecial

AAAA mazing
LLLL azy
OOOO n
NNNN one but
EEEE arth
Ezra KENDALL

Keep Calm and Kill ZombiesKeep Calm and Kill ZombiesKeep Calm and Kill ZombiesKeep Calm and Kill Zombies
KKKK illing everyone, no exceptions
EEEE ven kings with armies
EEEE loquent? I don’t think so
PPPP eace is their enemy

CCCC alling more
AAAA ll over the earth
LLLL iterally wiping its face
MMMM oaning, groaning, killing

AAAA ided by their lack of life
NNNN ever dying
DDDD estroying everything

KKKK nocking out families
IIII llnesses are spread
LLLL ives destroyed
LLLL aughter gone

ZZZZ ombies are bloody
OOOO h, they’re covered in blood!
MMMM ummy! Mummy!
BBBB lood all over those
IIII rksome zombies
EEEE ven death will not stop them
SSSS ociety is gone; zombies are taking over!

Benjamin GODARD

SpaceSpaceSpaceSpace
SSSS tars plummeting
PPPP lanets spinning
AAAA steroids speeding

CCCC omets grazing the earth
EEEE verywhere in space

Gaël BIGOT

MarsMarsMarsMars
MMMM aking their way through space
AAAA stronauts are
RRRR eally
SSSS howing us what’s out there in the universe

Alexandre DOW GUYOMARD

Acrostic PoemsAcrostic PoemsAcrostic PoemsAcrostic Poems
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Love for LifeLove for LifeLove for LifeLove for Life
LLLL aughter all around
OOOO n my way to paradise
VVVV aried dreams come to me
EEEE ven the weirdest ones

FFFF orever I love you
OOOO h, my sweetheart
RRRR ound and round you go in my heart

LLLL ike an angel you are
IIII magine a life without you – impossible
FFFF or loving you, I am the best
EEEE ven during hard times, I’ll be there for you; I promise

Axelle BAUDOUIN

DanceDanceDanceDanceDDDD oing pirouettes in the dance room

AAAA nd learning the five dance positions

NNNN ever forget to put your hair up in a chignon

CCCC lassical pancake tutus are only worn in galas

EEEE ven boys can do ballet dancingLea COHEN

RugbyRugbyRugbyRugby
RRRR ough

UUUU sually violent
GGGG etting interesting near half time

BBBB eginning to have a fight near the end
YYYY es, that’s rugby!

Tiwann MORVAN

RémiRémiRémiRémi
RRRR eady for fun, friendly

EEEE verybody likes
MMMM e!

IIII am happy to have so many friends!
Rémi REGNARD

DeathDeathDeathDeath
DDDD eath, the thing
EEEE veryone fears
AAAA lways somewhere there, waiting for you
TTTT here, in this heavenly place, you will see for the first time
HHHH alos

Sarah EL TAWIL

6ème day trip to London

6ème day trip to London



Pasteur's English Voice • June 2015 • 55ème5ème5ème5ème
Fairy Tales with a TwistFairy Tales with a TwistFairy Tales with a TwistFairy Tales with a Twist

King Midas and the Golden TouchKing Midas and the Golden TouchKing Midas and the Golden TouchKing Midas and the Golden Touch

King Midas was a very rich man, obsessed with
money and counting his gold all day. He ruled the land
of  Elyon, near Oz, and shared his fortune with his dog
and no one else.

One day a big gorilla came through Elyon. A small
bat, who was accompanying the gorilla, had been
delayed and flew into Midas’ zoo. He was then found
by Midas, who recognized him instantly, and invited
him to stay in an abandoned house for a few days
before leaving.

Midas then took the bat back to his friend, the
gorilla, who thanked him. The gorilla said, “For your
kindness, I promise you anything you wish for.” Midas,
obsessed with fortune, replied, “I wish that everything I
touch becomes sapphires.” The gorilla then warned
him to think clearly, but Midas was positive. He
wanted all the sapphires he could have.

The next day Midas was eager to try his power.
He touched his plates and cutlery, and they turned to
sapphires. Delighted, he then touched his table, carpet,
door, chair and everything else in his house, until he
grew tired and sat at his table for breakfast. He took a
rose to smell its fragrance, but it turned to sapphires
before he could smell it. He took some candy, but as he
was just about to bite into it, it turned to sapphires as
well, and he hurt his teeth. 

A little frightened, he tried to drink water, but it
also turned to sapphires. Very frightened, he tried to
eat an apple, but the same thing happened. It immedi-
ately turned to sapphires. Right then, his beloved dog
entered the room, and full of  fear, Midas ran up and
hugged it, but to his horror, his dog turned to sap-
phires. Midas, full of  fear and regret, realized the only
one he loved was turned to sapphires. He cried at its
feet, pleading for it to come back, but nothing hap-
pened. It had turned into gems, unable to move.

Midas suddenly ran back to the gorilla pleading
with him to remove the curse, but the gorilla told him
that he couldn’t turn things back to normal, and Midas
became crazy. He began to touch everything in his
kingdom – houses, rocks, trees – and then he ran
around barefooted, turning everything under his feet –
grass, sand, stone – into sapphires.

When he finally changed everything he could
think of, he sneezed and accidentally touched himself.
His legs started to turn slowly into sapphires. His eyes
widened with fear. He looked up at the sky, arms lifted,
and screamed “Why?” before turning completely into
sapphires. His gems were then put in the center of  the
kingdom with a sign reading “The King who turned all
into Sapphires.”

Eliot CHIU

Chains of GoldChains of GoldChains of GoldChains of Gold

Once upon a time, in a poor land far away, there
was a miserable woodcutter who lived alone with his
three sons. The youngest was called Dummeling, who
was a fool.

The woodcutter broke his leg one day falling off  a
chair while changing a light bulb. As he couldn’t walk,
he sent his eldest son to cut and collect wood in the for-
est in his place. The eldest son entered the dark forest
and heard the sound of  someone calling him. Looking
around, he eventually found a giant troll all chained up
like an animal in beautiful sparkling golden chains.
The eldest brother smiled and said, “Good morning.”

“Please help me,” the troll pleaded. “Use your ax
to break these golden chains. I’m so desperate. I have
been chained for thirty years,” the talkative troll
responded with a great thunderous voice. “A sorcerer
punished me for stealing his treasure.”

“I don’t want to free you,” the eldest son replied. “I
don’t like trolls!” and he went away.

For punishment, the troll called for the help of  an
old, fat, flatulent wolf  with monstrous fangs, who ate
the selfish eldest son alive!

After some time, the
old woodcutter sent the
second brother into the
forest to find his brother.
The boy heard the troll
calling out and found
him with some of  his
eldest brother’s clothes
and an ax in a pile by
his feet.

“Little man, please
can you use your ax to
cut my chains?” pleaded
the troll.

“No!” shouted the
brother. “I am sure you
have turned my poor
brother into a steak tartare, you tricky troll.”

The ruthless troll whistled once, and before the
brother could turn around, the ferocious wolf  ate him
up and finished with a big satisfying burp.

Time passed and the old woodcutter started to
panic more and more. “Don’t you want me go and
search for my brothers?” Dummeling asked.

His father agreed, and Dummeling set off  into the
forest that very day. Dummeling saw the traumatizing
troll, and being a fool, was absolutely not scared. Dum-
meling said, “Hello!”

The troll responded, “Could you please use your
ax to take off  these chains?”

cont. on p. 6
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Chains of Gold cont. from p. 5

Dummeling agreed and cut the chains with his ax.
The very moment the chains were cut, the troll
stepped free and transformed into the most beautiful,
yet vain, wonderful, yet selfish, pleasant, yet rude Prin-
cess ever to have existed! The Princess very miserably
and boringly explained how she had been tricked and
imprisoned many years ago by a sneaky wolf. She
rewarded Dummeling with the pair of  golden chains.

But with a great big puff, the old wolf  appeared.
He offered Dummeling a fantastic trade which he
could not refuse. The wolf  offered a huge pile of  cut
firewood in exchange for the rude princess and the silly
yellow chains. Dummeling agreed happily, quite glad
to get rid of  the rude princess and knowing he never
had to cut wood again.

Nicolas GARNIER

The Enchanted SweetThe Enchanted SweetThe Enchanted SweetThe Enchanted Sweet

Once upon a time, in the countryside, lived a poor
woman with her son Jack. The only thing they owned
of  value was a little pig. One day, when there was no
more food left, the mother asked Jack to sell the pig at
the supermarket.

While Jack was going to the supermarket, he
passed an old man who told him, “Give me your pig
and in return, I shall give you this magical sweet!” Jack
agreed and went home excitedly. But when he came
home, and his mother saw that he had been tricked,
she was angry and threw the magical sweet in the bin.

The next morning, Jack saw that a tree had grown
where the magical sweet had been thrown by his angry
mother. Surprised, he ran in the garden and observed
the tree. Just then, he noticed a little door hidden
behind a low branch. He pushed the door and saw a
gloomy staircase that was extremely steep. Carefully, he
started climbing down the stairs.

He was getting hungry when he arrived near a
huge golden door. He pushed it and was surprised to
see that it was unlocked and led to an enormous dining
room with human skulls decorating the walls. A tall
demon-like woman entered the room and saw Jack.
She asked what he was doing there and gave him ham-
burgers as he replied that he was starving.

Suddenly, the woman’s devil husband came in and
yelled, “I smell human!” His wife replied, “Honey,
there are no humans in here,” as she hid the boy
because she did not want the devil to eat him. The
devil went away, and Jack saw some sparkling dia-
monds next to the window. He quickly stole them and
climbed back to the surface. He gave the diamonds to
his surprised and happy mother.

The next day, Jack went down again, and the
devil’s wife gave him some sushi. Suddenly, the devil
came in and screamed, “I smell human!” As before, his
wife replied, “There are no humans in here!” and she
hid the boy again. The devil went away. Then Jack saw
a baby dragon, and when the demon’s wife said “Lay!”
the dragon laid a chocolate egg! He stole the dragon
and went home and gave it to his mother.

The next morning, he went back down to steal
again. As the devil’s wife was giving him pizza, the
devil came in and roared, “I smell human!” His wife
replied, “Honey, there are no humans in here,” as she
hid the boy another time behind her. The devil went
away. Jack saw a guitar that played music by itself. As
he approached to steal it, the loyal guitar musically
cried, “Help me master! A boy is trying to kidnap me!”
The demon ran to chase Jack up the stairs.

When Jack finally arrived at the top, he screamed
for help, and his mother heard him and went in the
kitchen to fetch a knife, but when she came back, the
tree and the demon were gone. The demon had died
when he left the tree because it was too cold for him,
and he was used to hot lava baths. Then the tree mys-
teriously disappeared. Jack and his mother became rich
and bought a cozy house. They lived happily ever after.

Mayeul GODINOT

Goldilum and the Three DragonsGoldilum and the Three DragonsGoldilum and the Three DragonsGoldilum and the Three Dragons

Once upon a
time, there was a
little Hobbit
named Goldilum
who was lonely
and very sad. He
was called Goldi-
lum because of  his
passion for gold
things and because
he thought he
could only be
happy if  he were
rich.

One day he went for a walk in the forest looking
for gold. He became hungry and tired and wanted to
rest. Soon he came upon a cave. He knocked, but no
one answered, so he entered. There was a table with
three bowls of  fruit loops. Goldilum was so hungry. He
tasted the first bowl but said, “This bowl of  fruit loops
is too colorful.” Then he tasted the fruit loops from the
second bowl and said, “This bowl is too sweet.” Finally,
he tasted the last bowl and said, “This bowl is just
right.” Right then, as he was eating, he saw a yellow
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fruit loop and thought it was a golden ring, and he put
it in his pocket and called it “the Precious.” He hoped
it would make him very rich and therefore very happy.

After Goldilum finished eating, he became quite
tired. He went into the living room and saw three ham-
mocks. He sat on the first one, but it was too big. Then
he sat on the second hammock, but it was also too big.
Finally, the hobbit tried the last one, and it was perfect!
He settled down on the hammock, but it eventually
broke into pieces.

Goldilum decided he wanted to play and went
upstairs to see if  there were any toys. He saw three
trampolines. The first one was too hard, so he tried the
second one, but it was too soft. He then tried the third
trampoline, and it was perfect, so he excitedly started
jumping on it.

As Goldilum was jumping happily on the trampo-
line, the three dragons came home, and they went in
the kitchen to eat their fruit loops, as they were very
hungry after their long walk.

“Someone’s been eating MY fruit loops,” growled
Daddy Dragon.

“Someone’s been eating MY fruit loops,” said
Mommy Dragon sadly.

“Someone’s been eating MY fruit loops and fin-
ished them,” cried Baby Dragon.

Then they went in the living room to rest after
their long walk.

“Someone’s been sitting in my hammock,”
growled Daddy Dragon.

“Someone’s been sitting in MY hammock,” said
Mommy Dragon.

“Someone’s been sitting in MY hammock and bro-
ken it, “cried Baby Dragon.

Then the Dragon family went upstairs to play with
their toys.

“Someone’s been jumping on MY trampoline,”
growled Daddy Dragon.

“Someone’s been jumping on MY trampoline,”
repeated Mommy Dragon.

“Someone’s been jumping on MY trampoline and
is still playing on it,” cried Baby Dragon.

Goldilum looked up at the dragons, screamed and
tried escaping, but Daddy Dragon didn’t let him.

“We will let you go if  you make us three bowls of
fruit loops, three new hammocks and three new tram-
polines. I want Baby Dragon to have the best bowl of
fruit loops he ever ate, the best hammock he ever had
and the best trampoline he ever played on. If  you do
not do as we wish, we will eat you,” threatened Daddy
Dragon.

The next day, Goldilum made the family three
bowls of  fruit loops. Then he worked all day and made
three new hammocks and finally finished all three new
trampolines. He was exhausted! But he felt something

he had never felt before, something that made him
happy in making someone else happy.

The next day, the Dragon family sat down to
breakfast and tasted the fruit loops.

“Mine is too colorful,” said Daddy Dragon.
“Mine is too sweet,” said Mommy Dragon.
“But mine is perfect. It’s the best I ever had,” said

Baby Dragon, and he ate it all up.
Goldilum realized he was smiling at the thought

of  making Baby Dragon happy.
Then they went in the living room. Daddy Dragon

said his hammock was too big, Mommy Dragon said
her hammock was too small, and Baby Dragon said his
hammock was perfect and that he had never had a
such a comfortable hammock. Goldilum giggled and
giggled.

Afterwards they went upstairs to try their trampo-
lines, and Daddy Dragon said his trampoline was too
hard. Mommy Dragon said her trampoline was too
soft, but Baby Dragon said his was the best trampoline
he had ever had! Goldilum laughed and laughed.

That day, Goldilum left as agreed and still had the
yellow fruit loop. He kept the fruit loop thinking it
would make him rich and powerful, but after some
years, he realized the fruit loop wasn’t a ring at all, but
simply a yellow fruit loop.

After that day, Goldilum realized it wasn’t gold or
being rich that made him happy. It was making others
happy. From that day on, Goldilum started helping all
the animals in the forest and lived the rest of  his life
like a rich king.

Gabriel JAUNY

RumpelstiltskinRumpelstiltskinRumpelstiltskinRumpelstiltskin

Once upon a time, there
was an old soccer player that
was poor and weak, but who
had a beautiful daughter. The
soccer player wanted to be
important in the eyes of  the
King, so he said, “My daughter
can make the most expensive

soccer shirts in the world.”
The King said, “Bring her 

 to my castle, and I can
see for myself.”

cont. on p. 8
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with her baby, the little man came and said, “Give me
the baby.”

“Please leave my baby alone,” pleaded the Queen.
“I will do everything to protect him.”

“Well then,” said the little man. “I will give you
one day to find out my name. If  you don’t, I will take
your baby and VIP tickets for the Soccer World Cup.”

The Queen immediately called all of  the males of
the kingdom to get their names and put them into a
list. The next day the little man came and listened to
all the names, but he always said no.

“Heeheeheehee! You didn’t find out my name so
the kid is mine, and I will have a VIP ticket for the
World Cup.”

The Queen accepted her defeat and gave her only
child to the little man. But then he told his new baby
his name, and the Queen overheard it. She rushed over
to the little man and said, “Could I have one more
try?”

The little man, certain that the Queen did not
know his name, agreed.

“Is it “Rumpelstiltskin?”
Without saying a word, the little man suddenly dis-

appeared as he always had but left the child in his
mother’s arms. She was very happy.

Adrien JOSSERAND

The Elves and the ShoemakerThe Elves and the ShoemakerThe Elves and the ShoemakerThe Elves and the Shoemaker

Once upon a time – no, let’s have a different
beginning this time.

A long time ago, yes, that’s it. A long time ago
lived a wealthy shoemaker who had two – what should
we call them – “slaves” working for him. However, they
were not ordinary slaves, they were two little elves!
They would make the finest and most handsome pairs
of  shoes ever. People came to queue outside his shop to
buy them. He even sold some pairs to kings and
queens!

But as you know, slaves are not free and not paid
for the hard work they do. They
were badly treated, dressed in
rags, and people would pay the
shoemaker to watch them work
on the shoemaker’s worktable.
They threaded and sewed,
tapped and hammered so nim-
bly that customers could barely
believe their eyes. They did not
stop until all the shoes were fin-
ished and left standing in the
show window.

Rumpelstiltskin cont. from p. 7

Two days later, the soccer player came to the castle
with his daughter. Then the King locked up the girl in
his vault with materials to make soccer shirts.

“You have until tomorrow to make the soccer
shirts of  Messi and Ibrahimovich. If  you don’t make
my shirts, your dad will die for lying!” the King
warned. The daughter felt scared and worried for her
father.

As soon as the King left, a little man suddenly
appeared and said, “I heard your discussion with the
King. I could help you if  you want.”

The desperate daughter replied, “I don’t know if
you can. Do you know how to make soccer shirts?”

“No,” he laughed, “but I have magic, and if  you
have magic, you can do what you want.”

“Well then, you could help me,” the grateful
daughter replied. “And it would be a pleasure to watch
you do magic.”

The little man sat down. Then, with his magic, he
made the materials fly in the air. In two hours, the job
was done, and just when the daughter was about to
thank him, he was gone.

At the end of  the day, the King came into the
vault and tried the shirts. They were perfect on him,
and he was really pleased, but he was a selfish king,
and he wanted more.

“This time,” the King insisted, “I want the shirt of
Rooney in the national team of  England.”

Once again, the little man came and magically
made the shirt, but this time he said, “Now that I have
done your job, what will you give me?”

“My shoes,” she answered. The little man took her
shoes and disappeared.

Then the King came, took the shirt and asked her,
“How do you do these shirts so fast?”

The girl didn’t know what to say, so she replied, “I
can’t tell you.”

“I see,” said the King. “I have one last test for you.
You have to make all the soccer shirts of  Real Madrid
and Atlético Madrid. If  you succeed, I will marry
you.”

When he left, the girl sat and thought about what
the King had said. She would be the woman with the
most money in the kingdom. But she hadn’t much time
to dream about being a queen because the little man
came again.

“I’ll give you my first born child,” the girl said.
“My only wish is to be the queen!”

The next day, the King came and saw the shirts.
He decided he would marry the soccer player’s daugh-
ter.

A year later, the Queen brought a beautiful child
into the world. But as soon as the Queen was alone
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As they went into the woods alone, Hansel with the
map and Gretel with a picnic basket, the two parents
let out sighs of  relief  because their naughty children
were finally gone. The parents went back into the
house and started cleaning up after their kids. Mean-
while, the two pranksters were trying to spot the lake in
the forest but couldn’t find anything except a little
cabin with a beautiful woman living in it.

Hansel and Gretel spoke politely with the young
woman. She told them the only lake in the forest was
miles from where they were. Feeling pity for these kids,
the woman let Hansel and Gretel stay with her in the
house for three months or so. She gave them shelter, a
place to sleep, fed them and took them for a walk in
the forest each day.

After these months, Hansel and Gretel started
being nasty again, for they could not stand being polite
without getting into any mischief  for too long. The
young woman started being annoyed as the parents
had been, and one morning, made the kids run an
errand in a place that didn’t exist. Hansel and Gretel
were sent to a fictitious market to buy food for lunch.
They soon figured out they had been tricked as their
parents had tricked them. The two naughty children
continued their walk in the forest, for they knew the
young woman did not want them back.

At dusk, Hansel and Gretel found another house
with a nice old lady out in her garden. They politely
said, “Hello,” and the old lady invited them in because
it was getting dark. It was a little old-fashioned cottage
with old wall paintings and embellished furniture. That
evening, Hansel and Gretel slept on mattresses in the
upper story while the old lady slept in her room down-
stairs.

Day by day, Hansel and Gretel learned to be nicer,
calmer and gentler than before. They were touched by
the softness of  nature and the fragility of  the wrinkled
old lady. After about six months, Hansel and Gretel
regretfully said goodbye to the old woman to find their
way home.

Ten months had passed since the parents had last
seen their children. They were pleased to see how their
troublemakers had turned into model children. They
all lived happily ever after.

Céline REMY

With time, the two little elves became sad, miser-
able and scared. One night one elf  said, “I have had
enough of  this life. If  we want things to change and get
free, we have to act and escape!”

“Doing what?” said the second. “We can’t stop
working or he would beat us for sure.”

They trembled at the idea.
“I think I have an idea,” said the first.
So the next morning, the two elves missed a few

stitches in the shoes they were sewing, and day after
day, their work became less and less meticulous. When
the customers realized this, they became dissatisfied,
complaining to the shoemaker. Then they finally
started to go to other shoe shops in town. After a
month or so, the shoemaker had not one customer left.

“What are you up to, you two? Are you trying to
ruin me?” he shouted at them.

Just then, an important-looking customer came
into the shop. “I have come to buy the two little elves,”
said he, “and since your business hasn’t been doing
well lately, I doubt you would refuse,” he continued in
a provoking tone.

“Uh…Uh…,” stammered the shoemaker.
“I thought not,” said the important man, and put-

ting a pile of  money on the worktable, he walked out
followed by the two little elves.

He took them to a charming but enormous house,
and once inside, the two elves cried with joy.

“Why did you do that?” asked the elves.
“Nobody should be treated like that, especially not

elves,” replied the nice man. “Now go and look at
what’s on the table,” he continued.

At first they were astonished to see beautiful
clothes, but when they realized that they were presents,
they got dressed quickly, and began to dance for sheer
joy. Then they burst into song. “Now we are so smartly
dressed, we’ll give the cobbling work a rest!” And so singing,
they danced right out of  the front door. From that day
on, the shoemaker was left with such a bad reputation
that no one ever entered his shop anymore. He was
never rich again.

Olympe LE FLOC’H

Hansel and GretelHansel and GretelHansel and GretelHansel and Gretel

Once upon a time, there were two nasty children
called Hansel and Gretel. They were so mean and
annoying that even their parents couldn't stand them.
One day, Hansel and Gretel’s parents were so
exhausted from their kids' pranks that they made them
go deep into the forest in order to get lost. The kids'
father gave Hansel a map and told his son how to get
to a beautiful lake in the forest. But what the children
didn’t know was that there wasn’t any lake in the forest. 

Fairy Tales with a TwistFairy Tales with a TwistFairy Tales with a TwistFairy Tales with a Twist
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The Frog Prince(ss)The Frog Prince(ss)The Frog Prince(ss)The Frog Prince(ss)

Once upon a time, there was a Prince. Very selfish
and naughty, this Prince was horribly ugly and was
mean to everybody. His father was King of  the city
and was extremely rich.

One day, while the little ugly Prince was playing in
his enormous playground, he got lost and found a lake.
He saw a little frog and was about to walk on it when
the frog cried out: “Noooooo! Don’t kill me please!”

The Prince was shocked and very afraid. But
something told him to stay and talk to that frog. He sat
on the ground and said, "How come you can talk?
Who are you?”

The Prince had bad breath, so the frog went a lit-
tle bit backwards. The frog said, “Don’t worry about
that! I am a princess and I was bewitched. Kiss me
three times on the lips, and I will become a beautiful
princess. If  you do that I will become your wife.”

The Prince hesitated but thought for a moment.
He had no friends and was so ugly that he was almost
sure that he would never ever have a wife. He kissed
her once. Nothing happened. He kissed her twice.
Nothing happened. But the third time, the frog grew,
grew and grew.

The woman who stood before the prince seemed a
little bit different than what the frog said. She was fat
and ugly with yellowish teeth and a dirty face. The
Prince was horrified and ran to his castle.

The next day the Prince was bewitched himself
and became a frog for being afraid of  an ugly person
and not keeping his promise to marry the woman. The
Prince went to see the woman, who kissed him three
times. He married her and lived happily ever after.

David SALKIND

The Big Bamboo Man of JacklinThe Big Bamboo Man of JacklinThe Big Bamboo Man of JacklinThe Big Bamboo Man of Jacklin

Once upon a time, in the highest mountains of
Scotland, there was a small town called Jacklin.

Everyone was generous, nice and honest, but they
were all poor, and lived in small wooden houses. One
day, Jacklin became infested with Big Giant Pandas.
The city had always had some pandas, but the dragons
always ate them up, and it never became a big prob-
lem.

Everybody was worried that their house would get
eaten up, even though the pandas didn’t eat wood.
They only attacked the parks, which had bamboo. The
Mayor of  Jacklin thought of  ideas, but all of  them
were rubbish.

“We need someone to get us out of  this mess,” the
Mayor explained.

Sleeping UglySleeping UglySleeping UglySleeping Ugly

At the christening of  the King and Queen’s baby
girl, an amazing party is thrown and everyone the
Royal Family loves is invited. During the celebration,
the friends and the seven Fairies are given golden cas-
kets, but the eighth Green Fairy is always disregarded.
Six of  the seven nice Fairies offer good wishes to the
princess, like beauty, wit, grace, dance, song and music.
The overlooked Green Fairy gets very angry at the Royal
Family for forgetting her.

Therefore, as a gift to the infant, she offers an
enchanted spindle, and on her 16th birthday, the Prin-
cess will die touching the spindle. However, the seventh
nice Fairy, not yet having given her gift, reduces the
enchanted curse to the princess. Instead of  dying, she
will fall into a deep sleep until a prince’s kiss wakes her.

Fifteen years and 363 days pass, and the evil
Green Fairy goes out to celebrate her long awaited
revenge. She gets ready, wears a nice dress and puts on
some make-up before going out to partyyyyyy!!!!!!

Once in the city, the evil Green Fairy looks for the
coolest nightclub to party at with her best friend, the
Wicked Queen in Snow White. They get into the club
and start dancing, drinking and having a good time,
and at two a.m., they both go home a little too happy
from their thrilling night. Then the inebriated Wicked
Queen decides they should instead go to the Royal
Family’s castle to break in and steal some jewelry.

In the midst of  their theft, the evil Green Fairy
finds the enchanted spindle. She believes it so beautiful
that she tries stealing it, but while doing so, the heavy
spindle falls on her leg and pricks her. She falls into a
deep sleep. The Wicked Queen, instead of  trying to
help her friend, steals the Green Fairy’s loot, including
an intriguing talking mirror. In pure laziness, the queen
hides her friend in the attic of  the castle and leaves.

Years and years pass, and everyone thinks the
enchantment made by the Green Fairy is fake since
nothing has happened to the Royal Princess. It is
finally time for the Green Fairy, aka, Sleeping Ugly, to
be woken up. A thieving Prince walking by this mag-
nificent castle sees the Royal Family having a party. He
arrives at the castle, presents himself  and goes up to
the attic to act as though he has brought a present,
hoping to steal something instead. Once up there, he
sees a sleeping woman. Suddenly, he remembers stories
from when he was a little Prince and cannot resist the
urge to kiss Sleeping Ugly. He does so, and suddenly,
the Fairy slowly wakes up.

The thieving Prince marries Green Fairy, thinking
she is a princess, and they have many green kids. The
saved Princess, still waiting for a prince, gets invited to
their wedding, and she sinks into a great depression
and kills herself.

Antonin ROTTMAN

Fairy Tales with a TwistFairy Tales with a TwistFairy Tales with a TwistFairy Tales with a Twist
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“We could get the panda-eating dragons to take
care of  them all,” someone cried out.

“All the dragons died from a meteor falling on
their heads,” the Mayor explained.

“We could poison them with our Secret Poison
Bottle,” cried a member of  the council.

“No, I’m afraid that’s not possible, because I
found the bottle smashed on the ground yesterday,”
shouted another one.

Suddenly the door opened, and a man came in,
dressed in a ridiculous panda suit.

“I am the Big Bamboo Man, and I hear you have
a problem,” he said. “If  I get rid of  all the pandas, will
you pay me 50,000 Scottish pounds?”

“Who is this ridiculous man?” asked the Mayor.
“Did you not hear? I’m the Big Bamboo Man.”
“Oh fine,” the Mayor relented. “I’ll pay you

50,000 Scottish pounds if  you get rid of  every single
panda!”

That night, the Big Bamboo Man (BBM) took
what looked like a bamboo stick. He blew in it, and
every panda looked at him. They shouted out, “BAM-
BOO,” and they followed him up the biggest moun-
tain. The BBM climbed to the top of  the mountain,
and at the end, there was a giant cliff. The sneaky
BBM took out his big bamboo parachute and jumped,
still playing on the bamboo flute. The pandas, mesmer-
ized by the flute, followed him and jumped off  the cliff
as well, and they all died.

The next morning, the Mayor looked to see if
there were any pandas. None! Then he saw the BBM
coming down the street.

“My 50,000 Scottish pounds, please,” the BBM
said.

“Never!” replied the Mayor.
“WHAT?! I got rid of  all the pandas, and you

won’t pay me! You’ll pay for this. Just you wait!”
That same night, the BBM called his friend, the

Cool Chocolate Man (CCM) and told him his evil
plan. A few hours later, he arrived in Jacklin. The
CCM took out his chocolate flute and blew in it.

The next morning, the mayor went out looking for
his child. But his child was nowhere to be found. In
fact, nobody could find their children. The BBM and
the CCM then came to see the mayor.

“What have you done to all the children?”
screamed the Mayor. “Please bring them back!”

“Only if  you pay me and my friend the CCM
500,000 Scottish pounds each!”

“But that’s more than before,” shouted the Mayor.
The CCM cleared his throat.
“Fine, but please bring my child back to me,

PLEASE!” the Mayor begged.
The BBM and the CCM got their money, and

Jacklin got their children back, and, except for the pan-
das, of  course, they all lived happily ever after.

Jack THOMSON

The Three Little WolvesThe Three Little WolvesThe Three Little WolvesThe Three Little Wolves

Once upon a time, there were three little wolves:
Lazy Wolf, Idiot Wolf  and Hungry Wolf. They had a
great Mama Wolf.

This Mama Wolf  told them to leave quickly
because bad Piggy Teacher might come and take them
to school! So little Lazy Wolf  left first. He walked until
he was tired. He stopped in the middle of  the country-
side. He gathered some carrots in a field nearby and
made his house with a part and kept the rest to make a
carrot cake for him and his brothers.

One day, the big bad Killer Bunny came and tried
to eat the Lazy Wolf. Killer Bunny huffed and puffed
but didn’t blow the house down! So the Killer Bunny
ate his way in! The little Lazy Wolf  fled to his elder
brother Idiot Wolf, taking his carrot cake with him!

The second wolf  was Idiot Wolf. He walked and
walked until he found a place to build a house. He
found a lettuce field and made his house out of  the
best samples. He kept the rest to make a salad for the
day when he would be with his brothers.

One day, his brother Lazy Wolf  showed up with
the Killer Bunny on his heels. Again, Killer Bunny
tried to huff  and puff  on Idiot Wolf ’s house, but it
didn’t work. Instead, Killer Bunny ate his way in! The
little wolves fled with their dishes to their greatest
brother, Hungry Wolf.

Hungry Wolf  left last because he had to finish his
meal! He walked and walked and walked until he was
hungry, which didn’t take long. He found a piggy
supermarket and bought some chocolate bars and
chicken. He made his house out of  chocolate bars and
chicken bones. He kept the rest to make a dinner for
the day he would be reunited with his brothers.

One day, after eating, his brothers arrived with the
Killer Bunny behind them. He was astonished because
this was the first time he had seen Lazy Wolf  run! The
wolves ran right in, panting and trying to catch their
breath. The Killer Bunny, still outside, tried to eat his
way in, but he failed because he had eaten too much!

The Killer Bunny was desperate and asked the
wolves if  they could make peace. The wolves accepted.
They ate dinner with everybody’s dish. The Killer
Bunny bought champagne, and they lived happily ever
after until a year later, the Piggy Teacher showed up.
The Killer Bunny ate him and left him no time to
enroll the wolves in his horrible school.

Benoit VIGNON
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Living It Up in London

Canterbury Cathedral
Then and Now

to the fun maze in the gardens of the palace.
On the third day, the group visited Shakespeare’s

Globe Theatre in London and learned how plays were
staged in Shakespeare’s time. That afternoon, the focus
was firmly on modern-day theatre as the students
enjoyed the popular West End musical Billy Elliot.

Before returning home on the final day, the pupils
found time to visit the site of the Battle of Hastings
and Battle Abbey. The visit was interesting despite the
rain and cold. 

The host families played an important role in
making the trip a resounding success, providing sand-
wiches every day for the hungry teenagers. 

The tired but happy group of students arrived back
in France late on Friday night laden down with large
bags of goodies from Tesco.

Julie McGRATH

Britain was treated to a mini-French invasion in
April when 34 students from Colleges Pasteur and La
Quintinye spent four days on a cultural visit. 

Organised by Ann King and accompanied by
Christina Abadie, Anne de Lapasse and Carolina Rosa,
the group from the International Section stayed with
local families in the picturesque town of Bexhill-on-
Sea.

The group had a hectic schedule for the three-day
visit. The first day was spent visiting Canterbury
Cathedral accompanied by two guides. Earlier in the
day, the students had the chance to spend some of their
pocket money in Marks & Spencer.

The following day, the coach brought the group to
Hampton Court, an amazing palace where Henry VIII
lived. The highlight of the day was a historical re-
enactment of life in Henry’s court, followed by a visit

As we walked down the halls, we easily imagined
ourselves visiting the past during the guided tour of the
fascinating Canterbury Cathedral.

The cathedral was originally founded in 597 AD
by St Augustine, the first Archbishop of Canterbury,
sent from Rome by the Pope to expand Christianity.
During the tenth century, it became a formal commu-
nity of Benedictine monks until 1540 when Henry VIII
dissolved the monastery.

“My favorite part of the cathedral was the Trinity
chapel,” said Flore. The Trinity Chapel is impressive,
mostly due to its height because the taller a building
was, the closer people felt to heaven. The Trinity
Chapel is also imposing because of its remarkable
architecture, which has proven itself by lasting for
years.

The nave is called that way because the curved
structure resembles the interior of a ship flipped over.
Parts of the cathedral’s roof were deliberately shaped
pointy to prevent it from collapsing.   

Canterbury Cathedral is and has always been
mainly known for pilgrimages. People from all over
the world would come and still do to get forgiveness,
to be cured or for other reasons. In medieval times,
people would do things that we today find crazy and
useless, like climbing up stairs on one’s knees. We stu-
dents tried and mostly all had the same reaction. “It’s
just painful, why would you bother?!” said Chika.

To conclude the visit, we walked on the lawn while
looking at the spectacular cathedral in all its splendor.

Carla BENOIT

Lost in the Maze of
Hampton Court

Hampton Court is a major tourist attraction near
the Thames River in Greater London that is visited by
thousands each year. The students left their host fami-
lies at 8 a.m. to spend the day in the Tudor palace.

Upon arrival, the class separated into two groups,
and each one had their guide. Kate Aan de Wiel, a tour
guide since 1968, explained how modern Hampton
Court was when it was built by Cardinal Thomas
Wolsey in 1515. “The brick facade looks very impres-
sive and luxurious!” said Anna. “It must have taken so
much time and money to build!” Indeed, bricks were
very expensive, since they had just started to be
imported from Belgium, and the castle took five years
to build.

cont. on p. 13
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Hampton Court cont. from p. 12
The group entered Hampton Court by the main

gate, accompanied by a reenactment of a 16th century
court singing sonnets written by Henry VIII himself,
owner of the palace by 1529. Then they entered the
best preserved Tudor kitchen in the world. In the Tudor
era, the room would be teeming with people since they
had to feed the whole court, which was composed of
450 to 600 people. The serving hatches of the kitchen
were quite helpful for organizing meals.

The group proceeded to the Great Hall with color-
ful glass windows to show the wealth of the owner; the
Chapel Royal; and the court gate of Anne Boleyn,
where they saw a huge clock that showed time, time of
tides, phases of the moon and much more from 1541.
The group continued on to the part of the palace that
William of Orange tried to construct like Versailles and
heard about a corridor haunted by the ghost of Cather-
ine Howard, Henry VIII’s fifth wife.  

On the whole, the castle was richly ornamented,
and the rooms were brisk and cool, since modern heat-
ing had not been invented yet. The group then enjoyed
the sunny day to take ice cream or hot chocolate, eat-
ing their lunch outdoors near the gardens and losing
themselves in the maze. Just before leaving, they had a
quick halt at the gift shop and took some last pictures
of the palace.  The return trip took three hours since
the group also went shopping at Tesco.

Flore BOREL

In 1949 an American named Sam Wannamaker
decided to rebuild Shakespeare’s Globe, which had
been demolished twice, once in 1576 by a fire, and a
second time in 1644, by England’s Puritans.

In the Elizabethan era, it was decided that theatre
was banned, but that did not stop the English from
having fun. “The other side of the River Thames was
considered to be Las Vegas at night because there were
no rules,” our guide Kristin Atherton explained.
“Women would have to walk around at night with a
man to protect them from drunks and worse.”

When entering the theatre, according to their seats,
people had to put their money into a metal box, which
would then be placed in the owner’s office; hence the

Reopening of the Globe Theatre

term box office was invented. Top, middle and bottom
seating would cost two pennies; standing up next to
the stage was one penny; a little private box was five
pennies. On the balcony over the stage was where the
rich would sit to be noticed, and they would even
insult the actors.

In 1613 during a performance of Henry VIII, a
canon was fired as a sound effect, but its sparks caught
the thatched roof and set it on fire. Luckily, there were
no deaths. The theatre was rebuilt in 1614 on the same
site but this time with a tile roof. Not long after came
the Puritans who decided that “fun” was forbidden,
and in 1642 the theatre was shut down. Since it was no
longer in use, the theatre was torn down in 1644.

It was not until 300 years later that Wannamaker
rebuilt the Globe a third time, thanks to thousands of
donations. It took 23 years to construct the building.
Unfortunately Wannamaker did not get to see his
dream come true; he died in 1994. The Globe reopened
in June 1997, inaugurated by her Majesty the Queen.

Shakespeare’s Globe Theatre may be one of the
most important buildings ever built and destroyed
because it provided immense joy and pleasure to the
citizens for at that time all was restricted.

Chika KANJOR
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Exactly 949 years ago on 14 October 1066 King
Harold Godwinson was killed by the French Duke of
Normandy, William. This historic event named the
Battle of Hastings was due to both of these powerful
mens’ greed for the throne of England and led to Har-
old’s death. Near a town now called Battle these two
great armies clashed and made history.

After defeating the Vikings led by Harold Hadrada
in the north, the English King marched south to meet
the French foreign invaders. Two weeks later at Battle,
Harold positioned himself on top of a hill, and William
stationed his army at the bottom. Although at a disad-
vantage, William rained down arrows on the English.
However, Harold’s house earls, who were well-trained,
full-time soldiers and paid for their services, had
formed a very tight shield wall. “It was so tight that
even when a soldier was shot dead he couldn’t fall,”
wrote a surviving soldier in his diary.
  The battle continued, and a rumor spread that Wil-
liam was dead. The Duke of Normandy, still alive,
rode in front of his retreating soldiers and pulled his
helmet off, shouting for them to defend their country
and honor.
  William soon prepared a second plan as his initial
plan did not work. He ordered his troops to fall back as
if retreating. Whilst they pretended to retreat, the Eng-
lish soldiers ran after them, thinking themselves victo-
rious. Once down the hill the French turned and
slaughtered them. William repeated this trick until the
wall was weak enough for his men to break through.
  At the end of this long day Harold was killed
when an arrow plunged into his eye. This can not be
confirmed because his body could not be recognized
after the French undressed and stole the dead English
soldiers’ goods. William was victorious and gained the
name of William the Conquerer. He said, “You may
not like me or know me, but I have won the throne in a
fair game.”

Sophie DENIZET

Long Live the King!?
The Pasteur Post

The students visited Battle Abbey on the last day
of their trip. The rain was drizzling as they strolled
around the abbey and listened to the guide, while tak-
ing shelter in the ruins and more recent constructions. 

Ensuing the Battle of Hastings, William the Con-
queror, under the pressure of the Pope, built this mon-
astery. It was a sign of forgiveness for all the lives that
were lost while achieving his conquest of England. 

The monks encountered a problem. There was no
river in the designated area, which was where the bat-
tle had taken place. They took the matter in their own
hands by building the monastery next to one. William
did not agree with this decision and insisted on having
the abbey built where Harold died. The monks were
forced to build another abbey. It is said that the
church’s altar was built where Harold had died. 

Nowadays part of the abbey is rented by a private
school. Compared to the abbey’s church, which was
destroyed by Henry VIII, it is in perfect condition. “It
is impressive to see a historical building still in daily
use, especially when others next to it are in ruins,”
remarked soaked and muddy Flore. This private board-
ing school currently has 376 pupils; however, the
building is not only used as a school. 

It is also used for weddings, and each year, on the
surrounding grounds, the battle is reenacted. English
Heritage organizes this event, attracting thousands of
people worldwide. Amongst them are not only ama-
teurs of this famous battle but also professional actors.
In 2006, there were 3,400 participants, on foot as well
as on horseback, and the public amounted to more than
30,000 people. Unfortunately, recently for several
years in a row, the reenactment has been cancelled
because of pouring rain.

Anna de BERGEN

Battle Abbey:  A Testimonial

An Unfinished Tale
If you ever hear a story about a group of pilgrims

walking from Southwark to Canterbury, then this story
has to be The Canterbury Tales, written by Geoffrey
Chaucer during the Hundred Years’ War.

Geoffrey Chaucer is considered the “Father of
English literature” as well as the greatest English poet
of the Middle Ages. Born around 1343 and deceased
25 October 1400, he was the first poet to be buried in
the poet’s corner of Westminster’s Abbey. As well as
being a poet and an author, he was known to be a phi-
losopher, an alchemist, an astronomer, a courtier and
finally a diplomat. 

If over 500 of his written works have been found,
he is most known for The Canterbury Tales, written in
Middle English. The reason it is written in the dialect
of the country is because Chaucer helped bring the
legitimacy of this vernacular, or dialect, into works of
literature, whilst the languages used at the time were
French or Latin. “The firste fyndere of our fair lan-
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gage,” which translates “the
first finder of our fair lan-
guage,” was said by the poet
Thomas Hoccleve. 

These tales consist of a
collection of over 20 stories
written mostly in verse,
though some prose can be
found. Their subject is quite
simple:  a group of pilgrims
are having a story-telling
contest on their way to the
shrine of Thomas Becket at
Canterbury Cathedral, and
the winner of the contest
will receive a free meal at the Tabard Inn at South-
wark, where they live.

Chaucer could have turned this subject into a nice
story but preferred to use it instead to criticize and
mock the English society and Church. He did this by
using specific adjectives and describing gruesome
appearances, for example, comparing a wart on a
baker’s nose to a murky dessert he prepares.

It would have been nice to know what Chaucer
had in mind to finish his story, but sadly, the tales lay
unfinished when he died in the year 1400.

Louise LE GALL POWELL-SMITH

While in England, the students were looked after
by various British families at Bexhill-on-Sea.

A small house beside the sea, yet big enough to fit
an extra four students, is where Kayla, Manon, Chika
and Caroline stayed. A huge football pitch close by, a
high street full of small shops, the beach – those are
only some of the things that they enjoyed. 

Manon, one of the most excited to travel there,
said, “The family was extremely welcoming. I felt
comfortable and we had very good dinners!” The rest
agreed that they enjoyed the English food. Caroline,
who had previously lived in England, explained that it
felt just like home, yet they all remarked that there was
not any WiFi, and that was “extremely difficult.”

It is always interesting to know how the host fami-
lies feel about teenagers “invading” their home. How-
ever, Helen does not see it as “invading”, but described
it as “an enjoyable experience.” It was her third year
hosting, hence she had got used to unknown people
staying, but she did admit noise was still a problem!
On the other hand, she admitted to some pros, includ-
ing the fact that she loves to meet lots of different peo-
ple, from Belgians to Germans to Austrians and
French.  

Helen was made redundant, and she thought it was
a brilliant idea to host children to keep her busy, espe-
cially as it is a popular thing to do in Bexhill. She has
hosted people from the ages of 10 to 18 years old. She
tends to host in the summer as it is much warmer.

Caroline DOW-GUYOMARD

In addition to visiting England, the students tried
the appealing and enjoyable traditional English food. 

They were used to French food, which they
quickly discovered was quite different from the Eng-
lish food, which was a mix of salty and sweet flavours.
Some of the students had already been to England.
Kayla exclaimed, “ It’s so nice to have good English
food again!” 

The host families prepared breakfast, a pack lunch
and dinner:  three different meals to try new sensa-
tions. Breakfasts were similar to ones in France. The
menu was a mix of cereals, toast and jam. But the jam
was not the usual flavours:  no strawberries or raspber-
ries. Instead the students discovered orange, lemon or
lime-flavoured ones.

One morning, some of the students had a delight-
ful surprise – a full English breakfast. Mrs Waters said
the English were famous for their brunches. It was
composed of scrambled eggs with lots of ketchup,
baked beans and orange juice. Ketchup for breakfast?
That was quite surprising. The students found out that
the English are used to putting some everywhere.

For lunch the families prepared pack lunches.
There were chips but not simply salty ones:  vinegar
chips! One family even gave chips with shrimp taste.
The students also had sandwiches and fruit for lunch.
On April first, some gave cross buns to the students.
Cross buns are a typical sweet treat for Easter. They
are called cross buns because they have a cross of
sugar icing on top of the pastry. 

After their long day the students returned to their
host families’ homes for dinner. The students ate piz-
zas, pasta, fish, meat, jelly and fruit. But the fruit or
jellies did not come as a dessert! One host put ketchup
on every piece of food. Another surprising part was the
beverages. No water! They gave the children cups of
fruit juice. 

Overall the students had a pretty good idea of Eng-
lish taste after their trip. Some liked it, but others not
so much as they were used to separating salty food
from sweet. Adham said, “ What an amazing trip in a
fantastic country and most of all with some wonderful
food.”

Louis BAUDOUIN

A Taste of England

Tasting the British Lifestyle
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In the Victoria Palace Theatre the musical Billy
Elliot is playing. The text by Lee Hall was originally a
movie and was converted into a musical production.
The incredible music was written by Elton John, and it
is skillfully directed by Stephen Daldry. This success-
ful production has been going on for ten years and has
gone to Broadway and around the world. The choreog-
raphy is simply breathtaking!

This show, set in 1984-85 during a mining strike in
Britain, follows the story of a young boy with an
amazing innate talent to dance, who goes after his
dream and changes his life. 

The plot is a well-balanced mix of funny and seri-
ous with themes such as poverty, social injustice and
prejudice. In addition, the casting is especially well
done. The actors play and adapt to their roles perfectly.
The ten-year-old with the role of Billy Elliot, Thomas
Hazelby, is completely in his role. A character who
stands out is Mrs Wilkinson, Billy’s dance teacher,
played by Ruthie Henshall. Her sassy and funny nature
is captivating. The dancing, ballet and tap, is also sim-
ply stunning. The set is simple, yet transmits the dark
and mysterious or joyful moods. The strong accents
and colorful language help portray the image, though
for people like me who are not from England, it is not
easy to grasp some of the lines. 

Overall it is a magical and captivating experience
with very few imperfections. The professionalism is
outstanding. One spectator, Carla, commented, “It was
surprisingly well performed and Billy Elliot was
remarkable!” I would give it five stars and recommend
it to most people.

Kayla HESLON

The definition of a musical is a stage, television or
film utilizing popular-style songs to either tell a story
(book musicals) or showcase the talents of the writers
and/or performers (revues). In London, when it comes
to staged musicals, the West End is THE place to be. It
is even nicknamed “Theatreland” because of the large
amount of theatres. For example, the longest-running
show in the West End is Les Miserables, which has
been running since 1985.

However, musicals started long before 1985. It is
known that the Greeks told stories with songs and
dancing. The Romans copied them and developed the
practice. To make dance steps more audible, the
Romans used to apply metal chips to their footwear,
like tap-dancing shoes.

In the Middle Ages, troubadours and street per-
formers played and sang rude and popular texts with
slapstick humor, while the aristocracy went to the
opera. Later, playwrights and composers would some-
times partner to entertain their king, like Lully and
Molière for Louis XIV. In 1728, a play called The Beg-
gar’s Opera opened. It was the first play ever to mix
dialogue with songs, and it helped lead to the modern
musical.

Nevertheless, it was not until the 20th century that
musicals truly began to evolve. After World War II, a
pre-war nostalgia developed, so romantic playwrights
like Ivor Novella triumphed, although Broadway plays
also became quite popular. Then a new wave of musi-
cals, like Superstar, emerged in the 80s and became
mainstream with Cats. From then on, there was an
explosion of English plays like Phantom of the Opera
and Les Miserables. In the 90s and 2000s, musical ver-
sions of popular movies like Lion King and Billy Elliot
became hugely successful.

In conclusion, musicals have evolved immensely
throughout history. They represented the “opera of the
people”, the working class, who wanted to see their
neighbors and lords ridiculed. During the world wars,
the shows helped the people at home to forget about
their work and worries, and during the post-war
period, they helped people remember a time before
war. During the 70s and 80s, musicals were hugely
popular and were a great influence on pop culture.
Now, corporate businesses like Disney are the biggest
investors on Broadway and the West End, so the musi-
cals are less creative and inventive.

Even so, although the art of musicals might be
fading, these shows still remain a big part of the Eng-
lish theatrical history, and the West End remains a uni-
versal cultural center.

Una JULLIEN

Musicals' History and Relevance

Prodigious Production
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In Memoriam
Thomas Becket
Thomas Becket, also

known as Saint Thomas of
Canterbury and Thomas of
London, was murdered 29
December 1170 at Canterbury
Cathedral.

Thomas Becket was born about 21 December 1120
in Cheapside, London. He was the son of Gilbert
Beket and Matilda. His father came from Thierville
and his mother from Caen. When he was ten, Thomas
was sent as a student to Merton Priory in London.
Later he went to a grammar school in London, proba-
bly at St Paul's Cathedral. Around the age of 20, he
went to Paris. A little while after Thomas started
school, his father suffered financial losses, and so Tho-
mas had to earn a living as clerk. Later Thomas found
a position in the household of Theobald of Bec, the
Archbishop of Canterbury.

Thomas became Archbishop of Canterbury in 1162
until his murder in 1170. The king, Henry II, his best
friend, named him Archbishop of Canterbury so that
he would have a lot of money. But when he began his
job, Thomas took religion seriously and did not give
anything to Henry. Henry became furious, and when
he complained, four knights thought that if they killed
Thomas, the king would be happy. So they went and
killed Thomas.

He is survived by his father Gilbert Beket, his
mother Matilda Becket and his sister Mary.

Donations may be made to Canterbury Cathedral,
England.

Adham ABD ELKHALEK

Henry VIII, King of Eng-
land, died yesterday, 28 Janu-
ary 1547, of natural causes.
  Born 28 June 1491 at
Greenwich Palace, Henry VIII
grew up with his three sib-
lings, Arthur, Margaret and
Mary, and his parents Henry
VII and Elizabeth of York. As
Arthur, his older brother, was

supposed to take the throne of England, Henry was
made Duke of York in 1494. But in 1509 his brother
died, and Henry took the throne with his first wife,
Catherine of Aragon. 

Henry was desperate for an heir, but Catherine
had a girl, Mary. He then wanted a divorce but could
not by the Pope’s rules, so he made his own church,
the Church of England, where they finally divorced.

Then came Anne Boleyn, his second wife, who
gave birth to Elizabeth, which displeased Henry, who
wanted a boy. After three years, rumors said she was
plotting against the King and off went Anne for execu-
tion. 

Lovely Jane Seymour was next, and Henry found
luck when she gave birth to Edward, but Jane passed
away a few days later. After two years, he finally
remarried to Anne of Cleves, who he had only seen in
a portrait. When he met her, they quickly divorced
because he thought she was so ugly. He then married
Kathryn Howard. The marriage lasted less than a year
because she was accused of infidelity and was exe-
cuted.

Although Henry was old, he had one last wife,
Katherine Parr. After four years he died. He is survived
by Katherine Parr, his son Edward and his two daugh-
ters Mary and Elizabeth.

The memorial service will be held at St Paul’s
Cathedral at noon on this coming Thursday.

Manon MOREL

In Memoriam
Henry VIII



18 • Pasteur's English Voice • June 2015 4ème4ème4ème4ème
The Pasteur Post

Re “Living It Up in London” by Julie McGrath:
After reading this article with interest, I remem-

bered my student years at Pasteur.
As a former eighth grade student in the Interna-

tional Section of Collège Pasteur in 2000, I went to
England. At that time, the teachers had decided to give
us an overview of the colorful city of London as it is
the capital and the symbol of England.

On the contrary, the teachers this year showed the
students monuments around London and only visited
the Globe Theatre in the capital. I wouldn’t have done
the same. I think the teenagers should have first visited
the great monuments in London. For example, Buck-
ingham Palace is impossible to miss. They should have
visited around the city, so the pupils would have
learned more about the kings and queens and their his-
tory in amazing places like the Tower of London.

In conclusion, from my unforgettable experience, I
would have concentrated on showing the students Lon-
don rather than showing monuments and palaces far
from each other. It would also have meant less time in
the coach, and the teenagers would have been less
tired.

Louis BAUDOUIN
Former Year 9 student

Re “Canterbury Cathedral Then and Now” by
Carla Benoit:

Your news article on Canterbury Cathedral both
amused and disturbed me. Having been on the trip, I
enjoyed reading a detailed description of how we
learned Canterbury’s history through the architecture
of the Cathedral. It was not surprising that we discov-
ered climbing the stairs on our knees was not a good
idea.

I was surprised, however, that there was no refer-
ence to Thomas Becket. The article mentioned pilgrim-
ages, and these are usually to see Thomas Becket’s rel-
ics. He was also the Archbishop of Canterbury, and
there is a sculpture dedicated to his assassination. I
regret that his story did not get any coverage as this is
one of the important things to see. It is an opportunity
for tourists to learn more about the religious history of
England in addition to appreciating our wonderful
architectural past.

To address this question, a more detailed article on
the importance of Thomas Becket to the history of
Canterbury Cathedral would be much appreciated.

Una JULLIEN
La Celle St Cloud 

Re “Long Live the King!?” by Sophie Denizet:
The Battle of Hastings is one of the most impor-

tant battles in English history. This article recounts its
story well, with strong vocabulary and fun facts; how-
ever, I would add and emphasize the state of King Har-
old’s army, exhausted and inadequate. They had
marched 180 miles in four days from London to the far
north to fight Hadrada and Tostig’s ferocious army.

Letters to the Editor
After defeating them, they marched back south 200
miles to Hastings to fight William, carrying their
heavy arms. They were outnumbered by the Normans,
having left part of their army in the north. In addition,
their army was formed by mostly foot soldiers,
whereas the Normans had foot soldiers as well as a
large amount of calvary and archers. Consequently, the
English couldn’t use many tactics, so fought on the
defensive, using their wall of shields. This apparently
did not work out.

Dr Anna de BERGEN
History Department
University of Kent

Re “An Unfinished Tale” by Louise Le Gall Powell-
Smith:

I am writing to express my gratitude and happiness
for this article. As someone who is passionate about
English literature in general, it was a pleasure to see
that Geoffrey Chaucer, “the father of English litera-
ture”, has not been forgotten in these days of internet
and social networks.

We need more poetry today, not less. Even though
Chaucer was writing in the 14th century, his stories are
still as entertaining and relevant today as they were
back then. While the language that Chaucer uses can
be difficult and strange to a modern reader, his stories
can still be enjoyed by a new generation. For those
who love the English language, I strongly recommend
reading any work by Chaucer and discovering for
themselves why he is considered one of the greatest
authors of all times.

Julie McGRATH
Canterbury

Re “Thomas Becket” by Adham Abd Elkhalek:
As a nun for four years in a convent near Canter-

bury Cathedral, I have always admired Thomas
Becket. All his decisions have awed me, and his death
has put me in grief.

I had gone to meet the Archbishop of Canterbury.
Of course I never spoke to him; however, I was present
on that awful December night.

I was praying to God for my family, when I heard
the loud banging on the door. I remember the fright-
ened clergymen trotting to the door and barricading it
as if the devil were on the other side. With the grace of
an angel, Thomas Becket made them stop and told
them that he would not let the house of God be turned
into a fortress. I have never seen such courage.

Thomas Becket should be given more praise. He
was a model of courage, determination and kindness
for everyone.

His legacy will be hard to beat as Archbishop of
Canterbury, for I have not yet met such a man, but with
God’s good guidance, nothing is impossible. May his
spirit find peace in heaven.

Sister Sophie DENIZET
Canterbury
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RememberRememberRememberRemember

Remember the times we shared together
Just before the times turnèd against us.
We thought we could get across the border,
But destiny turnèd against us.
Looking back at the pictures of  the past
From toddlers to teenagers to adults
I stay wondering how much time has passed –
Was this life supposed to be an insult?
Seeing you peaceful when it all ended,
Leaving me alone, in anxiety.
Not only me, but all the ones you loved.
You’re leaving us Sadness, your enemy.

Time will pass and people will go away,
But memories, they will forever stay.

Farah ABD ELKHALEK

Everyone is happy and has fun
When they’re going to their favorite beach.
Everyone likes to be in the sun,
Where they can lie down and eat a red peach.
There are lots of  people who like to sing,
And the small children like to swim and play
So much that they forget about eating.
Now people come every other day,
And teenagers are working on their tan.
In some areas one can see fish swim.
Far out I can see a catamaran;
It is being driven by my friend Tim.

When the blazing sun sets, it is the end.
It is the end of  a fun day well spent.

Owen CHIU
The PlayThe PlayThe PlayThe Play

An echo of  footsteps, a humming crowd –
As the sea of  red velvet clears itself,
The incessant hum becomes clear and loud,
A blur of  blues and whites reveals itself.
The man walks forward, the crowd silences.
Suddenly, lights illuminate the stage,
And actors flood the place, as noise ceases.
Up there, the actors are freed from their cage,
Up there they are no longer May or John,
But are diff ’rent, free to do as they please.
And there is not one huff, nor one rude yawn,
For the public is finally at ease.

An echo of  footsteps, a humming crowd –
And silence, as the actors came – and bowed.

Zoé GODARD
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The PianoThe PianoThe PianoThe Piano

It stands where you left it, your piano.
The once white keys are dusty and faded,
Sad, forgotten. I kept it, even though
The wood is chipped and the top is crooked.
You left music sheets scattered on the floor
With your messy handwriting at the top.
Everything is where it was before
As if  time had simply come to a stop.
You’re gone, and gone with you is the music.
The voices don’t sing; they cry in the streets,
Shaken by constant fear, dread and panic.
The gunshots are louder than rhythm beats.

The piano is but a memory.
I still hear its lost, lonely melody.

Adèle JOSSERAND CyclingCyclingCyclingCycling

Setting out, cleating in, first pedal strokes,
Doing a track stand while waiting for mates,
Then you’re off  before your neighbors awoke,
Racking up miles at a horrendous rate.
The seemingly endless pain of  climbing,
The endless drag from hairpin to hairpin,
Ceaselessly wond’ring why you are cycling,
Your legs crying out “What’s wrong with the gym?”
But then you crest the steep hill with your peers,
Time to recuperate, grab a paper.
The wind whistling wildly about your ears,
Plummeting down, off  to win the wager.

Racing down to the pub for a small beer
Reminds you of  how much cycling’s a cheer.

Zac KENDALL
Our GhostsOur GhostsOur GhostsOur Ghosts

Antediluvian ghosts of  the past,
They constantly call out to the living.
They bring out memories that always last,
And these might lead to laughing or crying.
War, Peace, Death, Life:  they are our history.
They are taught, therefore never forgotten.
The ghosts teach, but they are still mystery;
And ignoring them is misbegotten.
Sadness, Joy, the memories can bring Hope.
Museums, elders help the old specters.
These wise, ancestral echoes help us cope,
We keep them as passionate collectors.

Remembrance and memories are lessons,
They can be our guardians and weapons.

Claire LAVERGNE

SonnetsSonnetsSonnetsSonnets
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RemembranceRemembranceRemembranceRemembrance

Remembrance is not only a torrent
Of  thought, it is also an eye, a glance
Into the past. Oh, what benevolent
Memories do I relive in a trance:
’Tis reading a book, curled up in a chair,
While the rain pours from the grey sky above.
’Tis watching a fox come out of  its lair,
And jump to try to catch a wingèd dove.
It is seeing spots of  light in the shade
While the hot summer sun beats above us.
It is seeing a l’il doe in the glade;
It is a nice Saturday morning class.

Mem’ries nice and bad, but some stay longer,
While others don’t stay around any longer.

Charles LE GALL POWELL-SMITH CubaCubaCubaCuba

May I have your kind leave to give a speech,
I promise you that I will be honest.
Oh, you and your kilometers of  beach.
Yes, you with your green tropical forests.
Your mystic and unreachable mountains,
Make power and freedom grow within me.
The blue ocean shines there like a fountain.
I said ocean but meant bright Coral Sea.
But you are a home that welcomes hopeless,
A nation oppressed by dictatorship.
Your economic problems are endless.
Yes, living there is not a pleasant trip.

I think I forgot to mention your name,
Oh Cuba, you are in my hall of  fame!

Valentin PEYNICHOU

There are a lot of  nice places in Spain,
But the best places are by the beaches.
The sun, the heat, the sand can be a pain.
You can relax and sit and eat peaches.
In Italy there’s the city of  Rome.
Learn about the Romans from the ruins
That are old. You’ll never want to go home.
Dream of  Romulus and Remus, the twins.
You could also go to the big mountains
Named the Alps, located in Switzerland,
With snow that will never be forgotten,
Sometimes in winter as cold as Iceland.

There are places to go on vacation,
So it should not be a big frustration.

Alex PINKOWSKI

SonnetsSonnetsSonnetsSonnets
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Beach MemoriesBeach MemoriesBeach MemoriesBeach Memories

We would go on vacation to the beach.
My friends and I would climb the slip’ry rocks,
And sometimes we’d chase the children who’d screech.
We loved to build castles made of  sand blocks.
Occasionally we would go fishing;
I used to be very good with the rod.
We’d always go home happily singing
‘Cause we’d usually catch a huge cod.
But sadly holidays wouldn’t last long.
It was sad to say goodbye to my friend,
And the distant sounds would fade as a song
When holidays came to a bitter end.

At least that taught me something, which is fair:
Enjoy those really good times while they’re there.

Noah SWAN

SonnetSonnetSonnetSonnet

A Poem by Any Other Name ...A Poem by Any Other Name ...A Poem by Any Other Name ...A Poem by Any Other Name ...

Under the Ancient OakUnder the Ancient OakUnder the Ancient OakUnder the Ancient Oak

Across the road is a strange park,
Where dogs don’t dare to bark
And children don’t dare to play.
This, for a park, is a sad thing to say.

Its dusty trails slither like snakes,
And the bare trees shiver and shake.
The state of the swings is dreadful,
But replacing them wouldn’t be useful.

In its air is some sort of stench,
And there I see, lying on a bench,
A wrinkled man with a black cloak
Trying to sleep under the ancient oak.

He said to me:  “It’s midnight, my dear.”
And suddenly I felt a kind of fear.
I ran and ran and ran away,
Caring no longer what he had to say.

I promised I would never go back to that park,
Especially at midnight, especially in the dark,
Only to see a wrinkled man with a black cloak,
Trying to sleep under the ancient oak.

Flore BOREL, 4ème

A Sky Full of StarsA Sky Full of StarsA Sky Full of StarsA Sky Full of Stars

The lights are off,
The doors are closed.
I’m alone
In the dark,
In the absolute silence,
Finally.

I comfortably sit at the end of my bed and look up.
There they are –
Irregularly disposed in the wide open sky.

Some shine more than others,
Some are closer to the moon than others,
But that’s okay, it’s not a competition.
It’s not like our world.

By staring at them I find peace,
By staring at them I feel like being the only living
thing on earth,
By starting at them I feel closer to the people I’ve lost,
By staring at them I feel sleepy –

Carla BENOIT, 4ème
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DOWN
2 Latin for “It is sweet and right” and title of the best-known WWI poem
3 An American nurse and author, who wrote poems about WWI:  Mary ____
7 Giving human characteristics to nonhuman things or abstract ideas
10 Well-known WWI poet nicknamed “Mad Jack” by his men

ACROSS
1 A WWI poem written by the poet of 11 Across
4 Repetition of initial consonant sounds
5 Chemical weapon used to kill or disable
6 Another poem by the poet of 11 Across
8 The use of words to express something other than the literal meaning
9 The mood of many of the WWI poems
11 Well-known WWI poet, killed one week before Armistice; also the first name of a 3e student
12 People who fight wars
13 His sonnet “The Soldier” was used as propaganda
14 Omnipresent in WWI; “The Song of the ____” by the poet in 3 Down.
15 Title of a WWI poem; an army officer of very high rank
16 Assault
17 A poem by the poet of 10 Down:  “Suicide in the ____”
18 A figure of speech in which apparently contradictory terms appear in conjunction ANSWERS
DOWN
2 Dulce et Deco-
rum est
3 Borden
7 Personification
10 Sassoon

ACROSS
1 Send Off
4 Alliteration
5 Gas
6 Exposure
8 Irony
9 Depressing
11 Owen
12 Soldiers
13 Brooke
14 Mud
15 General
16 Attack
17 Trenches
18 Oxymoron
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And warm good wishes to other pupils who are leaving us!And warm good wishes to other pupils who are leaving us!And warm good wishes to other pupils who are leaving us!And warm good wishes to other pupils who are leaving us!


