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Cette année scolaire 2021-2022 était particulière. Les devoirs de vacances 

proposés sont obligatoires pour certains élèves et conseillés pour tous les 

autres, afin de consolider les acquis du travail effectué depuis le début de 

l’année, en présentiel ou à distance. 

 

Pour les élèves dont les devoirs sont obligatoires, il est impératif de les 

travailler sérieusement et les rendre complets, pour ne pas compromettre la 

prochaine année scolaire et faciliter l’adaptation à la classe supérieure.  

 

Bonnes vacances à tous ! 
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Compulsory Summer Work 
 

Read the following texts and answer the questions at the end of the document.  
 
Text 1:  
 
Calcutta  
The narrator is a woman  
To be hungry is to feel an emptiness in the belly, but the worst thing about hunger is the feeling of panic inside 
the head. I am getting desperate, the idea of stealing food is no longer unthinkable. I am growing cunning… I 
am a fox, my eyes are narrowing and are fixed on a bunch of bananas which are just inside the door of a twenty-
four-hour supermarket. The grocer, a beautiful Asian boy, is reading an Indian-language newspaper. He looks 
a kind boy; I don't want to steal from him. I go into the shop and ask him for a banana.  
The fluorescent lights expose my sooty face and hands. The boy looks up; he is alarmed.  
"Bananas are twenty-five pence each," he says and adds, "regardless of size."  
I select a banana, the largest of the bunch. I take it to the checkout. He rings up twenty-five pence on the till 
and holds his hand out. I give him two and a half pence.  
"I've got no more money, I'm very hungry."  
"Sorry," he says, shaking his glossy head. "You are the third tonight to ask."  
I'll pay you back," I plead.  
"No."  
"I beg you."  
"No. Go away."  
I peel the skin from the banana.  
Before I can get it to my mouth he snatches it from me. I snatch is back. The banana slips and slithers between 
us and eventually distingegrates and falls onto discarded till rolls on the floor. He wipes his sticky hands on 
his short overall with small cries of disgust.  
"You are a dirty cow," he says. "I am from Calcutta. There everybody is hungry."  
A white-haired Indian man comes out of the back of the shop. He wears the expression of the wasted banana 
together and throws it into a bin underneath the counter.  
He could have given it to me after all.  
 

Sue TOWNSEND, Rebuilding Coventry, 1988 
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Text 2:  
 
Newspapers are not yet a dying breed.  

 
All the gurus of futurology have agreed. Newspapers are old-fashioned and their declining sales show 

they are dying. Their role in the third millennium will be taken over by Internet newspapers and the Daily Me, 
delivered to our pocket computers.  

One of the gurus was Alvin Tofller, who predicted the end of newspapers 20 years ago. As they tried 
to forecast the future, and to position newspapers to react, many believed him. "I have no doubt that before the 
end of this decade the digital revolution will launch an all-out assault on the last bastions of the industrial age 
– printing presses and delivery trucks," said Roger Fidler, head of Knight Ridder's Information Design 
Laboratory in the United States.  

Now for the good news: a guru of futurology who believes that newspapers do have a future and that 
Toller was talking tommy rot. He is Stokes Jones, […] a consultant at The Henley Centre, one of Britain's most 
respected consumer consultancies.  

Tofller was too dramatic, says Dr. Jones. Newspapers will survive because they have met the new 
media and have shaken hands with them. He explains the reasons for his optimisitc forecast in an essay on 
"The future of the newspaper". […]  

Newspapers, according to Jones, still play many of the roles that made them the first true mass medium 
in the first six decades of the 20th century, when they became the dominant shapers of public debate. They set 
the news agenda through the skill of editors in selecting and grooming the news stories that would most interest 
the public. They still shape debate but also come with "discursive space" to rehearse various interpretations of 
the news and to tell readers what they should think.  

At a narrower social level they also play an important role as a "social facilitator" in providing a 
common backdrop that readers can use to connect with each other. […]  

Jones quarrels with several other assumptions made by futurologists. One was that the Internet was an 
enemy of the newspaper. Yet by embracing the Internet, traditional newspapers have extended their reach and 
won hundreds of thousands of new readers. […]  

What is really happening, says Jones, is that the newspaper is becoming the viewspaper. Just as 
cutomers trust the Marks & Spencer brand to select what they want from thousands of lines, so readers trust 
the editors of their newspaper brand, be it Times, Guardian, Mail or Sun, to select the news, opinion, analysis 
and comment that suits them.  

By adapting their content and extending their range of interest, newspaper have so far withstood and 
embraced every competitor for readers' time thrown at them this century – whether radio, television, video 
recorders or now the Internet. In the era of information overload, newspapers remain a very durable medium – 
and unlike the Internet, they are light, portable, cheap and easy to use.  

 
        The Times, March 6, 1998 
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Text 3: 
 
 They'll be the same, but different.  
 

Suppose the day comes when scientists can clone humans. The copies will be identical, but will the 
people be the same? Probably not.  
 For a century, scientists have been trying to figure out which factors play the most important role in the 
development of the human personality. Is it nature or nurture, heredity or environment? The best information 
so far has come from the study of identical twins reared apart. Like the embryo clones of the future, their genes 
are identical because they come from the same egg and sperm. The fertilized egg splits in half shortly after 
conception, forming two identical embryos. (Fraternal twins come from two separate eggs and sperms and are 
no closer genetically than ordinary siblings).  
 Uncannily alike: Raised together, twins often are unusually close, sometimes developing their own 
private language. But even when they are reared apart, twins show amazing similarities as adults. Twins Jim 
Springer and Jim Lewis, separated at birth in 1939, were reunited 39 years later in a study of twins at the 
University of Minnesota. Both had married and divorced women named Linda, married second wives named 
Betty and named their oldest sons James Allan and James Alan. More coincidences: both drove the same model 
of blue Chevrolet, enjoyed wood-working, vacationed on the same Florida beach and had dogs named Toy.  
 Perhaps the superficial details of the Springers' parallel lives were just a coincidence, but scientists who 
study twins like them say they have discovered fundamental personality traits that are the same no matter how 
the twins were reared. In the Minnesota study, 350 pairs of identical twins reared apart were put through a 
battery of physical and psychological tests. The results showed that such characteristics as leadership, ability, 
imagination inherited. On the other hand, the environment the child was raised in seemed to account for a 
whole host of other traits, including aggression, achievement, orderliness and social closeness.  
[…]  
         Newsweek, November 8, 1993 
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Text 4: 
 
 The Little Prince. 

Antoine de Saint Exupéry.  
 
The Little Prince is a deceptively simple story about a small boy's search for friendship and 

understanding. The little prince is the only inhabitant of his tiny planet (actually an asteroid), which has only 
enough room for him and his three miniature volcanoes, his baobab tree, and his rose. It is his relationship 
with the rose that causes him to leave his home. The rose is the most beautiful of his possessions. As a result, 
she is very spoiled and demands special care – screens must be put around her to protect her from drafts, 
insects must be driven away from her, and water must be applied at precise intervals. Her pride, conceit, and 
vanity eventually anger and sadden the little prince, and one day he decides to set out on a journey to search 
for a more satisfying, reciprocal relationship.  

On his travels, though, everyone he meets is too absorbed in his own special interests to pay much 
attention to the little prince. He asks countless questions about life, but never receives a satisfactory answer – 
until he meets the fox. Observe that in the beginning of this selection, the little prince asks the fox "What does 
that mean – "tame"?" three times before the fox finally replies. The child has learned to keep asking until he 
receives a reply. But unlike all the people who were too busy to give the little prince guidance, the fox does 
answer and his reponse is the beginning of the boy's understanding of the responsibility of friendship and the 
essence of self-worth.  

Watch for the extended examples the fox uses to explain the word "tame" and to communicate the 
importance of "rites" in taming an animal.  

 
But it happened that after walking for a long time through sand, and rocks, and snow, the little prince 

at last came upon a road. And all roads lead to the abodes of men.  
"Good morning," he said.  
He was standing before a garden, all a-bloom with roses.  
"Good morning," said the roses.  
The little prince gazed at them. They all looked like his flower.  
"Who are you?" he demanded, thunderstruck.  
"We are roses," the roses said.  
And he was overcome with sadness. His flower had told him that she was the only one of her kind in 

all the universe. And here were five thousand of them, all alike, in one single garden!  
 
"She would be very much annoyed," he said to himself, "if she should see that… She would cough most 

dreadfully, and she would pretend that she was dying, to avoid being laughed at. And I should be obliged to 
pretend that I was nursing her back to life – for it I did not do that, to humble myself also, she would really 
allow herself to die…"  

Then he went on with his reflections: "I thought that I was rich, with a flower that was unique in all the 
world; and all I had was a common rose. A common rose, and three volcanoes that come up to my knees – and 
one of them perhaps extinct forever … That doesn't make me a very great prince…"  

And he lay down in the grass and cried.  
It was then that the fox appeared.  
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"Good morning," said the fox.  
"Good morning," the little prince responded politely, although when he turned around he saw nothing.  
"I am right here," the voice said, "under the apple tree."  
"Who are you?" asked the little prince, and added, "You are very pretty to look at."  
"I am a fox," the fox said.  
"Come and play with me," proposed the little prince. "I am so unhappy."  
"I cannot play with you," the fox said. "I am not tamed."  
"Ah! Please excuse me," said the little prince.  
But, after some thought, he added:  
"What does that mean – "tame"?"  
"You do not live here," said the fox. "What is it that you are looking for?"  
"I am looking for men," said the little prince. "What does that mean – "tame"?".  
"Men," said the fox. "They have guns, and they hunt. It is very disturbing. They also raise chickens. 

These are their only interests. Are you looking for chickens?"  
"No," said the little prince. "I am looking for friends. What does that mean – "tame"?"  
"It is an act too often neglected," said the fox. "It means to establish ties."  
""To establish ties"?"  
"Just that," said the fox. "To me, you are still nothing more than a little boy who is just like a hundred 

thousand other little boys. And I have no need of you. And you, on your part, have no need of me. To you, I 
am nothing more than a fox like a hundred thousand other foxes. But if you tame me, then we shall need each 
other. To me, you will be unique in all the world. To you, I shall be unique in all the world…"  

"I am beginning to understand," said the little prince. "There is a flower… I think that she has tamed 
me…"  

"It is possible," said the fox. "On the Earth one sees all sorts of things."  
"Oh, but this is not on the Earth!" said the little prince.  
 
The fox seemed perplexed, and very curious.  
"On another planet?"  
"Yes."  
"Are there hunters on that planet?"  
"No."  
"Ah, that is interesting! Are there chickens?"  
"No."  
"Nothing is perfect," sighed the fox.  
But he came back to his idea.  
"My life is very monotonous," he said. "I hunt chickens; men hunt me. All the chickens are just alike, 

and all the men are just alike. And, in consequence, I am a little bored. But if you tame me, it will be as if the 
sun came to shine on my life. I shall know the sound of a step that will be different from all the others. Other 
steps send me hurrying back underneath the ground. Yours will call me, like music, out of my burrow. And 
then look: you see the grain-fields down yonder? I do not eat bread. Wheat is of no use to me. The wheat fields 
have nothing to say to me. And that is sad. But you have hair that is the color of gold. Think how wonderful 
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that will be when you have tamed me! The grain, which is also golden, will bring me back the thought of you. 
And I shall love to listen to the wind in the wheat…"  

The fox gazed at the little prince, for a long time.  
"Please – tame me!" he said.  
"I want to, very much," the little prince replied. "But I have not much time. I have friends to discover, 

and a great many things to understand."  
"One only understands the things that one tames," said the fox. "Men have no more time to understand 

anything. They buy things all ready made at the shops. But there is no shop anywhere where one can buy 
friendship, and so men have no friends any more. If you want a friend, tame me…"  

"What must I do, to tame you?"  asked the little prince.  
"You must be very patient," replied the fox. "First you will sit down at a little distance from me – like 

that – in the grass. I shall look at you out of the corner of my eye, and you will say nothing. Words are the 
source of misunderstandings. But you will sit a little closer to me, every day…"  

The next day the little prince came back.  
"It would have been better to come back at the same hour," said the fox.  

"If, for example, you come at four o'clock in the afternoon, then at three o'clock I shall begin to be happy. I 
shall feel happier and happier as the hour advances. At four o'clock, I shall already be worrying and jumping 
about. I shall show you how happy I am! But if you come at just any time, I shall never know at what hour my 
heart is to be ready to greet you… One must observe the proper rites…"  
 "What is a rite?" asked the little prince.  
 "Those also are actions too often neglected," said the fox. "They are what make one day different from 
other days, one hour from other hours. There is a rite, for example, among my hunters. Every Thursday they 
dance with the village girls. So Thursday is a wonderful day for me! I can take a walk as far as the vineyards. 
But if the hunters danced at just any time, every day would be like every other day, and I should never have 
any vacation at all."  
 
 So the little prince tamed the fox. And when the hour of his departure drew near.  
 "Ah," said the fox, "I shall cry."  
 "It is your own fault," said the little prince. "I never wished you any sort of harm; but you wanted me 
to tame you…"  

"Yes, that is so," said the fox.  
"But now you are going to cry!" said the little prince.  
"Yes, that is so," said the fox.  
"Then it has done me good," said the fox, "because of the color of the wheat fields." And then he added:  
"Go and look again at the roses. You will understand now that yours is unique in all the world. Then 

come back to say goodbye to me, and I will make you a present of a secret."  
 
The little prince went away, to look again at the roses.  
"You are not at all like my rose," he said. "As yet you are nothing. No one has tamed you, and you have 

tamed no one. You are like my fox when I first knew him. He was only a fox like a hundred thousand other 
foxes. But I have made him my friend, and now he is unique in all the world."  

And the roses were very much embarrassed.  
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"You are beautiful, but you are empty," he went on. "One could not die for you. To be sure, an ordinary 
passerby would think that my rose looked just like you – the rose that belongs to me. But in herself alone she 
is more important than all the hundreds of you other roses: because it is she that I have watered; because it is 
she that I have put under the glass globe; because it is she that I have sheltered behind the screen; because it is 
for her that I have killed the caterpillars (except the two or three that we saved to become butterflies); because 
it is she that I have listened to, when she grumbled, or boasted, or even sometimes when she said nothing. 
Because she is my rose."  

And he went back to meet the fox.  
"Goodbye," he said.  
"Goodbye," said the fox. "And now here is my secret, a very simple secret: It is only with the heart that 

one can see rightly; what is essential is invisible to the eye."  
"What is essential is invisible to the eye," the little prince repeated, so that he would be sure to 

remember.  
 
"It is the time you have wasted for your rose that makes your rose so important."  
"It is the time I have wasted for my rose – " said the little prince, so that he would be sure to remember.  
"Men have forgotten this truth," said the fox. "But you must not forget it. You become responsible, 

forever, for what you have tamed. You are responsible for your rose…"  
"I am responsible for my rose," the little prince repeated, so that he would be sure to remember.  
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Text 5: 
 
 Society Confronted with Painful Choices. 
  

In this article, O'Brien comments on the long, unsuccessful court fight of Elizabeth Bouvia to 
compel a hospital to help her die by keeping her comfortable while she starved to death. Bouvia's 
wishes were in direct conflict with the major aim of the medical profession-preserving life. In contrast, 
O'Brien notes that two people who wanted very much to live were executed by the state in the same 
week that it decided not to help Bouvia die. The author thoughtfully discusses this irony and explains 
the reasons for these decisions. 

 
In the latest of the painful dilemmas over an individual's right to die, a woman in California suffering 

from cerebral palsy has been denied state help in painlessly starving herself to death. In effect, the 
California Supreme Court condemned Elizabeth Bouvia to live. 

Has she then "lost," and has an unfeeling state "won"? 
The answer to that, in the sometimes heartbreaking tangle that surrounds today's moral choices, is as 

complicated as the problem. 
Bouvia is a pretty, 26-year-old woman who persevered for years through the grueling chore of trying 

to build a life for herself. Severely disabled, she is at this point able to move only her head and one hand. 
Even so, she managed to earn a bachelor's degree in social work from San Diego State University. 

She even married. 
She did the kind of things those of us who can walk and talk and live normal lives think of as very 

admirable, even as we extend our pity. She did them for the same fundamental reasons that most severely 
disabled people will heroically extend themselves: She wanted to have at least some portion of the 
satisfactions and challenges that give life texture and meaning. Apparently, Bouvia tired of the struggle. 
Her marriage failed. She was unable to find work. When her disabilities grew worse, to the point where 
she became unable to feed herself without assistance, Bouvia asked the court to take the unprecedented 
action of ordering a hospital to help her die. 

What Bouvia wanted, and was denied, was the ability to end her life because of its meager quality. 
What she needed, and did not get, was society's cooperation. 
In handing down his opinion, Judge John H. Hews acknowledged that Bouvia has a fundamental 

right to choose death. But, he said, "this right has been overcome by the strong interest of the state and the 
society (for) preservation of life." 

It's worth noting that Hews' decision came in the same week when two human beings who petitioned 
the courts for life were executed by the state. When viewed through the eyes of opponents of the death 
penalty, then, the state's insistence on the preciousness of life in this case holds a certain irony. 

And yet that insistence, as contradictory as it may seen to some, is a legitimate effort to hang onto a 
social moral code in matters of life and death-even if that moral code gets harder and harder to define. 

More and more, the people who make up what we call "society"-courts, hospitals, doctors, parents-
find themselves confronted with making life and death choices. 

Who has the right to decide if an infant born with severe disabilities should be allowed to die? Who 
has the right to unhook the intravenous solution that keeps a terminal cancer patient alive? 
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Without clear-cut and shared understandings of what is "right" and what is "wrong," all we can do 
is, keep stumbling along in our search to make moral sense out of a fast-changing world where these 
decisions have become technologically possible. 

Elizabeth Bouvia wanted to die. But by asking for the state's cooperation, she asked for more than 
the state can-or should-give. She wanted the state to take on the power of deciding her life was worthless, 
and that is too large a power to delegate.      

Patricia O’Brien. 
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Text 6: 
 
 Life She Had. 
 

All those years, those years, she had done it too, If she had not gone so far as to buy the magazines and rate 
herself on the tests, she always pored over them at the dentist's office, Rate yourself: are you a good wife, are 
you still attractive? Are you understanding, compassionate, nutritive? Do you keep your eye shadow fresh? 
Have you, in the boredom of the long lonely hours of dusting and ironing his shirts, allowed yourself to 
consume a whole coffee cake? Are you overweight? 

Mira had pitted herself against the standard. She had dyed and dieted, spent hours trying on wigs to be sure 
her hairstyle suited her face, had learned the proper tone of voice in which to ask nasty questions: "Did Clark 
do something terrible, Norm, that you spanked him?" "Oh. Well, do what you want, of course, dear. But we 
did promise the Markleys we'd come – yes, we did talk about it, dear, last night after you came in, remember? 
I don't care about it at all, but I would feel bad calling her to say we won't come because you forgot and made 
a golf date. "She had been properly ginger with his male ego, his fragile pride. She needled rather than raise 
her voice, she never threw tantrums. She was a perfect mother: she never struck her children, they were clean 
and well-fed. Her house shone. Her meals were edible. She kept her figure. She had done it all, everything the 
magazines, the television, the newspapers, the novels, everything they told her she was expected to do. She 
never carped when Norm was out late night after night; she never expected that she and the boys should come 
before his work; she never asked him to do anything around the house. 
She had done everything right, she had been perfect, and he had still come home saying, ''I want a divorce." 
Thinking it, she was filled with outrage, she threw her glass across the room, spilling brandy on the carpet, 
splashing it on the walls, and the glass flew into shreds and spattered her mind.(...) She had been presented 
with a set of terms: your function is to marry, raise children, and if you can, keep your husband. If you follow 
these rules (smile, diet, smile, don’t nag, smile, cook, smile, clean) you will keep him. The terms were clear 
and she had accepted them and they had failed her, (...)             

There is no justice. There was no way to make up for the past. There was nothing that could make up for the 
past. She sat stunned for a while, freed of a burden, feeling her mouth soften, her brow unline. And what slid 
into her mind now, seeing it all as she did from a distance and so, whole spanning time and space, but complete, 
discrete, finished, was that what was wrong was deeper than the set of terms or their falseness. What was wrong 
was the assumption beneath them that she could have a life only through another person... She was warm and 
smooth and her heart beat calmly, fine pulsing energy was being driven through her, she could walk, she could 
talk, she could feel, she could think. And suddenly it was all right, the past, even if it was all wrong, because 
it had freed her; it had placed her here, still alive. There was no justice, there was only life. And life she had. 

Marilyn French. 
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Read the texts then answer the questions 
Text 1: Calcutta  

1- Who's the narrator?  
2- Sum up the situation briefly.  
3- What has the hunger turned the woman into? Does she still have a sense of morality? Justify.  
4- Comment on the boy's attitude.  
5- What does the last sentence imply?  
6- What do you think has caused the woman to find herself in such a situation?  
7- Why did Sue Townsend call this section "Calcutta"?  

 
Text 2: Newspapers are not yet a dying breed. 

1- Find in the text the synonyms for: predict (paragraph 2), prediction (P.4), list of news items (P.5) 
background (P.6), have confidence in (P.8), pleases (P.8).  

2- Paragraph 1 and 2.  
a- Is the vision of newspapers the same as in the headline? Pick out one sentence to justify your 

answer.  
b- List the words and phrases referring to the past and those referring to the future of newspapers.  
c- Sum up the main idea.  
d- Use elements from paragraph 2 to describe what Alvin Toffler and Roger Fidler do.  
e- Does the journalist take these people very seriously? Justify.  
f- Who does "they" refer to in lines 4 and 13?  

3- Paragraph 3 to 8.  
a- Complete this sentence: Like Alvin Toffler, Stokes Jones is a …………………, but contrary to 

him, he thinks that ……………………… 
b- Pick out the sentences or passages meaning the same as:  

i- Newspapers have kept their influence on public opinion.  
ii- Newspapers are a common basis for communication between people.  
iii- Today's newspapers gain new readers thanks to their Websites.  
iv- National papers can now be compared to department stores.  

c- What does "them" refer to (L.37)?  
4- The last paragraph.  

a- Sum up the arguments proving that newspapers are not dying.  
 
 
Text 3: They'll be the same but different.  

1- Who is the article about?  
2- Sum up their story briefly.  
3- What do identical twins and clones have in common?  
4- What makes them different from fraternal twins?  
5- What proves that heredity may play an important role in the Springers' example?  
6- Comment on the title of the article.  
7- To what extent can environment transform Nature? (100 – 150 words).  
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Text 4: The Little Prince. 

1- Why is the little prince surprised and sad to find a garden filled with roses? How would his rose have 
reacted if she had seen the garden?  

2- After he reflects on the value of his possessions, what does the little prince decide about himself? What 
is he doing when the fox appears?  

3- Why does the little prince want the fox to play with him?  
4- How does the fox define "tame"?  
5- What will the relationship between the fox and the boy symbolize?  
6- Explain the fox's secret: "it is only with the heart that one can see rightly; what is essential is invisible 

to the eye.  
7- What is the "truth" that men have forgotten?  

 
Text 5: Society Confronted with Painful Choices.  

1- How did Elizabeth Bouvia hope to end her life? Why did she want to die?  
2- What was the California Supreme Court's decision? What reason was given?  
3- Who should have the power to decide whether a life is worthless?  
4- Look up the word: "Euthanasia."  

 
  

Text 6: Life She Had. 
1- In the first paragraph, explain: "She had done it."  
2- Who asked Mira all the questions?  
3- What part are they all connected with? (intellectual, physical, social,…)  
4- What "terms" had Mira accepted?  
5- Make a list, in your own words, of all that Mira had done to be a perfect wife and a perfect mother.  
6- What made Mira behave in this way?  
7- "Women's magazines are the opium of the housewife." Expand into a paragraph or two. (100-150 

words).  
 
 
 


