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Editorial
Dear everyone,

      2013 is coming to an end… and what a year it has been! We have all been busy doing our very best, learning from 
both our achievements and mistakes, attempting to be better as the year moves along. This is certainly the case of 
The LCB News, too! Peep in to find some very fine productions, fun and thrilling stories, life experiences, words of 
advice, fun stories, games and more! 
And precisely because the year has found us part of a constant process of transformation and renovation, here are 
two treats: myths on the origin of the seasons and months, which guide our lives and our moods much more than we 
often notice. Have a very happy end of the year and start of a new one!
Tons of luck!!!                                  
Natalia Moltrasio & Ivana Gambarrutta - Editors

En la temporada Enero/Febrero 2014, se dictarán cursos intensivos para adultos (Levels) en el Liceo, Casa Central, Av. 
Callao 362,  y en Barrio Norte Avda. Pueyrredón 1388. Estos cursos tendrán distinta carga horaria de acuerdo al nivel y la 
duración y se dictarán de lunes a viernes por la mañana o la tarde. (En las demás sucursales, sólo se armarán por pedido de 
los alumnos en el mes de febrero.) 

 Los niveles 1 al 4 comprenden  48 hs de inglés a cubrirse en un mes: 16 clases de 3 horas por clase.
 Enero (del lunes 6/01 al lunes 27/01) Lunes a Viernes 3 hs por día
 Febrero (del miércoles 5/02 al miércoles 26/02) Lunes a Viernes 3 hs por día
 Los niveles 5 al 8 comprenden  64 hs de inglés a cubrirse en un mes: 18 clases
 Enero (del lunes 6/01 al jueves 29/01) Lunes a Viernes 3,5 hs por día. (últ. 2 clases 4 hs)
 Febrero (del miércoles 5/02 al viernes 28/02) Lunes a Viernes 3,5 hs por día. (últ. 2 clases 4 hs)

VALOR NORMAL:  Cursos de 48 h $2020  (Level 2 a 4)  
                                     Cursos de 64 h $2560 (Level 5 a 8)

Sobre este valor se efectuarán las siguientes bonificaciones:
                                  • Noviembre: 20% (efectivo o tarjeta)
                                  • Diciembre:  15%   (efectivo o tarjeta)

Otros Cursos (Sin matrícula)

        *  En enero y febrero, se dictará en Casa Central un CURSO INTENSIVO de FCE los días Martes y Jueves de 19 a 21 
hs., para alumnos que quieran practicar para rendir el examen en marzo. ARANCEL: $585 por mes. Comienzo: el día 7/01 
(hasta el 30/01) y  el 4/02 (hasta el 27/02). Mínimo de alumnos : 5
        *  Además de estos cursos, se ofrecerán en febrero, en Casa Central, otros cursos que serán de carácter GRATUITO 
para los alumnos que se hubieran matriculado y abonado marzo por adelantado. Estos mismos cursos podrán ser 
arancelados para alumnos externos o alumnos del Liceo a quienes no les corresponda el beneficio. (Los de 6 hs: $250, 
los de 9 hs: $375) Comienzo: a partir del 10/02

PHONOLOGY: TALLER DE PRONUNCIACIÓN: para alumnos a partir de Intermediate 2 y Level 5. Martes y jueves de 19:30 a 21:00 h.

REFUERZO GRAMATICAL: para alumnos de Levels 1, 2, 3 y 4. Lunes y miércoles de 19:30 a 21:00.

CONVERSATION: (6 hs: 1 vez por semana 2 h)
          •ELEMENTARY: Levels 1, 2 y 3, Beginners 1 y 2 (Martes de 19 a 21 h) 
          •INTERMEDIATE: Levels 3, 4 y 5, Intermediate 1 y 2 (Miércoles de 19 a 21 h)
          •ADVANCED: Levels 6, 7 y 8, Advanced 1 y 2 (Jueves de 19 a 21 h)

  CALLAO   
Level 1 (L a V 8 a 11)
Level 1 (L a V de 19 a 22)
Level 2 (L a V 8 a 11)
Level 2 (L a V 19 a 22)
Level 3 (L a V 19 a 22)
Level 4 (L a V 19 a 22)
Level 5 (L a V de 18:30 a 22)
Level 6 (L a V de 18:30 a 22)
Level 7 (L a V de 18:30 a 22)
Level 8 (L a V de 18:30 a 22)

Cursos de verano 2014

Aranceles

info@estudiopandg.
com

CALLAO    
Level 1 (L a V 8 a 11)
Level 2 (L a V 8 a 11)
Level 1 (L a V de 19 a 22)
Level 2 (L a V 19 a 22)
Level 3 (L a V 19 a 22)

BARRIO NORTE
Level 4 (L a V 19 a 22)
Level 5 (L a V de 18:30 a 22)
Level 6 (L a V de 18:30 a 22)
Level 7 (L a V de 18:30 a 22)
Level 8 (L a V de 18:30 a 22)
Superior (L a V de 18:30 a 22)

Los cursos de Callao y Barrio Norte en Febrero podrán 
ser dictados en una u otra sede de acuerdo con el Nº de 
inscriptos y disponibilidad de aulas. 
Además de estos cursos se podrán armar otros niveles 
sobre pedido, siempre de la misma modalidad. Mínimo de 
alumnos: 5.

LAYOUT & DESIGN

Enero Febrero
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Junior III / Tue-Thu 15:45 / Belgrano/ Thank you Sofi a & Jaz, Berni 
& Fiona, Facu & Dami! And  thank you, Valeria Pizzuto!!!
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Adrogué Go�  Green!
Dear all,

Remember our vegetable garden in Adrogué? 
The new Project with our youngest students is in 

full bloom!
Again, we would like to share the beautiful 

photos taken by one of our former students- 
Antonela Guida- with the LCB community. See 

how fast the tomatoes are growing! 
And how well Frankie- the Prep students’ scare-

crow- is looking after all the vegetables!
We are glad to see how happy our Kinder and 

Prep students are while learning to appreciate 
nature!

Hope you really enjoy the photographs!
Thanks Anto!
Best wishes,

Valeria Arturi and Carolina Rosso -Adrogué
Coordinators

Remember our vegetable garden in 
Adrogué? The new Project with our 

youngest students is in full bloom! — en 
Plaza Brown 369, Adrogué, Buenos Aires.

Dear all,
We are glad to share more pictures of our vegetable garden in Adrogué 
with the LCB Community! This time, our Kinder teacher - María José De 

Bonis- brought us a surprise! So our youngest students are so happy 
Frankie -our scarecrow- is no longer alone! Meet his new friends- the 

earthworms. They will help the earth “breathe”! Thanks,  Majo!

Some classes ago, we made some interesting objects from 
“RUBBISH!” We brought plastic bottles, magazines, tin 

cans, cereal boxes, and other things that fi nally became:
A money box, an agenda, a cup, a pencil case, a jewelry box, 
a purse, a sal shaker and a lot of different and useful things.
In Junior 4 we always keep the environment recycling and 

reusing our “trash” to make cute things.
We think that all the people have to recycle to help the world.

Mariano Re, Tomás Ferrari, Felipe Diez, Alicia 
Larghieri, Sofía Rosés, Pilar Martínez Otero

JuniorIV /  Adrogué
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Lucia Benavides, Uriel Cohen Sabban, Sasha de la Cruz, Ezequiel Falak Isaac, Jorge Luis Gomez Miranda, Elizabeth Homsani, 
Celeste Magarzo, Facundo Ortiz Baigorri, Delfina Salpurido, Fabrizio Alberto Sanchez Garcia & Luciana Veron

Children II /Tue-Thu 17:15 
Barrio Norte

Thank you, Sol Miretti!!
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Level I / Barrio Norte
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Version two: Alternative story
Scrooge was this unsociable, greedy, icy, bitter old 
man, who hated the mere idea of Christmas, just as 
much as he hated the rest of humanity, for that matter. 
After being visited by the ghost, who told him he was 
going to be visited by three other ghosts, Scrooge 
couldn’t fall asleep as he was expecting the arrival of 
the unwanted guests.
While he was seating by the fi re waiting, one of the 
ghosts appeared from the fl ames. It had no face but 
he could feel it staring. Suddenly the ghost started 
talking while Scrooge crawled away in fear from the 
fi re as fast as he could. The ghost introduced himself 
as the manifestation of tolerance and asked him what 
the world would be if people weren’t tolerant with each 
other. Scrooge didn’t know what to answer. When he 
fi nally came up with a response, he was interrupted 
by the appearance of the second ghost. This one 
introduced itself as the manifestation of compassion. 
It told him that he should be more compassionate 
towards others as his nephew would if he needed 
help. Finally the third ghost appeared. This one was 
the representative of goodwill. It told him that it was 
important to act selfl essly, not expecting anything 
in return. In the blink of an eye, all three ghosts 
disappeared and Scrooge understood the importance 
of being a good person and decided to change his 
unsociable, icy, bitter, greedy self to a more loving and 
compassionate one. And every year on Christmas Eve 
he organised a party where all the people from the 
town were invited. 
Andy- German- Mary

VERSION ONE: REVIEW
Scrooge was this unsociable, greedy, icy, bitter old man, who hated the mere idea of Christmas, just as much 

as he hated the rest of humanity, for that matter. After being visited by three mysterious ghosts, he was shown 
how miserable was his misconception of Christmas. These were particular ghosts since their goal was not to 

scare the insomnia at night, but to persuade old Scrooge of the goodness of these festivities. 
By watching his own past, present and future, he does reconsider his vision about what he previously regarded 

as pure “humbug”-Christmas-,and thus becoming a better man, for his nephew and clerk’s happiness.

Version three: Alternative Humorous Story
Scrooge was this unsociable, greedy, icy, bitter old 
man, who hated the mere idea of Christmas, just as 
much as he hated the rest humanity, for that matter. 
A cold winter night he was drinking whiskey and 
hating people, when he felt a cold breeze on his neck. 
Afterwards, he realized that the window was open and 
that a white fi gure was watching him from the bed. At 
fi rst he didn’t, feel panic so he asked the fi gure what it 
wanted from him and what it was doing in his bed. The 
fi gure answered that he was his former partner, Jacob 
Marley, and that he was there to warn him about the 
future. Marley had been observing Scrooge for a long 
time and he was worried about his attitude towards 
people. The old man thought that it was a joke and 
burst out laughing. To prove that he was being serious 
Marley informed him that he would be visited by three 
Christmas spirits that very night. And suddenly the 
ghost fl ew away. Scrooge didn’t believe what he was 
told and went to bed with his usual grump.
When he was enjoying the deepest of his dreams, he 
felt that something was touching his shoulder. He 
was hardly trying to open his eyes when he saw three 
huge crickets wearing tuxedos and glasses. They told 
him that they were the spirits of the past, the present 
and the future Christmas. They wanted to teach him a 
lesson regarding how his behaviour was affecting him 
and others. He closed his eyes and thought ‘I have to 
stop drinking so much’

Yami-Tama-Gaby

FUNNY



Months of the year: where do their 
names come from?
* January: Roman god Janus was the 
god of doorways, entrances, gateways, 
thresholds and beginnings, and therefore 
used for the opening of the New Year.
* February: � is used to be the last month 
of the Roman calendar. On 15th day of the 
month was a Pagan festival of puri� cation 
called Februa and so this month came to 
be known as Februa’s month. � e day 
before that, and the day after (ides), was a 
holiday to honour Juno. � e goddess Juno 
was the Queen of the Roman gods and 
goddesses, and also the goddess of women 
and marriage. Was it coincidence that the 
nasty Emperor Claudius II arranged for a 
priest named Valentine to be clubbed to 
death and then beheaded on this day? See 
St. Valentine’s Cross.
* March: � e Roman god Mars, god of 
war and guardian of the state. � is was 
the � rst month of the ancient Roman 
calendar.

* April: Considered a sacred Roman 
month for the goddess Venus. � e name 
‘April’ is probably from Apru, an Etruscan 
borrowing of Greek Aphrodite, a fertility 
goddess. Alternatively, it may stem from 
the Latin aperire (to open), as so many 
buds and blossoms open in this month (in 
the northern hemisphere).
* May: � is is from Maia a Roman goddess 
of earth, honour and reverence. She was 
wife of Vulcan, mother of Mercury by 
Jupiter and daughter of Atlas. It became 
a popular girl’s name in English.
* June: � e chief goddess Juno, wife of 
Jupiter and queen of the heavens and 
gods. June became another popular name 
for girls, as did:
* July: Named after the death of Julius 
Caesar in 44 BC to deify and immortalize 
his name. Gaius Julius Caesar was born in 
this month, which was formerly Quintilis 
(� fth) month of the Roman calendar.
 * August: Named in 8 BC after Augustus 
Caesar, the adopted heir of Julius Caesar 

and the � rst Roman emperor (31 BC 
- 14 AD). A synonym for the adjective 
‘august’ is ‘venerable’, and the emperor 
was known as the Venerable Caesar. Quite 
a contrast to the month’s original name, 
‘Weodmonao’, which means ‘month of 
weeds’. Today’s gardeners would agree with 
that.    
* September: � is name comes from the 
Latin septem, meaning ‘seven’.
* October: � is name comes from the 
Latin octo, meaning ‘eight’. (Octopus - 
an 8-sided cat?) � is is the month when 
people start thinking of Christmas and 
New Year parties. Amaze your friends 
by telling them the day of the week for 
Christmas Day and New Year’s Day; these 
days are always the same weekday as 2nd 
October.
* November: � is name comes from the 
Latin novem, meaning ‘nine’.
* December: � is name comes from the 
Latin decem, meaning ‘ten’.

Persephone
the queen of the underworld

� e Origin of our seasons and months

O  ne sunny day, while Persephone was picking � owers for her mother on the Nysian plain, Hades, the god of the Underworld, 
noticed her and fell strongly in love with her, so he decided to abduct her to the Underworld. When her mother Demeter, the 
goddess of vegetation, realized the loss of Persephone, for nine days and nights she was wandering around in disguise searching 

for Persephone. When she � nally met Helios, the god of the sun, he revealed Demeter all the truth about what had happened. Demeter 
got so furious that she wanted to have nothing more to do with the Gods and left Mount Olympus and stopped all fertility on earth. 
In order to put an end to the world’s misery, Zeus decided it would be best to bring Persephone back to her mother. So he sent his 
herald Hermes down to the Underworld in order to fetch Persephone.Hades could do nothing else but to obey to his master’s order. 
However, before releasing Persephone, he gave her seven seeds of pomegranate to eat. � is way, Persephone would forever be connected 
to the Underworld and would stay there for four months every year. � is way, the seasons were created in the upper world. All the time 
Persephone was with Demeter, Demeter was so delighted, that the sun was shining and everything � owered. All the remaining time 
where Persephone returned to the Underworld, Persephone was in grief and nothing grew- it was the time winter set o�  in the world.
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offering being that the nutmeg had to be stolen. These festivals 
were of irregular occurrence, and were chiefl y appointed to 
celebrate some passing event. On one occasion, when Mrs. de 
Ropp suffered from acute toothache for three days, Conradin 
kept up the festival during the entire three days, and almost 
succeeded in persuading himself that Sredni Vashtar was 
personally responsible for the toothache. If the malady had 
lasted for another day the supply of nutmeg would have given out. 
The Houdan hen was never drawn into the cult of Sredni Vashtar. 
Conradin had long ago settled that she was an Anabaptist. He 
did not pretend to have the remotest knowledge as to what 
an Anabaptist was, but he privately hoped that it was dashing 
and not very respectable. Mrs. de Ropp was the ground plan on 
which he based and detested all respectability. 
After a while Conradin’s absorption in the tool-shed began to 
attract the notice of his guardian. “It is not good for him to be 
pottering down there in all weathers,” she promptly decided, 
and at breakfast one morning she announced that the Houdan 
hen had been sold and taken away overnight. With her short-
sighted eyes she peered at Conradin, waiting for an outbreak of 
rage and sorrow, which she was ready to rebuke with a fl ow of 
excellent precepts and reasoning. But Conradin said nothing: 
there was nothing to be said. Something perhaps in his white 
set face gave her a momentary qualm, for at tea that afternoon 
there was toast on the table, a delicacy which she usually 
banned on the ground that it was bad for him; also because the 
making of it “gave trouble,” a deadly offence in the middle-class 
feminine eye. 
“I thought you liked toast,” she exclaimed, with an injured air, 
observing that he did not touch it. 
“Sometimes,” said Conradin. 
In the shed that evening there was an innovation in the worship 
of the hutch-god. Conradin had been wont to chant his praises, 
to-night he asked a boon. 
“Do one thing for me, Sredni Vashtar.” 
The thing was not specifi ed. As Sredni Vashtar was a god he 
must be supposed to know. And choking back a sob as he 
looked at that other empty corner, Conradin went back to the 
world he so hated. 
And every night, in the welcome darkness of his bedroom, and 
every evening in the dusk of the tool-shed, Conradin’s bitter 
litany went up: “Do one thing for me, Sredni Vashtar.” 
Mrs. de Ropp noticed that the visits to the shed did not cease, 
and one day she made a further journey of inspection. 
“What are you keeping in that locked hutch?” she asked. “I 
believe it’s guinea-pigs. I’ll have them all cleared away.” 
Conradin shut his lips tight, but the Woman ransacked his 
bedroom till she found the carefully hidden key, and forthwith 
marched down to the shed to complete her discovery. It was a 
cold afternoon, and Conradin had been bidden to keep to the 
house. From the furthest window of the dining-room the door of 
the shed could just be seen beyond the corner of the shrubbery, 
and there Conradin stationed himself. He saw the Woman enter, 
and then he imagined her opening the door of the sacred hutch 
and peering down with her short-sighted eyes into the thick 
straw bed where his god lay hidden. Perhaps she would prod 
at the straw in her clumsy impatience. And Conradin fervently 
breathed his prayer for the last time. But he knew as he prayed 
that he did not believe. He knew that the Woman would come 
out presently with that pursed smile he loathed so well on her 
face, and that in an hour or two the gardener would carry away 
his wonderful god, a god no longer, but a simple brown ferret in 
a hutch. And he knew that the Woman would triumph always as 
she triumphed now, and that he would grow ever more sickly 
under her pestering and domineering and superior wisdom, till 
one day nothing would matter much more with him, and the 
doctor would be proved right. And in the sting and misery of his 
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Literary Treats!
Here are two of our favourite tales by world-reknown 
H. Munro (Saki) (1870-1916)  Enjoy!

SREDNI VASHTAR 
Conradin was ten years old, and the doctor had pronounced 
his professional opinion that the boy would not live another fi ve 
years. The doctor was silky and effete, and counted for little, 
but his opinion was endorsed by Mrs. de Ropp, who counted 
for nearly everything. Mrs. De Ropp was Conradin’s cousin and 
guardian, and in his eyes she represented those three-fi fths of 
the world that are necessary and disagreeable and real; the 
other two-fi fths, in perpetual antagonism to the foregoing, 
were summed up in himself and his imagination. One of these 
days Conradin supposed he would succumb to the mastering 
pressure of wearisome necessary things—such as illnesses 
and coddling restrictions and drawn-out dullness. Without his 
imagination, which was rampant under the spur of loneliness, 
he would have succumbed long ago. 
Mrs. de Ropp would never, in her honestest moments, have 
confessed to herself that she disliked Conradin, though she 
might have been dimly aware that thwarting him “for his 
good” was a duty which she did not fi nd particularly irksome. 
Conradin hated her with a desperate sincerity which he was 
perfectly able to mask. Such few pleasures as he could contrive 
for himself gained an added relish from the likelihood that they 
would be displeasing to his guardian, and from the realm of 
his imagination she was locked out—an unclean thing, which 
should fi nd no entrance. 
In the dull, cheerless garden, overlooked by so many windows 
that were ready to open with a message not to do this or that, or 
a reminder that medicines were due, he found little attraction. 
The few fruit-trees that it contained were set jealously apart from 
his plucking, as though they were rare specimens of their kind 
blooming in an arid waste; it would probably have been diffi cult 
to fi nd a market-gardener who would have offered ten shillings 
for their entire yearly produce. In a forgotten corner, however, 
almost hidden behind a dismal shrubbery, was a disused tool-
shed of respectable proportions, and within its walls Conradin 
found a haven, something that took on the varying aspects of 
a playroom and a cathedral. He had peopled it with a legion of 
familiar phantoms, evoked partly from fragments of history and 
partly from his own brain, but it also boasted two inmates of 
fl esh and blood. In one corner lived a ragged-plumaged Houdan 
hen, on which the boy lavished an affection that had scarcely 
another outlet. Further back in the gloom stood a large hutch, 
divided into two compartments, one of which was fronted with 
close iron bars. This was the abode of a large polecat-ferret, 
which a friendly butcher-boy had once smuggled, cage and 
all, into its present quarters, in exchange for a long-secreted 
hoard of small silver. Conradin was dreadfully afraid of the lithe, 
sharp-fanged beast, but it was his most treasured possession. 
Its very presence in the tool-shed was a secret and fearful joy, 
to be kept scrupulously from the knowledge of the Woman, as 
he privately dubbed his cousin. And one day, out of Heaven 
knows what material, he spun the beast a wonderful name, and 
from that moment it grew into a god and a religion. The Woman 
indulged in religion once a week at a church near by, and took 
Conradin with her, but to him the church service was an alien 
rite in the House of Rimmon. Every Thursday, in the dim and 
musty silence of the tool-shed, he worshipped with mystic and 
elaborate ceremonial before the wooden hutch where dwelt 
Sredni Vashtar, the great ferret. Red fl owers in their season and 
scarlet berries in the winter-time were offered at his shrine, 
for he was a god who laid some special stress on the fi erce 
impatient side of things, as opposed to the Woman’s religion, 
which, as far as Conradin could observe, went to great lengths in 
the contrary direction. And on great festivals powdered nutmeg 
was strewn in front of his hutch, an important feature of the 
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The younger girl tried to entertain herself and everyone else by 
starting to recite a poem. She only knew the fi rst line, but she 
used that as much as possible. She repeated the line over and 
over again in a dreamy but loud voice. The bachelor thought it 
seemed like someone had bet her she couldn’t say that same 
line two thousand times without stopping. Unfortunately for 
him, it seemed like she was going to win the bet.
“Come over here and listen to a story,” said the aunt, when the 
bachelor had given her two nasty looks and looked like he was 
going to call the train conductor.
The children moved over toward the aunt without any 
enthusiasm. They obviously did not think the aunt was a very 
good storyteller.
In a quiet voice that was often interrupted by loud questions 
from the children, the aunt started a not-so-interesting story 
about a Little girl who was good. Because she was so good, she 
made a lot of friends, and was fi nally saved from a wild bull by 
people who admired how good she was.
“Would they have saved her if she hadn’t been good?” 
demanded the older of the Little girls. That was exactly the 
question the bachelor wanted to ask.
“Well, yes,” answered the aunt lamely, “but I don’t think they 
would have run so fast to help her if they hadn’t liked her so 
much.”  “It’s the stupidest story I’ve ever heard,” said the older 
of the little girls. “I didn’t even listen after the fi rst part because 
it was so stupid,” said Cyril.
The younger girl didn’t comment on the story, but long before 
she had stopped listening and started repeating the line from 
the poem again. “You don’t seem to be a very good storyteller,” 
said the bachelor suddenly.
The aunt immediately got defensive at this unexpected attack. 
“It’s very diffi cult to tell stories that children will understand and 
enjoy,” she said stiffl y.
“I don’t agree with you,” said the bachelor. 
“Maybe you’d like to tell them a story,” the aunt shot back.
“Tell us a story!” demanded the older of the little girls.
“Once upon a time,” began the bachelor, “there was a little girl 
called Bertha, who was very, very good.”
The children’s temporary interest started fading immediately. 
To them, all stories seemed boring and the same, no matter 
who told them.
“She did everything she was told to do. She always told the 
truth and kept her clothes neat and clean. She ate food that was 
good for her instead of junk food and sweets, got good grades in 
school, and was polite to everyone.”
 “Was she pretty?” asked the older little girl.
“Not as pretty as any of you,” said the bachelor, “but she was 
horribly good.”
The children showed they liked this part of the story; the word 
horrible in connection with goodness was something new and 
they liked it. It seemed real and true, unlike the aunt’s stories 
about children.
“She was so good,” continued the bachelor, “that she won 
several medals for goodness, which she always wore, pinned 
to her dress. There was a medal for following rules, one for 
being on time, and one for general good behavior. They were 
large metal medals and they clicked against each other when 
she walked. No other child in her town had three medals, so 
everyone knew that she must be an extra good child.”
“Horribly good,” repeated Cyril.
“Everybody talked about how good she was, and the Prince of 
the country heard about it. He decided she was so good that he 
would let her walk once a week in his park just outside the town. 
It was a beautiful park, and no children had ever been allowed 
in it before. So it was a great honor for Bertha to be allowed to 
go there.” “Were there any sheep in the park?” demanded Cyril. 
“No,” said the bachelor, “there were no sheep.”  “Why weren’t 
there any sheep?” came the unavoidable question.
The aunt had a big smile on her face.
“There were no sheep in the park,” said the bachelor, “because 
the Prince’s mother had once had a dream that her son would 
either be killed by a sheep or by a clock falling on him. So the 
Prince never kept sheep in his park or a clock in his palace.”
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defeat, he began to chant loudly and defi antly the hymn of his 
threatened idol: 
Sredni Vashtar went forth,
His thoughts were red thoughts and his teeth were white.
His enemies called for peace, but he brought them death.
Sredni Vashtar the Beautiful.
And then of a sudden he stopped his chanting and drew closer 
to the window-pane. The door of the shed still stood ajar as 
it had been left, and the minutes were slipping by. They were 
long minutes, but they slipped by nevertheless. He watched the 
starlings running and fl ying in little parties across the lawn; he 
counted them over and over again, with one eye always on that 
swinging door. A sour-faced maid came in to lay the table for 
tea, and still Conradin stood and waited and watched. Hope had 
crept by inches into his heart, and now a look of triumph began 
to blaze in his eyes that had only known the wistful patience 
of defeat. Under his breath, with a furtive exultation, he began 
once again the paean of victory and devastation. And presently 
his eyes were rewarded: out through that doorway came a long, 
low, yellow-and-brown beast, with eyes a-blink at the waning 
daylight, and dark wet stains around the fur of jaws and throat. 
Conradin dropped on his knees. The great polecat-ferret made 
its way down to a small brook at the foot of the garden, drank 
for a moment, then crossed a little plank bridge and was lost 
to sight in the bushes. Such was the passing of Sredni Vashtar. 
“Tea is ready,” said the sour-faced maid; “where is the mistress?” 
“She went down to the shed some time ago,” said Conradin. 
And while the maid went to summon her mistress to tea, 
Conradin fi shed a toasting-fork out of the sideboard drawer 
and proceeded to toast himself a piece of bread. And during 
the toasting of it and the buttering of it with much butter and 
the slow enjoyment of eating it, Conradin listened to the noises 
and silences which fell in quick spasms beyond the dining-room 
door. The loud foolish screaming of the maid, the answering 
chorus of wondering ejaculations from the kitchen region, the 
scuttering footsteps and hurried embassies for outside help, 
and then, after a lull, the scared sobbings and the shuffl ing 
tread of those who bore a heavy burden into the house. 
“Whoever will break it to the poor child? I couldn’t for the life 
of me!” exclaimed a shrill voice. And while they debated the 
matter among themselves, Conradin made himself another 
piece of toast. 

THE STORYTELLER
It was a hot afternoon, and inside the train it was steamy. The 
next stop was Templecombe, which was almost an hour ahead. 
In one car of the train there were a little girl, an even younger
girl, and a little boy. Their aunt sat in a seat in the corner. In the 
opposite corner of the car was a bachelor who didn’t know 
them. The girls and the boy were all over the train car. The aunt 
kept telling the children “Don’t,” while the children kept asking 
her questions starting with “Why?”
The bachelor said nothing to them. “Don’t, Cyril, don’t!” 
exclaimed the aunt,a s the boy began hitting the seat cushions, 
making clouds of dust fl y up. “Come over here and look out the 
window.” Reluctantly, the boy went over to the window. “Why 
are they driving those sheep out of that fi eld?” he asked.
“I guess they are being taken to another fi eld that has more 
grass,” said the aunt weakly.
“But there’s lots of grass in that fi eld,” protested the boy. 
“There’s nothing but grass there. Aunt, there’s  lots of grass in 
that fi eld.” “Maybe the grass in the other fi eld is better,” the aunt 
suggested foolishly.
“Why is it better?” came the quick, obvious question.
“Oh, look at those cows!” exclaimed the aunt. Almost every 
fi eld they passed was full of cows and bulls, but she acted like 
it was an unusual thing. “Why is the grass in the other fi eld 
better?” Cyril kept at her. The frown on the bachelor’s face was 
deepening into a scowl. The aunt saw him and decided he was a 
mean, unfriendly man. And she couldn’t come up with any good 
explanation for the little boy about the grass in the fi eld. 



The aunt gasped in admiration at how well the bachelor had 
answered the question.
“Was the Prince killed by a sheep or a clock?” asked Cyril.
“He is still alive, so we don’t know if the dream will come true,” 
said the bachelor.
“Anyway, there were no sheep in the park, but there were lots of 
little pigs running all over the place.”
“What color were they?”
“Black with white faces, white with black spots, black all over, 
gray with white patches,
and some were white all over.”
The storyteller stopped to let the children imagine all of the 
great things about the park, and then started again: “Bertha 
was sad to fi nd that there were no fl owers in the park. With tears 
in her eyes she had promised her aunts that she wouldn’t pick 
any of the fl owers. She wanted to keep her promise, and it made 
her feel silly that there weren’t any fl owers to pick.”
“Why weren’t there any fl owers?”
“Because the pigs had eaten all of them,” said the bachelor right 
away. “The gardeners told the Prince he couldn’t have both pigs 
and fl owers, so he decided to keep the pigs and forget the fl owers.”
The children were all happy with the Prince’s choice; so many 
people would have picked the fl owers over the pigs.
“There were lots of other fun things in the park. There were 
ponds with gold, blue, and green fi sh in them, and trees with 
beautiful talking parrots, and hummingbirds that could hum 
popular music. Bertha walked around and totally enjoyed 
herself. She thought, ‘If I weren’t so very good, they wouldn’t 
have let me come to this beautiful park and enjoy everything in 
it.’ Her three medals clinked against each other as she walked 
and again reminded her how good she was. But then a very big 
wolf came into the park to hunt for a fat little pig for its supper.”
“What color was it?” asked the children, who were now very 
interested in the story.
“Mud colored all over, with a black tongue and fi erce pale gray 
eyes. The fi rst thing it saw in the park was Bertha. Her white 
dress was so spotlessly white and clean that you could see it 
from far away. Bertha saw the wolf creeping toward her, and 
she wished she had never been invited to the park. She ran as 
fast as she could, but the wolf came after her with huge leaps 
and bounds. She managed to reach some bushes and she hid 
in them. The wolf sniffed the bushes and she could see its black 
tongue hanging out of its mouth and its angry gray eyes. Bertha 
was very scared, and thought, ‘If I had not been so very
good, I would be safe back in town right now.’ 
“However, the smell of the bushes was so strong and the 
branches were so thick that the wolf couldn’t smell or see 
Bertha, so it decided to go catch a pig instead. Bertha was so 
scared of the wolf that she was shaking and her medals for 
goodness started clinking together. The wolf was just moving 
away when it heard the medals clinking and stopped to listen. 
When they clinked again in a bush near him, it dove into
the bush with its gray eyes shining fi ercely. It dragged Bertha 
out and ate her all up. All that was left were her shoes, pieces of 
clothing, and the three medals for goodness.”
“Were any of the pigs killed?”
“No, they all escaped.”
“The story started badly,” said the younger girl, “but it had a 
beautiful ending.”
“It is the most beautiful story I have ever heard,” said the older 
little girl seriously.
“It is the only beautiful story I have ever heard,” said Cyril.
The aunt disagreed. “That is an inappropriate story to tell young 
children! You will undo years of careful teaching.”
“Anyway,” said the bachelor, getting his stuff together so he 
could get off the train. “I kept them quiet for ten minutes, which 
was more than you could do.”
“Poor woman!” he thought to himself as he walked down the 
platform of Templecombe station. “For the next six months 
those children will beg her in public for an inappropriate story!”
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A Birthday 
My heart is like a singing bird 

Whose nest is in a water’d shoot; 
My heart is like an apple-tree 

Whose boughs are bent with thick-set fruit; 
My heart is like a rainbow shell 
That paddles in a halcyon sea; 

My heart is gladder than all these, 
Because my love is come to me.

Raise me a daïs of silk and down; 
Hang it with vair and purple dyes; 

Carve it in doves and pomegranates, 
And peacocks with a hundred eyes; 

Work it in gold and silver grapes, 
In leaves and silver fl eurs-de-lys; 
Because the birthday of my life 
Is come, my love is come to me. 

Christina Rossetti 

� e Woodspurge
The wind fl app’d loose, the wind was still,

Shaken out dead from tree and hill:
I had walk’d on at the wind’s will,
I sat now, for the wind was still.

Between my knees my forehead was,
My lips, drawn in, said not Alas!
My hair was over in the grass,

My naked ears heard the day pass.

My eyes, wide open, had the run
Of some ten weeds to fi x upon;

Among those few, out of the sun,
The woodspurge fl ower’d, three cups in one.

From perfect grief there need not be
Wisdom or even memory:

One thing then learnt remains to me,
The woodspurge has a cup of three. 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti
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Marianella

Keila

María

Abigail

Maia

Vanesa

Marcelo

Azul Belén

Agustín Fernando

Facundo

Ian
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Words are made up of fragments. In Grammar, a fragment 
is called a “morpheme”. So when one reads the word 
“unhappily”, one is able to consider it fragmentarily and 
thus chop up the word to disentangle its morphemes. 
The result of the “word vivisection” is that we get the 
prefi x “un” of negative denotation, then the adjective 
“happy”, called free morpheme because it might show 
up in a sentence without the need of other morphemes, 
and fi nally an ending suffi x, namely, “ly”, which is there 
to change the category of the word from an adjective to 
an adverb.  The result of this frankesteinian operation is 
that we can tell about the origins of the word and thusly 
make good use of it.
But when one is confronted with the word “Christmas”, 
then one is more at a loss and tends to become hesitant 
with regard to the place where to chop. Necessarily, one 
is inclined to consider “Christ” as a free morpheme, 
owing to the crystal clear fact that such is the name 
of the prophet in all Christian religions. If one is aware 
that the word in front of us is one referring to the 
birth of such person, the more likely is one to go for 
the incision in “Christ”. But then one is left with the 
remaining “mas”, which one cannot identify as a suffi x. 
The “word surgeon” knows “Christmas” is a noun, and 
therefore aims to fi nd a noun ending for the word, 

Did you know?
CHRISTMAS

yet realizes that “mas” is no possible suffi x for such 
category.  The expectation resides in “ment”, as is the 
case of “enjoyment” or “hood” as is that of “childhood” 
or maybe “ty” as would be suitable in “cruelty” but no 
“mas” is capable of attaching itself to a word and make 
a noun out of it. So, the alternative left to the “word 
surgeon” is to think of a compound, that is, a word made 
up of two. And the assumption turns out to be correct. 
The word “Christmas” comes from the Old English 
version “Cristesmaesse”, which means Christ’s mass.  
So the word attached to the proper name is another 
noun meaning a religious ceremony. As the word has 
lost an “s” one does not immediately identify it with the 
noun, and as it has a fi nal position one is verily inclined 
to think of it as a suffi x. Yet the word comes from a noun 
phrase, made of a proper name in the genitive case (the 
possessive) and a noun. 
Christmas is a moment, a time, and the mass is a 
moment and a time too. This particular time of year is 
supposedly devoted to the birth of Christ, but if one is 
not religious, one can think of it as a time to celebrate 
birth in general. We started this text considering the 
fragments of language, we might conclude it pondering 
on the gathering of people around a common feeling of 
new life, giving and merriment.



1. In Justin Bieber’s song for the film “Arthur 
Christmas”, who is coming to town?

2. What’s the name of the evil green monster who wants to 
ruin Christmas?

3. What magic train takes children in pajamas to the North 
Pole to see Santa?

4. In the film “Love Actually” (Realmente amor) there is 
a song whose famous line goes “All  I want for Christmas 

……… ………………”
5. The main character in “A Christmas Carol” is a mean old 

man called…
6. “Arthur Christmas” (Operación regalo) includes an 

event in which Santa mistakes a city in Argentina for one in 
England. What city is it?
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1. SANTA CLAUS  2. GRINCH 3. POLAR EXPRESS 4. IS YOU 5. SCROOGE 6. TRELEW 7. NIGHTMARES  8. JACK 9. WHAT’S THIS?

_ _ _ _ _     _ _ _ _
_ _ _ _ _

_ _ _ _     _ _ _ _ _ _ _

_ _ _ _ _   _ _ _ _
_   _ _  

_ _ _ _    _ _ _ _

_   _ _ _
_ _ _ _ _ _
_ _ _ _ _

7. In the film “Rise of the Guardians” (El origen de 
los guardianes), the bad guy (Pitch Black) makes 

children have horrible n………. 
8. What’s the name of the king of Halloween who 

falls on Christmas by mistake?
9. What question does 8) make with a song when 

he lands on Christmas?


