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The Trouble with Prince Charming
he trouble with Prince Charming is that he didn’t
turn out a bit how 1 expected. I'll set the scene:

“25 years ago, I'm sweeping the floor quite happily in my
little old step-mother’s kitchen. I could have gone to the
Ball, but tickets were a bit pricey, so I thought, “Why
bother?” Suddenly, this woman calling herself ‘The Fairy
Godmother’ appears on a patch that I've just cleaned! As
you can imagine, I'm not best pleased, but that’s life, so 1
ask her what she wants. She tells me she could give me a
free ticket to the Ball, and some snazzy gear, so I accept.
20 minutes, a flash, and a lot of smoke later, I'm at the
Ball and this gorgeous looking bloke is asking me to
dance! We dance until 12.00 when the stupid ‘Fairy
Godmother’ tells me I should go home because the
‘magic’ will wear off.”

As you can tell, I'd had a strange evening already, but
the next day I discovered that I'd lost a shoe. Since they
were free, I decided not to worry, but just after lunch,
Prince Charming appeared at the door with my shoe. He
told me that whoever the shoe fitted would marry him. 1
tried the shoe on, and of course, it fitted. I married the
prince the next day, and he was crowned king a week after
that. He was all nice and caring before he became king,
but he totally changed after his coronation. It was France
this and Africa that, don’t forget lunch with | F Kennedy
tomorrow, sorry dear, I can’t have dinner with you, I'm
meeting Beethoven! It all got too much for me in the end,
so [ asked for a divorce. As you can imagine, it was all over
the papers. I received millions of letters telling me how
stupid [ was, how lucky and so on.

After the divorce, I was a bit depressed, but I had loads
of money that the prince had given me, so I bought a
house in South France (Nice) and decided to take VERY
early retirement! After I'd lived there for about 6 years, |
met a man called Peter Lovejoy. We got on well, as we
both loved animals, and I helped him to invest in a zoo.
We have gradually built up the zoo, and we now own over
300 animals, from termites and a flea circus, to clephants
and hippopotamuses. These days life is busy, but
enjoyable.

The other day, I had an unexpected visit from a strange
man that at first sight looked like an old tramp. After close
inspection, I discovered he had familiar eyes. Then I
realised, it was Prince Charming! He tells me that when
we got divorced, women surrounded the castle, so he had
to be rescued by helicopter, and taken to Germany. He
has spent the last 20 years touring Europe in various
disguises with various identities. I invited him to live with
us, and he is going to help out in the zoo. All this just goes
to show, things aren’t always going to turn out how you
expect!

Sarah Cockett, 40

Welcome to the Class of 2000

Here are my tips of the future

Don’t just have one friend, have loads

Make sure you love your brothers and sisters
at least once in your life

for your parents’ sake

if no-one else

Sleep in till four one day just for the fun of it.
But on the other hand wake up at 3am as well

Work at school or you'll regret it when you leave

Go for your choice of career and don’t let anyone tell you,
you won't

When you're old and wrinkly don’t worry
and do something out of the ordinary

just once.

One day of your life spend the whole day
sitting on the sofa
while stuffing yourselt with chocolate

Trust me, you'll feel wonderful afterwards

The day after do as much exercise as you possibly can and
then it won’t have made a difference.

Now listen to these tips and your life will be one great trip

Trust me, listen and observe
Natasha Conn, ITIM2
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A Day in the Life of a Farmer’s Wife —
Normandy

oday I wake up with the thought of summer as my

favourite time of year has come around again. As I get
up I know I have a busy day ahead as my husband has the
flu’.

First I must feed the chickens and let them run about
outside the house which I am in the middle of doing up.
Next I must get the children out of bed and get them
ready to take them to the church so the school bus can
pick them up as we live so far away from the village.

On the way back I must pop into the market to get
some [ruit and vegetables as tonight I am going to cook
some wonderful soup with fresh home made bread which
I must bake when I get home. After I have made bread I
must start the farm’s accounts as the tax man will be
coming around soon, then I think I will walk down to our
little vineyard to check our crop of grapes to see if the
grapes are ready for harvesting. We make both red and
white wine and we sell it in the fair in the village. It is very
popular and we always get orders for more.

On the way back from the vineyard I shall walk through
the fields and pick some wonderful wild flowers for the
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house. I love flowers as they make me feel so happy and
the wonderful colours they have. Once I have picked the
flowers I think 1 will walk through the cow fields and see
if my favourite cow “Daisy” is ready to be milked. She is so
lovely with her dark fur and wonderful blue eyes which
show so much feeling. Once she is milked I shall turn her
wonderful creamy milk into cheese and butter for the
bread I shall make to go with dinner.

Next I have to walk the dogs which are old and still
lovely and cuddly. Then at about four I have to pick the
children up and ask how their day was. I bet they will
answer it was alright and it was okay or sometimes even
they say it was boring. On the way home I have to pick up
my husband’s pills.

When we arrive home the children go up to their
rooms and start their homework. While they are doing
their homework I will start the dinner and lay the table.
Where shall we eat? Inside or outside, I do not know. It
depends how the weather is. Once dinner is over I will sit
in the garden and read the paper until the sun goes down
behind the hills. Then [ will go down to the house and put
the children to bed.

Laura Gibbons, 3M2

Fiona
Hunt,
3rd form
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The smell of lavender: France

woke this morning to the smell of lavender, wafting

from the freshly changed linen on my bed. Pierre was
already up and gone, and the sun from the window cast its
pattern on the already made side of his bed. I was not
surprised as this was a regular occurrence, although I was
normally disturbed by his waking.

I got up and pulled aside the light floral curtain and
spent a moment or two looking over the farm at the
distant poppies dancing in the crisp morning air. Down
below the sound of the farmyard reminded me of my
morning duties. For I had to tend to the cows who were
mooing expectantly. Louise, my youngest down below
struggled to move the heavy metal pan of chicken feed
across the yard. Her muddy Wellies four sizes too big,
under her cleanly pressed school dress, immediately
made me groan. More washing!!

Once downstairs I laid the table for breakfast, hot
steamy coffee and croissants. One by one the children
came and joined me, their cheeks already glowing in the
early morning heat. As usual I left with a trail of muddy
boots and coats along the hall, but I did not complain, T
was not in the mood. Complaining was always a bad start
to the day.

Once I had packed them off to school and walked them
down to the bus at the end of the road, I could relax, well
to a certain extent. When I returned to the kitchen Pierre
was at the table half a croissant balanced precariously on
the side of his reheated coffee, his head buried in
yesterday’s newspaper. We always seemed to be a day
behind with the world’s goings on! I joined him for a few
moments while I finished my now cold coffee! “Waste not
want not,” my mother used to remind me every meal time
as a girl. I then cleared up around him while he read out
any news that might chance to be of interest to me.
However, this morning I found it all particularly boring
and nothing he read interested me in the slightest, as [
was keen to get on with my early morning chores. I flicked
briefly through the generally blank diary (we are not
particularly sociable people), and it was a good job I did
as I had forgotten to expect Julie for elevenses, and to
collect her weekly supply of eggs, milk and butter. I
groaned silently to myself as I knew her coming would not

Katerina Soumilova, Transition
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be a short affair and was likely to interrupt the whole of
the day’s well scheduled activities. I chose not to see my
whole life as a dull monotonous cycle, although it
sometimes felt that way but more as a well planned and
developed weekly time table.

Stepping outside the air was surprisingly fresh and
there was a pleasant breeze, which made a change to the
normally humid haze. I was extremely surprised to see
that the cows were already in the barn hungrily chewing
on the cud, waiting to be milked. The milk this morning
was creamy and frothed around the inside of the cold
metal churn. It was a pleasant comfort to sit with my neck
leaning against the warm heaving side of our brown diary
cows as they breathed heavily in the morning air. Moving
the full and creamy churn of creamy milk a hundred
vards from the barn to the dairy was this morning to prove
unusually difficult. However, I treated this as a good sign,
the more butter the better.

Once in the dairy having walked the churn across the
vard and lifted it up the shallow worn step onto the cold
tiled tloor of the dairy, I set to work churning the milk.
The more I could get done before Julie’s arrival the
better. 1 was just at the critical stage of separating the
curds from the whey, when Julie’s plump rosy face
appeared around the door. Wiping my hands down my
apron, I got up and unlatched the door, and she came in
and plonked herself on a stool in the corner.

I apologised for my lack of hospitality and continued to
pat the butter in the two large creamy yellow blocks,
which I lined upon the side, while she spoke. As usual she
came bearing goods for the kids, and she placed a basket
of her finest home made cakes and biscuits in a pile in the
corner. I smiled gratefully, glancing up momentarily from
my work.

After about three minutes Julie was restless and bored
and insisted on helping stamp the fresh pats of butter
with the family crest, which was done in a particularly
brutal manner, which was noticed by the kids at supper,
that evening, as they gasped horrified at the deep
irregular ruts in the butter’s surface. I laughed.

Ellen Grist, IIIM2
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Oil painting by Laura Muzzall, UVI



























