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LVA - Mythes et Héros

• Meet the real life Avengers: Masked vigilantes patrol US cities by Kara 
O'Neill, mirror.co.uk , 11 March 2015.

M o s t o f u s h a v e h e a r d o f a
neighbourhood watch - but this man is
taking his citizen's duties to the next level.
Five nights a week, Phoenix Jones
dresses in a superhero outfit of his own
invention to chase car thieves, break up
bar fights and change the tyres of
stranded strangers in Seattle. And he's
not the only one as around 200 real-life
superheroes currently patrol America's
streets, looking for wrongs to right.
There's DC's Guardian, in Washington,
who wears a full-bod stars-and-stripes
outfit and wanders the troubled areas
behind the Capitol building. Then there's
RazorHawk, from Minneapolis, who was a
pro wrestler for fifteen years before joining the Real Life Super Hero movement.
And not forgetting New York City's Dark Guardian, who specializes in chasing
pot dealers out of Washington Square Park by creeping up to them, shining a
light in their eyes, and yelling, "This is a drug-free park!" Most undertake
basically safe community work - helping the homeless and telling kids to stay off
drugs . They're regular men with jobs and families and responsibilities who
somehow have enough energy at the end of the day to journey into America's
neediest neighbourhoods to do what they can. But what does being an urban
crimefighter involve and why do the 'real-life superheroes' feel a need to put their
lives at risk?Phoenix explained: "We are basically a citizen eye witness group. If
we see a crime, we run to the victim, see if they want to press charges, at that
point we'll go after the bad guy, catch him, and either hold them in position or
dial 911 and wait until the cops arrive." They are ordinary me in extraordinary
costumes and they have risen from the ashes of our troubled republic to ensure
the safety of their fellow citizens. "When I see someone being a victim of crime,
I'm not just going to watch it," he adds. His side-kick and wife Purple Reign
emphasises that they are definitely not vigilantes and have lawyers who instruct
them on how to intervene in a crime legally. Purple Reign said: "The police have
seen how we are not out there breaking the law or hurting people, we're helping
victims and we're capturing video evidence." Phoenix uploaded clips of the
vigilantes' brave work to his YouTube channel , and the short videos have now
topped over 800,000 views.
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• Supergran? No, I'm just a mad old woman with a handbag, 
says Ann, who foiled an armed gang, by Natasha Courtenay-
Smith
Daily Mail.co.uk, 15 December 2011 

' As a little girl, whenever I came home, and told my mum about my day,
or mentioned something I’d said to someone, she’d say: “Oh Ann, you
get too involved”.’
So what, then, would her mother, who died several years ago, have
made of the events of the past week?’ ‘She’d be looking down and
saying: “That’s my girl!” She’d probably be laughing her head off,’ says
Ann. ‘But she’d definitely say that this time I’d gone too far.’ 

Today, speaking exclusively to the Daily Mail, Ann, the 71-year-old
grandmother who this week became a national heroine and was -
immediately dubbed Supergran on several newspaper front pages,
leaps nimbly to her feet in her kitchen to re-enact the moment she
launched into action.

The handbag in question is surprisingly lightweight, made of a flimsy canvas, and Ann explains 
how it can be folded into itself until it is the size of a small purse. On Monday, it contained only 
Ann’s purse and a newspaper. She demonstrates how she wrapped its handles tightly around her 
wrist before clasping its neck with both hands as she launched into her assault.

‘I was just standing in the street talking to a lady when I heard this 
revving sound and saw what I thought was a group of boys 
attacking another lad,’ says Ann, swinging the bag around the 
kitchen with some elan. People keep saying I sprinted up to the 
robbers, but I can’t sprint, my knees are too wobbly. 
‘The only reason I could do it at all was because that morning I’d 
put support bandages on both my legs in preparation for my 
afternoon dancing class.
I was shouting: “Stop it, stop it”, and then, when one of them 

tumbled over, I shouted to all the people standing there: “Sit on him, sit on him!” ‘I missed as many 
as I hit!'

‘When someone took the helmet off the lad we’d restrained, I couldn’t believe how young 
he was — and he looked terrified. He was just a boy. I thought of my own son at that age, and it 
made me realise how much things have changed in this country. 

‘A few decades ago, young men respected their elders. Yet one of these lads had even 
raised his hammer at me. If he hadn’t realised he was about to whack an old woman, I hate to think
what he could have done to me.
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• Document personnel: Man Is Rescued by Stranger on Subway Tracks, by 
Cara Buckley, NewYork Times,  January 3, 2007.

Would you jump onto the subway tracks to save a stranger?
Who has ridden along New York’s 656 miles of subway lines
and not wondered: “What if I fell to the tracks as a train came
in? What would I do?”
And who has not thought: “What if someone else fell? Would I
jump to the rescue?”

Wesley Autrey, a 50-year-old construction worker and Navy
veteran, faced both those questions in a flashing instant
yesterday, and got his answers almost as quickly.
Mr. Autrey was waiting for the downtown local at 137th Street and Broadway in Manhattan 
around 12:45 p.m. He was taking his two daughters, Syshe, 4, and Shuqui, 6, home before 
work.
Nearby, a man collapsed, his body convulsing. Mr. Autrey and two women rushed to help, he 

said. The man, Cameron Hollopeter, 20, managed to get up, 
but then stumbled to the platform edge and fell to the tracks, 
between the two rails.
The headlights of the No. 1 train appeared. “I had to make a 
split decision,” Mr. Autrey said.
So he made one, and leapt.

Mr. Autrey lay on Mr. Hollopeter, his heart pounding, pressing
him down in a space roughly a foot deep. The train’s brakes 
screeched, but it could not stop in time.
Five cars rolled overhead before the train stopped, the cars 
passing inches from his head, smudging his blue knit cap 
with grease. Mr. Autrey heard onlookers’ screams. “We’re 
O.K. down here,” he yelled, “but I’ve got two daughters up 
there. Let them know their father’s O.K.” He heard cries of 
wonder, and applause. 

Power was cut, and workers got them out. Mr. Hollopeter, a 
student at the New York Film Academy, was taken to St. 

Luke’s-Roosevelt Hospital Center. He had only bumps and bruises, said his grandfather, Jeff 
Friedman. The police said it appeared that Mr. Hollopeter had suffered a seizure.

Mr. Autrey refused medical help, because, he said, nothing was wrong. He did visit Mr. 
Hollopeter in the hospital before heading to his night shift. “I don’t feel like I did something 
spectacular; I just saw someone who needed help,” Mr. Autrey said. “I did what I felt was right.”
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• Parents create baby to save sister. Parents' 'donor' baby raises ethical 
worries. Special report: the ethics of genetics by Julian Borger and James 
Meek, Wednesday 4 October 2000 

Doctors have used genetic screening to select a test-tube baby with precisely the right
cells for him to act as a donor to his seriously ill older sister. 
The case, the first of its kind to come to light, is certain to open a fierce debate on the
ethics of designing babies with specific genetic traits. 
The procedure, based on a selective form of in vitro fertilisation, could save the life of
the six-year-old girl, who is suffering from a rare inherited disorder called Fanconi
anaemia, which stops cell production in the bone marrow. But it has raised the fear that
the technique could be extended to enable parents to "design" children with a variety of
genetic traits. 
Researchers in the rapidly developing genetic sciences say they believe there have
been several similar cases which have not been made public. 
Many couples with children with inherited diseases face the dilemma of deciding
whether to have more babies, knowing that they too could also be born with the
disorder. Some have conceived only to abort the foetus as soon as they discovered that
it shared the defective genes. In vitro selection offers a less traumatic alternative. 
Adam Nash, the baby at the centre of the case reported yesterday, was born on August
29. At his birth, doctors collected cells from his umbilical cord, which were then infused
into his elder sister, Molly. 
Fanconi anaemia is universally fatal without a transplant, but Molly is now said to have a
85-90% chance of recovering. 
Their parents, Lisa and Jack Nash, had a 25% chance of passing on the Fanconi gene
to any new child and were afraid of conceiving normally. So they made use of a new
technique called pre-implantation genetic diagnosis. 
Twelve embryos were created by standard in vitro fertilisation and single cells were
taken from each of them to test for the Fanconi gene, as well as other measures of
compatibility with Molly. Two of the embryos was found to have both these attributes
and one of those was considered healthy enough to transfer to Lisa Nash's uterus. 
Mrs Nash said she had decided to publicise her case because it would help other
couples facing the same problem. 
"We just wanted people to know that the technology was out there," she said. 
Dr Paul Veys, a bone marrow transplant specialist at Great Ormond Street children's
hospital in London, said he believed the Illinois case was a rare instance in which
designing a child to be a donor was ethically justified. 
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• Extract from Frankenstein or The Modern Prometheus, by Mary W. Shelley, 1818.

One stormy night, after months of labor, Victor completes his creation. But when he brings it to life, he is
more than disappointed. 
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It was on a dreary night of November that I beheld* the accomplishment of my toils*. With an anxiety
that almost amounted to agony, I collected the instruments of life around me, that I might infuse a
spark of being into the lifeless thing that lay at my feet. It was already one in the morning; the rain
pattered dismally against the panes, and my candle was nearly burnt out, when, by the glimmer of the
half-extinguished light, I saw the dull yellow eye of the creature open; it breathed hard, and a
convulsive motion agitated its limbs. 
How can I describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how delineate the wretch* whom with such
infinite pains and care I had endeavoured to form? His limbs were in proportion, and I had selected
his features as beautiful. Beautiful! Great God! His yellow skin scarcely covered the work of muscles
and arteries beneath; his hair was of a lustrous black, and flowing; his teeth of a pearly whiteness; but
these luxuriances only formed a more horrid contrast with his watery eyes, that seemed almost of the
same colour as the dun-white sockets* in which they were set, his shrivelled complexion* and straight
black lips. 
(...) I had desired it with an ardour that far exceeded moderation; but now that I had finished, the
beauty of the dream vanished*, and breathless horror and disgust filled my heart. Unable to endure
the aspect of the being I had created, I rushed out of the room and continued a long time traversing
my bed-chamber, unable to compose my mind to sleep. (…) But it was in vain; I slept, indeed, but I
was disturbed by the wildest dreams. (…)  I started from my sleep with horror; a cold dew covered my
forehead, my teeth chattered*, and every limb became convulsed; when, by the dim and yellow light
of the moon, as it forced its way through the window shutters*, I beheld the wretch—the miserable
monster whom I had created. He held up the curtain of the bed; and his eyes, if eyes they may be
called, were fixed on me. His jaws* opened, and he muttered some inarticulate sounds, while a grin
wrinkled his cheeks. He might have spoken, but I did not hear; one hand was stretched out, seemingly
to detain me, but I escaped and rushed downstairs. I took refuge in the courtyard belonging to the
house which I inhabited, where I remained during the rest of the night, walking up and down in the
greatest agitation, listening attentively, catching and fearing each sound as if it were to announce the
approach of the demoniacal corpse* to which I had so miserably given life. 

* beheld: saw 
* toils: great efforts
* wretch: poor devil
* eye sockets: orbites  
* complexion: teint  

* vanished: disappeared  
* chattered: claquaient  
* shutters: volets 
* jaws: mâchoires 
* corpse: cadavre 



Calaimady Raynal– Lycée Municipal D'Adultes 
BACCALAUREAT ANGLAIS SESSION 2016 – LVA & LELE  

    LVA -  L'Idée de Progrès 

• Designer babies, cartoon by Toles, http://futurebabies.weebly.com/designer-
babies.html
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• Extract from HG Wells, The Time Machine, 1895
In this narrative, a Time Traveller tests his device with a journey that takes 
him to A.D. 802,701, where he meets the Elois who embody a vision of men 
in the future. 

In another moment we were standing face to face, I and this fragile thing out of futurity.

He came straight up to me and laughed into my eyes. The absence from his bearing of

any sign of fear struck me at once. Then he turned to the two others who were following

him and spoke to them in a strange and very sweet and liquid tongue.

There were others coming, and presently a little group of perhaps eight or ten of these

exquisite creatures were about me. One of them addressed me. It came into my head,

oddly enough, that my voice was too harsh and deep for them. So I shook my head,

and, pointing to my ears, shook it again. He came a step forward, hesitated, and then

touched my hand. Then I felt other soft little tentacles upon my back and shoulders.

They wanted to make sure I was real. There was nothing in this at all alarming. Indeed,

there was something in these pretty little people that inspired confidence -- a graceful

gentleness, a certain childlike ease. And besides, they looked so frail that I could fancy

myself flinging the whole dozen of them about like nine-pins. But I made a sudden

motion to warn them when I saw their little pink hands feeling at the Time Machine.

Happily then, when it was not too late, I thought of a danger I had hitherto forgotten, and

reaching over the bars of the machine I unscrewed the little levers that would set it in

motion, and put these in my pocket. Then I turned again to see what I could do in the

way of communication.

And then, looking more nearly into their features, I saw some further peculiarities in their

Dresden-china type of prettiness. Their hair, which was uniformly curly, came to a sharp

end at the neck and cheek; there was not the faintest suggestion of it on the face, and

their ears were singularly minute. The mouths were small, with bright red, rather thin

lips, and the little chins ran to a point. The eyes were large and mild; and -- this may

seem egotism on my part -- I was surprised even that there was a certain lack of the

interest I might have expected in them.
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• Orson Welles, 'The Panic Broadcast', 1938. 

Shortly after 8 p.m. on the Halloween Eve, 1938, the voice of a panicked radio 
announcer broke in with a news bulletin reporting strange explosions taking place
on the planet Mars, followed minutes later by a report that Martians had landed in
the tiny town of Grovers Mill, New Jersey. Although most listeners understood 
that the program was a radio drama, the next day's headlines reported that 
thousands of others plunged into panic, convinced that America was under a 
deadly Martian attack. It turned out to be H.G. Wells' classic The War of the 
Worlds, performed by 23-year-old Orson Welles.

http://www.pbs.org/wgbh/americanexperience/films/worlds/
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• Document personnel: Sci-Fi films scenes. 

Minority Report by Spielberg, 2002. https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BmSarhudhiY

Metropolis by Fritz Lang, 1927.  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dvd18-s8_ys
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LELE - Voyage, parcours initiatique, exil.

• Extract from Lord of the Flies by William Golding, 1954. 

After a plane crash, a group of English school boys are the sole survivors on an inhabited island. War 
wages on in the outside world but on he island, Ralph is in charge of a meeting where they need to 
decide what to do about beasts that scare younger boys.

The assembly was shaken as by a wind.
“There‟s too much talking out of turn,” Ralph said, 
“because we can‟t have proper assemblies if you 
don‟t stick to
the rules.”
He stopped again. The careful plan of this 
assembly had broken down.
“What d‟you want me to say then? I was wrong to 
call this assembly so late. Well have a vote on 
them; on ghosts I
mean; and then go to the shelters because we‟re 
all tired. No-Jack is it?-wait a minute. I‟ll say here 
and now that I
don t believe in ghosts. Or I don‟t think I do. But I 
don‟t like the thought of them. Not now that is, in 
the dark. But
we were going to decide what‟s what.”
He raised the conch for a moment
“Very well then. I suppose what‟s what is whether 
there are ghosts or not-”
He thought for a moment, formulating the 
question.
“Who thinks there may be ghosts?”
For a long time there was silence and no apparent
movement. Then Ralph peered into the gloom and
made out
the hands. He spoke flatly.
“I see.”
The world, that understandable and lawful world, 
was slipping away. Once there was this and that; 
and now-and
the ship had gone.
The conch was snatched from his hands and 
Piggy‟s voice shrilled.
“I didn‟t vote for no ghosts!”
He whirled round on the assembly.

“Remember that, all of you!”
They heard him stamp.
“What are we? Humans? Or animals? Or 
savages? What‟s grownups going to think? Going
off-hunting pigs-letting
fires out-and now!”
A shadow fronted him tempestuously.
“You shut up, you fat slug!‟
There was a moment‟s struggle and the 
glimmering conch jigged up and down. Ralph 
leapt to his feet.
“Jack! Jack! You haven‟t got the conch! Let him 
speak.”
Jack‟s face swam near him.
“And you shut up! Who are you, anyway? Sitting 
there telling people what to do. You cant hunt, 
you can‟t sing-”
“I‟m chief. I was chosen.”
“Why should choosing make any difference? Just 
giving orders that don‟t make any sense-”
“Piggy‟s got the conch.”
That‟s right-favor Piggy as you always do-”
“Jack!”
“Jack‟s voice sounded in bitter mimicry.
“Jack! Jack!”
“The rules!” shouted Ralph. “You‟re breaking the 
rules!”
“Who cares?”
Ralph summoned his wits.
“Because the rules are the only thing we‟ve got!”
But Jack was shouting against him.
“Bollocks to the rules! We‟re strong-we hunt! If 
there‟s a beast, we‟ll hunt it down! Well close in 
and beat and
beat and beat-!”
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LELE - Voyage, parcours initiatique, exil.

• Extract from Coral Island by R. M/ Ballantyne, 1858.
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LELE - Voyage, parcours initiatique, exil.

• Document personnel: Why do Writers treasure islands?, by Ben Myers 
TheGuardian.com, May 2011.  
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Islands occupy a significant space in literature. They are more than scenic
locations; they are literary devices whose natural boundaries help shape and
contain narratives. Fictional islands exist as either lost paradises where poetry
and contemplation happen, or places where law breaks down and conventional
morality gets tested. Think of HG Wells's The Island of Dr Moreau, The Lord of
the Flies, Shakespeare's The Tempest – or even Alex Garland's The Beach.
Combined, these books gesture towards the the truth that underpins the draw of
islands and their recurrence in literature: they offer the ultimate plausible fantasy
location (obliquely backed up by a survey conducted by Psychology Today in the
1990s, where islands were deemed the most highly rated setting for men's sexual
fantasies).
It is not until Robinson Crusoe climbs the mountain and realises that he is entirely
surrounded by water that the true horror of his situation becomes apparent and
his endurance test truly begins. For Daniel Defoe's protagonist, it is not the
physical hardships that are the greatest threat, but the psychological trauma
inflicted by his isolation. And the smaller the island, of course, the greater that
sense of entrapment. The sense of oppression wouldn't be quite the same if the
island was, say, mainland Britain (the ninth largest island in the world; discounting
entire continents, Greenland is the biggest). Surrounded by the sea, happily cut
off from the clamour of the mainland and with the drama of nature and the
elements around them, her characters are never bored: they look inward and
close-up, and operate at their own pace. As the world gets smaller the literary
significance of remote islands has changed. Once they were prisons for
shipwrecked sailors or, in the case of the 1812 novel The Swiss Family Robinson,
a device through which to explore Christian family values. But now that nowhere
in the world is beyond reach, the solitude of island living becomes a prized
commodity. In 2009 an advertised position for the job of caretaker on an
Australian tropical island received 35,000 applicants. Perhaps as life gets noisier,
more crowded and more urban, the symbolic significance of islands is merely
strengthened. Their remoteness becomes increasingly appealing and the sense
of distance from mainstream society allows a unique space in which to tell a
ripping yarn, both old or new.
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