
The Pear Affair  

Stuck at home?  Long to discover somewhere new? Then come on a 

journey with Judith Eagle to Paris!  Pack your bags, gather your maps 

and explore the world of The Pear Affair, both above and below ground! 

About the book 

When Nell Magnificent gets the chance to travel to Paris, she can’t believe her 

luck.  At long last she can put her secret plan into action: find her beloved *au pair 

– dismissed five years ago and whom Nell has pined for ever since - and escape the 

clutches of Melinda and Gerald her awful supermarket magnate parents.  But once 

in Paris, Nell discovers that Pear has mysteriously disappeared.   Crown Couture 

(where she worked as a seamstress) deny her existence.  And her apartment in 

Belleville has not been occupied for many months. At least Nell has the bell boy 

Xavier and his friends Soutine, Paul and Paulette to hang out with in their den in 

the tunnels below Paris. But even this new found freedom can’t last.  The tunnels, 

the new Mayor has declared, are now strictly off limits.  Meanwhile a deadly spore 

is killing off the cities *boulangeries.  And unbeknownst to Nell, she is being 

watched.   

Who are the mysterious ladies – Cigarette Holder and Lorgnette- who are 

following Nell?   How can Pear have disappeared into thin air?  What is to become 

of the city’s Boulanger’s?  And why is the Mayor so determined to ban children 

from the tunnels below the city streets? 

Stretching from the grand swish of the Hotel de Crillon, to the higgledy-piggledy 

streets of Belleville and down to the miles and miles of subterranean passageways 

that twist and turn below Paris, this mystery adventure is packed with resourceful 

children, untrustworthy grown-ups and outright villains. 

 

*Au pair = a young person from another country paid a small amount for childcare 

*Boulangerie = a bakery in France where bread and cakes are for sale. 

 

Meet the characters! 

Nell Magnificent: Nell is twelve years old.   A planner extraordinaire, her 

favourite subject is Paris.  For five years she has been collecting maps, pamphlets 

and guides, hoping that one day she might escape to the city and find her beloved 

Pear. 



Melinda and Gerald Magnificent:  The Magnificent’s own a chain of 

supermarkets and care more about making money than looking after their own 

daughter. 

Perrine ‘Pear’ Chaumet: Pear is believed to work as an embroiderer for Crown 

Couture.  She lives in Belleville, with her cat, Sylvie. 

Xavier:  Xav is a ‘bell-boy’ for the grand Hotel Crillon.  His job is to run errands 

for the hotel guests such as carting around luggage and delivering newspapers.  He 

wears a scarlet uniform, is an expert map maker and can twirl plates on one finger. 

Soutine: Soutine is learning how to be a pastry chef. But the threat of the deadly 

spore and what it might do to his family, hangs like a dark cloud over his head. 

Paul and Paulette: Paul and Paulette are twins. They love to dress up and are lots 

of fun.  

Neige: Neige is a fourteen year old apprentice working at Crown Couture.  She 

would much rather be at school, or reading books.   

Cigarette Holder and Lorgnette: Two mysterious ladies who appear to be 

stalking Nell. 

The Mayor:  The Mayor is very bad, and is to be avoided at all costs. 

 

‘Where is Pear? 

• Pear is Nell’s Au Pair 

• She vanished when Nell was seven. 

• Her real name is Perrine…. 

• And she is French. 

 

There is a rich history of nanny’s and childminders in children’s books: Mary 

Poppins, who can slide up the bannisters instead of down, Nurse Matilda (you 

might know her as Nanny McPhee) who with a little discipline and some magic 

teaches the terrible Brown children to be good, and Nana, the Newfoundland dog 

in Disney’s Peter Pan.   

The passage below tells you a little bit about why Nell feels so attached to Pear: 

‘It wasn’t unusual for Melinda to mutter that her daughter was nothing more 

than unwanted baggage.  She had used those actual words along with ‘utter 



nuisance’ and ‘dead weight’.  Nell was used to it now, but when she was 

little, they had pierced her heart like sharp arrows tipped with ice. 

‘Je t’adore, ma petite,’ Pear had said when Nell reported what she had heard, 

tears stinging her eyes.  Pear had been Nell’s au pair before she had been 

packed off to boarding school.  Her real name was Perrine and she was 

from Paris. 

‘You’re too old for an au pair,’ Melinda had said on Nell’s seventh birthday.  

‘I’m fed up with you two jabbering away in French.’ 

The thought of it still made Nell burn not from head to toe.  Pear was the 

sweetest, kindest person in the whole wide world, more of a mother or a 

father than Melinda and Gerald had ever been!  The day of their parting had 

been so swift, so sudden, so viciously unexpected, that Nell felt like a wolf 

had tossed her up in the air and then, with tooth and claw, torn her apart.’ 

Nell collects her memories of Pear like the pieces in a patchwork quilt: 

‘The memories of their time together were far, far away, but they still  had a 

golden tinge: Nell and Pear in the kitchen making banana splits, Pear 

squirting them with cream moustaches; Nell and Pear playing hide and seek, 

or French skipping with knicker elastic; Nell curled up in bed listening to 

endless stories about child runaways.  The memories were like a glorious 

patchwork quilt, each square different, pieced together in Nell’s mind.’ 

 

Create your own fictional nanny or au pair 

 

• What is your nanny’s name? 

• What does he or she like to wear? 

• What is their favourite food? 

• Can they do magic? Or do they have a super power? 

• Are they to be trusted? 

• What is the best thing about them? 

• What is the worst thing about them? 

Answer all these questions and you will have a ready-made character! 

Now have a go at illustrating them: 



Map making 

 

Nell is a planner. In her bedroom is an escape box…  

‘full to bursting with pamphlets and maps and newspaper cuttings that she 

has been collecting for a very long time….Her head and her notebook were 

full of information about Paris.  It was her favourite subject.  The sights, the 

shops, the transport, the food. She had never been there, yet she felt as 

though she knew it like the back of her hand. 

Nell unfolded her favourite map, the one with the streets on one side and 

the Metro on the other.  She had examined it so many times the creases 

were almost worn away to holes.  A familiar sense of peace stole over her.  

What a beautiful city Paris was!  Pear had told her all about the sweep of the 

Grands Boulevards, the elegance of the parks, the silver ribbon of the River 

Seine twisting through the city’s heart.  Nell had never tired of listening.  

She always wanted to hear more. 

Nell picked up her copy of The Luxury Hotel Guide.  Hotel de Crillon was 

on page nine. The most captivating hotel in the whole of Paris, the caption read, a 

sumptuous historic palace on the Place de la Concorde. 

Uncapping her red pen, Nell returned to the map.  Running her finger down 

the Champs Elysees until it met Place de la Concorde, she carefully marked 

the spot with a red dot.  Not far from the red dot was a purple dot: Crown 

Couture on the Rue du Faubourg Saint-Honore, the fashion house where 

Pear worked.  On the opposite side of the map, in the east of the city, a 

green dot marked Pear’s apartment. 



‘You never know when you might need to get from A to B,’ Pear always 

said.  It was she who had taught Nell how to map-read and Nell had listened 

and learned.  Now she could recite whole routes, street by street.  At least 

when she got to Paris she would know her way round.’ 

 

Fact: Hotel de Crillon was originally a palace, built in 1758 for the Count of 

Crillon.  It overlooks the Place de la Concorde. It was where Marie Antoinette and 

King Louis XVl got married and where Marie Antoinette had piano lessons.  In 

1909 it was transformed into a luxury hotel.  In The Pear Affair, Nell stays in the 

Hotel de Crillon with her parents.  When she runs away, she hides out in the 

basement and sleeps in the laundry cupboard. 

But Nell is not the only character in the book who loves a good map.  Her friend 

Xavier, is also obsessed with them.  In fact he makes them.  His favourite thing to 

do is to map the miles and miles of tunnels that twist and turn below Paris. 

‘There are zillions of miles of passages,’ said Xavier, springing up, ‘perfect 

for hiding in – or getting lost. Look!’ He dug about in one of the crates and 

drew out a handful of squiggle-covered postcards.  With a jolt, Nell saw that 

the squiggles were the same drawingns she had seen on display in Michel’s 

boiler room. ‘Whenever I can, I go exploring and map it all out!’ said Xavier 

proudly. 

Nell took the maps and leafed through them.  They looked like intricately 

drawn mazes with teeny tiny arrows marking out particular routes, and 



miniscule writing that said things like ‘Puddles’ and ‘Loose chippings’ and 

even one that said ‘Beware, flooded cavern’. 

 

Activity 1. 

Make a map of a journey that you do every day.  It might be the walk from home 

to school, or to a friends house, or to the shops.  Include all the streets, parks, 

lanes, fields, woods.  Label everything that you can. 

Activity 2 

Now imagine that underneath your house or block of flats is a trap door, or a 

manhole leading down to the tunnels below the city streets.  This time, draw a map 

of what lies below.  Do the tunnels follow the same pattern as the streets?  Add 

some extra’s like caves, escape routes and underground lakes. 

‘ 

Mmmmmmm: patisserie      

 

A trip to France would not be complete without a visit to a boulangerie - a bakery, 

full of delicious bread and cakes.  Soutine works in his family boulangerie which is 

called Chez Ben Amor. 

‘The boy’s name was Soutine and he was training to be a petit patissier.  His 

parents owned a boulangerie, Chez Ben Amor in Rue des Martyrs, and all 

summer, while there was no school, he was learning how to make pastries.  



He had perfected all the Arabian classics and now he was moving on to 

French favourites. 

‘Voila,’ he said, and with the air of a magician, produced five squashed 

millefeuille out of his satchel.  The twins groaned appreciatively. ‘Three 

layers of puff pastry sandwiched together with two layers of vanilla cream.  

Papa says to make these takes great skill and daring.’ 

Later on, Nell visits Chez Ben Amor.  This is what she sees: 

Soutine was waiting for them at the entrance to Chez Ben Amor.  He 

ushered them in and stood proudly whilst they drank in the splendour of the 

shop: the floor of green, gold and burgundy tiles; the glass counters, piled 

high with ficelles, baguettes and pain de campagne on one side, and eclairs, 

tarts and gateaux on the other…’ 

 

 

Recipe 

Delice de Chocolat!  (Chocolate delight) 

Strictly speaking, this is not patisserie!  But it is easy to make, doesn’t involve any 

cooking - apart from melting the chocolate - and tastes DELICIOUS. 

Ingredients: 

250g biscuits – digestives or ginger nuts are nice. 

300g chocolate – try a mix of milk and dark chocolate 

100g soft butter 

150g golden syrup, date syrup or maple syrup 

75g sultanas 

100g chopped dried apricots 

60g chopped nuts (optional) 

 

Method 

Line a 20cm square tin with foil or cling film, leaving some hanging over the sides. 

Crumble the biscuits (it is easier to do this if you put them in a plastic bag first. 



Ask an adult to melt the chocolate, butter and syrup in a heat proof bowl set over a 

saucepan of simmering water. Stir every now and then. 

When everything is melted and smooth, take off the heat and stir in the crumbled 

biscuits, apricots, sultanas and, if using, the nuts. 

Spoon into your lined tin.  Smooth down with the back of the spoon and once 

cool, pop in the fridge for a couple of hours. 

Turn out the cake and peel away the foil or cling film.  Cut into small squares. 

Bon appetit! 

 

Underground Paris 

 

There are nearly 200 miles of tunnels criss-crossing below the city of Paris.  They 

have existed since the thirteenth century when limestone quarries were mined to 

provide the bricks that built the city’s buildings.  Over the years the tunnels have 

been used by farmers to grow mushrooms; as gigantic cellars to store beer and as a 

hiding place for French Resistance fighters during the Second World War.  In 

some of the tunnels there is water running down the walls and the ground is wet 

and slippery.  In other places, the floor is dry and sandy and the caverns are filled 

with a soft silence. The tunnels twist and turn and many small passageways branch 

off into the darkness.  There are secret entrance points to the tunnels all over Paris, 

in basements, down manholes, via the metro, sewers, crypts, bank vaults and 

disused railways. 



 

Nell didn’t go back to her room. She took the service lift down to the 

basement – a different world, all grey linoleum and glaringly bright light – 

and trundled the trolley through a pair of swing doors into a vast kitchen.  

The place smelled very faintly of butter and garlic even though everything 

had been scrubbed to a clinical gleam.  She stood there uncertainly.  She 

wasn’t sure where to leave the trolley and there was nobody to ask. 

On the other side of the kitchen, a door swung shut.  There was someone 

down here. They’d know.  Parking the trolley, she crossed the kitchen floor 

and pushed the door open to find she was standing at the top of a flight of 

steps that descended to another corridor.  For a moment Nell hesitated. The 

stairway was not as brightly lit as the kitchen. What if the light suddenly 

turned off and she got caught in the dark?  But then she heard footsteps 

ahead of her again, and almost without thinking, down the steps she went, 

along a brick-walled corridor and through the first open door she came to. 

The blast of heat was immediate, whooshing out in one great hot rush.  She 

was on the threshold of a room that thrummed with activity.  Huge copper 

pipes criss-crossed the ceiling; banks of dials were ticking and clicking.  It 

smelled of wet dog and hot oil, and was both suffocating and comforting.  

Everything gurgled and hummed. 

Nell stepped inside and then stopped short.  On the floor right in front of 

her was a gaping black hole.  And out of the hole stretched a hand. 

Nell squished her eyes shut and then opened them again.  Was she seeing 

things? 

It was a hand, reaching up from the blackness, searching, grasping, curling, 

and then it found what it was looking for.  A circular lid lay to one side of 

the hole and the hand was gripping it, dragging it, bump, bump, bump, 

across the floor towards the black hole. And then - clang – the lid was on. 

Nell stared at the spot where the hole had been. 

She knew who that arm belonged to, clad in scarlet with a flash of gilt 

button at the cuff. 

It was the bell boy, Xavier, who only a short while ago had been trying to 

teach her how to spin plates! And he had actually disappeared underground. 

 

 



SUBTERRANEAN PARIS: FACTS 

It is pitch black. There is no light, other than what the visitor brings. 

It is very quiet, although in some places you might be able to hear the rumble of 

the Metro overhead. 

It is unexpectedly warm: the underground remains at a 14C.  So it doesn’t get cold 

in winter. 

It is deep - around twenty metres below street level 

Many tunnels have their corresponding above-ground street names etched into the 

walls to help find your way. 

Entering the tunnels has been illegal since 1955. 

 

There was a metal ring in the centre of the lid, hinged so it lay flat.  Nell 

grasped it between her fingers and gave it a big heave.  It weighed a ton, too 

heavy to lift properly, but using every last ounce of strength, she just 

managed to drag it over to one side.  It made a scraping sound and then a 

thuddy clunk.  The whistling was very close now. 

Tucking the handbag under her arm, Nell steeled herself.  She didn’t have to 

do it.  She could stop, go back upstairs and say sorry, just to keep the peace.  



But all of a sudden her body seemed to stop listening to her brain and she 

was crouching over the hole and lowering herself down. 

For a second her feet dangled, dread fluttered and she thought she was 

going to drop into a dark abyss, and who knew what lay below – ogres 

perhaps or slithery underground things – but then her sneaker made contact 

with something fixed, something stable.  A ladder! Slowly Nell began to 

descend, her heart in her mouth.  Above her, a circle of golden light glowed, 

warm and welcoming. Below, utter gloom.  Nell hesitated again.  She 

stopped as a thought struck her.  Xavier had covered his tracks, closed the 

lid.  She climbed back up the ladder, the cold metal chain of the handbag 

between her teeth.  Stretching up, she dragged the lid over the hole. 

With enormous relief, she found she wasn’t swamped in utter blackness.  It 

was dark, but a watery light was coming from somewhere below.  Down the 

ladder she went, counting the rungs under her breath to steady her nerves: 

one, two, three, four, five, six, all the way up to ten.  And there, at the foot 

of the ladder, was the source of light, a plastic torch stuck into a jam jar.  

She picked it up and held it out at arm’s length, turning it slowly around, full 

of gratitude for whoever had left it there. 

She was standing in an underground cavern, a small oval space with arches 

at either end.  Stretching away from these arches were two tunnels, with 

torches in jam jars at the entrance to both.  She traced her fingers down the 

stone walls, cool to the touch, smooth in some places, jagged and crumbly 

in others.  In the distance, she could hear the drip of water, but otherwise 

everything was still, quiet 

She didn’t feel scared! If anything, she felt strangely calm.  The arches, and 

the soft light, gave the place an almost churchy feel.  But which way should 

she go? Which way had Xavier gone? Had he wedged the torches into the 

jam jars? She was about to take the right-hand tunnel when something made 

her pause.  What was that? Nell stood very still.  It was very faint, but she 

was almost certain it was laughter. 

 



 

 

Urban explorers 

Several years ago, near Trocadero, the police made a surprising discovery.  They 

were underground when they were suddenly surrounded on all sides by invisible, 

barking dogs. Their hearts began to race and they called out to the dogs to calm 

them down. But the noise didn’t stop.  And then their torches picked out a sound 

system, and they discovered that the guard dog yowls had been burned onto a CD. 

But there was more.  They found they were in 3,000 square feet of subterranean 

galleries, strung with lights from pirated electricity.  There was a bar, a lounge, a 

workshop, a dining corner and a cinema.  The chairs in the cinema had been 

carved from stone and covered with wood.  There was a gigantic cous cous pot 

and a toilet, drawing water from the Trocadero Gardens above. The next day, the 

Police went back, this time with representatives of the electricity company.  But it 

was too late.  Everything had gone.  All that remained was an empty quarry, and a 

note: ne cherchez pas which means, do not carry on looking. 

It’s believed the people who created the underground cinema were ‘urban 

explorers’ or ‘catephiles’ as they are known in France.  People who enter the 

underground illegally to map and explore it.   

The story made me think.  What if children had access to the underground?  What 

if it was allowed?  A kind of children’s playground, where they could make dens 

for themselves and have fun with no adults to tell them what to do. 

 



 

‘They were at the entrance to a cavern. Nell’s mouth dropped open. 

Whatever she had imagined, it wasn’t this. 

It was actually lit, with strings of electric light bulbs looped around the walls 

and strung across the ceiling.  A large slab of stone protruded from one wall, 

it’s flat top set with tin cups and plates. Surrounding this ‘table’ were several 

upside-down fruit crates, presumably for sitting.  There was a rug on the 

floor, upon which the twins threw themselves and started to wrestle. There 

were chalk drawings on the walls and more crates, piled high to make 

shelves, stuffed with books and games, candle stubs, pencils and paper. 

 

Nell gazed around, her worries momentarily forgotten.  She had never seen 

a den before but she had read about them in books and she knew she was in 

one now. 

 

Activity   

Den-making 

Where is your den? (In a tree, in a cave, under the bed, behind the curtains, in a 

large cardboard box….there are lots of possibilities!) 

How would you decorate it? 

What games would you have in it? 



What food would you have? 

Who would be allowed into your den? 

Who would NOT be allowed into your den? 

You could try making a miniature den using old cereal boxes and shoe boxes. Cut 

out cardboard furniture and stick it in with glue or sellotape.   

If you don’t have old boxes, draw or paint a picture of your perfect den.  

 

A trip to Paris 

Many of the locations in The Pear Affair exist in real life.  And a 

few weeks ago I went to visit some of them.  

Hotel de Crillon 

 ‘Xav,’ Nell whispered, in case anyone else was down here, ‘I can’t afford to 

stay in the hotel.  I’ve run out of money.  And besides, my parents are 

bound to have come back looking for the bag.  I can’t let them find me 

before I find Pear, I can’t!’ 

‘I told you I’ve got an idea, and I have,’ said Xav. ‘Look, come this way.’ 

Nell followed Xavier out of the boiler room and further along the brick-

walled corridor to a room that smelled of soap and steam and hot-irons. 

‘Da nah!’ It’s the laundry,’ announced Xavier, opening the doors of a vast 

cupboard that spanned an entire wall.  The cupboard was lined with 

immense shelves, piled high with snowy white sheets. ‘Your parents will 

never find you down here!’ he said. ‘And you can pretend you’re in a ship’s 

cabin!’ 

Here I am outside the very posh Hotel De Crillon where Nell hides out in the 

laundry cupboard. 

 



Gare du Nord 

And then she ran like she had never run before, with the wind in her sails, 

dodging the shoppers, head down, elbows out, feet pounding along the 

pavement as though her life depended upon it.  She ran down Rue de Rivoli 

until she reached the elegant green curve of the Metro entrance, and then 

she was careening down the steps and onto the platform and joy of joys a 

train was just rumbling in.  Seven stops: Les Halles, Etienne Marcel, 

Reaumur-Sebastopol, Strasbourg-Saint Denis, Chateau d’Eau, Gare de l’Est, 

Gare du Nord. Come on, come on! Why was it so slow ? And then at last, 

off the train she leapt, along the platform, taking the steps two at a time, 

onto the concourse of the Gare du Nord. 

And here I am by Platform 2 at the Gare du Nord …where something very 

exciting happens! 

 

La Petite Ceinture 

The next thing I had to do was find La Petite Ceinture, a disused railway line that 

circles the whole of Paris.  It was built in the 1800’s and closed down in 1934.  In 

many of its tunnels, there is access to the underground. 

La Petite Ceinture was an abandoned railway that had not been in operation 

since the 1930s.  As Nell clung onto a lamp post and peered over the high 

wall, she found it hard to imagine that the deserted tracks below had once 

been busy with steam engines.  Now it was all over-grown brambles and 



rotting wooden sleepers; a place to wander and hide, and in its tunnels, 

Xavier promised, access to the underground. 

Nell navigated her way from the lamp post to the wall, and chest thumping, 

threw herself down into the weeds below. For a minute, the force of her 

landing sent spirals of pain up and down her legs.  Gingerly, she stretched 

first one let, then the other, and waited for the pain to subside.  Now Paul 

and Paulette followed, crawling down the wall like spiders, somehow finding 

invisible footholds and landing with far more grace.  The railway had an 

other-worldly feel to it, narrow and enclosed, with greenery-choked walls 

and an eerie light that made it look like a fairy glen.  Nell stood up and 

looked both ways.  Ahead of her, the tracks stretched away, starting to make 

the slow ascent above ground.  In the other direction lay the gaping black 

mouth of the tunnel. 

 

 

To get to La Petite Ceinture, Nell and her friends travel to this metro stop, 

Gambetta.  Then they shimmy up a lamp post, climb over a wall and drop down to 

the line. 



 

 

 

 

 

Luckily I didn’t have to shimmy up a lamp post.  Very short parts of the railway 

have now been opened to the public.  Here I am, jumping for joy that I got down 

so easily! 



 

 

I found this tunnel, just like the one in the story.  Nell is scared because she is 

frightened of the dark, but luckily she and her friends have torches. 

 

 

 



Passage Julien Lacroix 

This neighbourhood was nothing like the grand Paris Nell had just left.  

Gone were the wide boulevards and leafy squares.  Here the streets twisted 

and turned, the higgledy-piggledy buildings jostling together, cramped for 

space. Nothing was level, with passages and stairways swooping up and 

down; everything was cobbles and steps. 

Nell turned the corner into the quieter Rue Julien Lacroix, and then into 

Passage Julien Lacroix which veered steeply uphill.  She heard them before 

she saw them, chattering like a flock of sparrows: children, masses of them, 

crouching at the foot of the steps, poking sticks into a drain, hanging from 

the railings, racing across the street and back again. 

 

I set off looking for Passage Julien Lacroix where Nell’s friend Emil lives. I had an 

old photograph with me, although I had heard that the street no longer existed.  I 

wondered what was in its place. 

 

 

 

 

 



Just like Nell, I travelled to Belleville on the metro 

 

 

Following my map, I hunted for Passage Julien Lacroix.  And this is what I found: 

 

 

 



The notice outside the Park says that Passage Julien Lacroix had existed since the 

1700’s.  It had been a place of farms and windmills. Later, factories were built and 

cottages for the factory workers. Now the cottages have been pulled down and it 

has been turned into a park.   

Remember those steep steps?  Here they are running through the centre of the 

park. The park has fountains and a playground and rose gardens.  I think Emil and 

Nell would like that.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chartier 

‘You hungry?’ asked Xav, rattling his pockets. ‘I’ve got loads of tips.  Let’s 

go to Chartier.  It’s where grandpa and I go for our birthdays.  That’ll cheer 

you up.’ 

But even though the restaurant was charming, all high ceilings and glowing 

lamps, Nell’s anxiety lingered.  Even though they sat in the upstairs gallery, 

the perfect place to observe the frenetic activity below, and even though 

Xav ordered prawns in Marie Rose sauce, followed by steak and frites, and 

then a giant chocolat Liegeois crammed with ice cream, cream and rich 

chocolate sauce, a gnawing feeling remained in the pit of Nell’s stomach. 

Under the table she crossed both fingers. Please, please let everything go to 

plan tomorrow.  Please, please don’t let anything go wrong.  

 

I was very hungry after location hunting all over Paris!  Luckily Chartier still exists. 

It is still charming, with high ceilings, glinting mirrors and glowing lamps.  I ate a 

steak and chips just like Nell and Xav. 

 

 

 

.  

 



Underground Paris 

Last, but not least, it was time to venture underground.  Most of the 180 miles of 

the tunnel are out of bounds to the public, but there is one small area, called the 

catecombs, where you can buy a ticket and descend!.  

I bought my ticket and climbed down 130 steps. 

 

 

 



Like Nell, I discovered that some of the tunnels had an almost churchy feel. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Just like in the book, parts of the walls are crumbly, with nooks and crannies 

perfect for hiding in. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Just like in the book, some of the tunnels carry the same names of the streets 

above so you can get your bearings.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



And there are escape routes, where you can imagine once upon a time a ladder 

might have clung to the wall. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Stop, this is the empire of the dead…. 

 

 

 

 

Catecomb facts 

In the deepest part of the tunnels are the catecombs, holding the ancient bones of 

6 million Parisians.   

In the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries Parisian cemeteries became 

horrendously overcrowded.   

So the authorities came up with a plan.  They would empty the burial grounds and 

transfer the bodies underground.   

The work started in 1786 and the cemeteries began to be emptied. 

It took twelve long years to move all the bones.  

The bodies were transferred under dead of night, hidden under cloths on the back 

of carts.  

During the French Revolution, the bodies of the dead were buried directly in the 

catecombs. 

The city stopped underground burials in 1860. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


