
 
 
 

AS Level English Literature 

Bridging Work 

 

 
 

Your AS in English Literature comprises three units: 

1. Poetry - ‘Poems of the Decade: An Anthology of 

the Forward Books of Poetry’ 

2. Drama – ‘A Streetcar Named Desire’ by 

Tennessee Williams 

3. Prose – ‘A Handmaids Tale’ by Margaret Atwood 

and ‘The War of the Worlds’ by H.G. Wells 

 

 

In order to prepare you fully for the course we have designed 

this pack which will introduce you to key ideas behind the texts 

and help you practice some of the key skills we will require you 

to display next year. 

 



 
 
 

There are tasks and readings associated with all three units so 

work through this booklet and bring your completed work with 

you to your first lesson in September. 

 

Poetry Tasks 

 

In year 12 you will read an anthology of poetry called ‘Poems of the 

Decade: An Anthology of the Forward Books of Poetry’. The following 

three poems come from that anthology and the tasks below help you 

practice the skills you will require to be successful. 

 

1. Read and annotate the three poems below. They are all about 

growing up and the relationship we have with our younger selves. 

2. Pick your two favourite poems and answer the question below in 

as much detail as possible. Don’t forget to compare them and 

analyse the use of language, structure and form in your response. 

 

Question – Compare how two of the poets present the ideas of 

youth and ageing. 
 

To My Nine-Year-Old Self 

by Helen Dunmore 

 

You must forgive me. Don’t look so surprised, 

perplexed, and eager to be gone, 

balancing on your hands or on the tightrope. 

You would rather run than walk, rather climb than run 

rather leap from a height than anything. 

 

I have spoiled this body we once shared. 

Look at the scars, and watch the way I move, 

careful of a bad back or a bruised foot. 

Do you remember how, three minutes after waking 

we’d jump straight out of the ground floor window 

into the summer morning? 

 

That dream we had, no doubt it’s as fresh in your mind 

as the white paper to write it on. 

We made a start, but something else came up – 

http://www.forwardartsfoundation.org/poet/helen-dunmore/


 
 
 

a baby vole, or a bag of sherbet lemons – 

and besides, that summer of ambition 

created an ice-lolly factory, a wasp trap 

and a den by the cesspit. 

 

I’d like to say that we could be friends 

but the truth is we have nothing in common 

beyond a few shared years. I won’t keep you then. 

Time to pick rosehips for tuppence a pound, 

time to hide down scared lanes 

from men in cars after girl-children, 

 

or to lunge out over the water 

on a rope that swings from that tree 

long buried in housing – 

but no, I shan’t cloud your morning. God knows 

I have fears enough for us both – 

 

I leave you in an ecstasy of concentration 

slowly peeling a ripe scab from your knee 

to taste it on your tongue. 

 

An Easy Passage 

by Julia Copus 

 

Once she is halfway up there, crouched in her bikini 

on the porch roof of her family's house, trembling, 

she knows that the one thing she must not do is to think 

of the narrow windowsill, the sharp 

drop of the stairwell; she must keep her mind 

on the friend with whom she is half in love 

and who is waiting for her on the blond 

gravel somewhere beneath her, keep her mind 

on her and on the fact of the open window, 

the flimsy, hole-punched, aluminium lever 

towards which in a moment she will reach 

with the length of her whole body, leaning in 

to the warm flank of the house. But first she 

steadies herself, still crouching, the grains of the asphalt 

hot beneath her toes and fingertips, 

a square of petrified beach. Her tiny breasts 

rest lightly on her thighs. – What can she know 

of the way the world admits us less and less 



 
 
 

the more we grow? For now both girls seem 

lit, as if from within, their hair and the gold stud 

earrings in the first one's ears; for now the long, grey 

eye of the street, and far away from the mother 

who does not trust her daughter with a key, 

the workers about their business in the drab 

electroplating factory over the road, 

far too, most far, from the flush-faced secretary 

who, with her head full of the evening class 

she plans to take, or the trip of a lifetime, looks up now 

from the stirring omens of the astrology column 

at a girl – thirteen if she's a day – standing 

in next to nothing in the driveway opposite, 

one hand flat against her stomach, one 

shielding her eyes to gaze up at a pale calf, 

a silver anklet and the five neat shimmering- 

oyster-painted toenails of an outstretched foot 

which catch the sunlight briefly like the 

flash of armaments before 

dropping gracefully into the shade of the house. 

 

 

The Furthest Distances I’ve Travelled 

By Leontia Flynn 

 

Like many folk, when first I saddled a rucksack, 

feeling its weight on my back –  

the way my spine  

curved under it like a meridian –  

 

I thought: Yes. This is how 

to live. On the beaten track, the sherpa pass, between Krakow 

and Zagreb, or the Siberian white 

cells of scattered airports; 

 

it came clear as over a tannoy 

that in restlessness, in anony 

mity: 

was some kind of destiny. 

 

So whether it was the scare stories about Larium 

– the threats of delirium 

and baldness – that lead me, not to a Western Union 



 
 
 

wiring money with six words of Lithuanian, 

 

but to this post office with a handful of bills 

or a giro; and why, if I’m stuffing smalls 

hastily into a holdall, I am less likely 

to be catching a greyhound from Madison to Milwaukee 

 

than to be doing some overdue laundry 

is really beyond me. 

However, 

when, during routine evictions, I discover 

 

alien pants, cinema stubs, the throwaway 

comment – on a post–it – or a tiny stowaway 

pressed flower amid bottom drawers, 

I know these are my souvenirs 

 

and, from these crushed valentines, this unravelled  

sports sock, that the furthest distances I’ve travelled 

have been those between people. And what survives 

of holidaying briefly in their lives.  

 

 

 

Drama Tasks 

 

In year 12 you will read the play ‘A Streetcar Named Desire’ by 

Tennessee Williams which is set in New Orleans in the late 1940s. The 

readings below will you introduce you to the author and context behind 

the text as well allowing you to practice one of the key assessment 

objectives that will be tested in the final assessment. 

 

1. Read the attached articles and take notes on Tennessee Williams. 

What aspects of his life might have influenced the writing of ‘A 

Streetcar Named Desire’? 

2. Read the information about the Southern Gothic. This is a genre of 

writing about the American South which greatly inspired Williams. 

Write a list generic elements found in this genre (aim for 5 ideas). 

3. Copy out the following table onto A3 paper and complete it using 

extracts 1 – 4 which are examples of texts that conform to the 



 
 
 

Southern Gothic and so inspired Williams’ style of writing and the 

generic elements you identified in task 2. 

 

Generic 

elements of 

the 

Southern 

Gothic 

Extract 1 Extract 2 Extract 3 Extract 4 

1     

2     

3     

4     

5     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

What is Southern Gothic? 

Schmoop 

 The Macabre and Grotesque - Southern Gothic writers have a pretty kinky taste for the 

macabre and the grotesque. No, seriously: these folks are into things like incest, decomposing 

bodies, castration, and lot more. 

Are Southern Gothic writers just weird? What gives? Well, for one thing, Southern Gothic literature is 

partly inspired by Gothic literature, which is all about horror and spooky stuff. Secondly, Southern Gothic 

writers were writing about a defeated society: the South is the part of the country that lost the Civil War. 

The war itself was a pretty grotesque experience, and it lived on in people's memories for a very long time, 

so it's really no wonder that we see elements of that grotesqueness in the work of Southern Gothic writers.  

 Social Issues - Southern Gothic writers love, just love, commenting on social issues—social 

issues that pertain to Southern society, that is. Themes of honor, betrayal, integrity, and hypocrisy, 

among others, are central to Southern Gothic literature.  

Southern Gothic writers are interested in questions like: What are Southern values? What sort of hypocrisy 

underlies these values? What makes Southern cultural and social identity unique? The South, after all, was 

a society that had condoned slavery for hundreds of years. What kind of moral integrity does a society like 

that have? Southern Gothic writers explore the question of moral integrity, in particular, by exploring 

social issues in their work—from family, to race, to poverty 

 Violence - Slavery is a pretty violent thing. Owning other people, forcing them to work, and 

having the power of life and death over them? It's pretty extreme. And that means that violence 

has been a big part of Southern society for a long time. 

So it's no surprise that there are a lot of depictions of violence in Southern Gothic literature. Sometimes 

this violence is about race, and sometimes it's not: the point is that the threat is always there. Southern 

Gothic writers, in fact, depict violence as part of the mentality, the culture, and the society of the South in 

general. So if you're squeamish about violence, you'd better get ready—there's lots and lots of it in 

Southern Gothic.  

 Setting - We can't talk about Southern Gothic without talking about the landscape of the South. 

Plantations, wilderness, small dusty towns, grand old houses—these aren't just nice little 

decorative touches; they're essential to the Southern Gothic genre.  

Southern Gothic writers are obsessed with Southern landscapes and Southern settings because the identity 

of the South is largely derived from the land. Land, after all, is central to Southern history: during the 

period of slavery, the wealth of the South came mostly from the cultivation of the land, particularly from 

the cotton fields. Often, the beauty of the land stands in stark (and ironic) contrast to the violence 

happening on it and because of it. 

 Decay - Lots of stuff is falling apart in Southern Gothic literature: people are falling apart; 

houses are falling apart; towns are falling apart; morals are falling apart. This is decay and 

decomposition city, folks. 

Decay's such a big theme in Southern Gothic literature because the South was, after all, on the losing side 

in the Civil War, and this loss permanently changed the Southern way of life. The end of slavery meant the 



 
 
 

end of the Southern economy, and that led to a sense that the whole culture and society of the South was 

falling apart. 

So the theme of decay and decomposition is prominent partly because Southern Gothic writers were 

writing at a time when the South was in decline. But Southern Gothic writers also often reflect on how the 

South's history of slavery and racial oppression itself led to moral and social corruption: the South brought 

these problems on itself, they seem to say. 

 Outsiders - Lots of stuff is falling apart in Southern Gothic literature: people are falling apart; 

houses are falling apart; towns are falling apart; morals are falling apart. This is decay and 

decomposition city, folks. 

Decay's such a big theme in Southern Gothic literature because the South was, after all, on the losing side 

in the Civil War, and this loss permanently changed the Southern way of life. The end of slavery meant the 

end of the Southern economy, and that led to a sense that the whole culture and society of the South was 

falling apart. 

So the theme of decay and decomposition is prominent partly because Southern Gothic writers were 

writing at a time when the South was in decline. But Southern Gothic writers also often reflect on how the 

South's history of slavery and racial oppression itself led to moral and social corruption: the South brought 

these problems on itself, they seem to say. 

The Guardian 

Why southern gothic rules the world  

The cotton fields, the heat, the weight of history … With the publication this month of Harper 

Lee’s Go Set a Watchman, MO Walsh explores the reasons for southern gothic’s global 

appeal 

On one of the best days of my working life, I read a glowing review of my debut novel My 

Sunshine Away in Kirkus Reviews, a highly respected journal in America. The review ended 

with a proclamation that I have since gleefully memorised: “Celebrate, fiction lovers: The 

gods of southern gothic storytelling have inducted a junior member.” 

As a guy from Louisiana, as deep as the American south gets, this was mighty stuff for my 

ego. Still, I felt uncomfortable with that phrase “southern gothic”: had I written that kind of 

novel? The truth is, I hadn’t set out to. I had just tried to tell a story in the best way I knew 

how. And yet there I was, supposedly, at a cocktail party with some of the writers I most 

admired: William Faulkner, Flannery O’Connor, Harper Lee, Barry Hannah, Zora Neale 

Hurston. I didn’t know what to make of it. And, now that my novel is being published in the 

UK, and with the literary world abuzz about Lee’s forthcoming Go Set a Watchman, I also 

have to wonder: why is southern gothic literature so popular across the globe? 

Here’s my idea: the southern gothic is like a trusty bicycle. (Note: this is not simply because 

southerners talk too slowly for a car metaphor to work. It is instead a kinship in the way the 

two things are assembled and ornamented. Stay with me.) 

http://bookshop.theguardian.com/catalog/product/view/id/307979/s/my-sunshine-away/
http://bookshop.theguardian.com/catalog/product/view/id/307979/s/my-sunshine-away/
http://www.theguardian.com/books/williamfaulkner
http://www.theguardian.com/books/flannery-o-connor
http://www.theguardian.com/books/harper-lee
http://www.theguardian.com/books/2010/may/20/barry-hannah-obituary
http://www.theguardian.com/technology/2014/jan/07/google-doodle-zora-neale-hurston
http://www.theguardian.com/technology/2014/jan/07/google-doodle-zora-neale-hurston
http://www.theguardian.com/media/2015/jun/02/to-kill-a-mockingbird-sequel-harper-collins-most-pre-ordered-book


 
 
 

First, the handlebars. What steers the southern gothic is authenticity. Look at the places the 

aforementioned “gods” of the genre are from. Mississippi. Georgia. Alabama. Florida. These 

are writers who spend their imaginative energy on the “postage stamp” of soil beneath their 

feet; writers who know, in other words, of what they speak. What makes this crucial to the 

southern gothic is similar to what makes a brother able to poke fun at his sister while beating 

up anyone else who dares make fun of her. It’s a family thing; an intimacy that readers from 

anywhere can relate to. Show me a southern gothic novel written by someone who’s not from 

the south and the odds are that I’ll show you a bad novel. To put it more smartly, there is a 

difference between writing from the culture and writing about or, at its worst, above it. The 

southern gothic is, always, from the culture. 

Second, the basket. The basket on this bike is full of vivid characters. Scholars are quick to 

call them “grotesques”, as they are often deformed or bigoted or violent but, in the hands of a 

southern writer, they are written with empathy and truth. Tom Robinson, for example, the 

black man accused of raping a white woman in Lee’s To Kill a Mockingbird, has a lame left 

hand. Mrs Dubose, the old lady who lives near the Finches in the novel, is a mean-spirited 

racist. For lesser writers, these are throwaway details used to make fun of the south. For Lee, 

though, Robinson got his hand stuck in a cotton gin when he was 12 years old; Mrs Dubose is 

a dying morphine addict struggling through the pain of getting clean before she meets God. 

This is not grotesque. This is hard work and a hard life, and these characters merely bear the 

physical scars of what many of us carry internally. Why do readers relate to this? Perhaps 

O’Connor nailed it best when she said: “I use the grotesque the way I do because people are 

deaf and dumb and need help to see and hear.” The southern gothic, without exception, 

makes its characters loud and clear. 

Third, the streamers. The bright streamers affixed to the handlebars of this bike are made of 

language. Southern writers are uniquely bonded by an oral tradition of front porch 

storytelling and find an outsized joy in constructing vibrant sentences (see Hannah’s work for 

the most acrobatic example of this). After all, we feel, if you can’t entertain your bourbon-

drinking relatives, how can you expect to entertain a sober stranger? This is also apparent in 

the dialogue of southern gothic writers, who endow their characters with speech that is 

somehow wise without being didactic, as when the Misfit in O’Connor’s “A Good Man Is 

Hard to Find” describes the suddenly repentant grandmother he just killed by saying: “She 

would have been a good woman if it had been somebody there to shoot her every minute of 

her life.” This is a perfect sentence, partly because of its grammatical flaw, and these 

colourful phrases brighten the dark themes of southern gothic novels to make for surprisingly 

joyful reading. 

Fourth, the front wheel. The front wheel is the landscape. As it is the first part of an 

approaching bike that one sees, it is also the first thing a reader encounters when they enter 

these novels: beards of Spanish moss, dusty gravel roads, stubble-grass in the cotton fields. 

The natural world is alive and well in southern fiction and deemed gothic by its pervasive 

influence on the characters and their actions. And it’s true: the heat of the American south is 

indeed oppressive, and everything with a mouth, as they say down here, can bite. Yet it is 

ultimately the writer’s reverence for the natural world that sets these novels apart. Even the 

very forthright Scout, the narrator of To Kill a Mockingbird, turns into a veritable poet when 

she describes her hometown, using alliteration in ways she rarely does elsewhere by saying, 

“grass grew on the sidewalks, the courthouse sagged in the square … Ladies bathed before 

noon … and … were like soft teacakes with frosting of sweat and sweet talcum.” It’s a song 

http://www.theguardian.com/books/2015/mar/16/robert-mccrum-100-best-novels-harper-lee-to-kill-a-mockingbird
http://www.theguardian.com/books/2012/sep/06/brief-survey-short-story-flanner-oconnor
http://www.theguardian.com/books/2012/sep/06/brief-survey-short-story-flanner-oconnor


 
 
 

these southern writers sing to the landscape and it is made pretty for all readers by their 

admiration of it. 

 

Looking back at To Kill a Mockingbird, 

and forward to Go Set a Watchman 

This month’s Reading group is taking a second bite at Harper Lee’s landmark debut, and will 

be liveblogging her long-lost companion novel  

Read more  

Next, the back wheel. The wheel that propels this bike is violence. Nearly all southern gothic 

novels revolve around it. For some it is rape, others murder, and for many it is the violent 

nature of God as seen by flooded rivers and hurricanes (see Faulkner’s As I Lay Dying and 

Hurston’s Their Eyes Were Watching God, respectively). What this means to the genre as a 

whole is that all of its novels have inherently high stakes, which readers appreciate. These are 

not quiet and domestic dramas, although they may be set in quiet towns. IPnstead, people’s 

lives are on the line in the same way that the readers’ lives are from the moment they open 

their eyes each morning to the moment they close them. 

Finally, the frame and chain. What holds this bike together and enables it to go is the tortured 

history of the American south. There is no way around it. From slavery and prejudice through 

the civil war and Jim Crow, the American south has a past full of inexcusable ugliness. 

However, this is not the whole story, nor is it what makes this literature endure. Instead, it is 

the type of hero this past has created that keeps southern literature relevant and popular, and 

this hero is the underdog. Although it has been said that every person is the hero of their own 

life story, it is more accurate to say that every person is the underdog of their own life story. 

And though the civil war is long gone, the American south still suffers from its past in almost 

every conceivable way, whether it be poverty rates or failing education systems. 

Yet those of us living there today did not personally create these problems. So, when we 

struggle to do the right thing, it feels as if we are doing so against incredible odds. This, I 

believe, is what readers from all parts of the world most identify with. We are all underdogs 

in the trial of our lives in the same fascinating and multiple ways that nearly every character 

in the courtroom of To Kill a Mockingbird was an underdog: Tom Robinson, Atticus Finch, 

Scout Finch, and even the poverty-stricken Mayella and Bob Ewell. They all thought they 

were doing the right thing, and they all thought nearly everyone else was against them. As 

Atticus Finch says in one of the most iconic lines of all southern literature: “Simply because 

we were licked a hundred years before we started is no reason for us not to try to win.” That 

is the definition of an underdog mentality, and a linchpin of great literature. 

So, ultimately, the southern gothic is not held together by how different it is from its readers 

around the world, but instead by how similar, how respectful, and, in reference to this bicycle 

we’ve created, how moving. 

But what about the seat, you wonder? The pedals? Well, they are built for you. Hop on. 

http://bookshop.theguardian.com/as-i-lay-dying-2.html
http://bookshop.theguardian.com/their-eyes-were-watching-god.html


 
 
 

Oprah’s Book Club 

When you cross the sweeping drama of romance with the macabre isolation of small town life—and 

then throw in a touch of Southern whimsy—you've cooked up a collection of American literature 

absolutely unique in time, place and sentiment. Southern gothic.  

  

Southern Spunk 

Southern gothic writers leverage the details of the American South—the lonely plantations, aging 

Southern belles, dusty downtowns, dilapidated slave quarters, Spanish moss and Southern charm—to 

bring life to their slice of history. Steeped in folklore, oral history, suspense and local color, southern 

gothic is first popularized by 19th-Century short story masters Edgar Allan Poe, Nathaniel Hawthorne 

and Ambrose Bierce. In the 1920s and 30s, William Faulkner makes the genre popular again with his 

heartbreaking views of life in fictional Yoknapatawpha County, depicted with stunning detail in 

books like The Sound and the Fury, Light in August and Absalom, Absalom! 

 

Faulkner's towns burst with the rage of Civil War defeat and slave revolt. His characters cry the tears 

of a misbegotten people struggling to make sense of a world that has moved on without them. Family 

and personal traditions are replaced by strife and confusion. It all makes for powerful literature. After 

the depression, Faulkner is joined by a host of other talented writers, among them Tennessee 

Williams, Truman Capote, Flannery O'Connor, Cormac McCarthy and Carson McCullers.  

 

Characters of Southern Gothic 

One of the defining features of southern gothic is the cast of off-kilter characters, many of whom are 

"not right in the head." The genre is riddled with many broken bodies, and even more broken souls. 

When southern gothic authors examine the human condition, they see the potential to do harm. 

Morality is in question for many characters. A major theme for southern gothic writers hinges on 

innocence, and the innocent's place in the world—where they are often asked to act as redeemer. 

Faulkner's innocent is the mentally handicapped Benji from The Sound and the Fury; Carson 

McCullers the deaf-mute John Singer. But this is still a genre of love and loss. In the end, purity of 

heart rarely overpowers desperation. If society hangs in the balance of an idiot's mind or on the words 

of a deaf-mute, we are all in trouble.  

 

The Ladies Have Their Say 

Southern gothic did not discriminate, nurturing some of the most talented female writers of this 

century. Flannery O'Connor's stories, especially "A Good Man is Hard to Find," provide an unfettered 

look at moral ambiguity. Eudora Welty brings to life women powered by their desires on one hand, 

their obligations on the other in novels like The Optimist's Daughter and Delta Wedding. Carson 

McCullers, one of the most popular writers to ever bless the genre, tells the real story of people on the 

outside of society, and ultimately the longing to find connection in this world. 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 

Extract 1 - A Rose for Emily (1930) 

By William Faulkner 

This short piece tells the story of Miss Emily Grierson’s funeral. She is pitied by 

those in attendance because she died a spinster as her fiancé disappeared when 

she was younger. 

WHEN Miss Emily Grierson died, our whole town went to her funeral: the men 

through a sort of respectful affection for a fallen monument, the women mostly out 

of curiosity to see the inside of her house, which no one save an old man-servant--a 

combined gardener and cook--had seen in at least ten years. 

It was a big, squarish frame house that had once been white, decorated with cupolas 

and spires and scrolled balconies in the heavily lightsome style of the seventies, set 

on what had once been our most select street. But garages and cotton gins had 

encroached and obliterated even the august names of that neighborhood; only Miss 

Emily's house was left, lifting its stubborn and coquettish decay above the cotton 

wagons and the gasoline pumps-an eyesore among eyesores. And now Miss Emily 

had gone to join the representatives of those august names where they lay in the 

cedar-bemused cemetery among the ranked and anonymous graves of Union and 

Confederate soldiers who fell at the battle of Jefferson. 

They held the funeral on the second day, with the town coming to look at Miss Emily 

beneath a mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of her father musing 

profoundly above the bier and the ladies sibilant and macabre; and the very old men 

--some in their brushed Confederate uniforms--on the porch and the lawn, talking of 

Miss Emily as if she had been a contemporary of theirs, believing that they had 

danced with her and courted her perhaps, confusing time with its mathematical 

progression, as the old do, to whom all the past is not a diminishing road but, 

instead, a huge meadow which no winter ever quite touches, divided from them now 

by the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years. 

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs which no one 

had seen in forty years, and which would have to be forced. They waited until Miss 

Emily was decently in the ground before they opened it. 

The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room with pervading dust. 

A thin, acrid pall as of the tomb seemed to lie everywhere upon this room decked 

and furnished as for a bridal: upon the valance curtains of faded rose color, upon the 

rose-shaded lights, upon the dressing table, upon the delicate array of crystal and the 

man's toilet things backed with tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the 



 
 
 

monogram was obscured. Among them lay a collar and tie, as if they had just been 

removed, which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale crescent in the dust. Upon a chair 

hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath it the two mute shoes and the discarded 

socks. 

The man himself lay in the bed. 

For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound and fleshless grin. 

The body had apparently once lain in the attitude of an embrace, but now the long 

sleep that outlasts love, that conquers even the grimace of love, had cuckolded him. 

What was left of him, rotted beneath what was left of the nightshirt, had become 

inextricable from the bed in which he lay; and upon him and upon the pillow beside 

him lay that even coating of the patient and biding dust. 

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head. One of us 

lifted something from it, and leaning forward, that faint and invisible dust dry and 

acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long strand of iron-gray hair. 

Extract 2 - To Kill a Mockingbird (1960) 

By Harper Lee 

The novel tells the story of Scout’s father Atticus who tries to defend a black 

man accused of raping  a white women. In this extract, the narrator Scout 

describes a house in her neighbourhood in Maycomb County, Alabama. 

 

The Radley Place jutted into a sharp curve beyond our house. Walking south, one 

faced its porch; the sidewalk turned and ran beside the lot. The house was low, was 

once white with a deep front porch and green shutters, but had long ago darkened to 

the color of the slate-gray yard around it. Rain-rotted shingles 

drooped over the eaves of the veranda; oak trees kept the sun away. The remains of a 

picket drunkenly guarded the front yard— a “swept” yard that was never swept— 

where johnson grass and rabbit-tobacco grew in abundance. 

 

Inside the house lived a malevolent phantom. People said he existed, but Jem and I 

had never seen him. People said he went out at night when the moon was down, and 

peeped in windows. When people’s azaleas froze in a cold snap, it was because he 

had breathed on them. Any stealthy small crimes committed in 

Maycomb were his work. Once the town was terrorized by a series of morbid 

nocturnal events: people’s chickens and household pets were found mutilated; 

although the culprit was Crazy Addie, who eventually drowned himself in Barker’s 

Eddy, people still looked at the Radley Place, unwilling to discard their 



 
 
 

initial suspicions. A Negro would not pass the Radley Place at night, he would cut 

across to the sidewalk opposite and whistle as he walked. The Maycomb school 

grounds adjoined the back of the Radley lot; from the Radley chickenyard tall pecan 

trees shook their fruit into the schoolyard, but the nuts lay untouched by the children: 

Radley pecans would kill you. A baseball hit into the Radley yard was a lost ball and 

no questions asked. 

 

The misery of that house began many years before Jem and I were born. The 

Radleys, welcome anywhere in town, kept to themselves, a predilection 

unforgivable in Maycomb. They did not go to church, Maycomb’s principal 

recreation, but worshiped at home; Mrs. Radley seldom if ever crossed the street 

for a mid-morning coffee break with her neighbours, and certainly never joined a 

missionary circle. Mr. Radley walked to town at eleven-thirty every morning and came 

back promptly at twelve, sometimes carrying a brown paper bag that the 

neighborhood assumed contained the family groceries. I never knew how old Mr. 

Radley made his living— Jem said he “bought cotton,” a polite term for doing 

nothing—but Mr. Radley and his wife had lived there with their two sons as long as 

anybody could remember. 

 

The shutters and doors of the Radley house were closed on Sundays, another 

thing alien to Maycomb’s ways: closed doors meant illness and cold weather 

only. Of all days Sunday was the day for formal afternoon visiting: ladies wore 

corsets, men wore coats, children wore shoes. But to climb the Radley front steps and 

call, “He-y,” of a Sunday afternoon was something their neighbours never did. The 

Radley house had no screen doors. I once asked Atticus if it ever had any; Atticus said 

yes, but before I was born. 

 

According to neighbourhood legend, when the younger Radley boy was in his 

teens he became acquainted with some of the Cunninghams from Old Sarum, an 

enormous and confusing tribe domiciled in the northern part of the county, and 

they formed the nearest thing to a gang ever seen in Maycomb. They did little, but 

enough to be discussed by the town and publicly warned from three pulpits: they 

hung around the barbershop; they rode the bus to Abbottsville on Sundays and went 

to the picture show; they attended dances at the county’s riverside gambling hell, the 

Dew-Drop Inn & Fishing Camp; they experimented with stumphole whiskey. Nobody 

in Maycomb had nerve enough to tell Mr. Radley that his boy was in with the wrong 

crowd. 

 

One night, in an excessive spurt of high spirits, the boys backed around the square in 

a borrowed flivver, resisted arrest by Maycomb’s ancient beadle, Mr. Conner, and 

locked him in the courthouse outhouse. The town decided something had to be 

done; Mr. Conner said he knew who each and every one of them was, and he was 

bound and determined they wouldn’t get away with it, so the boys came before the 



 
 
 

probate judge on charges of disorderly conduct, disturbing the peace, assault and 

battery, and using abusive and profane language in the presence and hearing of a 

female. The judge asked Mr. Conner why he included the last charge; Mr. Conner said 

they cussed so loud he was sure every lady in Maycomb heard them. The judge 

decided to send the boys to the state industrial school, where boys were sometimes 

sent for no other reason than to provide them with food and decent shelter: it was no 

prison and it was no disgrace. Mr. Radley thought it was. If the judge released Arthur, 

Mr. Radley would see to it that Arthur gave no further trouble. Knowing that Mr. 

Radley’s word was his bond, the judge was glad to do so. 

 

The other boys attended the industrial school and received the best secondary 

education to be had in the state; one of them eventually worked his way through 

engineering school at Auburn. The doors of the Radley house were closed on 

weekdays as well as Sundays, and Mr. Radley’s boy was not seen again for fifteen 

years. 

 

So Jem received most of his information from Miss Stephanie Crawford, a 

neighbourhood scold, who said she knew the whole thing. According to Miss 

Stephanie, Boo was sitting in the living room cutting some items from The Maycomb 

Tribune to paste in his scrapbook. His father entered the room. As Mr. Radley passed 

by, Boo drove the scissors into his parent’s leg, pulled them out, wiped them on his 

pants, and resumed his activities. 

 

Mrs. Radley ran screaming into the street that Arthur was killing them all, but when 

the sheriff arrived he found Boo still sitting in the living room, cutting up the Tribune. 

He was thirty-three years old then. Miss Stephanie said old Mr. Radley said no Radley 

was going to any asylum, when it was suggested that a season in Tuscaloosa might 

be helpful to Boo. Boo wasn’t crazy, he was high-strung at times. It was all right to 

shut him up, Mr. Radley conceded, but insisted that Boo not be charged with 

anything: he was not a criminal. The sheriff hadn’t the heart to put him in jail 

alongside Negroes, so Boo was locked in the courthouse basement. 

 

Extract 3 – Gone with the Wind (1936) 

 

By Margaret Mitchell 

 

This is the one of the most famous American novels and was adapted to film in 

1939. In 2014 it was voted America’s second favourite book after the Bible. This 

epic 500 page novel tells the story of Scarlett O’Hara, the spoiled daughter of a 

well-to-do plantation owner, who must use every means at her disposal to claw 

her way out of the poverty she finds herself in during the American Civil War. 

This extract comes from the very end of the novel when Scarlett reflects on the 



 
 
 

loss of Rhett, her husband , and the man she always loved Ashley and wishes to 

return to her childhood home Tara. 

 

She silently watched him go up the stairs, feeling that she would strangle at the pain 

in her throat.  With the sound of his feet dying away in the upper hall was dying the 

last thing in the world that mattered.  She knew now that there was no appeal of 

emotion or reason which would turn that cool brain from its verdict.  She knew now 

that he had meant every word he said, lightly though some of them had been 

spoken.  She knew because she sensed in him something strong, unyielding, 

implacable--all the qualities she had looked for in Ashley and never found. 

 

She had never understood either of the men she had loved and so she had lost them 

both.  Now, she had a fumbling knowledge that, had she ever understood Ashley, she 

would never have loved him; had she ever understood Rhett, she would never have 

lost him.  She wondered forlornly if she had ever really understood anyone in the 

world. 

 

There was a merciful dullness in her mind now, a dullness that she knew from long 

experience would soon give way to sharp pain, even as severed tissues, shocked by 

the surgeon's knife, have a brief instant of insensibility before their agony begins. 

 

"I won't think of it now," she thought grimly, summoning up her old charm.  "I'll go 

crazy if I think about losing him now.  I'll think of it tomorrow." 

 

"But," cried her heart, casting aside the charm and beginning to ache, "I can't let him 

go!  There must be some way!" 

 

"I won't think of it now," she said again, aloud, trying to push her misery to the back 

of her mind, trying to find some bulwark against the rising tide of pain.  "I'll--why, I'll 

go home to Tara tomorrow," and her spirits lifted faintly. 

 

She had gone back to Tara once in fear and defeat and she had emerged from its 

sheltering walls strong and armed for victory. What she had done once, somehow--

please God, she could do again! How, she did not know.  She did not want to think of 

that now.  All she wanted was a breathing space in which to hurt, a quiet place to lick 

her wounds, a haven in which to plan her campaign.  She thought of Tara and it was 

as if a gentle cool hand were stealing over her heart.  She could see the white house 

gleaming welcome to 

her through the reddening autumn leaves, feel the quiet hush of the country twilight 

coming down over her like a benediction, feel the dews falling on the acres of green 

bushes starred with fleecy white, see the raw color of the red earth and the dismal 

dark beauty of the pines on the rolling hills. 

 



 
 
 

She felt vaguely comforted, strengthened by the picture, and some of her hurt and 

frantic regret was pushed from the top of her mind. She stood for a moment 

remembering small things, the avenue of dark cedars leading to Tara, the banks of 

cape jessamine bushes, vivid green against the white walls, the fluttering white 

curtains.  And Mammy would be there.  Suddenly she wanted Mammy desperately, as 

she had wanted her when she was a little girl, wanted the broad bosom on which to 

lay her head, the gnarled black hand on her hair. Mammy, the last link with the old 

days. 

 

With the spirit of her people who would not know defeat, even when it stared them in 

the face, she raised her chin.  She could get Rhett back.  She knew she could.  There 

had never been a man she couldn't get, once she set her mind upon him. 

 

"I'll think of it all tomorrow, at Tara.  I can stand it then. Tomorrow, I'll think of some 

way to get him back.  After all, tomorrow is another day." 

 

 

Extract 4 - The Displaced Person (1955) 

 

By Flannery O’Connor 

 

This novel focuses on a farm in Georgia just after World War II. The farm owner, 

Mrs. McIntyre, employs a Polish refuges called Mr Guizac who is very 

industrious and perceived as different by the American farm hand Mr Shortly. 

When Mr Guizac arranges the marriage between his teenage cousin and an 

African American farm hand he appals the other workers. 

 

 

She began to imagine a war of words, to see the Polish words and the English words 

coming at each other, stalking forward, not sentences, just words, gabble gabble 

gabble, flung out high and shrill and stalking forward and then grappling with each 

other. She saw the Polish words, dirty and all-knowing and unreformed, flinging mud 

on the clean English words until everything was equally dirty. She saw them all piled 

up in a room, all the dead dirty words, theirs and hers too, piled up like the naked 

bodies in the newsreel. God save me, she cried silently, from the stinking power of 

Satan! And she started from that day to read her Bible with a new attention. 

 

She had on a heavy black coat and a red head-kerchief with her black hat pulled 

down on top of it to keep the glare out of her eyes. Under the black brim her face 

had an abstracted look and once or twice her lips moved silently. Mr. Guizac shouted 

over the noise of the tractor for the Negro to hand him a screwdriver and when he 

got it, he turned over on his back on the icy ground and reached up under the 

machine. She could not see his face, only his feet and legs and trunk sticking 



 
 
 

impudently out from the side of the tractor. He had on rubber boots that were 

cracked and splashed with mud. He raised one knee and then lowered it and turned 

himself slightly. Of all the things she resented about him, she resented most that he 

hadn't left on his own accord.  

 

Mr. Shortley had got on the large tractor and was backing it out from under the shed. 

He seemed to be warmed by it as if its heat and strength sent impulses up through him 

that he obeyed instantly. He had headed it toward the small tractor but he braked it 

on a slight incline and jumped off and turned back toward the shed.  

Mrs. McIntyre was looking fixedly at Mr. Guizac's legs lying flat on the ground now. 

She heard the brake on the large tractor slip and, looking up, she saw it move 

forward, calculating its own path. Later she remembered that she had seen the Negro 

jump silently out of the way as if a spring in the earth had released him and that she 

had seen Mr. Shortley turn his head with incredible slowness and stare silently over 

his shoulder and that she had started to shout to the Displaced Person but that she 

had not. She had felt her eyes and Mr. Shortley's eyes and the Negro's eyes come 

together in One look that froze them in collusion forever, and she had heard the little 

noise the Pole made as the tractor wheel broke his backbone. The two men ran 

forward to help and she fainted.  

 

She remembered, when she came to, running somewhere, perhaps the house and out 

again but she could not remember what for or if she had fainted again when she got 

there. When she finally came back to where the tractors were, the ambulance had 

arrived. Mr. Guizac's body was covered with the bent bodies of his wife and two 

children and by a black one which hung over him, murmuring words she didn't 

understand. At first she thought this must be the doctor but then with a feeling of 

annoyance she recognized the priest, who had come with the ambulance and was 

slipping something into the crushed man's mouth. After a minute he stood up and 

she looked first at his bloody pants legs and then at his face which was not averted 

from her but was as withdrawn and expressionless as the rest of the countryside. She 

only stared at him for she was too shocked by her experience to be quite herself. Her 

mind was not taking hold of all that was happening. She felt she was in some foreign 

country where the people bent over the body were natives, and she watched like a 

stranger while the dead man was carried away in the ambulance.  

 

That evening, Mr. Shortley left without notice to look for a new position and the 

Negro, Sulk, was taken with a sudden desire to see more of the world and set off for 

the southern part of the state. The old man Astor could not work without company. 

Mrs. Mcintyre hardly noticed that she had no help left for she came down with a 

nervous affliction and had to go to the hospital. When she came back, she saw that 

the place would be too much for her to run now and she turned her cows over to a 

professional auctioneer (who sold them at a loss) and retired to live on what she had, 

while she tried to save her declining health. A numbness developed in one of her legs 



 
 
 

and her hands and head began to jiggle and eventually she had to stay in bed all the 

time with only a colored woman to wait on her. Her eyesight grew steadily worse and 

she lost her voice altogether. Not many people remembered to come out to the 

country to see her except the old priest. He came regularly once a week with a bag of 

bread crumbs and, after he had fed these to the peacock, he would come in and sit 

by the side of her bed and explain the doctrines of the Church. 
 

 

Prose Tasks 

The prose task, which is tested with a one hour exam, asks you to 

compare two novels which come under the theme of ‘Science and 

Society’. The tasks which follow will introduce you to science fiction 

and dystopian fiction and allow you to access the themes and 

contexts of the texts.  

‘The Handmaid’s Tale’ and the 20th Century 

Margaret Atwood, author of ‘The Handmaid’s Tale’, was deeply 

concerned by tensions and injustices in the world around her, writing 

in the 1980’s. She draws on real-life events from the 20th Century 

and before, using her novel to encourage her readers to question the 

world around them, confront social and political problems and avoid 

letting history repeat itself. 

Task 1 

The following extracts convey some of the conflicts and struggles evident in 

20th Century society. Read them carefully, and annotate them using the skills 

list below. You may wish to colour-code the 3 skills to help you highlight and 

label the texts: 

CONTENT (We call this AO1 at A Level):  

What is this piece about? What ideas are communicated? What do we learn 

about the speaker/characters and their thoughts and feelings? 



 
 
 

STYLE (We call this AO2 at A Level): 

What techniques are used to make the above effective for the reader? Think 

about the use of language, form and structure.  

CONTEXT (We call this AO3 at A Level) 

What do we learn about the 20th Century from the piece? How does the piece 

reflect the conditions and surroundings in which it was produced? 

‘The Female Eunuch’, by Germaine Greer 

Germaine Greer, born 1939, is regarded as one of the prominent voices in second-

wave Feminism. She wrote her most famous book, ‘The Female Eunuch’, in 1970. 

Little boys can get out of their mother’s way, eventually want to and are encouraged to. 
Little girls are not. It is agreed that ‘girls take more bringing up’ than boys: what that 
really means is that girls must  be more relentlessly supervised and repressed if the 
desired result is to ensue. A girl is early introduced to her menial role, as her mother 
teaches her household skills (mirabile dictu!) and her recoil from external reality is 
reinforced by the punishments she gets for wandering off on her own. While little boys 
are forming groups and gangs to explore or terrorize the district, she is isolated at home, 
listening to tales of evil-minded strangers. Her comparative incarceration is justified in 
the name of protection, although the home is the most dangerous place there is. She is 
taught to fear and distrust the world at large, for reasons which are never clearly stated. 
As a form of forearming this forewarning is notoriously unsuccessful. Sexual deviants 
are not so lacking in resource that they cannot attack little girls as they go upon those 
errands and journeys that are sanctioned by Mother. When a little girl who missed her 
bus rang her mother from the bus-stop one evening, so spending the sixpence that 
would have been her fare for the next one, her mother told her to walk home because 
she didn’t have the car. The child went on her way weeping and terrified, and was 
accosted by a smiling stranger who abducted, raped and strangled her. The commonest 
result of the dark warning system is that when little girls do meet an exhibitionist or do 
happen to talk to a stranger who does something odd to them, they are too frightened 
and guilty, as well as too worried about the effect on their parents, even to tell them. It is 
a contributing factor in the pattern of child violation that little girls think of themselves as 
victims, and cannot even summon the strength to run away. Because they are prevented 
from understanding the threat, they can have no adequate defence. The bitterest irony is 
that the child violators are themselves products of the same clumsy conditioning. 

While little boys are learning about groups and organisations, as well as the nature of 
the world outside their homes, little girls are at home, keeping quiet, playing with dolls 
and dreaming, or helping Mother. At school they use their energy to suppress 
themselves, to be good and keep quiet, and remember what they are hearing and doing. 
At home they perform meaningless physical rituals with no mental activity attached to 
them. So the sensual and intellectual are even more widely separated in them than they 
are in their brothers. If the sensual retains its hold, they prefer to work with their hands, 
cooking, sewing, knitting, following a pattern designed by someone else. The designers, 
the master-cooks and the tailors are men. If women become ‘intellectuals’ they are 
disenfranchised of their bodies, repressed, intense, inefficient, still as servile as ever. 



 
 
 

Some geniuses have broken right through the chain reaction and have seen it for what it 
was, but most creative women bear the stamp of futility and confusion even in their best 
work. Virginia Woolf saw some of the way, but it cost her too much; George Eliot was 
one of the few who burst right through her straitjacket. The difference may have been 
one of the energy of the psyche, or of intelligence, or simply that Eliot was plain and 
Virginia was graceful and lovely. Whatever the case, the foundations of the conflict were 
laid in their infancy. 

 

 

‘If This is a Man’, by Primo Levi 
 
Primo Levi (1919-1984) was an Italian writer and chemist who was arrested as an 
anti-fascist activist during World War II. He was imprisoned in Auschwitz 
concentration camp until the end of the war, following which he wrote ‘If This is a 
Man’ about his experiences. 

 

          This is hell. Today, in our times, hell must be like this. A huge, empty room: we 
are tired, standing on our feet, with a tap which drips while we cannot drink the 
water, and we wait for something which will certainly be terrible, and nothing 
happens and nothing continues to happen. What can one think about? One cannot 
think anymore, it is like being already dead. Someone sits down on the ground. The 
time passes drop by drop. 

          We are not dead. The door is opened and an SS man enters, smoking. He 
looks at us slowly and asks, ‘Werr kann Deutsch?’ One of us whom I have never 
seen, named Flesch, moves forward; he will be our interpreter. The SS man makes a 
long calm speech; the interpreter translates. We have to form rows of five, with 
intervals of two yards between man and man; then we have to undress and make a 
bundle of the clothes in a special manner, the woollen garments on the one side, all 
the rest on the other; we must take off our shoes but pay great attention that they are 
not stolen. 

          Stolen by whom? Why should our shoes be stolen? And what about our 
documents, the few things we have in our pockets, our watches? We all look at the 
interpreter, and the interpreter asks the German, and the German smokes and looks 
him through and through as if he were transparent, as if no one had spoken. 

          Now another German comes and tells us to put the shoes in a certain corner, 
and we put them there, because now it is all over and we feel outside this world and 
the only thing is to obey. Someone comes with a broom and sweeps away all the 
shoes, outside the door in a heap. He is crazy, he is mixing them all together, ninety-
six pairs, they will all be unmatched. The outside door opens, a freezing wind enters 
and we are naked and cover ourselves up with our arms. The wind blows and slams 
the door; the German reopens it and stands watching with interest how we writhe to 
hide from the wind, one behind the other. Then he leaves and closes it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 
‘The Autobiography of Malcolm X’, by Malcolm X 
 
Malcolm X (born Malcolm Little, 1925-1965) was a central figure in the civil rights 
struggles in the USA in the 1950s and 60s. Following imprisonment, he became the 
leader of the Nation of Islam. His methods and views were controversial; condoning 
violent uprising and black supremacy, and eventually leading to his assassination in 
1965. 
 
      Let’s just face truth. Facts! Whether or not the white man of the world is able to 
face truth, and facts, about the true reasons for his troubles – that’s what essentially 
will determine whether or not he will now survive. 
      Today we are seeing this revolution of the non-white peoples, who just years ago 
would have frozen in horror if the mighty white nations so much as lifted an eyebrow. 
What it is, simply, is that black and brown and red and yellow peoples have, after 
hundreds of years of exploitation and imposed ‘inferiority’ and general misuse, 
become, finally, do-or-die sick and tired of the white man’s heel on their necks. 
      How can the white American government figure on selling ‘democracy’ and 
‘brotherhood’ to non-white peoples – if they read and hear every day what’s going on 
right here in America, and see the better-than-a-thousand-word photographs of the 
American white man denying ‘democracy’ and ‘brotherhood’ even to America’s 
native-born non-whites? The world’s non-whites know how this Negro here has loved 
the American white man, and slaved for him, tended to him, nursed him. This Negro 
has jumped into uniform and gone off and died when this America was attacked by 
enemies both white and non-white. Such a faithful, loyal non-white as this – and still 
America bombs him, and sets dogs on him, and turns fire hoses on him, and jails 
him by the thousands, and beats him bloody, and inflicts upon him all manner of 
other crimes. 
    Of course these things, known and refreshed every day for the rest of the world’s 
non-whites, are a vital factor in these burnings of ambassadors’ limousines, these 
stonings, defilings, and wreckings of embassies and legations, these shouts of 
‘White man, go home!’, these attacks on white Christian missionaries, and these 
bombings and tearing down of flags. 
    Is it clear why I have said that the American white man’s malignant superiority 
complex has done him more harm than an invading army? 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 

‘The War of the Worlds’ and the Science Fiction Genre. 

H.G. Wells is one of the originators of the science fiction genre, and is 

greatly responsible for forming and founding the features, themes 

and conventions of this type of writing. His novel ‘The War of the 

Worlds’ is one of the very first stories of alien invasion, and certainly 

popularised this style of fiction. 

Task 2: 

Read the brief biography of H.G. Wells below. Then complete your own 

research. Summarise your ideas in your own words as an illustrated ‘fact 

sheet’, containing, for example, a timeline of the writer’s life, pictures of book 

covers, a list of key achievements, etc. COPYING AND PASTING WAS NOT 

ACCEPTABLE LOWER DOWN THE SCHOOL, IT IS EVEN LESS ACCEPTABLE AT THIS 

LEVEL. 

 

Alongside Frenchman Jules Verne, Herbert George (H.G.) Wells is known as one of the 
founding fathers of science fiction--a label he always resisted. However, his stories 
combined wild fantastic imagination and scientific theories for the first time, making him 
the master of a new genre. 

Wells was born into poverty in Britain on September 21, 1866, and he was not ashamed of 
his lower-class beginnings. He later won a scholarship to what is now part of the Imperial 
College of Science and Technology, in 1884. His early exposure to poverty, however, would 
mark him for the rest of his days. Wells believed that modern civilization, with its division 
between rich and poor, was wrong and that wealth should be shared. 

While studying at university, he started a college magazine he dubbed the Science Schools 
Journal. He found the laboratories and details of his classes dull and tiresome, however, and 
left the university in the summer to become science teacher at a small private school. He 
soon became very popular for his humorous essays and short stories, and as his work 
became published in magazines, he began writing the science fiction that would later 
become his trademark. He married for the first time in 1891, and then again in 1895, having 
two children with his second wife Jane. 

Wells's first novel, The Time Machine (1895), was written for money. It serves as a harsh 
criticism of capitalism. In the novel, a man travels to the future and finds a terrible dystopia 



 
 
 

in which two distinct species have evolved from the ruling and working classes. The novel 
struck a chord with Victorian England, a heavily industrialized country of divided poor and 
privilege, and it became a success. Wells followed with The Island of Dr Moreau (1896), The 
Invisible Man (1897), and The War of the Worlds (1898). All were hits that helped form the 
new genre of science fiction. The Island of Doctor Moreau told the story of a man who 
encounters a scientist conducting the gruesome experiments on animals, creating new 
species of creatures. In The Invisible Man, Wells explores the life of another scientist who 
undergoes a dark personal transformation after turning himself invisible. In The War of the 
Worlds, the description of a Martian invasion of Earth was so terrifying that when it was 
adapted as a radio play in 1938 by Orson Welles as a "real" emergency broadcast, it sent 
thousands of listeners into a panic. This book is the first ever to deal with the theme of alien 
invasion. He became known as a great predictor of the future, predicting technology such as 
the space rocket, tank and the atom bomb before their invention. 

Wells soon turned his attention to controversial and often contradictory politics. He was a 
supporter of World War I (1914-1918), calling it a war so terrible that it would be "The War 
That Will End War," but was shocked by the horrors of World War II. He found the war-torn 
world of 1939-1945 more horrifying than anything he had dreamed in his stories. Wells 
became as major a player in politics as a writer could become. A personal acquaintance of 
world leaders including Winston Churchill and Stalin, he was unafraid in their presence, 
earning their respect and sometimes opposition. Hitler placed him high on a list of 
dangerous writers to be imprisoned if Germany won the war. 

By most accounts, Wells's career sank after 1920, when he wrote his bestselling book, The 
Outline of History, where he argued that war could be prevented with a single world 
government. Critics accused him of running out of ideas and focusing too much on politics. 
But another cause of Wells's downfall was his increasing unhappiness with the world, which 
he felt had become worse than the nightmares of his dystopian stories. Among his last 
books was 1945's Mind at the End of its Tether, a gloomy essay in which Wells describes the 
end of humanity. He turned away from science fiction to non fiction, trying to find real 
answers to the problems of the world around him. Wells refused to leave London when it 
was bombed by the Nazis, even taking walks in the streets after bomb attacks. He died at 
home in 1946, having written over 150 books. He was ambitious to the end, saying that one 
day he would ‘write a real book’. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

 

Task 3: 

 Create a large collage of images which relate to science fiction novels, 

films, TV series, etc.  

 Write a bullet point list of features which you think are necessary 

ingredients of the genre, i.e. use of technology, future settings, etc. 

  

 

 

 

 



 
 
 

Task 4: 

The Wider Reading List 

Below you can see a list of texts which the English Department considers 

suitable reading for a pupil at AS level. Choose a book for your summer 

reading, and make notes based on the core course objectives (CONTENT, 

STYLE, CONTEXT – See Task 1 for further explanation). 

 
SCIENCE FICTION 

• ‘Frankenstein’, Mary 
Shelley 

• ‘Never Let Me Go’, Kazuo 
Ishiguro 

• ‘Brave New World’, Aldous 
Huxley 

• ‘Nineteen Eighty-Four’, 
George Orwell 

• ‘Fahrenheit 451’, Ray 
Bradbury 

• ‘The Time Machine’, HG 
Wells 

• ‘Do Androids Dream of 
Electric Sheep’, Philip K. 
Dick 

• The ‘Foundation’ series, 
Isaac Asimov 

• ‘Dune’, Frank Herbert 
• ‘Slaughterhouse 5’, Kurt 

Vonnegut 
• ‘A Clockwork Orange’, 

Anthony Burgess 

OTHER PROSE 

• ‘Great Expectations’, Charles 
Dickens 

• ‘Heart of Darkness’, Joseph 
Conrad 

• ‘A Passage to India’, E M Forster 
• ‘In Cold Blood’, Truman Capote 
• ‘Beloved’, Toni Morrison 
• ‘Trumpet’, Jackie Kay 
• ‘Wuthering Heights’, Emily 

Bronte 
• ‘Jane Eyre’, Charlotte Bronte 
• ‘Mrs Dalloway’, Virginia Woolf 
• ‘Dracula’, Bram Stoker 
• ‘Atonement’, Ian McEwan 


