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This is a two-week unit, designed to 

•  introduce you to literature and famous author 

•  encourage you to read regularly, and choose challenging books  

 

1. Read each extract and follow the instructions.  

2. Keep a Word Bank where you write down words you don’t know. Look up 

the definitions and try to learn them. 

 



Extract 1   Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde by Robert Louis Stevenson 

     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
It was a wild, cold, seasonable night of March, with a pale 
moon, lying on her back as though the wind had tilted her, and 
flying wrack of the most diaphanous and lawny texture.  The wind 
made talking difficult, and flecked the blood into the face.  It 
seemed to have swept the streets unusually bare of passengers, 
besides; for Mr. Utterson thought he had never seen that part of 
London so deserted.  He could have wished it otherwise; never in 
his life had he been conscious of so sharp a wish to see and touch 
his fellow-creatures; for struggle as he might, there was borne in 
upon his mind a crushing anticipation of calamity.  The square, 
when they got there, was full of wind and dust, and the thin trees 
in the garden were lashing themselves along the railing.  Poole, 
who had kept all the way a pace or two ahead, now pulled up in the 
middle of the pavement, and in spite of the biting weather, took 
off his hat and mopped his brow with a red pocket-handkerchief. 
But for all the hurry of his coming, these were not the dews of 
exertion that he wiped away, but the moisture of some strangling 
anguish; for his face was white and his voice, when he spoke, 
harsh and broken. 
    "Well, sir," he said, "here we are, and God grant there be 
nothing wrong." 
"Amen, Poole," said the lawyer. 
    Thereupon the servant knocked in a very guarded manner; the 
door was opened on the chain; and a voice asked from within, "Is 
that you, Poole?" 
"It's all right," said Poole.  "Open the door." 
    The hall, when they entered it, was brightly lighted up; the 
fire was built high; and about the hearth the whole of the 
servants, men and women, stood huddled together like a flock of 
sheep.  At the sight of Mr. Utterson, the housemaid broke into 
hysterical whimpering; and the cook, crying out "Bless God! it's 
Mr. Utterson," ran forward as if to take him in her arms. 
    "What, what?  Are you all here?" said the lawyer peevishly. 
"Very irregular, very unseemly; your master would be far from 
pleased." 

"They're all afraid," said Poole. 

A. Research the author’s life and list five facts. 

B. Research the novel and find out: 
• names of characters 

• where and when it is set 

• what the main plot or storyline is 

C. Read the extract and answer the questions. 

 

 

 

In this extract, Mr 

Utterson and Mr 

Poole are rushing to 

the house of Dr 

Jekyll, afraid that 

something terrible 

has happened. 

 

 

TASK: MOOD 

The author creates a 

dark, eerie atmosphere 

or mood. Pick out the 

words and phrases that 

help create this effect. 

 

 



Extract 2                        Jane Eyre by Charlotte Bronte 

     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

In this extract Jane, a ten-year-old orphan, is staying with a rich aunt who 

doesn’t like her. Her cousin, John, finds her reading a book and decides to 

bully her. 

John Reed was a schoolboy of fourteen years old; four years older than I, for I was but ten: large and stout 

for his age, with a dingy and unwholesome skin; thick lineaments in a spacious visage, heavy limbs and 

large extremities. He gorged himself habitually at table, which made him bilious, and gave him a dim and 

bleared eye and flabby cheeks. He ought now to have been at school; but his mama had taken him home 

for a month or two, "on account of his delicate health." Mr. Miles, the master, affirmed that he would do 

very well if he had fewer cakes and sweetmeats sent him from home; but the mother's heart turned from 

an opinion so harsh, and inclined rather to the more refined idea that John's sallowness was owing to over-

application and, perhaps, to pining after home. 

John had not much affection for his mother and sisters, and an antipathy to me. He bullied and punished 

me; not two or three times in the week, nor once or twice in the day, but continually: every nerve I had 

feared him, and every morsel of flesh in my bones shrank when he came near. There were moments when 

I was bewildered by the terror he inspired, because I had no appeal whatever against either his menaces or 

his inflictions; the servants did not like to offend their young master by taking my part against him, and 

Mrs. Reed was blind and deaf on the subject: she never saw him strike or heard him abuse me, though he 

did both now and then in her very presence, more frequently, however, behind her back. 

Habitually obedient to John, I came up to his chair: he spent some three minutes in thrusting out his 

tongue at me as far as he could without damaging the roots: I knew he would soon strike, and while 

dreading the blow, I mused on the disgusting and ugly appearance of him who would presently deal it. I 

wonder if he read that notion in my face; for, all at once, without speaking, he struck suddenly and 

strongly. I tottered, and on regaining my equilibrium retired back a step or two from his chair. 

"That is for your impudence in answering mama awhile since," said he, "and for your sneaking way of 

getting behind curtains, and for the look you had in your eyes two minutes since, you rat!" 

Accustomed to John Reed's abuse, I never had an idea of replying to it; my care was how to endure the 

blow which would certainly follow the insult. 

"What were you doing behind the curtain?" he asked. 

A. Research the author’s life and list five facts. 

B. Research the novel and find out: 
• names of characters 

• where and when it is set 

• what the main plot or storyline is 

C. Read the extract and answer the questions. 

 

 

 



"I was reading." 

"Show the book." 

I returned to the window and fetched it thence. 

"You have no business to take our books; you are a dependent, mama says; you have no money; your 

father left you none; you ought to beg, and not to live here with gentlemen's children like us, and eat the 

same meals we do, and wear clothes at our mama's expense. Now, I'll teach you to rummage my 

bookshelves: for they are mine; all the house belongs to me, or will do in a few years. Go and stand by the 

door, out of the way of the mirror and the windows." 

I did so, not at first aware what was his intention; but when I saw him lift and poise the book and stand in 

act to hurl it, I instinctively started aside with a cry of alarm: not soon enough, however; the volume was 

flung, it hit me, and I fell, striking my head against the door and cutting it. The cut bled, the pain was sharp: 

my terror had passed its climax; other feelings succeeded. 

"Wicked and cruel boy!" I said. "You are like a murderer — you are like a slave-driver — you are like the 

Roman emperors!" 

I had read Goldsmith's History of Rome, and had formed my opinion of Nero, Caligula, etc. Also I had 

drawn parallels in silence, which I never thought thus to have declared aloud. 

"What! what!" he cried. "Did she say that to me? Did you hear her, Eliza and Georgiana? Won't I tell 

mama? but first — " 

He ran headlong at me: I felt him grasp my hair and my shoulder: he had closed with a desperate thing. I 

really saw in him a tyrant, a murderer. I felt a drop or two of blood from my head trickle down my neck, 

and was sensible of somewhat pungent suffering: these sensations for the time predominated over fear, 

and I received him in frantic sort. I don't very well know what I did with my hands, but he called me "Rat! 

Rat!" and bellowed out aloud. Aid was near him: Eliza and Georgiana had run for Mrs. Reed, who was gone 

upstairs: she now came upon the scene, followed by Bessie and her maid Abbot. We were parted: I heard 

the words —  

"Dear! dear! What a fury to fly at Master John!" 

"Did ever anybody see such a picture of passion!" 

Then Mrs. Reed subjoined —  

"Take her away to the red-room, and lock her in there." Four hands were immediately laid upon me, and I 

was borne upstairs. 

 

Task: Characterisation 

Find words and phrases which describe John and explain what kind of character the 

words convey to us. 



Extract 3       Beloved by Toni Morrison 

     

 
 

This is the opening page of a novel about slavery and civil rights in the USA. 
124 is the number of the house the family live in and it is haunted. In this 

extract, the eldest member of the family, the grandmother (called Baby Suggs) 
is dying. 

 
124 was spiteful. Full of a baby’s venom. The women in the house knew it and so did the children. For 
years each put up with the spite in his own way, but by 1873 Sethe and her daughter Denver were its only 
victims. The grandmother, Baby Suggs, was dead, and the sons, Howard and Buglar, had run away by the 
time they were thirteen years old – as soon as merely looking in a mirror shattered it (that was the signal 
for Buglar); as soon as two tiny hand prints appeared in the cake (that was it for Howard). Neither boy 
waited to see more; another kettleful of chickpeas smoking in a heap on the floor; soda crackers crumbled 
and strewn in a line next to the door-sill. Nor did they wait for one of the relief periods: the weeks, months 
even, when nothing was disturbed. No. Each one fled at once – the moment the house committed what 
was for him the one insult not to be borne or witnessed a second time. Within two months, in the dead of 
winter, leaving their grandmother, Baby Suggs; Sethe, their mother; and their little sister, Denver, all by 
themselves in the gray and white house on Bluestone Road. It didn’t have a number then, because 
Cincinnati didn’t stretch that far. In fact, Ohio had been calling itself a state only seventy years when first 
one brother and then the next stuffed quilt packing into his hat, snatched up his shoes, and crept away 
from the lively spite the house felt for them. 

Baby Suggs didn’t even raise her head. From her sickbed she heard them go but that wasn’t the reason she 
lay still. It was a wonder to her that her grandson had taken so long to realize that every house wasn’t like 
the one on Bluestone Road. Suspended between the nastiness of life and the meanness of the dead, she 
couldn’t get interested in leaving life or living it, let alone the fright of two creeping-off boys. Her past had 
been like her present – intolerable – and since she knew death was anything but forgetfulness, she used 
the little energy left her for pondering color. 

A. Research the author’s life and list five facts. 

B. Research the novel and find out: 
• names of characters 

• where and when it is set 

• what the main plot or storyline is 

C. Read the extract and answer the questions. 

 

 

 

TASK: MOTIF 

Ghosts are a motif (a recurring idea) in this novel. Find the words or 

phrases that support the idea of haunting. 

 

 



Extract 4    Grapes of Wrath by John Steinbeck 

     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

In this extract, Steinbeck describes the last rain and the onset of the dustbowl years in the 

USA. This is when the land became barren due to over-farming, and nothing could grow. 

This was a major factor during the 1930s and the Great Depression. 

TO THE RED COUNTRY and part of the gray country of Oklahoma, the last rains came gently, and they did 

not cut the scarred earth. The plows crossed and recrossed the rivulet marks. The last rains lifted the corn 

quickly and scattered weed colonies and grass along the sides of the roads so that the gray country and the 

dark red country began to disappear under a green cover. In the last part of May the sky grew pale and the 

clouds that had hung in high puffs for so long in the spring were dissipated. The sun flared down on the 

growing corn day after day until a line of brown spread along the edge of each green bayonet. The clouds 

appeared, and went away, and in a while they did not try any more. The weeds grew darker green to 

protect themselves, and they did not spread any more. The surface of the earth crusted, a thin hard crust, 

and as the sky became pale, so the earth became pale, pink in the red country and white in the gray 

country.   

 In the water-cut gullies the earth dusted down in dry little streams. Gophers and ant lions started small 

avalanches. And as the sharp sun struck day after day, the leaves of the young corn became less stiff and 

erect; they bent in a curve at first, and then, as the central ribs of strength grew weak, each leaf tilted 

downward. Then it was June, and  the sun shone more fiercely. The brown lines on the corn leaves 

widened and moved in on the central ribs. The weeds frayed and edged back toward their roots. The air 

was thin and the sky more pale; and every day the earth paled.   

 In the roads where the teams moved, where the wheels milled the ground and the hooves of the horses 

beat the ground, the dirt crust broke and the dust formed. Every moving thing lifted the dust into the air: a 

walking man lifted a thin layer as high as his waist, and a wagon lifted the dust as high as the fence tops, 

and an automobile boiled a  cloud behind it. The dust was long in settling back again.   

 When June was half gone, the big clouds moved up out of Texas and the Gulf, high heavy clouds, 

rainheads. The men in the fields looked up at the clouds and sniffed at them and held wet fingers up to 

sense the wind. And the horses were nervous while the clouds were up. The rainheads dropped a little 

spattering and hurried on to some other country. Behind them the sky was pale again and the sun flared. 

In the dust there were drop craters where the rain had fallen, and there were clean splashes on the corn, 

and that was all.   

A. Research the author’s life and list five facts. 

B. Research the novel and find out: 
• names of characters 

• where and when it is set 

• what the main plot or storyline is 

C. Read the extract and answer the questions. 

 

 

 

TASK: SETTING 

Find the imagery and good word choice which helps the reader imagine this scene. 

 

 



Extract 5      Fahrenheit 451 by Ray Bradbury 

     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

This is the opening page of a novel, set in the future, which 

tells the story of a society which burns its books. 

 

IT WAS A PLEASURE TO BURN   

 IT was a special pleasure to see things eaten, to see things blackened and changed. With the brass nozzle in his fists, 

with this great python spitting its venomous kerosene upon the world, the blood pounded in his head, and his hands 

were the hands of some amazing conductor playing all the symphonies of blazing and burning to bring down the 

tatters and charcoal ruins of history.    

With his symbolic helmet numbered 451 on his stolid head, and his eyes all orange flame with the thought of what 

came next, he flicked the igniter and the house jumped up in a gorging fire that burned the evening sky red and 

yellow and black. He strode in a swarm of fireflies. He wanted above all, like the old joke, to shove a marshmallow on 

a stick in the furnace, while the flapping pigeon-winged books died on the porch and lawn of the house. While the 

books went up in sparkling whirls and blew away on a wind turned dark with burning.   

 Montag grinned the fierce grin of all men singed and driven back by flame.   

 He knew that when he returned to the firehouse, he might wink at himself, a minstrel man, burnt- corked, in the 

mirror. Later, going to sleep, he would feel the fiery smile still gripped by his face muscles, in the dark. It never went 

away, that. smile, it never ever went away, as long as he remembered.   

 He hung up his black-beetle-coloured helmet and shined it, he hung his flameproof jacket neatly; he showered 

luxuriously, and then, whistling, hands in pockets, walked across the upper floor of  the fire station and fell down the 

hole. At the last moment, when disaster seemed positive, he pulled his hands from his pockets and broke his fall by 

grasping the golden pole. He slid to a squeaking halt, the heels one inch from the concrete floor downstairs.   

 He walked out of the fire station and along the midnight street toward the subway where the silent, airpropelled 

train slid soundlessly down its lubricated flue in the earth and let him out with a great puff of warm air an to the 

cream-tiled escalator rising to the suburb.   

 Whistling, he let the escalator waft him into the still night air. He walked toward the comer, thinking little at all 

about nothing in particular. Before he reached the corner, however, he slowed as if a wind had sprung up from 

nowhere, as if someone had called his name.   

A. Research the author’s life and list five facts. 

B. Research the novel and find out: 
• names of characters 

• where and when it is set 

• what the main plot or storyline is 

C. Read the extract and answer the questions. 

 

 

 

TASK: THEME 

Does the author approve of the fireman’s actions? What clues are there 

in this extract? Hint: look for words and phrases with negative connotations. 

 

 


