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KS5 English Reading List
To be a fantastic student of Literature, and a fantastic interview candidate, you need to have
distinctive reading habits that you are passionate about. You should be curious about all
Literature, but love the Literature that comes to feel like ‘yours’. There are lots of books here
because there are lots of different ways into English, rather than one ‘right’ way.
Literary Criticism & Essays – KS5 pupils often don’t read these, but they will spark a
million different ideas and more things to read and explore.
Doing Shakespeare, Simon Palfrey – A fantastic intro, that will give you a hundred new ways
of seeing Shakespeare.
The Secret Life of Poems, Tom Paulin – A beautiful book analysing a few poems, good to
browse without reading every single essay
The Ode Less Travelled, Stephen Fry – A more accessible introduction to poetic form
Feel Free, Zadie Smith – A beautiful and fun collection of essays on all things cultural,
political and literary.
Intimations, Zadie Smith
Seven Types of Ambiguity, William Empson
Metaphors We Live By, George Lakoff and Mark Johnson – The metaphors we use all the
time and what this means about us. Especially good if you are interested in English Language
at Uni.
Square Haunting, Francesca Wade – for background on Virginia Woolf.
1599, James Shapiro – for background on Shakespeare’s life and times.
Podcasts (search on iTunes or your podcast app):
Emma Smith, ‘Approaching Shakespeare’ and ‘Not Shakespeare’ - Recordings of
undergraduate lectures from Oxford University.
Simon Armitage, Professor of Poetry Lectures well-written, wide-ranging, accessible public
lectures on poetry from different eras.
Shakespeare Unlimited – interesting interviews with Shakespeare academics, performers,
writers and historians
The Spouter Inn - explores great books from a range of eras, including on Virginia Woolf
Josie and Robin’s Book Shambles - writers, comedians and scientists talk about books they
like. Best episodes: Stewart Lee, AL Kennedy, Philip Ridley, Noel Fielding
In Our Time – decades of BBC discussions on all things; search for any Literature topic.
Frank Skinner’s Poetry Podcast – Comedian Frank Skinner talks you through close readings of
his favourite poems
Responses to the classics – Read a great text, and learn about the text it reacts to at the
same time
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are Dead, Tom Stoppard – response to Hamlet
If on a Winter’s Night a Traveller, Italo Calvino – a beautiful book about reading and
bookshops
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Wide Sargasso Sea, Jean Rhys – response to Jane Eyre
The Eyre Affair, Jasper Fforde – Very funny mash-up of loads of Literature books
Hagseed, Margaret Atwood – response to The Tempest
Canonical English Literature (in chronological order):
Beowulf, translation Seamus Heaney
Sir Gawain and the Green Knight, translation Simon Armitage
The Vampyre And Other Tales Of The Macabre, OUP
Frankenstein, Mary Shelley
Jane Eyre, Charlotte Bronte (if you didn’t read the whole of it in Year 9!)
David Copperfield, Charles Dickens
Late Victorian Gothic Tales, OUP
The Picture of Dorian Gray, Oscar Wilde
The Time Machine, HG Wells
Waiting for Godot, Samuel Beckett
Selected Poems, TS Eliot
The Waves, Virginia Woolf
The Penguin Book of First World War Poetry
Wise Children, Angela Carter
Modern Theatre
Jerusalem, Jez Butterworth
Mr Burns, Ann Washburn
Shipwreck, Ann Washburn
Top Girls, Caryl Churchill
Debris, Dennis Kelly
Barbershop Chronicles, Inua Ellams
Three Sisters, Inua Ellams
Also, you live in London, the best thing to do if you’re interested in theatre is to go to the
theatre, especially The Globe, The Royal Court and The National Theatre
Update: We have access to a selection of plays from the National Theatre’s archive.
Recommended plays to watch:
Julius Caesar (NT/The Bridge) – a fantastic, clear, creative production of Shakespeare’s tragedy
with a Donald Trump-like Caesar and brilliant performances. A real must before reading
Hamlet next year.
Antigone (NT) – modern translation of a classic Greek play, which will give you good context
for Hamlet (be warned: not super easy, even in English!)
Small Island (NT)
To be able to access the resources go to: https://www.dramaonlinelibrary.com
Username: 4Sdy2Jl-fPassword: 0Be44Mc+l!
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Modern Fiction:
Insurrecto, Gina Apostle
The Handmaid's Tale, Margaret Atwood
The Testaments, Margaret Atwood
White Teeth, Zadie Smith
A Brief History of Seven Killings, Marlon James
Girl, Woman, Other, Bernadine Evaristo
Never Let Me Go, Kazuo Ishiguro
Klara and The Sun, Kazuo Ishiguro
Modern poetry
Out Of Bounds: British Black & Asian Poets, ed. Jackie Kay
Identity Parade: New British and Irish Poets, Ed. Roddy Lumsden
Look, We Have Coming to Dover!, Daljit Nagra
Citizen, Claudia Rankin
Surge, Jay Bernard
Dear Boy, Emily Berry
Happiness, Jack Underwood
Men in the Off-Hours, Anne Carson
Adventures in Form, Penned in the Margins
Coin Opera II, Sidekick Books
You can also watch poetry readings online. This one with Jay Barnard and
Tracy K Smith is really good: https://www.lrb.co.uk/podcasts-andvideos/videos/bookshop-events-films/tracy-k.-smith-and-jay-bernard
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This booklet
Successful A-level students read and think about a wide range of Literature.
There are two reasons to do this:
1. To work out their own tastes and preferences. We all like different Literature,
and we don’t know what we’ll like until we’ve read some of it.
2. To have a wide range of comparison when reading something new. When
have I read something like this before? Where does this writing ‘fit’?
Your teachers will use this booklet in Term 1 of Year 12 to develop your
knowledge and curiosity as readers. You will use it again at the end of Year 12 to
help select your text for coursework.
We’ve chosen texts and extracts carefully because they will give you a
background for the main texts we’re studying on the course, and because we
think you’ll enjoy them and find them interesting.
What you need to do
•
•
•
•

Keep it safe.
Read and annotate each extract with thought, creativity and curiosity.
Write short answers for each question (around half a page total per extract).
The questions should also help guide your annotations.
Bring it back in September with your notes in it.

When you annotate the extracts, focus on the following:
• The ways writers respond to place and identity. This includes the ways they
show settings, locations, contemporary issues, change, their relationship with
others.
• The form and structure of their work.
• Anything else you find interesting.
• Any questions you have for other readers.
We look forward to discussing these texts with you in September and hearing all
of your wonderful ideas.

Picture on front of booklet – illustration of John Keats (Source: Encyclopaedia Britannica)
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“The concept of the ‘Other’ in literature can take on numerous
forms. One thread of thought considers it to be an individual who is
perceived by a group as not belonging; as they have been culturally
constructed as being fundamentally different in some way. The
group sees itself as the ‘standard’, and judges those who do not
meet that norm. They perceive the ‘other’ as lacking essential
characteristics possessed by the group. The ‘Other’ is almost always
seen as a lesser or inferior being, and is treated accordingly.”
“Often, the practice of ‘othering’ not only is an act of identifying
differences, it is rooted in designating the dominant culture as
superior to all others and their cultural practices as common place
and normal. In turn, this results in the stereotyping and
generalization of marginalized cultures, commonly labeling
the other as less than superior and abnormal.”
- The Theory of the Other and its Effects on Artists of Color,
by Joo Young Choi

It’s a slippery word, ‘other’. Taken in one light, it throws up barriers
and insists on divisions. It is fearful and finger-pointing: them, not
us. But looked at in another way, it is rangy, open and expansive. It
suggests horizons, not walls.
- Alex Diggins, book review of Girl, Woman, Other by Bernadine
Evaristo in The Spectator
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#1 – Henry V by William Shakespeare, 1599
Henry V is one of Shakespeare’s history plays. It ends a trilogy in which the young King
grows into full manhood, acquiring all the virtues that Shakespeare identified in a true
hero. Here, Henry gives a rousing speech to prepare his men for battle, and to shape
the conflict’s meaning.
1.
2.

How does Shakespeare make Henry V’s lines sound inspiring in this speech?
How does Shakespeare show Henry V forging an identity for his army?

KING HENRY V
What's he that wishes so?
My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin:
If we are mark'd to die, we are enow
To do our country loss; and if to live,
The fewer men, the greater share of honour.
God's will! I pray thee, wish not one man more.
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold,
Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost;
It yearns me not if men my garments wear;
Such outward things dwell not in my desires:
But if it be a sin to covet honour,
I am the most offending soul alive.
No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England:
God's peace! I would not lose so great an honour
As one man more, methinks, would share from me
For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more!
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host,
That he which hath no stomach to this fight,
Let him depart; his passport shall be made
And crowns for convoy put into his purse:
We would not die in that man's company
That fears his fellowship to die with us.
This day is called the feast of Crispian:
He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,
Will stand a tip-toe when the day is named,
And rouse him at the name of Crispian.
He that shall live this day, and see old age,
Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours,
And say 'To-morrow is Saint Crispian:'
Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars.
And say 'These wounds I had on Crispin's day.'
Old men forget: yet all shall be forgot,
But he'll remember with advantages
What feats he did that day: then shall our names.
Familiar in his mouth as household words
Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter,
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester,
Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd.

This story shall the good man teach his son;
And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by,
From this day to the ending of the world,
But we in it shall be remember'd;
We few, we happy few, we band of brothers;
For he to-day that sheds his blood with me
Shall be my brother; be he ne'er so vile,
This day shall gentle his condition:
And gentlemen in England now a-bed
Shall think themselves accursed they were not here,
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day.
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#2 – Othello by William Shakespeare, 1603
Othello was subtitled ‘The Moor of Venice’. In it, a ‘moor’ (a North African) is a general in the army of
Venice, an Italian city state. In Shakespeare’s time, Venice was a diverse, cosmopolitan city. Othello has
married Desdemona, a noblewoman’s daughter, in secret. Desdemona’s father (under the influence of
the play’s villain Iago) has accused Othello of using magic to seduce his daughter. In this extract,
Othello defends their relationship to the lords of Venice.
1.
2.

How does Shakespeare show Othello’s past experiences shaping his identity in this
speech?
How does Shakespeare show different kinds of power in this extract?

OTHELLO
Ancient, conduct them: you best know the place.
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven
I do confess the vices of my blood,
So justly to your grave ears I'll present
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love,
And she in mine.
DUKE OF VENICE
Say it, Othello.
OTHELLO
Her father loved me; oft invited me;
Still question'd me the story of my life,
From year to year, the battles, sieges, fortunes,
That I have passed.
I ran it through, even from my boyish days,
To the very moment that he bade me tell it;
Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances,
Of moving accidents by flood and field
Of hair-breadth scapes i' the imminent deadly
breach,
Of being taken by the insolent foe
And sold to slavery, of my redemption thence
And portance in my travels' history:
Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle,
Rough quarries, rocks and hills whose heads
touch heaven
It was my hint to speak,--such was the process;
And of the Cannibals that each other eat,
The Anthropophagi and men whose heads
Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear
Would Desdemona seriously incline:
But still the house-affairs would draw her
thence:
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Which ever as she could with haste dispatch,
She'ld come again, and with a greedy ear
Devour up my discourse: which I observing,
Took once a pliant hour, and found good
means
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate,
Whereof by parcels she had something heard,
But not intentively: I did consent,
And often did beguile her of her tears,
When I did speak of some distressful stroke
That my youth suffer'd. My story being done,
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs:
She swore, in faith, twas strange, 'twas passing
strange,
'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful:
She wish'd she had not heard it, yet she wish'd
That heaven had made her such a man: she
thank'd me,
And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her,
I should but teach him how to tell my story.
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I
spake:
She loved me for the dangers I had pass'd,
And I loved her that she did pity them.
This only is the witchcraft I have used:
Here comes the lady; let her witness it.
Enter DESDEMONA, IAGO, and Attendants
DUKE OF VENICE
I think this tale would win my daughter too.

#3 – ‘Jerusalem’ by William Blake, 1804
“Poet, painter, engraver, and visionary William Blake worked to bring about a change both in the social
order and in the minds of men. Though in his lifetime his work was largely neglected or dismissed, he is
now considered one of the leading lights of English poetry”
(Source: Poetry Foundation)
Jerusalem is one of Blake’s most famous poems, partly because it was later set to music as a hymn,
which is still well-known. Less known to some modern readers is the poem’s deeply political message
about industrialisation.
1. How does Blake present the history and importance of England in this poem?
2. How does Blake present the speaker’s Christian identity?
And did those feet in ancient time
Walk upon Englands mountains green:
And was the holy Lamb of God,
On Englands pleasant pastures seen!
And did the Countenance Divine,
Shine forth upon our clouded hills?
And was Jerusalem builded here,
Among these dark Satanic Mills?
Bring me my Bow of burning gold:
Bring me my arrows of desire:
Bring me my Spear: O clouds unfold!
Bring me my Chariot of fire!
I will not cease from Mental Fight,
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand:
Till we have built Jerusalem,
In Englands green & pleasant Land.

Blake’s poetry was originally
published in colourful prints that
Blake designed and printed
himself.
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#4 – Frankenstein by Mary Shelley, 1818
Mary Shelley wrote Frankenstein in a competition with some friends to write a new scary story whilst
on holiday in Geneva. That year, there had been no summer as the sky was blocked for months by
smoke and ashes from a volcano. The first vampire tale originated as a short story in the same
competition, but Shelley’s was the only story that evolved into a full-length novel.
In her story, an ambitious scientist, Victor Frankenstein, artificially creates a monstrous creature using
body parts stolen from graveyards. In this extract, the creature has escaped Victor and spent a year
spying on a French family in Germany, whom he hopes will become his companions.
1.
2.

How does Shelley create sympathy for the creature in this extract?
How does Shelley reveal the creature’s identity?

"The winter advanced, and an entire revolution of the seasons had taken place since I awoke into life.
My attention at this time was solely directed towards my plan of introducing myself into the cottage of
my protectors. I revolved many projects, but that on which I finally fixed was to enter the dwelling
when the blind old man should be alone. I had sagacity enough to discover that the unnatural
hideousness of my person was the chief object of horror with those who had formerly beheld me. My
voice, although harsh, had nothing terrible in it; I thought, therefore, that if in the absence of his
children I could gain the good will and mediation of the old De Lacey, I might by his means be tolerated
by my younger protectors.
"One day, when the sun shone on the red leaves that strewed the ground and diffused cheerfulness,
although it denied warmth, Safie, Agatha, and Felix departed on a long country walk, and the old man,
at his own desire, was left alone in the cottage. When his children had departed, he took up his guitar
and played several mournful but sweet airs, more sweet and mournful than I had ever heard him play
before. At first his countenance was illuminated with pleasure, but as he continued, thoughtfulness
and sadness succeeded; at length, laying aside the instrument, he sat absorbed in reflection.
"My heart beat quick; this was the hour and moment of trial, which would decide my hopes or realize
my fears. The servants were gone to a neighbouring fair. All was silent in and around the cottage; it
was an excellent opportunity; yet, when I proceeded to execute my plan, my limbs failed me and I sank
to the ground. Again I rose, and exerting all the firmness of which I was master, removed the planks
which I had placed before my hovel to conceal my retreat. The fresh air revived me, and with renewed
determination I approached the door of their cottage.
"I knocked. `Who is there?' said the old man. `Come in.’
"I entered. `Pardon this intrusion,' said I; `I am a traveller in want of a little rest; you would greatly
oblige me if you would allow me to remain a few minutes before the fire.'
"`Enter,' said De Lacey, `and I will try in what manner I can to relieve your wants; but, unfortunately, my
children are from home, and as I am blind, I am afraid I shall find it difficult to procure food for you.'
"`Do not trouble yourself, my kind host; I have food; it is warmth and rest only that I need.'
"I sat down, and a silence ensued. I knew that every minute was precious to me, yet I remained
irresolute in what manner to commence the interview, when the old man addressed me. `By your
language, stranger, I suppose you are my countryman; are you French?'
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"`No; but I was educated by a French family and understand that language only. I am now going to
claim the protection of some friends, whom I sincerely love, and of whose favour I have some hopes.’
"`Are they Germans?'
"`No, they are French. But let us change the subject. I am an unfortunate and deserted creature, I
look around and I have no relation or friend upon earth. These amiable people to whom I go have
never seen me and know little of me. I am full of fears, for if I fail there, I am an outcast in the world
forever.'
"`Do not despair. To be friendless is indeed to be unfortunate, but the hearts of men, when
unprejudiced by any obvious self-interest, are full of brotherly love and charity. Rely, therefore, on
your hopes; and if these friends are good and amiable, do not despair.'
"`They are kind--they are the most excellent creatures in the world; but, unfortunately, they are
prejudiced against me. I have good dispositions; my life has been hitherto harmless and in some
degree beneficial; but a fatal prejudice clouds their eyes, and where they ought to see a feeling and
kind friend, they behold only a detestable monster.'
"`That is indeed unfortunate; but if you are really blameless, cannot you undeceive them?'
"`I am about to undertake that task; and it is on that account that I feel so many overwhelming
terrors. I tenderly love these friends; I have, unknown to them, been for many months in the habits of
daily kindness towards them; but they believe that I wish to injure them, and it is that prejudice which
I wish to overcome.'
"`Where do these friends reside?'
"`Near this spot.’
The old man paused and then continued, ‘If you will unreservedly confide to me the particulars of
your tale, I perhaps may be of use in undeceiving them. I am blind and cannot judge of your
countenance, but there is something in your words which persuades me that you are sincere. I am
poor and an exile, but it will afford me true pleasure to be in any way serviceable to a human
creature.’
“‘Excellent man! I thank you and accept your generous offer. You raise me from the dust by this
kindness; and I trust that, by your aid, I shall not be driven from the society and sympathy of your
fellow creatures.’
“‘Heaven forbid! Even if you were really criminal, for that can only drive you to desperation, and not
instigate you to virtue. I also am unfortunate; I and my family have been condemned, although
innocent; judge, therefore, if I do not feel for your misfortunes.’
“‘How can I thank you, my best and only benefactor? From your lips first have I heard the voice of
kindness directed towards me; I shall be for ever grateful; and your present humanity assures me of
success with those friends whom I am on the point of meeting.’
“‘May I know the names and residence of those friends?’
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“I paused. This, I thought, was the moment of decision, which was to rob me of or bestow happiness
on me for ever. I struggled vainly for firmness sufficient to answer him, but the effort destroyed all my
remaining strength; I sank on the chair and sobbed aloud. At that moment I heard the steps of my
younger protectors. I had not a moment to lose, but seizing the hand of the old man, I cried, ‘Now is
the time! Save and protect me! You and your family are the friends whom I seek. Do not you desert
me in the hour of trial!’
“‘Great God!’ exclaimed the old man. ‘Who are you?’
“At that instant the cottage door was opened, and Felix, Safie, and Agatha entered. Who can describe
their horror and consternation on beholding me? Agatha fainted, and Safie, unable to attend to her
friend, rushed out of the cottage. Felix darted forward, and with supernatural force tore me from his
father, to whose knees I clung, in a transport of fury, he dashed me to the ground and struck me
violently with a stick. I could have torn him limb from limb, as the lion rends the antelope. But my
heart sank within me as with bitter sickness, and I refrained. I saw him on the point of repeating his
blow, when, overcome by pain and anguish, I quitted the cottage, and in the general tumult escaped
unperceived to my hovel.”
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#5 – Jane Eyre by Charlotte Brontë, 1847
Some of you may have read Jane Eyre in Year 9, focusing on Jane’s childhood experiences. Later in the
novel, Jane is employed as a governess (a private tutor) by Mr Rochester, a wealthy man. They fall in
love and agree to marry. However, on their wedding day, it is revealed that Rochester already has a
wife, Bertha, who is locked in his attic.
This storyline of Jane Eyre has since become a focus of feminist and post-colonial literary criticism.
1.
2.

How does Brontë present Rochester’s view of Bertha in this extract?
How does Brontë present Rochester’s attitude towards different locations?

“I am a fool!” cried Mr. Rochester suddenly. “I keep telling her I am not married, and do not explain to
her why. I forget she knows nothing of the character of that woman, or of the circumstances attending
my infernal union with her. Oh, I am certain Jane will agree with me in opinion, when she knows all
that I know! Just put your hand in mine, Janet—that I may have the evidence of touch as well as sight,
to prove you are near me—and I will in a few words show you the real state of the case. Can you listen
to me?”
“Yes, sir; for hours if you will.”
“I ask only minutes. Jane, did you ever hear or know that I was not the eldest son of my house: that I
had once a brother older than I?”
“I remember Mrs. Fairfax told me so once.”
“And did you ever hear that my father was an avaricious, grasping man?”

“I have understood something to that effect.”
“Well, Jane, being so, it was his resolution to keep the property together; he could not bear the idea of
dividing his estate and leaving me a fair portion: all, he resolved, should go to my brother, Rowland. Yet
as little could he endure that a son of his should be a poor man. I must be provided for by a wealthy
marriage. He sought me a partner betimes. Mr. Mason, a West India planter and merchant, was his old
acquaintance. He was certain his possessions were real and vast: he made inquiries. Mr. Mason, he
found, had a son and daughter; and he learned from him that he could and would give the latter a
fortune of thirty thousand pounds: that sufficed. When I left college, I was sent out to Jamaica, to
espouse a bride already courted for me. My father said nothing about her money; but he told me Miss
Mason was the boast of Spanish Town for her beauty: and this was no lie. I found her a fine woman, in
the style of Blanche Ingram: tall, dark, and majestic. Her family wished to secure me because I was of a
good race; and so did she. They showed her to me in parties, splendidly dressed. I seldom saw her
alone, and had very little private conversation with her. She flattered me, and lavishly displayed for my
pleasure her charms and accomplishments. All the men in her circle seemed to admire her and envy
me. I was dazzled, stimulated: my senses were excited; and being ignorant, raw, and inexperienced, I
thought I loved her. There is no folly so besotted that the idiotic rivalries of society, the prurience, the
rashness, the blindness of youth, will not hurry a man to its commission. Her relatives encouraged me;
competitors piqued me; she allured me: a marriage was achieved almost before I knew where I was.
Oh, I have no respect for myself when I think of that act!—an agony of inward contempt masters me. I
never loved, I never esteemed, I did not even know her. I was not sure of the existence of one virtue in
her nature: I had marked neither modesty, nor benevolence, nor candour, nor refinement in her mind
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or manners—and, I married her:—gross, grovelling, mole-eyed blockhead that I was! With less sin I
might have—But let me remember to whom I am speaking.
“My bride’s mother I had never seen: I understood she was dead. The honeymoon over, I learned my
mistake; she was only mad, and shut up in a lunatic asylum. There was a younger brother, too—a
complete dumb idiot. The elder one, whom you have seen (and whom I cannot hate, whilst I abhor all
his kindred, because he has some grains of affection in his feeble mind, shown in the continued
interest he takes in his wretched sister, and also in a dog-like attachment he once bore me), will
probably be in the same state one day. My father and my brother Rowland knew all this; but they
thought only of the thirty thousand pounds, and joined in the plot against me.
“These were vile discoveries; but except for the treachery of concealment, I should have made them
no subject of reproach to my wife, even when I found her nature wholly alien to mine, her tastes
obnoxious to me, her cast of mind common, low, narrow, and singularly incapable of being led to
anything higher, expanded to anything larger—when I found that I could not pass a single evening, nor
even a single hour of the day with her in comfort; that kindly conversation could not be sustained
between us, because whatever topic I started, immediately received from her a turn at once coarse
and trite, perverse and imbecile—when I perceived that I should never have a quiet or settled
household, because no servant would bear the continued outbreaks of her violent and unreasonable
temper, or the vexations of her absurd, contradictory, exacting orders—even then I restrained myself:
I eschewed upbraiding, I curtailed remonstrance; I tried to devour my repentance and disgust in
secret; I repressed the deep antipathy I felt.
“Jane, I will not trouble you with abominable details: some strong words shall express what I have to
say. I lived with that woman upstairs four years, and before that time she had tried me indeed: her
character ripened and developed with frightful rapidity; her vices sprang up fast and rank: they were
so strong, only cruelty could check them, and I would not use cruelty. What a pigmy intellect she had,
and what giant propensities! How fearful were the curses those propensities entailed on me! Bertha
Mason, the true daughter of an infamous mother, dragged me through all the hideous and degrading
agonies which must attend a man bound to a wife at once intemperate and unchaste.
“My brother in the interval was dead, and at the end of the four years my father died too. I was rich
enough now—yet poor to hideous indigence: a nature the most gross, impure, depraved I ever saw,
was associated with mine, and called by the law and by society a part of me. And I could not rid
myself of it by any legal proceedings: for the doctors now discovered that my wife was mad—her
excesses had prematurely developed the germs of insanity. Jane, you don’t like my narrative; you look
almost sick—shall I defer the rest to another day?”
“No, sir, finish it now; I pity you—I do earnestly pity you.”
“Pity, Jane, from some people is a noxious and insulting sort of tribute, which one is justified in
hurling back in the teeth of those who offer it; but that is the sort of pity native to callous, selfish
hearts; it is a hybrid, egotistical pain at hearing of woes, crossed with ignorant contempt for those
who have endured them. But that is not your pity, Jane; it is not the feeling of which your whole face
is full at this moment—with which your eyes are now almost overflowing—with which your heart is
heaving—with which your hand is trembling in mine. Your pity, my darling, is the suffering mother of
love: its anguish is the very natal pang of the divine passion. I accept it, Jane; let the daughter have
free advent—my arms wait to receive her.”
“Now, sir, proceed; what did you do when you found she was mad?”
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“Jane, I approached the verge of despair; a remnant of self-respect was all that intervened between
me and the gulf. In the eyes of the world, I was doubtless covered with grimy dishonour; but I
resolved to be clean in my own sight—and to the last I repudiated the contamination of her crimes,
and wrenched myself from connection with her mental defects. Still, society associated my name and
person with hers; I yet saw her and heard her daily: something of her breath (faugh!) mixed with the
air I breathed; and besides, I remembered I had once been her husband—that recollection was then,
and is now, inexpressibly odious to me; moreover, I knew that while she lived I could never be the
husband of another and better wife; and, though five years my senior (her family and her father had
lied to me even in the particular of her age), she was likely to live as long as I, being as robust in frame
as she was infirm in mind. Thus, at the age of twenty-six, I was hopeless.
“One night I had been awakened by her yells—(since the medical men had pronounced her mad, she
had, of course, been shut up)—it was a fiery West Indian night; one of the description that frequently
precede the hurricanes of those climates. Being unable to sleep in bed, I got up and opened the
window. The air was like sulphur-steams—I could find no refreshment anywhere. Mosquitoes came
buzzing in and hummed sullenly round the room; the sea, which I could hear from thence, rumbled
dull like an earthquake—black clouds were casting up over it; the moon was setting in the waves,
broad and red, like a hot cannon-ball—she threw her last bloody glance over a world quivering with
the ferment of tempest. I was physically influenced by the atmosphere and scene, and my ears were
filled with the curses the maniac still shrieked out; wherein she momentarily mingled my name with
such a tone of demon-hate, with such language!—no professed harlot ever had a fouler vocabulary
than she: though two rooms off, I heard every word—the thin partitions of the West India house
opposing but slight obstruction to her wolfish cries.

“‘This life,’ said I at last, ‘is hell: this is the air—those are the sounds of the bottomless pit! I have a
right to deliver myself from it if I can. The sufferings of this mortal state will leave me with the heavy
flesh that now cumbers my soul. Of the fanatic’s burning eternity I have no fear: there is not a future
state worse than this present one—let me break away, and go home to God!’
“I said this whilst I knelt down at, and unlocked a trunk which contained a brace of loaded pistols: I
meant to shoot myself. I only entertained the intention for a moment; for, not being insane, the crisis
of exquisite and unalloyed despair, which had originated the wish and design of self-destruction, was
past in a second.
“A wind fresh from Europe blew over the ocean and rushed through the open casement: the storm
broke, streamed, thundered, blazed, and the air grew pure. I then framed and fixed a resolution.
While I walked under the dripping orange-trees of my wet garden, and amongst its drenched
pomegranates and pine-apples, and while the refulgent dawn of the tropics kindled round me—I
reasoned thus, Jane—and now listen; for it was true Wisdom that consoled me in that hour, and
showed me the right path to follow.
“The sweet wind from Europe was still whispering in the refreshed leaves, and the Atlantic was
thundering in glorious liberty; my heart, dried up and scorched for a long time, swelled to the tone,
and filled with living blood—my being longed for renewal—my soul thirsted for a pure draught. I saw
hope revive—and felt regeneration possible. From a flowery arch at the bottom of my garden I gazed
over the sea—bluer than the sky: the old world was beyond; clear prospects opened thus:—
“‘Go,’ said Hope, ‘and live again in Europe: there it is not known what a sullied name you bear, nor
what a filthy burden is bound to you. You may take the maniac with you to England; confine her with
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due attendance and precautions at Thornfield: then travel yourself to what clime you will, and
form what new tie you like. That woman, who has so abused your long-suffering, so sullied your
name, so outraged your honour, so blighted your youth, is not your wife, nor are you her
husband. See that she is cared for as her condition demands, and you have done all that God
and humanity require of you. Let her identity, her connection with yourself, be buried in
oblivion: you are bound to impart them to no living being. Place her in safety and comfort:
shelter her degradation with secrecy, and leave her.’
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#6 – ‘I, Too’ by Langston Hughes, 1926
Langston Hughes was an American poet strongly associated with a movement known as the Harlem
Renaissance. In this period, America was intensely racially segregated.
‘The Harlem Renaissance was an intellectual and cultural revival of African American music, dance,
art, fashion, literature, theater and politics centered in Harlem, Manhattan, New York City, spanning
the 1920s and 1930s.’
-Wikipedia
1. How does Hughes present ideas about American identity in this poem?
2. How does Hughes use form and imagery in his poem to give his speaker a sense of power?

I, too, sing America.
I am the darker brother.
They send me to eat in the kitchen
When company comes,
But I laugh,
And eat well,
And grow strong.
Tomorrow,
I’ll be at the table
When company comes.
Nobody’ll dare
Say to me,
“Eat in the kitchen,”
Then.
Besides,
They’ll see how beautiful I am
And be ashamed—
I, too, am America.
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#7 – Passing by Nella Larsen, 1929
Nella Larsen was another writer linked to the Harlem Renaissance, although little recognised in her
own lifetime. Her two novels gained more attention in the late twentieth-century, including by
scholars interested in the works’ racial and sexual politics.
The book’s title refers to ‘passing’, which means being recognised as belonging to an ethnic group
different to one’s own. The two central characters - Clare Kendry and Irene Redfield - of the novel are
women with African-American heritage who ‘pass’ in upper-class white society. Clare’s white
husband John Bellow is unaware of his wife’s true background. This extract, which opens is set after
an encounter between Irene, Clare and John, in which John expresses openly racist views in highly
aggressive, racist language.
1. How does Larsen present attitudes towards racial identity in this extract?
2. How does she use imagery to present the conflicted feelings of her characters?
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#8 – Wide Sargasso Sea by Jean Rhys, 1966

1. How does Rhys create an impression of Antoinette’s identity in this extract?
2. How does Rhys challenge the traditional assumptions of Jane Eyre through her use of
language, form and imagery?
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#9 – Look We Have Coming to Dover! by Daljit Nagra, 2007
You may have studied Nagra’s poem ‘SINGH SONG!’ in your GCSE anthology. This poem from
the same collection explores the topic of immigration to the UK. Like many works of
literature, it includes an epigraph, a short quotation at the start of a piece of writing. Nagra
uses a quotation from ‘Dover Beach’ as his epigraph, a Victorian poem that you may have
read in Year 10, in which Arnold writes from the point-of-view of a character overlooking the
cost at Dover from a window.
1. How does Nagra present the changing identities of the poem’s immigrant characters?
2. How does Nagra present the relationship between place and identity?

Look We Have Coming to Dover!

‘So various, so beautiful, so new…’
– Matthew Arnold, ‘Dover Beach’
Stowed in the sea to invade
the lash alfresco of a diesel-breeze
ratcheting speed into the tide, with brunt
gobfuls of surf phlegmed by cushy come-and-go
tourists prow’d on the cruisers, lording the ministered waves.
Seagull and shoal life
Vexin their blarnies upon our huddled
camouflage past the vast crumble of scummed
cliffs, scramming on mulch as thunder unbladders
yobbish rain and wind on our escape, hutched in a Bedford van.
Seasons or years we reap
inland, unclocked by the national eye
or stab in the back, teemed for breathing
sweeps of grass through the whistling asthma of parks,
burdened, ennobled, poling sparks across pylon and pylon.
Swarms of us, grafting in
the black within shot of the moon’s
spotlight, banking on the miracle of sun –
span its rainbow, passport us to life. Only then
can it be human to hoick ourselves, bare-faced for the clear.
Imagine my love and I,
our sundry others, Blair’d in the cash
of our beeswax’d cars, our crash clothes, free,
we raise our charged glasses over unparasol’d tables
East, babbling our lingoes, flecked by the chalk of Britannia!
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#10 – Jerusalem by Jez Butterworth, 2009
“On St George’s Day, the morning of the local country fair, Johnny ‘Rooster’ Byron, local waster and
modern-day Pied Piper, is a wanted man. The council officials want to serve him an eviction notice…”
(Source: book blurb)

Butterworth’s play is one of the most critically successful and culturally influential pieces of theatre of
the 21st Century so far. Jerusalem frequently refers to William Blake’s poem of the same name and
similarly explores the changing landscape and identities of England. Its hero Johnny Byron is wrapped in
the imagery of England’s occult and mystical past.
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#11 – NW by Zadie Smith, 2012
Zadie Smith’s novel is set in North West London and traces the lives and journeys of several interconnected characters across the city.
1. How does Smith present the diverse environment of central London?
2. How does Smith use form and structure to convey a sense of place?
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#12 – Citizen, An American Lyric by Claudia Rankine, 2014
When you are alone and too tired even to turn on any of your devices, you let yourself linger in a past
stacked among your pillows. Usually you are nestled under blankets and the house is empty.
Sometimes the moon is missing and beyond the windows the low, gray ceiling seems approachable. Its
dark light dims in degrees depending on the density of clouds and you fall back into that which gets
reconstructed as metaphor.
The route is often associative. You smell good. You are twelve attending Sts. Philip and James School
on White Plains Road and the girl sitting in the seat behind asks you to lean to the right during exams
so she can copy what you have written. Sister Evelyn is in the habit of taping the 100s and the failing
grades to the coat closet doors. The girl is Catholic with waist-length brown hair. You can't remember
her name: Mary? Catherine?
You never really speak except for the time she makes her request and later when she tells you you
smell good and have features more like a white person. You assume she thinks she is thanking you for
letting her cheat and feels better cheating from an almost white person.
Sister Evelyn never figures out your arrangement perhaps because you never turn around to copy Mary
Catherine's answers. Sister Evelyn must think these two girls think a lot alike or she cares less about
cheating and more about humiliation or she never actually saw you sitting there.
Certain moments send adrenaline to the heart, dry out the tongue, and clog the lungs. Like thunder
they drown you in sound, no, like lightning they strike you across the larynx. Cough. After it happened I
was at a loss for words. Haven't you said this yourself? Haven't you said this to a close friend who early
in your friendship, when distracted, would call you by the name of her black housekeeper? You
assumed you two were the only black people in her life. Eventually she stopped doing this, though she
never acknowledged her slippage. And you never called her on it (why not?) and yet, you don't forget.
If this were a domestic tragedy, and it might well be, this would be your fatal flaw—your memory,
vessel of your feelings. Do you feel hurt because it's the "all black people look the same" moment, or
because you are being confused with another after being so close to this other?
An unsettled feeling keeps the body front and center. The wrong words enter your day like a bad egg in
your mouth and puke runs down your blouse, a dampness drawing your stomach in toward your rib
cage. When you look around only you remain. Your own disgust at what you smell, what you feel,
doesn't bring you to your feet, not right away, because gathering energy has become its own task,
needing its own argument. You are reminded of a conversation you had recently, comparing the merits
of sentences constructed implicitly with "yes, and" rather than "yes, but." You and your friend decided
that "yes, and" attested to a life with no turn-off, no alternative routes: you pull yourself to standing,
soon enough the blouse is rinsed, it's another week, the blouse is beneath your sweater, against your
skin, and you smell good.
The rain this morning pours from the gutters and everywhere else it is lost in the trees. You need your
glasses to single out what you know is there because doubt is inexorable; you put on your glasses. The
trees, their bark, their leaves, even the dead ones, are more vibrant wet. Yes, and it's raining. Each
moment is like this—before it can be known, categorized as similar to another thing and dismissed, it
has to be experienced, it has to be seen. What did he just say? Did she really just say that? Did I hear
what I think I heard? Did that just come out of my mouth, his mouth, your mouth? The moment stinks.
Still you want to stop looking at the trees. You want to walk out and stand among them. And as light as
the rain seems, it still rains down on you.
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#13 – Three Sisters by Inuea Ellams, 2019
Ellams’s play is based on a classic play called Three Sisters by Anton Checkov. Ellams resets the play in
1960s Nigeria, during the civil war in Nigeria. In this extract, two characters discuss the origins of
conflict in Nigeria, which was a British colony until 1960.

1. How does Ellams present the difference perspectives in the extract?
2. How does Ellams use language to present the setting of Nigeria and its history?
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#14 – Girl, Woman, Other by Bernadine Evaristo, 2019
Evaristo’s novel follows the lives of 12 women in the UK over several decades. In this extract, two
characters discuss their experience of being from ethnic minority communities and how this shapes
other people’s perception of them.

1. How does Evaristo present the voices of the two characters in this extract?
2. How does Evaristo use language, form and structure to convey the intensity of the characters’
experiences?
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