
“My lips, two blushing 
pilgrims, ready stand 
to smooth that rough 
touch with a tender 
kiss.” 
Romeo & Juliet – 
William Shakespeare 



“The very mystery of him 
excited her curiosity like a 
door that had neither lock 
nor key.”  
— Gone with the Wind, by 
Margaret Mitchell 



The farm buildings huddled like the 
clinging aphids on the mountain 
skirts, crouched low to the ground 
as though the wind might blow 
them into the sea. . . . 
 
John Steinbeck - "Flight" 



'How they clang, and clash, and roar!  
What a horror they outpour  
On the bosom of the palpitating air!  
Yet the ear it fully knows,  
By the twanging  
And the clanging,  
 
'The Bells,' by Edgar Allen Poe 



"People moved slowly then. There 

was no hurry, for there was 

nowhere to go, nothing to buy and 

no money to buy it with, nothing to 

see outside the boundaries of 

Maycomb County.“ 
 

To Kill a Mockingbird by Harper Lee 



Will you walk into my parlour?" said the 
Spider to the Fly,  
'Tis the prettiest little parlour that ever you 
did spy;  
The way into my parlour is up a winding 
stair,  
And I've a many curious things to shew 
when you are there."  
 
The Spider and the Fly 
by Mary Howitt 



“Can we forge against these 
enemies a grand and global 
alliance, North and South, East 
and West, that can assure a more 
fruitful life for all mankind? Will 
you join in that historic effort?”  
 
–JFK Inaugural Address 



“Your loved ones were daring and brave, 

and they had that special grace, that 

special spirit that says, ‘Give me a 

challenge, and I'll meet it with joy.’”  

 

-Ronald Reagan- The Space Shuttle 

"Challenger" Tragedy Address 



“It is truth universally 

acknowledged that a single man in 

possession of a good fortune must 

be in want of a wife”.  

 

Jane Austen – Pride and Prejudice 



'I will bestow him, and will answer well  
The death I gave him. So, again, good 
night.  
I must be cruel, only to be kind:  
Thus bad begins and worse remains 
behind. One word more, good lady.‘ 
 
William Shakespeare's 'Hamlet 



"I closed not my eyes that night. My internal being was in a 
state of insurrection and turmoil; I felt that order would thence  
arise, but I had no power to produce it. By degrees, after the  
morning's dawn, sleep came. I awoke, and my yesternight's 
thoughts were as a dream. There only remained a resolution  
to return to my ancient studies, and to devote myself to a  
science for which I believed myself to possess a natural talent.“ 
  
from Frankenstein by Mary Shelley 



"The sea cows went on schlooping and grazing and 
chomping in the weed, and Kotick asked them questions 
in every language that he had picked up in his travels: 
and the Sea People talk nearly as many languages as 
human beings. But the Sea Cow did not answer, but Sea  
Cow cannot talk. He has only six bones in his neck where 
he ought to have seven, and they say under the sea that 
that prevents him from speaking even to his companions; 
but, as you know, he has an extra joint in his fore flipper, 
and by waving it up and down and about he makes a sort 
of clumsy telegraphic code.“ from "The White Seal," The  
 
Jungle Book by Rudyard Kiplin 



"I accepted the offer. When Mr. Wemmick had put all the biscuit 
into the post, and had paid me my money from a cashbox in a 
safe, the key of which safe he kept somewhere down his back, and 
produced from his coat-collar like an iron pigtail, we went 
upstairs. The house was dark and shabby, and the greasy 
shoulders that had left their mark in Mr. Jaggers's room seemed to 
have been shuffling up and down the staircase for years. In the 
front first floor, a clerk who looked something between a publican 
and a rat-catcher--a large pale puffed swollen man—was 
attentively engaged with three or four people of shabby 
appearance, whom he treated as unceremoniously as everybody 
seemed to be treated who contributed to  Mr. Jaggers's coffers.“  
 
from Great Expectations by Charles Dickens 



"A solitary figure was coming toward him from the other end of the 

long, brightly lit corridor. It was the girl with dark hair. Four days 

had gone past since the evening when he had run into her outside 

the junk shop. As she came nearer he saw that her right arm was in 

a sling, not noticeable at a distance because it was of the same color 

as her overalls. Probably she had crushed her hand while swinging 

round one of the big kaleidoscopes on which the plots of novels were 

'roughed in.’ It was a common accident in the Fiction Department.“  

 

from 1984 

by George Orwell 



My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; 
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red; 
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; 
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 
 
Sonnet 130 by William Shakespeare) 

 
In this famous sonnet, Shakespeare compares his lover 
unfavorably to many wonderful things. Shakespeare uses 
the sun, the coral, and the snow to connote beauty, love, 
and purity. By saying that his lover is not like any of 
these things, she carries none of their connotations. 
Therefore, she is not beautiful and certainly not pure or 
innocent. 



Under my window, a clean rasping sound    
When the spade sinks into gravelly ground:    
My father, digging. I look down  
 
Digging 
By Seamus Heaney  



I am happy to join with you today in 
what will go down in history as the 
greatest demonstration for freedom in 
the history of our nation. 
 
Martin Luther King, Jr. 
I Have a Dream 
 



You don’t have to listen to my political point 
of view. But it’s not that I’m not voting out 
of apathy; I’m not voting out of absolute 
indifference and weariness and exhaustion 
from the lies, treachery, deceit of the 
political class that has been going on for 
generations now, and has now reached fever 
pitch where we have a disenfranchised, 
disillusioned, despondent underclass that are 
not being represented by that political 
system. So voting for it is tacit complicity 
with that system, and that’s not something 
I’m offering up. 
 
Russell Brand - BBC Newsnight 



Windmill - The windmill is a symbol for Stalin's 'Five-Year plan'. 
Just a the windmill was promised to make the animal's life easier, 
the 'Five-Year Plan' was supposed to improve Soviet industry to 
the point that the proletariats' life as well by increasing 
production and allowing the soviets to shorten the work-week. 
And just like the windmill, Stalin's plan was an utter failure. After 
the destruction of the Windmill, the Animals decided to build 
another one and in real-life, Stalin kept churning out new 'Five-
year Plans' - promising that each new plan would solve all of 
Russia's problems and bring the USSR closer to parity with the 
industrialized nations of the west. 
 
Symbolism – Animal Farm – The Windmill 



Somewhere over the darkened curve of the world 
the sun and moon were pulling; and the film of 
water on the earth planet was held, bulging 
slightly on one side while the solid core turned. The 
great wave of the tide moved further along the 
island and the water lifted. Softly, surrounded by a 
fringe of inquisitive bright creatures, itself a silver 
shape beneath the steadfast constellations, 
Simon's dead body moved out towards the open 
sea.”  
 
― William Golding, Lord of the Flies  



There was a table set out under a tree in front 
of the house, and the March Hare and the 
Hatter were having tea at it: a Dormouse was 
sitting between them, fast asleep, and the other 
two were using it as a cushion, resting their 
elbows on it, and talking over its head. `Very 
uncomfortable for the Dormouse,' thought 
Alice; `only, as it's asleep, I suppose it doesn't 
mind.‘ 
 
Lewis‘ Carroll’s‘ Alice’s Adventures in 
Wonderland 



And then Edward stepped out from the 

trees, his skin faintly glowing, his eyes 

black and dangerous. He held up one 

hand and beckoned me to come to him. 

The wolf growled at my feet. I took a 

step forward, toward Edward. He 

smiled then, and his teeth were sharp, 

pointed. 

 

Stephenie Meyer’s Twilight 



IT WAS on a dreary night of November that I beheld 
the accomplishment of my toils. With an anxiety that 
almost amounted to agony, collected the 
instruments of life around me, that I might infuse a 
spark of being into the lifeless thing that lay at my 
feet. It was already one in the morning; the rain 
pattered dismally against the panes, and my candle 
was nearly burnt out, when, by the glimmer of the 
half-extinguished light, I saw the dull yellow eye of 
the creature open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive 
motion agitated its limbs. 
 
Mary Shelley's Frankenstein. 



Perhaps it had something to do with living in a 
dark cupboard, but Harry had always been small 
and skinny for his age. He looked even smaller and 
skinnier than he really was because all he had to 
wear were old clothes of  Dudley's, and Dudley was 
about four times bigger than he was. Harry had a 
thin face, knobbly knees, black hair, and  bright 
green eyes. He wore round glasses held together 
with a lot of  Scotch tape because of  all the times 
Dudley had punched him on the nose. The only 
thing Harry liked about his own appearance was a 
very thin scar on his forehead that was shaped like 
a bolt of  lightning. 
 
Harry Potter – J K Rowling 



A  girl  was  standing  there  looking  in.   She  had  
full,  rouged  lips  and wide-spaced eyes, heavily 
made up. Her fingernails were red. Her hair hung in  
little  rolled  clusters,  like  sausages.   She  wore  a  
cotton  house  dress  and  red mules,  on  the  insteps  
of  which  were  little  bouquets  of  red  ostrich  
feathers. ‘I’m lookin’ for Curley,’ she said. Her voice 
had a nasal, brittle quality. 
 
Of Mice and Men – John Steinbeck 



hate behind a white veil; a red 
balloon bursting in my face. Bang. 
I stabbed at a wedding cake. Give 
me a male corpse for a long slow 
honeymoon. Don’t think it’s only 
the heart that b-b-b-breaks. 
 
Carol Ann Duffy, Havisham 



In Flanders fields the poppies blow 
Between the crosses, row on row, 
That mark our place; and in the sky 
The larks, still bravely singing, fly 
Scarce heard amid the guns below. 
 
In Flanders Fields, by John McRae 
 



Gas! GAS! Quick, boys! - An ecstasy of fumbling, 

Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time; 

But someone still was yelling out and stumbling 

And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime ... 

Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light, 

As under I green sea, I saw him drowning. 

 

 

Dulce et Decorum Est, by Wilfred Owen 



I don't sit here with resentment: I sit here 
with sadness because a marriage hasn't 
worked. 
 
I sit here with hope because there's a future 
ahead, a future for my husband, a future for 
myself and a future for the monarchy. 
 
BBC1 Panorama interview with the Princess 
of Wales, 



I stood in silence where I was, for I did not know 
what to do. Of bell or knocker there was no sign. 
Through these frowning walls and dark window 
openings it was not likely that my voice could 
penetrate. The time I waited seemed endless, and I 
felt doubts and fears crowding upon me. What sort 
of place had I come to, and among what kind of 
people? What sort of grim adventure was it on 
which I had embarked? Was this a customary 
incident in the life of a solicitor's clerk sent out to 
explain the purchase of a London estate to a 
foreigner?  
 
Dracula by Bram Stoker 

 



Charlie Bucket stared around the gigantic 
room in which he now found himself. The 
place was like a witch’s kitchen! All about 
him black metal pots were boiling and 
bubbling on huge stoves, and kettles were 
hissing and pans were sizzling, and strange 
iron machines were clanking and 
spluttering, and there were pipes running 
all over the ceiling and walls, and the 
whole place was filled with smoke and 
steam and delicious rich smells. 
 
Charlie and the Chocolate Factory by Roald 
Dahl 



But a bird that stalks 
down his narrow cage 
can seldom see through 
his bars of rage 
his wings are clipped and 
his feet are tied 
so he opens his throat to sing. 
 
I Know Why The Caged Bird Sings, Maya Angelou 
 



There was music from my neighbor’s house through the summer 

nights. In his blue gardens men and girls came and went like 

moths among the whisperings and the champagne and the stars. 

At high tide in the afternoon I watched his guests diving from the 

tower of his raft, or taking the sun on the hot sand of his beach 

while his two motor-boats slit the waters of the Sound, drawing 

aquaplanes over cataracts of foam. On week-ends his Rolls-Royce 

became an omnibus, bearing parties to and from the city between 

nine in the morning and long past midnight, while his station wagon 

scampered like a brisk yellow bug to meet all trains. And on 

Mondays eight servants, including an extra gardener, toiled all day 

with mops and scrubbing-brushes and hammers and garden-

shears, repairing the ravages of the night before. 

 

The Great Gatsby, by F. Scott Fitzgerald 



Sitting cross-legged, sunlight and shadows of pomegranate 
leaves dancing on his face, Hassan absently plucked blades of 
grass from the ground as I read him stories he couldn’t read 
for himself. That Hassan would grow up illiterate like Ali and 
most Hazaras had been decided the minute he had been born, 
perhaps even the moment he had been conceived in anaubar’s 
unwelcoming womb--after all, what use did a servant have for 
the written word? But despite his illiteracy, or maybe because 
of it, Hassan was drawn to the mystery of words, seduced by a  
secret world forbidden to him. I read him poems and stories, 
sometimes riddles--though I stopped reading those when I saw 
he was far better at solving them than I was. 
 
THE KITE RUNNER by KHALED HOSSEINI 
 



Full merrily; 
Yet all things must die. 
The stream will cease to flow; 
The wind will cease to blow; 
The clouds will cease to fleet; 
The heart will cease to beat; 
For all things must die. 
All things must die. 
Spring will come never more. 
O, vanity! 
Death waits at the door. 
 
All Things will Die, Alfred Lord Tennyson 
 



In his dark room he is finally alone with spools of suffering set out 
in ordered rows. The only light is red and softly glows, as though 
this were a church and he a priest preparing to intone a Mass. 
Belfast. Beirut. Phnom Penh. All flesh is grass. 
 
War Photographer, Carol Ann Duffy 
 
 
In Mrs Tilscher's class  
You could travel up the Blue Nile 
with your finger, tracing the route 
while Mrs Tilscher chanted the scenery. 
”Tana. Ethiopia. Khartoum. Aswan.” 
 
In Mrs Tilscher's Class , Carol Ann Duffy 
 



So first opportunity. I believe that opportunity looks a lot like 
hard work. When I was 13 I had my first job with my Dad 
carrying shingles up to the roof, and then I got a job washing 
dishes at a restaurant, and then I got a job in a grocery store 
deli, and then I got a job in a factory sweeping Cheerio dust off 
the ground. And I’ve never had a job in my life that I was 
better than. I was always just lucky to have a job, and every 
job I had was a stepping stone to my next job and I never quit 
my job until I had my next job. And so opportunities look a lot 
like work. 
 
Ashton Kutcher, Award acceptance speech 



We shall go on to the end, we shall fight in France, 
we shall fight on the seas and oceans, 
we shall fight with growing confidence and growing strength in the 
air, we shall defend our Island, whatever the cost may be, 
we shall fight on the beaches, 
we shall fight on the landing grounds, 
we shall fight in the fields and in the streets, 
we shall fight in the hills; 
we shall never surrender, and even if, which I do not for a moment 
believe, this Island or a large part of it were subjugated and 
starving, then our Empire beyond the seas, armed and guarded by 
the British Fleet, would carry on the struggle, until, in God’s good 
time, the New World, with all its power and might, steps forth to 
the rescue and the liberation of the old.” 
 
Winston Churchill Speech – We shall fight them on the beaches 



We need to shatter that culture of impunity and make 
justice the norm, not the exception, for these crimes.  
We need political will replicated across the world and 
we need to treat this subject as a priority.  
 
We need to see real commitment to go after the worst 
perpetrators, to fund proper protection for vulnerable 
people and to step in and help the worst affected 
countries.  
We need all armies, peacekeeping troops and police 
forces to have the prevention of sexual violence in 
conflict as part of their training.  
 
Angelina Jolie End Sexual Violence in Conflict summit in 
London 
 
 



I want men to take up this mantle. So their 
daughters, sisters and mothers can be free from 
prejudice but also so that their sons have permission 
to be vulnerable and human too—reclaim those 
parts of themselves they abandoned and in doing so 
be a more true and complete version of themselves. 
 
Emma Watson: Gender equality is your issue too   



"For having lived in Westminster - how many years now? over 
twenty, - one feels even in the midst of the traffic, or waking 
at night, Clarissa was positive, a particular hush, or solemnity; 
an indescribable pause; a suspense (but that might be her 
heart, affected, that said, by influenza) before Big Ben strikes. 
There! Out it boomed. First a warning, musical; the the hour, 
irrevocable. The leaden circles dissolved in the air. Such fools 
we are, she thought, crossing Victoria Street. For Heaven only 
knows why one lives it so, how one sees it so, making it up, 
building it round one, tumbling it, creating it every moment 
afresh; but the veriest frumps, the most dejected of miseries 
sitting on doorsteps (drink their downfall) do the same; can't 
be dealt with, she felt positive, by Acts of Parliament for that 
very reason: they love life. 
 
'Mrs. Dalloway' by Virginia Woolf 



“Have regular hours for work and play; make 
each day both useful and pleasant, and prove 
that you understand the worth of time by 
employing it well. Then youth will bring few 
regrets, and life will become a beautiful 
success.”  
 
― Louisa May Alcott, Little Women  



If you think sleeping rough's just a matter of 
finding a dry spot where the fuzz won't move you 
on and getting your head down, you're wrong. Not 
your fault of course - if you've never tried it 
you've no way of knowing what it's like, so what I 
thought I'd do was sort of talk you through a 
typical night. That night in the Vaudeville alcove 
won’t do, because there were two of us and it's 
worse if you're by yourself 
 
(Use of colloquial language helps identify with the 
teenage reader). 
 
Stone Cold by Robert, Swindells 



NARRATOR  
 
So did y' hear the story 
Of the Johnstone twins? 
As like each other as two new pins 
Of one womb born, on the self same day, 
How one was kept and one given away?  
An' did you never hear how the Johnstones died, 
Never knowing that they shared one name, 
Till the day they died, when a mother cried 
My own dear sons lie slain.  
An did y' never hear of the mother so cruel, 
There's a stone in place of her heart? 
Then bring her on and come judge for yourselves 
How she came to play this part.  
 
Blood Brothers by Willy Russell 
 
 
  
 



"Fix bayonets!" Hanley's yelling while we're still trying 
frantically to pull on our gas masks. We grab our rifles 
and fix bayonets. We're on the firestep looking out into 
no-man's-land, and we see it rolling towards us, this 
dreaded killer cloud we have heard so much about but 
have never seen for ourselves until now. Its deadly 
tendrils are searching ahead, feeling their way forward 
in long yellow wisps, scenting me, searching for me. 
Then finding me out, the gas turns and drifts straight for 
me. I'm shouting inside my gas mask. "Christ! Christ!" 
Still the gas comes on, through our wire, swallowing 
everything in its path. 
 
Private Peaceful by Michael Morpurgo 



I am so proud to stand here today as Prime Minister of four 
nations in one United Kingdom. 
 I was always clear about why we called that referendum. 
 Duck the fight – and our union could have been taken 
apart bit by bit. 
 Take it on – and we had the chance to settle the question. 
 This Party has always confronted the big issues for the sake 
of our country.     
 And now… 
 …England, Scotland, Wales, Northern Ireland… 
 …we are one people in one union and everyone here can 
be proud of that. 
 
David Cameron speech to 2014 Conservative Party 
Conference 



Teaching and learning should bring joy. How powerful 
would our world be if we had kids who were not 
afraid to take risks, who were not afraid to think, and 
who had a champion? Every child deserves a 
champion, an adult who will never give up on them, 
who understands the power of connection, and insists 
that they become the best that they can possibly be.  
 
Is this job tough? You betcha. Oh God, you betcha. But 
it is not impossible. We can do this. We're educators. 
We're born to make a difference.  
 
Rita Pierson, Every kid needs a champion  
 




