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*This anthology has been compiled to give students a glimpse into different/unusual narratives, or perspectives and/or different genres – 

that’s why I’ve only used small sections. Most of the extracts are online, so if you want more… Google them! 
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A Series of Unfortunate Events #1: The Bad Beginning - by Lemony Snicket 

 

If you are interested in stories with happy endings, you would be better off reading some other book. In this 

book, not only is there no happy ending, there is no happy beginning and very few happy things in the 

middle. This is because not very many happy things happened in the lives of the three Baudelaire 

youngsters. Violet, Klaus, and Sunny Baudelaire were intelligent children, and they were charming, and 

resourceful, and had pleasant facial features, but they were extremely unlucky, and most everything that 

happened to them was rife with misfortune, misery, and despair. I’m sorry to tell you this, but that is how 

the story goes. 

Their misfortune began one day at Briny Beach. The three Baudelaire children lived with their parents 
in an enormous mansion at the heart of a dirty and busy city, and occasionally their parents gave them 
permission to take a rickety trolley—the word “rickety,” you probably know, here means “unsteady” or “likely 
to collapse”—alone to the seashore, where they would spend the day as a sort of vacation as long as they 
were home for dinner. This particular morning it was gray and cloudy, which didn’t bother the Baudelaire 
youngsters one bit. When it was hot and sunny, Briny Beach was crowded with tourists and it was 
impossible to find a good place to lay one’s blanket. On gray and cloudy days, the Baudelaires had the 
beach to themselves to do what they liked. 

Violet Baudelaire, the eldest, liked to skip rocks. Like most fourteen-year-olds, she was right-handed, 
so the rocks skipped farther across the murky water when Violet used her right hand than when she used 
her left. As she skipped rocks, she was looking out at the horizon and thinking about an invention she 
wanted to build. Anyone who knew Violet well could tell she was thinking hard, because her long hair was 
tied up in a ribbon to keep it out of her eyes. Violet had a real knack for inventing and building strange 
devices, so her brain was often filled with images of pulleys, levers, and gears, and she never wanted to 
be distracted by something as trivial as her hair. This morning she was thinking about how to construct a 
device that could retrieve a rock after you had skipped it into the ocean. 

 

 

Adventure    

Comedy (dark)   

Fantasy 

 

Half Bad by Sally Green 

 
The Cage 
The trick is to not mind. Not mind about it hurting, not mind about anything. 
The trick of not minding is key; it's the only trick in town. Only this is not a town; it's a cage beside a 
cottage, surrounded by a load of hills and trees and sky. 
It's a one-trick cage. 
Push-ups 
The routine is okay. 
Waking up to sky and air is okay. Waking up to the cage and the shackles is what it is. You can't let the 
cage get to you. The shackles rub but healing is quick and easy, so what's to mind? 
The cage is loads better now that the sheepskins are in. Even when they're damp they're warm. The 
tarpaulin over the north end was a big improvement too. There's shelter from the worst of the wind and 
rain. And a bit of shade if it's hot and sunny. Joke! You've got to keep your sense of humor. 
So the routine is to wake up as the sky lightens before dawn. You don't have to move a muscle, don't 
even have to open your eyes to know it's getting light; you can just lie there and take it all in. 
The best bit of the day. 
There aren't many birds around, a few, not many. It would be good to know all their names, but you know 
their different calls. There are no seagulls, which is something to think about, and there are no vapor trails 
either. The wind is usually quiet in the predawn calm, and somehow the air feels warmer already as it 
begins to get light. 
You can open your eyes now and there are a few minutes to savor the sunrise, which today is a thin pink 
line stretching along the top of a narrow ribbon of cloud draped over the smudged green hills. And you've 
still got a minute, maybe even two, to get your head together before she appears.  
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Nutshell by Ian McEwan 

So here I am, upside down in a woman. Arms patiently crossed, waiting, waiting and wondering who I’m 

in, what I’m in for. My eyes close nostalgically when I remember how I once drifted in my translucent body 

bag, floated dreamily in the bubble of my thoughts through my private ocean in slow-motion somersaults, 

colliding gently against the transparent bounds of my confinement, the confiding membrane that vibrated 

with, even as it muffled, the voices of conspirators in a vile enterprise. That was in my careless youth. 

Now, fully inverted, not an inch of space to myself, knees crammed against belly, my thoughts as well as 

my head are fully engaged. I’ve no choice, my ear is pressed all day and night against the bloody walls. I 

listen, make mental notes, and I’m troubled. I’m hearing pillow talk of deadly intent and I’m terrified by 

what awaits me, by what might draw me in. 

 

I’m immersed in abstractions, and only the proliferating relations between them create the illusion of a 

known world. When I hear “blue,” which I’ve never seen, I imagine some kind of mental event that’s fairly 

close to “green”—which I’ve never seen. I count myself an innocent, unburdened by allegiances and 

obligations, a free spirit, despite my meagre living room. No one to contradict or reprimand me, no name 

or previous address, no religion, no debts, no enemies. 

My appointment diary, if it existed, notes only my forthcoming birthday. I am, or I was, despite what the 

geneticists are now saying, a blank slate. But a slippery, porous slate no schoolroom or cottage roof 

could find use for, a slate that writes upon itself as it grows by the day and becomes less blank. I count 

myself an innocent, but it seems I’m party to a plot. My mother, bless her unceasing, loudly squelching 

heart, seems to be involved. 

Seems, Mother? No, it is. You are. You are involved. I’ve known from my beginning. Let me summon it, 

that moment of creation that arrived with my first concept. Long ago, many weeks ago, my neural groove 

closed upon itself to become my spine and my many million young neurons, busy as silkworms, spun and 

wove from their trailing axons the gorgeous golden fabric of my first idea, a notion so simple it partly 

eludes me now. Was it me? Too self-loving. Was it now? Overly dramatic. Then something antecedent to 

both, containing both, a single word mediated by a mental sigh or swoon of acceptance, of pure being, 

something like—this? Too precious. So, getting closer, my idea was to be.  

 

 

‘The Cruel Prince‘ by Holly Black 
 
As dawn breaks, I open the windows to my bedroom and let the last of the cool night air flow in as I strip 
off my Court dress. I feel hot all over. My skin feels too tight, and my heart won’t stop racing. 
I’ve been to Court before many times. I’ve been witness to more awfulness than wings being torn or my 
person insulted. Faeries make up for their inability to lie with a panoply of deceptions and cruelties. 
Twisted words, pranks, omissions, riddles, scandals, not to mention their revenges upon one another for 
ancient, half-remembered slights. Storms are less fickle than they are, seas less capricious. 
Like, for example, as a redcap, Madoc needs bloodshed the way a mermaid needs the salt spray of the 
sea. After every battle, he ritually dips his hood into the blood of his enemies. I’ve seen the hood, kept 
under glass in the armory. The fabric is stiff and stained a brown so deep it’s almost black, except for a 
few smears of green. 
Sometimes I go down and stare at it, trying to see my parents in the tide lines of dried blood. I want to feel 
something, something besides a vague queasiness. I want to feel more, but every time I look at it, I feel 
less. 
I think about going to the armory now, but I don’t. I stand in front of my window and imagine myself a 
fearless knight, imagine myself a witch who hid her heart in her finger and then chopped her finger off. 
“I’m so tired,” I say out loud. “So tired.” 
I sit there for a long time, watching the rising sun gild the sky, listening to the waves crash as the tide 
goes out, when a creature flies up to alight on the edge of my window.  
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Sherlock Holmes - Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

To Sherlock Holmes she is always the woman. I have seldom heard him mention her under any other 

name. In his eyes she eclipses and predominates the whole of her sex. It was not that he felt any emotion 

akin to love for Irene Adler. All emotions, and that one particularly, were abhorrent to his cold, precise but 

admirably balanced mind. He was, I take it, the most perfect reasoning and observing machine that the 

world has seen, but as a lover he would have placed himself in a false position. He never spoke of the 

softer passions, save with a gibe and a sneer. They were admirable things for the observer— excellent for 

drawing the veil from men’s motives and actions. But for the trained reasoner to admit such intrusions into 

his own delicate and finely adjusted temperament was to introduce a distracting factor which might throw a 

doubt upon all his mental results. Grit in a sensitive instrument, or a crack in one of his own highpower 

lenses, would not be more disturbing than a strong emotion in a nature such as his. And yet there was but 

one woman to him, and that woman was the late Irene Adler, of dubious and questionable memory. 

I had seen little of Holmes lately. My marriage had drifted us away from each other. My own complete 

happiness, and the home-centred interests which rise up around the man who first finds himself master of 

his own establishment, were sufficient to absorb all my attention, while Holmes, who loathed every form of 

society with his whole Bohemian soul, remained in our lodgings in Baker Street, buried among his old 

books, and alternating from week to week between cocaine and ambition, the drowsiness of the drug, and 

the fierce energy of his own keen nature. He was still, as ever, deeply attracted by the study of crime, and 

occupied his immense faculties and extraordinary powers of observation in following out those clues, and 

clearing up those mysteries which had been abandoned as hopeless by the official police. From time to 

time I heard some vague account of his doings: of his summons to Odessa in the case of the Trepoff 

murder, of his clearing up of the singular tragedy of the Atkinson brothers at Trincomalee, and finally of the 

mission which he had accomplished so delicately and successfully for the reigning family of Holland. 

Beyond these signs of his activity, however, which I merely shared with all the readers of the daily press, I 

knew little of my former friend and companion. 

 

 

 

The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-Time by Mark Haddon  

It was 7 minutes after midnight. The dog was lying on the grass in the middle of the lawn in front of Mrs Shears' 

house. Its eyes were closed. It looked as if it was running on its side, the way dogs run when they think they are 

chasing a cat in a dream. But the dog was not running or asleep. The dog was dead. There was a garden fork 

sticking out of the dog. The points of the fork must have gone all the way through the dog and into the ground 

because the fork had not fallen over. I decided that the dog was probably killed with the fork because I could not 

see any other wounds in the dog and I do not think you would stick a garden fork into a dog after it had died for 

some other reason, like cancer for example, or a road accident. But I could not be certain about this. 

I went through Mrs Shears' gate, closing it behind me. I walked onto her lawn and knelt beside the dog. I put my 

hand on the muzzle of the dog. It was still warm. 

The dog was called Wellington. It belonged to Mrs Shears who was our friend. She lived on the opposite side of 

the road, two houses to the left. 

Wellington was a poodle. Not one of the small poodles that have hairstyles but a big poodle. It had curly black 

fur, but when you got close you could see that the skin underneath the fur was a very pale yellow, like chicken. 

I stroked Wellington and wondered who had killed him, and why. 

 

 

 

 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.ca/authors/273748/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/1618.The_Curious_Incident_of_the_Dog_in_the_Night_Time
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/1050.Mark_Haddon
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Markus Zusak, The Book Thief 

DEATH AND CHOCOLATE 

First the colors. 

Then the humans. 

That's usually how I see things. 

Or at least, how I try. 

***HERE IS A SMALL FACT  *** 

You are going to die. 

I am in all truthfulness attempting to be cheerful about this whole topic, though most people find themselves 

hindered in believing me, no matter my protestations. Please, trust me. I most definitely can be cheerful. I can be 

amiable. Agreeable. Affable. And that's only the A's. Just don't ask me to be nice. Nice has nothing to do with 

me. 

***Reaction to the  *** 

AFOREMENTIONED fact 

Does this worry you? 

I urge you--don't be afraid. 

I'm nothing if not fair. 

--Of course, an introduction. 

A beginning. 

Where are my manners? 

I could introduce myself properly, but it's not really necessary. You will know me well enough and soon enough, 

depending on a diverse range of variables. It suffices to say that at some point in time, I will be standing over 

you, as genially as possible. Your soul will be in my arms. A color will be perched on my shoulder. I will carry you 

gently away. 

At that moment, you will be lying there (I rarely find people standing up). You will be caked in your own body. 

There might be a discovery; a scream will dribble down the air. The only sound I'll hear after that will be my own 

breathing, and the sound of the smell, of my footsteps. 

The question is, what color will everything be at that moment when I come for you? What will the sky be saying? 

Personally, I like a chocolate-colored sky. Dark, dark chocolate. People say it suits me. I do, however, try to 

enjoy every color I see--the whole spectrum. A billion or so flavors, none of them quite the same, and a sky to 

slowly suck on. It takes the edge off the stress. It helps me relax. 

***A SMALL THEORY *** 

People observe the colors of a day only at its beginnings and ends, but to me it's quite clear that a day merges 

through a multitude of shades and intonations, with each passing moment. 

A single hour can consist of thousands of different colors. 

Waxy yellows, cloud-spat blues. Murky darknesses. In my line of work, I make it a point to notice them. 

As I've been alluding to, my one saving grace is distraction. It keeps me sane. It helps me cope, considering the 

length of time I've been performing this job. The trouble is, who could ever replace me?  

Zusak’s 

portrayal of the 

entity is less 

forbidding 

Grim Reaper 

and more 

overworked 

janitor, cynical 

and 

compassionate 

in equal 

measure 
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Alice Sebold, The Lovely Bones 

My name was Salmon, like the fish; first name, Susie. I was fourteen when I was murdered on December 6, 

1973. In newspaper photos of missing girls from the seventies, most looked like me: white girls with mousy 

brown hair. This was before kids of all races and genders started appearing on milk cartons or in the daily 

mail. It was still back when people believed things like that didn't happen. 

In my junior high yearbook I had a quote from a Spanish poet my sister had turned me on to, Juan Raman 

Jimanez. It went like this: "If they give you ruled paper, write the other way." I chose it both because it 

expressed my contempt for my structured surroundings a la the classroom and because, not being some 

dopey quote from a rock group, I thought it marked me as literary. I was a member of the Chess Club and 

Chem Club and burned everything I tried to make in Mrs. Delminico's home ec class. My favorite teacher 

was Mr. Botte, who taught biology and liked to animate the frogs and crawfish we had to dissect by making 

them dance in their waxed pans. 

I wasn't killed by Mr. Botte, by the way. Don't think every person you're going to meet in here is suspect. 

That's the problem. You never know. Mr. Botte came to my memorial (as, may I add, did almost the entire 

junior high school --I was never so popular) and cried quite a bit. He had a sick kid. We all knew this, so 

when he laughed at his own jokes, which were rusty way before I had him, we laughed too, forcing it 

sometimes just to make him happy. His daughter died a year and a half after I did. She had leukemia, but I 

never saw her in my heaven. 

My murderer was a man from our neighborhood. My mother liked his border flowers, and my father talked 

to him once about fertilizer. My murderer believed in old-fashioned things like eggshells and coffee 

grounds, which he said his own mother had used. My father came home smiling, making jokes about how 

the man's garden might be beautiful but it would stink to high heaven once a heat wave hit. 

But on December 6, 1973, it was snowing, and I took a shortcut through the cornfield back from the junior 

high. It was dark out because the days were shorter in winter, and I remember how the broken cornstalks 

made my walk more difficult. The snow was falling lightly, like a flurry of small hands, and I was breathing 

through my nose until it was running so much that I had to open my mouth.  

Following her 

brutal rape and 

murder, 14-

year-old Susie 

Salmon narrates 

the novel from 

her own 

personal 

heaven, looking 

down on events 

playing out in 

her grieving 

family and the 

neighbourhood 

below her. 

 

The Catcher in the Rye - by J.D. Salinger 

IF YOU REALLY WANT TO HEAR about it, the first thing you'll probably want to know is where I was born, 

and what my lousy childhood was like, and how my parents were occupied and all before they had me, and 

all that David Copperfield kind of crap, but I don't feel like going into it, if you want to know the truth. In the 

first place, that stuff bores me, and in the second place, my parents would have about two hemorrhages 

apiece if I told anything pretty personal about them. They're quite touchy about anything like that, especially 

my father. They're nice and allóI'm not saying that-but they're also touchy as hell. Besides, I'm not going to 

tell you my whole goddam autobiography or anything. I'll just tell you about this madman stuff that 

happened to me around last Christmas just before I got pretty run-down and had to come out here and take 

it easy. I mean that's all I told D.B. about, and he's my brother and all. He's in Hollywood. That isn't too far 

from this crumby place, and he comes over and visits me practically every week end. He's going to drive 

me home when I go home next month maybe. He just got a Jaguar. One of those lithe English jobs that can 

do around two hundred miles an hour. It cost him damn near four thousand bucks. He's got a lot of dough, 

now. He didn't use to. He used to be just a regular writer, when he was home. He wrote this terrific book of 

short stories, The Secret Goldfish, in case you never heard of him. The best one in it was "The Secret 

Goldfish." It was about this little kid that wouldn't let anybody look at his goldfish because he'd bought it 

with his own money. It killed me. Now he's out in Hollywood, D.B., being a prostitute. If there's one thing I 

hate, it's the movies. Don't even mention them to me. 

Where I want to start telling is the day I left Pencey Prep. Pencey Prep is this school that's in Agerstown, 

Pennsylvania. You probably heard of it. You've probably seen the ads, anyway. They advertise in about a 

thousand magazines, always showing some hot-shot guy on a horse jumping over a fence.  

 

https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/5107.The_Catcher_in_the_Rye
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/819789.J_D_Salinger
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Orhan Pamuk, My Name is Red 

I Am a Corpse 

I am nothing but a corpse now, a body at the bottom of a well. Although I drew my last breath long ago and 

my heart has stopped beating, no one, apart from that vile murderer, knows what's happened to me. As for 

that wretch, he felt for my pulse and listened for my breath to be sure I was dead, then kicked me in the 

midriff, carried me to the edge of the well, raised me up and dropped me below. As I fell, my head, which he 

had smashed with a stone, broke apart; my face, my forehead and cheeks, were crushed; my bones 

shattered, and my mouth filled with blood. 

For nearly four days I have been missing: My wife and children must be searching for me; my daughter, 

spent from crying, must be staring fretfully at the courtyard gate. Yes, I know they're all at the window, hoping 

for my return. 

But, are they truly waiting? I can't even be sure of that. Maybe they've gotten used to my absence-how 

dismal! For here, on the other side, one gets the feeling that one's former life persists. Before my birth there 

was infinite time, and after my death, inexhaustible time. I never thought of it before: I'd been living 

luminously between two eternities of darkness. 

I was happy; I realize now that I'd been happy. I made the best illuminations in Our Sultan's workshop; no 

one could rival my mastery. Through the work I did privately, I earned nine hundred silver coins a month, 

which, naturally, only makes all this even harder to bear. 

I was responsible for painting and embellishing books. I illuminated the edges of pages, coloring their 

borders with the most lifelike designs of leaves, branches, roses, flowers and birds. I painted scalloped 

Chinese-style clouds, clusters of overlapping vines and forests of color that hid gazelles, galleys, sultans, 

trees, palaces, horses and hunters. In my youth, I would decorate a plate, or the back of a mirror, or a chest, 

or at times, the ceiling of a mansion or of a Bosphorus manor, or even, a wooden spoon. In later years, 

however, I applied myself only to manuscript pages because Our Sultan paid well for them. I can't say it 

seems insignificant now. You know the value of money even when you're dead. 

a whodunnit-

cum-

philosophical 

thriller set in 

16th-Century 

Istanbul. uses 

12 different 

viewpoints 

Pamuk’s 

narrators range 

from the 

expected – the 
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– to the 
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speaking from 
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severed head; 
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Satan; a dog; a 

horse; a tree; a 

gold coin; and 

most unusual of 

all, the colour 

crimson. 

 

The Great Gatsby  by  F. Scott Fitzgerald 

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. 

Every Friday five crates of oranges and lemons arrived from a fruiterer in New York — every Monday these same oranges and 

lemons left his back door in a pyramid of pulpless halves. There was a machine in the kitchen which could extract the juice of 

two hundred oranges in half an hour if a little button was pressed two hundred times by a butler’s thumb. 

At least once a fortnight a corps of caterers came down with several hundred feet of canvas and enough colored lights to make a 

Christmas tree of Gatsby’s enormous garden. On buffet tables, garnished with glistening hors-d’oeuvre, spiced baked hams 

crowded against salads of harlequin designs and pastry pigs and turkeys bewitched to a dark gold. In the main hall a bar with a 

real brass rail was set up, and stocked with gins and liquors and with cordials so long forgotten that most of his female guests 

were too young to know one from another. 

  

 

https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/4671.The_Great_Gatsby
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/3190.F_Scott_Fitzgerald
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Tibor Fischer, The Collector Collector 

I've had a planetful. 

Impending owner: old, obese oooooorotund. Only one hundred and one hairs for his barber to worry about. 

Jowly. Flesh dripping off his face, melted by age. Balloon. A fat-filled balloon. His belt is nearly longer shall 

he is. Lugal. Lugal number ten thousand four hundred and sixty twoooooo. 

"Smedley will be in touch with you " he says. 

Present holder: auctioneeress. She sells the world the world. Red cotton from India under ruffled blue tweed. 

Ten denier stockings. Tomato-red lipstick. An expert with one child; she has rigid thighs where big men have 

whimpered like small dogs, but she is still lonely. 

"I thought you only used him to sue members of your family," she replies. 

Lugals aren't strong on humor. Power rarely has a use for humor. They don't have much interest in being 

entertaining or popular. This one tries to act as if he does: a project perhaps to help him imagine that people 

are drawn to him for his charm and wit and not his integrity-crushing riches. There are lugals like that. 

"No. No. Not just that." He exposes twenty-three percent of his teeth as a smile. "That's if all the checks verify 

it's genuine." 

Genuine? The genuine ones don't look as good as me. I'm better than genuine. I'm the original, so genuine, 

the genuine ones look like copies--which, of course, is what they are. 

a novel narrated 

by a particularly 

garrulous 6,000-

year-old 

Mesopotamian 

ceramic bowl 

with a taste for 

clever wordplay 

 

Richard Adams, Watership Down 

The rabbits had been chatting together, recalling some of their grand adventures of the previous year: how 

they had left the Sandleford warren under fiver’s warning of imminent disaster; how they had first come to 

Watership Down and dug their new warren, only to realize that there was not a single doe among them. 

Hazel had recalled the ill-judged raid on Nuthanger Farm, in which he had nearly lost his life. This had 

reminded several of them of their journey to the great river, and Bigwig had told yet again of the time he had 

spent in Efrafa as a supposed officer of General Woundwort; and how he had persuaded Hyzenthlay to form 

the group of does who had broken out in the thunderstorm. Blackberry had tried but could not explain his 

trick with the boat, which had enabled them to escape down the river. Bigwig, however, had refused to tell of 

his underground fight with General Woundwort, insisting that he wanted only to forget it; so instead, 

Dandelion had recounted how the Nuthanger dog, let loose by Hazel, had pursued him and Blackberry into 

the midst of the Efrafans gathered on the Down. He had hardly finished, when there arose the well-worn cry: 

“Tell us a story, Dandelion! Tell us a story!” 

 Dandelion did not respond immediately, seemingly reflecting as he nibbled the grass and took a few hops to 

a sunnier patch before settling himself again. At length he replied, “I think I’ll tell you a new story this evening; 

one that you’ve never heard before. It’s about one of the greatest of all adventurers of El-ahrairah.” 

 He paused, sitting up and rubbing his front paws over his nose. No one hurried the master storyteller, who 

appeared, by taking him time, to be rather relishing his standing among the group. A light breeze stirred the 

grass, and a lark, ending its song, dropped down near them, paused for a time and then began another 

ascent. 

There was a time (said Dandelion), long ago, when rabbits had no sense of smell. They lived as they do now, 

but to have no sense of smell was a terrible disadvantage. Half the pleasure of a summer morning was lost 

to them, and they couldn’t pick out their food in the grass until they actually bit into it. Worst ofall, they 

couldn’t smell their enemies coming, and this meant that many rabbits fell victim to stoats and foxes. 

Although 

narrated in the 

third person, 
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Italo Calvino, Cosmicomics 

The Distance of the Moon  

At one time, according to Sir George H. Darwin, the Moon was very close to the Earth. Then the tides 

gradually pushed her far away: the tides that the Moon herself causes in the Earth's waters, where the Earth 

slowly loses energy.  

How well I know! — old Qf^fq cried,— the rest of you can't remember, but I can. We had her on top of us all 

the time, that enormous Moon: when she was full — nights as bright as day, but with a butter-colored light — 

it looked as if she were going to crush us; when she was new, she rolled around the sky like a black umbrella 

blown by the wind; and when she was waxing, she came forward with her horns so low she seemed about to  

stick into the peak of a promontory and get caught there. But the whole business of the Moon's phases 

worked in a different way then: because the distances from the Sun were different, and the orbits, and the 

angle of something or other, I forget what; as for eclipses, with Earth and Moon stuck together the way they 

were, why, we had eclipses every minute: naturally, those two big monsters managed to put each other in 

the shade constantly, first one, then the other.  

Orbit? Oh, elliptical, of course: for a while it would huddle against us and then it would take flight for a while. 

The tides, when the Moon swung closer, rose so high nobody could hold them back. There were nights when 

the Moon was full and very, very low, and the tide was so high that the Moon missed a ducking in the sea by 

a hair’s- breadth; well, let' s say a few yards anyway. Climb up on the Moon? Of course we did. All you had to 

do was row out to it in a boat and, when you were underneath, prop a ladder against her and scramble up.  

The spot where the Moon was lowest, as she went by, was off the Zinc Cliffs. We used to go out with those 

little rowboats they had in those days, round and flat, made of cork. They held quite a few of us: me, Captain 

Vhd Vhd, his wife, my deaf cousin, and sometimes little Xlthlx — she was twelve or so at that time.  

a most 

unusual and 

unworldly 

narrator: “old 

Qfwfq”. 

 

Daphne du Maurier, The Parasites  

It was Charles who called us the parasites. The way he said it was surprising, and sudden; he was one of 

those quiet reserved sort of men, not given to talking much or stating his opinion, unless upon the most 

ordinary facts of day by day, so that his outburst—coming, as it did, towards the end of the long, wet Sunday 

afternoon, when we had none of us done anything but read the papers and yawn and stretch before the 

fire—had the force of an explosion. We were all sitting in the long, low room at Farthings, darker than usual 

because of the rain. The french windows gave very little light, chopped as they were in small square panes 

that added to the beauty of the house from without, but inside had all the appearance of prison bars, oddly 

depressing. 

The grandfather clock in the corner ticked slowly and unevenly; now and again it gave a little cough, 

hesitating momentarily, like an old man with asthma, then ploughed on again with quiet insistence. The fire in 

the basket grate had sunk rather low; the mixture of coke and coal had caked in a solid lump, giving no 

warmth; and the logs that had been flung carelessly on top earlier in the afternoon smoldered in dull fashion, 

needing the bellows to coax them into life. The papers were strewn about the floor, and the empty cardboard 

covers of gramophone records were among them, along with a cushion that had fallen from the sofa. These 

things may have added to Charles's irritation. He was an orderly man, with a methodical mind, and looking 

back now with the realization that his mind was at that time laboring under heavy strain, that he had in fact 

reached a point where it was imperative that he should make up his mind about the future and come to a 

decision, it is understandable that these little things—the untidiness of the room, the casual, careless, 

sprawling atmosphere which pervaded the whole house when Maria came for the weekend, and which he 

had endured now for so many months and years—acted as the first spark to fan the boiling resentment into 

flame. 

The story of step-

siblings Niall and 

Maria Delaney 

and their half-

sister Celia, it is 

narrated in the 

first-person plural 

– ‘we’ - and 

regards the three 
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Agatha Christie, The Murder of Roger Ackroyd  

CHAPTER 1 Dr Sheppard at the Breakfast Table  

Mrs Ferrars died on the night of the 1 6th1 7th September - a Thursday. I was sent for at eight o'clock on 

the morning of Friday the 17th. There was nothing to be done. She had been dead some hours.  

It was just a few minutes after nine when I reached home once more. I opened the front door with my 

latchkey, and purposely delayed a few moments in the hall, hanging up my hat and the light overcoat that I 

had deemed a wise precaution against the chill of an early autumn morning. To tell the truth, I was 

considerably upset and worried. I am not going to pretend that at that moment I foresaw the events of the 

next few weeks. I emphatically did not do so.  

But my instinct told me that there were stirring times ahead.  

From the dining-room on my left there came the rattle of tea-cups and the short, dry cough of my sister 

Caroline.  

'Is that you, James?' she called.  

An unnecessary question, since who else could it be? To tell the truth, it was precisely my sister Caroline 

who was the cause of my few minutes' delay. The motto of the mongoose family, so Mr Kipling tells us, is:  

'Go and find out.' If Caroline ever adopts a crest, I should certainly suggest a mongoose rampant. One 

might omit the first part of the motto. Caroline can do any amount of finding out by sitting placidly at home. I 

don't know how she manages it, but there it is. I suspect that the servants and the tradesmen constitute her  

Intelligence Corps. When she goes out, it is not to gather in information, but to spread it. At that, too, she is  

amazingly expert.  

 

Unreliable 

narrators 

 

Slaughterhouse-Five  by Kurt Vonnegut 

All this happened, more or less. The war parts, anyway, are pretty much true. One guy I knew really was 

shot in Dresden for taking a teapot that wasn't his. Another guy I knew really did threaten to have his 

personal enemies killed by hired gunmen after the war. And so on. I've changed all the names. 

I really did go back to Dresden with Guggenheim money (God love it) in 1967. It looked a lot like Dayton, 

Ohio, more open spaces than Dayton has. There must be tons of human bone meal in the ground. 

I went back there with an old war buddy, Bernard V. O'Hare, and we made friends with a cab driver, who 

took us to the slaughterhouse where we had been locked up at night as prisoners of war. His name was 

Gerhard Müller. He told us that he was a prisoner of the Americans for a while. We asked him how it was to 

live under Communism, and he said that it was terrible at first, because everybody had to work so hard, 

and because there wasn't much shelter or food or clothing. But things were much better now. He had a 

pleasant little apartment, and his daughter was getting an excellent education. His mother was incinerated 

in the Dresden fire-storm. So it goes. 

He sent O'Hare a postcard at Christmastime, and here is what it said: 

"I wish you and your family also as to your friend Merry Christmas and a happy New Year and I hope that 

we'll meet again in a world of peace and freedom in the taxi cab if the accident will." 

I like that very much: "If the accident will." 

I would hate to tell you what this lousy little book cost me in money and anxiety and time. When I got home 

from the Second World War twenty-three years ago, I thought it would be easy for me to write about the 

destruction of Dresden, since all I would have to do would be to report what I had seen. And I thought, too, 

that it would be a masterpiece or at least make me a lot of money, since the subject was so big. 

 

 

 

 

https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/4981.Slaughterhouse_Five
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/2778055.Kurt_Vonnegut
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In Cold Blood by Truman Capote 

The Last to See Them Alive 

THE village of Holcomb stands on the high wheat plains of western Kansas, a lonesome area that other 

Kansans call "out there." Some seventy miles east of the Colorado border, the countryside, with its hard 

blue skies and desert-clear air, has an atmosphere that is rather more Far West than Middle West. The 

local accent is barbed with a prairie twang, a ranch-hand nasalness, and the men, many of them, wear 

narrow frontier trousers, Stetsons, and high-heeled boots with pointed toes. The land is flat, and the views 

are awesomely extensive; horses, herds of cattle, a white cluster of grain elevators rising as gracefully as 

Greek temples are visible long before a traveler reaches them. 

Holcomb, too, can be seen from great distances. Not that there is much to see--simply an aimless 

congregation of buildings divided in the center by the main-line tracks of the Santa Fe Railroad, a 

haphazard hamlet bounded on the south by a brown stretch of the Arkansas (pronounced "Ar-kan-sas") 

River, on the north by a highway, Route 50, and on the east and west by prairie lands and wheat fields. 

After rain, or when snowfalls thaw, the streets, unnamed, unshaded, unpaved, turn from the thickest dust 

into the direst mud. At one end of the town stands a stark old stucco structure, the roof of which supports 

an electric sign--DANCE--but the dancing has ceased and the advertisement has been dark for several 

years. Nearby is another building with an irrelevant sign, this one in flaking gold on a dirty window--

HOLCOMB BANK. The bank closed in 1933, and its former counting rooms have been converted into 

apartments. It is one of the town's two "apartment houses," the second being a ramshackle mansion 

known, because a good part of the local school's faculty lives there, as the Teacherage. But the majority of 

Holcomb's homes are one-story frame affairs, with front porches. 

Down by the depot, the postmistress, a gaunt woman who wears a rawhide jacket and denims and cowboy 

boots, presides over a falling-apart post office. The depot itself, with its peeling sulphur-colored paint, is 

equally melancholy; the Chief, the Super-Chief, the El Capitan go by every day, but these celebrated 

expresses never pause there. No passenger trains do--only an occasional freight.  

 

 

The Yellow Wallpaper and Other Stories by Charlotte Perkins Gilman 
 
It is very seldom that mere ordinary people like John and myself secure ancestral halls for the summer. 
 
A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate, I would say a haunted house, and reach the height of romantic felicity--
but that would be asking too much of fate! 
 
Still I will proudly declare that there is something queer about it. 
 
Else, why should it be let so cheaply? And why have stood so long untenanted? 
 
John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that in marriage. 
 
John is practical in the extreme. He has no patience with faith, an intense horror of superstition, and he scoffs 
openly at any talk of things not to be felt and seen and put down in figures. 
 
John is a physician, and perhaps--(I would not say it to a living soul, of course, but this is dead paper and a great 
relief to my mind)--perhaps that is one reason I do not get well faster. 
 
You see he does not believe I am sick! 
 
And what can one do? 
 
If a physician of high standing, and one's own husband, assures friends and relatives that there is really nothing 
the matter with one but temporary nervous depression--a slight hysterical tendency--what is one to do? 
 

 

https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/168642.In_Cold_Blood
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/431149.Truman_Capote
https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/99300.The_Yellow_Wallpaper_and_Other_Stories
https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/29527.Charlotte_Perkins_Gilman
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War Horse –  

My earliest memories are a confusion of hilly fields and dark, damp stables, and rats that scampered 

along the beams above my head. But I remember well enough the day of the horse sale. The terror of It 

stayed with me all my life. 

I was not yet six months old, a gangling, leggy colt who had never been further than a few feet from his 

mother. We were parted that day in the terrible hubbub of the auction ring and I was never to see her 

again. She was a fine working farm horse, getting on in years but with all the strength and stamina of an 

Irish draught horse quite evident in her fore and hind quarters. She was sold within minutes, and before  

I could follow her through the gates, she was whisked out of the ring and away. But somehow I was more 

difficult to dispose of. Perhaps it was the wild look in my eye as I circled the ring in a desperate search for 

my mother, or perhaps it was that none of the farmers and gypsies there were looking for a spindly-

looking half thoroughbred colt. But whatever the reason they were a long time haggling over how little I 

was worth before I heard the hammer go down and I was driven out through the gates and into a pen 

outside. 

‘Not bad for three guineas, is he? Are you, my little firebrand? Not bad at all.’ The voice was harsh and 

thick with drink, and it belonged quite  evidently to my owner. I shall not call him my master, for only one 

man was ever my master. My owner had a rope in his hand and was clambering into the pen followed by 

three or four of his red-faced friends. Each one carried a rope. They had taken off their hats and jackets 

androlled up their sleeves; and they were all laughing as they came towards me.  

 

War Horse 

Chapter 1: The 

novel is about a 

horse’s life from 

his early 

years being 

trained to work 

on a farm to his 

experiences in 

war 

 

 

Meddling Kids By EDGAR CANTERO 

It starts when you pull the lamp chain and light doesn’t come. Then you know you will never wake up in time, 

you will not make it to the end of this paragraph alive. Desperate reassuring thoughts try to rise over the 

panic in your head: it’s okay, you don’t need lights, you are practically awake already. You are lying on your 

bed, you can guess the familiar shape of the side lamp in the morning twilight and hear the old radiator 

clunking in the night; you are safe. It’s just that the lamp doesn’t work. But you want it to work; you need to 

dispel the darkness and let certainty outline the room so the things outside know you’re awake and won’t 

dare enter, and you pull the chain again and again, and you recall the lamp switch has failed before (has it?), 

and look, the lightbulb really is trying, though it barely manages to seep a wan glow, and it’s not enough to 

flash the room out of the shadows, but who needs more, the lamp says, you’re here, this is your room, I am 

your lamp, that’s your radiator going clunk in the night, that’s the same old closed door beyond which things 

might lurk and breathe skinless and eyeless, but you can rest, we promise we don’t exist really, lie down. Or 

are you lying down? Because you think you’re up on your elbows, but your arms aren’t feeling the weight 

now that you focus on them; in fact, your eyeballs are not moving, and then you try to say “hey” but your 

throat isn’t responding either, so you cling to the sheets (Do you? Are your fingernails truly scratching the 

linen?) and you struggle to emit a sound, make your vocal cords vibrate, push some air through your 

windpipe, just feel your fucking windpipe, for God’s sake, shout and wake up the slumbering blob that is you 

on your bed, sleeping, dreaming, at the mercy of drooling things outside the closed door, and you pull pull 

pull pull pull the chain and the lamp insists, I can’t, it’s a technical fault, but I promise you you’re awake, look 

at me, I’m your good old lamp, I’ve never lied to you, the chain has failed before, you know this, you should 

install a real switch you can snap on and off, and that’s when you realize your bedside lamp never had a 

chain.  
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The Mermaid by Christina Henry 

Once there was a fisherman, a lonely man who lived on a cold and rocky coast and was never able to 

convince any woman to come away and live in that forbidding place with him. He loved the sea more than 

any person and so was never able to take a wife, for women see what is in men's hearts more clearly than 

men would wish. 

But though he loved the freezing spray on his face and the sight of the rolling clouds on the horizon, he still 

wished for somebody to love. One evening after a long day, he pulled up his net and found a woman in it-

something like a woman, anyway, with black hair and eyes as grey as a stormy sea and a gleaming fish's 

tail. 

He was sorry that she was caught and told her so, though the storm in her eyes rolled into his heart. She 

stopped her thrashing and crashing at his voice, though she did not understand his words. The fisherman 

loosed her, and she dove back into the water the way a wild thing returns to a wild place, and he watched 

her go. 

But her eyes had seen inside him the way that women's eyes do, and his loneliness snaked into her, and 

she was sorry for it, for that loneliness caught her more surely than the net. 

 

Omniscient 

3rd person 

 

historical 

fairy tale 

 

 

I am Legend – Extract 1 

 

ON THOSE CLOUDY DAYS, Robert Neville was never sure when sunset came, and sometimes they were in 

the streets before he could get back. 

If he had been more analytical, he might have calculated the approximate time of their arrival; but he still 

used the lifetime habit of judging nightfall by the sky, and on cloudy days that method didn’t work. That was 

why he chose to stay near the house on those days. 

 

He walked around the house in the dull grey of afternoon, a cigarette dangling from the corner of his mouth, 

trailing threadlike smoke over his shoulder. He checked each window to see if any of the boards had been 

loosened. After violent attacks, the planks were often split or partially pried off, and he had to replace them 

completely; a job he hated. Today only one plank was loose. Isn’t that amazing? he thought. 

 

In the back yard he checked the hothouse and the water tank. Sometimes the structure around the tank 

might be weakened or its rain catchers bent or broken off. Sometimes they would lob rocks over the high 

fence around the hothouse, and occasionally they would tear through the overhead net and he’d have to 

replace panes. 

 

Both the tank and the hothouse were undamaged today. He went to the house for a hammer and nails. As he 

pushed open the front door, he looked at the distorted reflection of himself in the cracked mirror he’d 

fastened to the door a month ago. In a few days, jagged pieces of the silver-backed glass would start to fall 

off.  
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1984 – George Orwell 

It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking thirteen. Winston Smith, his chin nuzzled 

into his breast in an effort to escape the vile wind, slipped quickly through the glass doors of Victory 

Mansions, though not quickly enough to prevent a swirl of gritty dust from entering along with him.  

The hallway smelt of boiled cabbage and old rag mats. At one end of it a coloured poster, too large for 

indoor display, had been tacked to the wall. It depicted simply an enormous face, more than a metre 

wide: the face of a man of about forty-five, with a heavy black moustache and ruggedly handsome 

features. Winston made for the stairs. It was no use trying the lift. Even at the best of times it was 

seldom working, and at present the electric current was cut off during daylight hours. It was part of the 

economy drive in preparation for Hate Week. The flat was seven flights up, and Winston, who was 

thirty-nine and had a varicose ulcer above his right ankle, went slowly, resting several times on the way. 

On each landing, opposite the lift-shaft, the poster with the enormous face gazed from the wall. It was 

one of those pictures which are so contrived that the eyes follow you about when you move. BIG 

BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the caption beneath it ran.  

Inside the flat a fruity voice was reading out a list of figures which had something to do with the 

production of pig-iron. The voice came from an oblong metal plaque like a dulled mirror which formed 

part of the surface of the right-hand wall. Winston turned a switch and the voice sank somewhat, though 

the words were still distinguishable.  

 

 

 

The Graveyard Book –  

There was a hand in the darkness, and it held a knife.  

The knife had a handle of polished black bone, and a blade finer and sharper than any razor. If it sliced 

you, you might not even know you had been cut, not immediately.  

The knife had done almost everything it was brought to that house to do, and both the blade and the 

handle were wet.  

The street door was still open, just a little, where the knife and the man who held it had slipped in, and 

wisps of nighttime mist slithered and twined into the house through the open door.  

The man Jack paused on the landing. With his left hand he pulled a large white handkerchief from the 

pocket of his black coat, and with it he wiped off the knife and his gloved right hand which had been 

holding it; then he put the handkerchief away. The hunt was almost over. He had left the woman in her 

bed, the man on the bedroom floor, the older child in her brightly colored bedroom, surrounded by toys 

and half-finished models. That only left the little one, a baby barely a toddler, to take care of. One more 

and his task would be done.  

He flexed his fingers. The man Jack was, above all things, a professional, or so he told himself, and he 

would not allow himself to smile until the job was completed.  
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The Fallen -  

 

My name is Robbie Brownlaw, and I am a Homicide detective for the city of San Diego. I am twenty-

nine years old. My life was ordinary until three years ago when I was thrown out of a downtown hotel 

window. 

No one knows it except my wife, but I now have synesthesia, a neurological condition where your 

senses get mixed up. Sometimes when people talk to me, I see their voices as colored shapes. It 

happens when they get emotional. The shapes are approximately two by two inches and there are 

usually between four and eight of them, sometimes more. They linger in the air midway between the 

speaker and me, about head high. They fade quickly. I can move them with my finger or a pen if I want. 

Shortly after my fall I used graph paper and colored markers to make a chart of which words and word 

combinations triggered which colored shapes. This was time-consuming and not always pleasant, due 

to some very painful headaches. I also observed that blue triangles generally came from a happy 

speaker. Red squares came from a deceptive one. Green trapezoids usually came from someone who 

was envious -- green really is the color of envy, just like we were always told. 

But as the weeks went by, I noticed that identical words and sentences could sometimes trigger very 

different shapes and colors. I was afraid that I had posttraumatic swelling in my brain and worried that 

my synesthesia would worsen to the point where I'd spend the rest of my life drooling at invisible 

shapes while people tried to talk to me. 

 

 

 

Gone with the Wind-  

Spring had come early that year, with warm quick rains and sudden frothing of pink peach blossoms 

and dogwood dappling with white stars the dark river swamp and far-off hills. Already the plowing was 

nearly finished, and the bloody glory of the sunset colored the fresh-cut furrows of red Georgia clay to 

even redder hues. The moist hungry earth, waiting upturned for the cotton seeds, showed pinkish on 

the sandy tops of furrows, vermilion and scarlet and maroon where shadows lay along the sides of the 

trenches. The whitewashed brick plantation house seemed an island set in a wild red sea, a sea of 

spiraling, curving, crescent billows petrified suddenly at the moment when the pink-tipped waves were 

breaking into surf. For here were no long, straight furrows, such as could be seen in the yellow clay 

fields of the flat middle Georgia country or in the lush black earth of the coastal plantations. The rolling 

foothill country of north Georgia was plowed in a million curves to keep the rich earth from washing 

down into the river bottoms. 

It was a savagely red land, blood-colored after rains, brick dust in droughts, the best cotton land in the 

world. It was a pleasant land of white houses, peaceful plowed fields and sluggish yellow rivers, but a 

land of contrasts, of brightest sun glare and densest shade. The plantation clearings and miles of cotton 

fields smiled up to a warm sun, placid, complacent. At their edges rose the virgin forests, dark and cool 

even in the hottest noons, mysterious, a little sinister, the soughing pines seeming to wait with an age 

old patience, to threaten with soft sighs: "Be careful! Be careful! We had you once. We can take you 

back again." 
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The colour purple 
 
Dear Nettie, 
 
I don’t write to God no more. I write to you. 
 
What happen to God? ast Shug. 
 
Who that? I say. 
 
She look at me serious. 
 
Big a devil as you is, I say, you not worried bout no God, surely. 
 
She say, Wait a minute. Hold on just a minute here. Just because I don’t harass it like some peoples us 
know don’t mean I ain’t got religion. 
 
What God do for me? I ast. 
 
She say, Celie! Like she shock. He gave you life, good health, and a good woman that love you to 
death. 
 
Yeah, I say, and he give me a lynched daddy, a crazy mama, a lowdown dog of a step pa and a sister I 
probably won’t ever see again. Anyhow, I say, the God I been praying and writing to is a man. And act 
just like all the other mens I know. Trifling, forgitful and lowdown. 
 
She say, Miss Celie, You better hush. God might hear you. 
 
Let im hear me, I say. If he ever listened to poor colored women the world would be a different place, I 
can tell you. 
 
She talk and she talk, trying to budge me way from blasphemy. But I blaspheme much as I want to. 
 
All my life I never care what people thought bout nothing I did, I say. But deep in my heart I care about 
God. What he going to think. And come to find out, he don’t think. Just sit up there glorying in being 
deef, I reckon. But it ain’t easy, trying to do without God. Even if you know he ain’t there, trying to do 
without him is a strain. 
 
I is a sinner, say Shug. Cause I was born. I don’t deny it. But once you find out what’s out there waiting 
for us, what else can you be? 
 
Sinners have more good times, I say. 
 
You know why? she ast. 
 
Cause you ain’t all the time worrying bout God, I say. 
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THE TELL TALE HEART - by Edgar Allan Poe - 1843 

True! --nervous --very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say that I am mad? The 

disease had sharpened my senses --not destroyed --not dulled them. Above all was the sense of hearing 

acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then, am I mad? 

Hearken! and observe how healthily --how calmly I can tell you the whole story. 

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it haunted me day and night. 

Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had never wronged me. He had 

never given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think it was his eye! yes, it was this! He had the eye of a 

vulture --a pale blue eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by degrees -

-very gradually --I made up my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid myself of the eye forever. 

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen me. You should 

have seen how wisely I proceeded --with what caution --with what foresight --with what dissimulation I went 

to work! I was never kinder to the old man than during the whole week before I killed him. And every night, 

about midnight, I turned the latch of his door and opened it --oh so gently! And then, when I had made an 

opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, that no light shone out, and then I 

thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly --very, 

very slowly, so that I might not disturb the old man's sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within 

the opening so far that I could see him as he lay upon his bed.  

 

 

 

 

 

James Kelman’s HOW LATE IT WAS, HOW LATE 

Ye wake in a corner and stay there hoping yer body will disappear, the thoughts smothering ye; these 

thoughts; but ye want to remember and face up to things, just something keeps ye from doing it, why can 

ye no do it; the words filling yer head: then the other words; there’s something wrong; there’s something 

far, far wrong; ye’re no a good man, ye’re just no a good man. Edging back into awareness, of where ye 

are: here, slumped in this corner, with these thoughts filling ye. And oh christ his back was sore; stiff, and 

the head pounding. He shivered and hunched up his shoulders, shut his eyes, rubbed into the corners with 

his fingertips; seeing all kinds of spots and lights. Where in the name of f**k… 
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Oranges are not the only fruit 

 

LIKE MOST PEOPLE I lived for a long time with my mother and father. My father liked to watch the 

wrestling, my mother liked to wrestle; it didn’t mater what. She was in the white corner and that was that. 

She hung out the largest sheets on the windiest days. She wanted the Mormons to knock on the door. At 

election time in a Labour mill town she put a picture of the Conservative candidate in the window. She had 

never heard of mixed feelings. There were friends and there were enemies. 

 

Enemies were: 

The Devil (in his many forms) 

Next Door 

Sex (in its many forms) 

Slugs 

Friends were: 

God 

Our dog 

Auntie Madge 

The Novels of Charlotte Brontë 

Slug pellets 

 

and me, at first, I had been brought in to join her in a tag match against the Rest of the World. She had a 

mysterious attitude towards the begetting of children; it wasn’t that she couldn’t do it, more that she didn’t 

want to do it. She was very bitter about the Virgin Mary getting there first. So she did the next best thing 

and arranged for a foundling. That was me. 

 

 

 

To kill a mockingbird – Harper Lee - PART ONE 

When he was nearly thirteen, my brother Jem got his arm badly broken at the elbow. When it healed, and 

Jem's fears of never being able to play football were assuaged, he was seldom self-conscious about his 

injury. His left arm was somewhat shorter than his right; when he stood or walked, the back of his hand was 

at right angles to his body, his thumb parallel to his thigh. He couldn't have cared less, so long as he could 

pass and punt. 

When enough years had gone by to enable us to look back on them, we sometimes discussed the events 

leading to his accident. I maintain that the Ewells started it all, but Jem, who was four years my senior, said 

it started long before that. He said it began the summer Dill came to us, when Dill first gave us the idea of 

making Boo Radley come out. 

I said if he wanted to take a broad view of the thing, it really began with Andrew Jackson. If General 

Jackson hadn't run the Creeks up the creek, Simon Finch would never have paddled up the Alabama, and 

where would we be if he hadn't? We were far too old to settle an argument with a fist-fight, so we consulted 

Atticus. Our father said we were both right. 
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Wolf Hall by Hilary Mantel - PART 1 –  

Across the Narrow Sea 

PUTNEY, 1500 

So now get up." 

Felled, dazed, silent, he has fallen; knocked full length on the cobbles of the yard. His head turns sideways; 

his eyes are turned toward the gate, as if someone might arrive to help him out. One blow, properly placed, 

could kill him now. 

Blood from the gash on his head— which was his father’s first effort— is trickling across his face. Add to 

this, his left eye is blinded; but if he squints sideways, with his right eye he can see that the stitching of his 

father’s boot is unraveling. The twine has sprung clear of the leather, and a hard knot in it has caught his 

eyebrow and opened another cut. 

"So now get up!" Walter is roaring down at him, working out where to kick him next. He lifts his head an 

inch or two, and moves forward, on his belly, trying to do it without exposing his hands, on which Walter 

enjoys stamping. "What are you, an eel?" his parent asks. He trots backward, gathers pace, and aims 

another kick. 

It knocks the last breath out of him; he thinks it may be his last. His forehead returns to the ground; he lies 

waiting, for Walter to jump on him. The dog, Bella, is barking, shut away in an out house. I’ll miss my dog, 

he thinks. The yard smells of beer and blood. Someone is shouting, down on the riverbank. Nothing hurts, 

or perhaps it’s that everything hurts, because there is no separate pain that he can pick out. But the cold 

strikes him, just in one place: just through his cheekbone as it rests on the cobbles. 

 

 

 

Bell Jar – Sylvia Plath 

It was a queer, sultry summer, the summer they electrocuted the Rosenbergs, and I didn't know what I 

was doing in New York. I'm stupid about executions. The idea of being electrocuted makes me sick, and 

that's all there was to read about in the papers--goggle-eyed headlines staring up at me on every street 

corner and at the fusty, peanut-smelling mouth of every subway. It had nothing to do with me, but I 

couldn't help wondering what it would be like, being burned alive all along your nerves. I thought it must 

be the worst thing in the world. New York was bad enough. By nine in the morning the fake, country-wet 

freshness that somehow seeped in overnight evaporated like the tail end of a sweet dream. Mirage-gray 

at the bottom of their granite canyons, the hot streets wavered in the sun, the car tops sizzled and 

glittered, and the dry, cindery dust blew into my eyes and down my throat. I kept hearing about the 

Rosenbergs over the radio and at the office till I couldn't get them out of my mind. It was like the first time 

I saw a cadaver. For weeks afterward, the cadaver's head--or what there was left of it--floated up behind 

my eggs and bacon at breakfast and behind the face of Buddy Willard, who was responsible for my 

seeing it in the first place, and pretty soon I felt as though I were carrying that cadaver's head around with 

me on a string, like some black, noseless balloon stinking of vinegar.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 | P a g e  
 

 

Dracula – Bram Stoker 

The moonlight was so bright that through the thick yellow blind the room was light enough to see. On the bed 

beside the window lay Jonathan Harker, his face flushed and breathing heavily as though in a stupor. 

Kneeling on the near edge of the bed facing outwards was the white-clad figure of his wife. By her side stood 

a tall, thin man, clad in black. His face was turned from us, but the instant we saw we all recognized the 

Count, in every way, even to the scar on his forehead. With his left hand he held both Mrs. Harker's hands, 

keeping them away with her arms at full tension. His right hand gripped her by the back of the neck, forcing 

her face down on his bosom. Her white nightdress was smeared with blood, and a thin stream trickled down 

the man's bare chest which was shown by his torn-open dress. The attitude of the two had a terrible 

resemblance to a child forcing a kitten's nose into a saucer of milk to compel it to drink. As we burst into the 

room, the Count turned his face, and the hellish look that I had heard described seemed to leap into it. His 

eyes flamed red with devilish passion. The great nostrils of the white aquiline nose opened wide and 

quivered at the edge, and the white sharp teeth, behind the full lips of the blood dripping mouth, clamped 

together like those of a wild beast. With a wrench, which threw his victim back upon the bed as though hurled 

from a height, he turned and sprang at us. But by this time the Professor had gained his feet, and was 

holding towards him the envelope which contained the Sacred Wafer. The Count suddenly stopped, just as 

poor Lucy had done outside the tomb, and cowered back. Further and further back he cowered, as we, lifting 

our crucifixes, advanced. The moonlight suddenly failed, as a great black cloud sailed across the sky. And 

when the gaslight sprang up under Quincey's match, we saw nothing but a faint vapour. This, as we looked, 

trailed under the door, which with the recoil from its bursting open, had swung back to its old position. Van 

Helsing, Art, and I moved forward to Mrs. Harker, who by this time had drawn her breath and with it had 

given a scream so wild, so ear-piercing, so despairing that it seems to me now that it will ring in my ears till 

my dying day. For a few seconds she lay in her helpless attitude and disarray. Her face was ghastly, with a 

pallor which was accentuated by the blood which smeared her lips and cheeks and chin. From her throat 

trickled a thin stream of blood. Her eyes were mad with terror. Then she put before her face her poor crushed 

hands, which bore on their whiteness the red mark of the Count's terrible grip, and from behind them came a 

low desolate wail which made the terrible scream seem only the quick expression of an endless grief. Van 

Helsing stepped forward and drew the coverlet gently over her body, whilst Art, after looking at her face for 

an instant despairingly, ran out of the room. 

 

 

The Hunger Games –  

Sixty seconds. That’s how long we’re required to stand on our metal circles before the sound of a gong 

releases us. Step off before the minute is up, and land mines blow your legs off. Sixty seconds to take in 

the ring of tributes all equidistant from the Cornucopia, a giant golden horn shaped like a cone with a 

curved tail, the mouth of which is at least twenty feet high, spilling over with the things that will give us life 

here in the arena. Food, containers of water, weapons, medicine, garments, fire starters. Strewn around 

the Cornucopia are other supplies, their value decreasing the farther they are from the horn. For instance, 

only a few steps from my feet lies a three-foot square of plastic. Certainly it could be of some use in a 

downpour. But there in the mouth, I can see a tent pack that would protect from almost any sort of 

weather. If I had the guts to go in and fight for it against the other twenty-three tributes. Which I have 

been instructed not to do. 

We’re on a flat, open stretch of ground. A plain of hard-packed dirt. Behind the tributes across from me, I 

can see nothing, indicating either a steep downward slope or even a cliff. To my right lies a lake. To my 

left and back, sparse piney woods. This is where Haymitch would want me to go. Immediately. 

I hear his instructions in my head. “Just clear out, put as much distance as you can between yourselves 

and the others, and find a source of water.” 

The hunger 

games (1st 

person, present 

tense) 
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The Woman in Black 

During the night the wind rose. As I had lain reading I had become aware of the stronger gusts that blew 

every so often against the casements. But when I awoke abruptly in the early hours it had increased 

greatly in force. The house felt like a ship at sea, battered by the gale that came roaring across the open 

marsh. Windows were rattling everywhere and there was the sound of moaning down all the chimneys of 

the house and whistling through every nook and cranny. 

At first I was alarmed. Then, as I lay still, gathering my wits, I reflected on how long Eel Marsh House had 

stood here, steady as a lighthouse, quite alone and exposed, bearing the brunt of winter after winter of 

gales and driving rain and sleet and spray. It was unlikely to blow away tonight. And then, those 

memories of childhood began to be stirred again and I dwelt nostalgically upon all those nights when I 

had lain in the warm and snug safety of my bed in the nursery at the top of our family house in Sussex, 

hearing the wind rage round like a lion, howling at the doors and beating upon the windows but powerless 

to reach me. I lay back and slipped into that pleasant, trancelike state somewhere between sleeping and 

waking, recalling the past and all its emotions and impressions vividly, until I felt I was a small boy again. 

Then from somewhere, out of that howling darkness, a cry came to my ears, catapulting me back into the 

present and banishing all tranquility. 

I listened hard. Nothing. The tumult of the wind, like a banshee, and the banging and rattling of the 

window in its old, ill-fitting frame. Then yes, again, a cry, that familiar cry of desperation and anguish, a 

cry for help from a child somewhere out on the marsh. 

There was no child. I knew that. How could there be? Yet how could I lie here and ignore even the crying 

of some long-dead ghost? 

 

 

Frankenstein – Mary Shelly 

It was on a dreary night of November that I beheld the accomplishment of my toils.  With an anxiety that 

almost amounted to agony, I 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. 

How can I describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how delineate the wretch whom with such 

infinite pains and care I had endeavoured to form?  His limbs were in proportion, and I had selected his 

features as beautiful.  Beautiful!  Great God!  His yellow skin scarcely covered the work of muscles and 

arteries beneath; his hair was of a lustrous black, and flowing; his teeth of a pearly whiteness; but these 

luxuriances only formed a more horrid contrast with his watery eyes, that seemed almost of the same 

colour as the dun-white sockets in which they were set, his shrivelled complexion and straight black 

lips. 

The different accidents of life are not so changeable as the feelings of human nature.  I had worked 

hard for nearly two years, for the sole purpose of infusing life into an inanimate body.  For this I had 

deprived myself of rest and health.   
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Atonement – Ian McEwan 

The play, for which Briony had designed the posters, programmes and tickets, constructed the sales 

booth out of a folding screen tipped on its side, and lined the collection box in red crepe paper, was 

written by her in a two-day tempest of composition, causing her to miss a breakfast and a lunch. When 

the preparations were complete, she had nothing to do but contemplate her finished draft and wait for 

the appearance of her cousins from the distant north. There would be time for only one day of rehearsal 

before her brother arrived. At some moments chilling, at others desperately sad, the play told a tale of 

the heart whose message, conveyed in a rhyming prologue, was that love which did not build a 

foundation on good sense was doomed. The reckless passion of the heroine, Arabella, for a wicked 

foreign count is punished by ill fortune when she contracts cholera during an impetuous dash towards a 

seaside town with her intended. Deserted by him and nearly everybody else, bed-bound in a garret, she 

discovers in herself a sense of humour. Fortune presents her a second chance in the form of an 

impoverished doctor--in fact, a prince in disguise who has elected to work among the needy. Healed by 

him, Arabella chooses judiciously this time, and is rewarded by reconciliation with her family and a 

wedding with the medical prince on `a windy sunlit day in spring'. 

Mrs Tallis read the seven pages of The Trials of Arabella in her bedroom, at her dressing table, with the 

author's arm around her shoulder the whole while. Briony studied her mother's face for every trace of 

shifting emotion, and Emily Tallis obliged with looks of alarm, snickers of glee and, at the end, grateful 

smiles and wise, affirming nods. She took her daughter in her arms, onto her lap--ah, that hot smooth 

little body she remembered from its infancy, and still not gone from her, not quite yet--and said that the 

play was 'stupendous', and agreed instantly, murmuring into the tight whorl of the girl's ear, that this 

word could be quoted on the poster which was to be on an easel in the entrance hall by the ticket booth. 

Briony was hardly to know it then, but this was the project's highest point of fulfilment. Nothing came 

near it for satisfaction, all else was dreams and frustration.  

 

 

Flowers For Algernon - by DANIEL KEYES 

progris riport 1 martch 3 

Dr Strauss says I shoud rite down what I think and remembir and evrey thing that happins to me from 

now on. I dont no why but he says its importint so they will see if they can use me. I hope they use me 

becaus Miss Kinnian says mabye they can make me smart. I want to be smart. My name is Charlie 

Gordon I werk in Donners bakery where Mr Donner gives me 11 dollers a week and bred or cake if I 

want. I am 32 yeres old and next munth is my brithday. I tolld dr Strauss and perfesser Nemur I cant rite 

good but he says it dont matter he says I shud rite just like I talk and like I rite compushishens in Miss 

Kinnians class at the beekmin collidge center for retarted adults where I go to lern 3 times a week on 

my time off. Dr. Strauss says to rite a lot evrything I think and evrything that happins to me but I cant 

think anymor because I have nothing to rite so I will close for today...yrs truly Charlie Gordon. 

progris riport 2-martch 4 

I had a test today. I think I faled it and I think mabye now they wont use me. What happind is I went to 

Prof Nemurs office on my lunch time like they said and his secertery took me to a place that said psych 

dept on the door with a long hall and alot of littel rooms with onley a desk and chares.  

When brain 

surgery makes a 

mouse into a 

genius, dull-

witted Charlie 

Gordon wonders 

if it might also 

work for him. 

 

 

  



26 | P a g e  
 

 

A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man – James Joyce 

A voice cried far out on the playground: 

—All in! 

Then other voices cried from the lower and third lines: 

—All in! All in! 

The players closed around, flushed and muddy, and he went among them, glad to go in. Rody Kickham held 

the ball by its greasy lace. A fellow asked him to give it one last: but he walked on without even answering 

the fellow. Simon Moonan told him not to because the prefect was looking. The fellow turned to Simon 

Moonan and said: 

—We all know why you speak. You are McGlade’s suck. 

Suck was a queer word. The fellow called Simon Moonan that name because Simon Moonan used to tie the 

prefect’s false sleeves behind his back and the prefect used to let on to be angry. But the sound was ugly. 

Once he had washed his hands in the lavatory of the Wicklow Hotel and his father pulled the stopper up by 

the chain after and the dirty water went down through the hole in the basin. And when it had all gone down 

slowly the hole in the basin had made a sound like that: suck. Only louder. 

 

 

 

The Day of the Triffids, John Wyndham 

The End Begins 

When a day that you happen to know is Wednesday starts off by sounding like Sunday, there is something 

seriously wrong somewhere. 

I felt that from the moment I woke. And yet, when I started functioning a little more smartly, I became doubtful. 

After all, the odds were that it was I who was wrong, and not everyone else—though I did not see how that 

could be. I went on waiting, tinged with doubt. But presently I had my first bit of objective evidence—a distant 

clock struck what sounded to me just like eight. I listened hard and suspiciously. Soon another clock began, on 

a hard, decisive note. In a leisurely fashion it gave an indisputable eight. Then I knew things were awry. 

The way I came to miss the end of the world—well, the end of the world I had known for close on thirty years—

was sheer accident: like a lot of survival, when you come to think of it. In the nature of things a good many 

somebodies are always in hospital, and the law of averages had picked on me to be one of them a week or so 

before. It might just as easily have been the week before that—in which case I’d not be writing now: I’d not be 

here at all. But chance played it not only that I should be in hospital at that particular time, but that my eyes, 

and indeed my whole head, should be wreathed in bandages—and that’s why I have to be grateful to whoever 

orders these averages. At the time, however, I was only peevish, wondering what in thunder went on, for I had 

been in the place long enough to know that, next to the matron, the clock is the most sacred thing in a hospital. 

Without a clock the place simply couldn’t work. Each second there’s someone consulting it on births, deaths, 

doses, meals, lights, talking, working, sleeping, resting, visiting, dressing, washing—and hitherto it had 

decreed that someone should begin to wash and tidy me up at exactly three minutes after 7 a.m. That was one 

of the best reasons I had for appreciating a private room. In a public ward the messy proceeding would have 

taken place a whole unnecessary hour earlier. But here, today, clocks of varying reliability were continuing to 

strike eight in all directions—and still nobody had shown up. 
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Angus, Thongs and Full-Frontal Snogging - Confessions of Georgia Nicolson - by Louise Rennison 

Sunday August 23rd 

my bedroom 

raining 

10.00 am 

Dad had Uncle Eddie round so naturally they had to come and nose around and see what I was up to. If Uncle Eddie 

(who is bald as a coot -- two coots, in fact) says to me one more time, "Should bald heads be buttered?" I may kill 

myself. He doesn't seem to realize that I no longer wear romper-suits. I feel like yelling at him, "I am fourteen years 

old, Uncle Eddie! I am bursting with womanhood, I wear a bra! OK, it's a bit on the loose side and does ride up round 

my neck I if run for the bus "but the womanly potential is there, you bald coot!" 

Talking of breasts, I'm worried that I may end up like the rest of the women in my family, with just the one bust, like a 

sort of shelf affair. Mum can balance things on hers when her hands are full--at parties, and so on, she can have a 

sandwich and drink and save a snack for later by putting it on her shelf. It's very unattractive. I would like a proper 

amount of breastiness but not go too far with it, like Melanie Andrews, for instance. I got the most awful shock in the 

showers after hockey last term. Her bra looks like two shopping bags. I suspect she is a bit unbalanced hormonally. 

She certainly is when she tries to run for the ball. I thought she'd run right through the fence with the momentum of her 

bosoomers' as Jas so amusingly calls them. 

still in my room 

still raining 

still Sunday 

 

 

The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy 

 

Chapter One 

 

The house stood on a slight rise just on the edge of the 

 

village. It stood on its own and looked out over a broad 

 

spread of West Country farmland. Not a remarkable house 

 

by any means—it was about thirty years old, squattish, squarish, made of brick, and had four windows set in the front 

of a size and proportion which more or less exactly failed to please the eye. 

 

The only person for whom the house was in any way special was Arthur Dent, and that was only because it happened 

to be the one he lived in. He had lived in it for about three years, ever since he had moved out of London because it 

made him nervous and irritable. He was about thirty as well, tall, dark-haired and never quite at ease with himself. The 

thing that used to worry him most was the fact that people always used to ask him what he was looking so worried 

about. He worked in local radio which he always used to tell his friends was a lot more interesting than they probably 

thought. It was, too—most of his friends worked in advertising. 

 

On Wednesday night it had rained very heavily, the lane was wet and muddy, but the Thursday morning sun was 

bright and clear as it shone on Arthur Dent’s house for what was to be the last time. 

 

It hadn’t properly registered yet with Arthur that the council wanted to knock it down and build a bypass instead. 

 

*  *  * 
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Handmaid’s Tale – Margaret Atwood 

We slept in what had once been the gymnasium. The floor was of varnished wood, with stripes and 

circles painted on it, for the games that were formerly played there; the hoops for the basketball nets 

were still in place, though the nets were gone. A balcony ran around the room, for the spectators, and I 

thought I could smell, faintly like an afterimage, the pungent scent of sweat, shot through with the sweet 

taint of chewing gum and perfume from the watching girls, felt-skirted as I knew from pictures, later in 

miniskirts, then pants, then in one earring, spiky green-streaked hair. Dances would have been held 

there; the music lingered, a palimpsest of unheard sound, style upon style, an undercurrent of drums, a 

forlorn wail, garlands made of tissue-paper flowers, cardboard devils, a revolving ball of mirrors, 

powdering the dancers with a snow of light. 

There was old sex in the room and loneliness, and expectation, of something without a shape or name. I 

remember that yearning, for something that was always about to happen and was never the same as the 

hands that were on us there and then, in the small of the back, or out back, in the parking lot, or in the 

television room with the sound turned down and only the pictures flickering over lifting flesh. 

We yearned for the future. How did we learn it, that talent for insatiability? It was in the air; and it was still 

in the air, an afterthought, as we tried to sleep, in the army cots that had been set up in rows, with spaces 

between so we could not talk. We had flannelette sheets, like children's, and army-issue blankets, old 

ones that still said U.S. We folded our clothes neatly and laid them on the stools at the ends of the beds.  

 

 

Black Beauty - Anna Sewell 

My Early Home 

The first place that I can well remember was a large pleasant meadow with a pond of clear water in it. Some 

shady trees leaned over it, and rushes and water lilies grew at the deep end. Over the hedge on one side 

we looked into a plowed field, and on the other we looked over a gate at our master's house, which stood 

by the roadside. At the top of the meadow was a plantation of fir trees, and at the bottom a running brook 

overhung by a steep bank. 

While I was young I lived upon my mother's milk, as I could not eat grass. In the daytime I ran by her side, 

and at night I lay down close by her. When it was hot we used to stand by the pond in the shade of the 

trees, and when it was cold we had a nice warm shed near the plantation. 

As soon as I was old enough to eat grass, my mother used to go out to work in the daytime and come back 

in the evening. 

There were six young colts in the meadow besides me. They were older than I was; some were nearly as 

large as grown-up horses. I used to run with them, and had great fun; we used to gallop all together round 

and round the field, as hard as we could go. Sometimes we had rather rough play, for they would frequently 

bite and kick as well as gallop. 
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I Am a Cat by Natsume Sōseki 

I AM A CAT. As yet I have no name. I’ve no idea where I was born. All I remember is that I was miaowing in a 

dampish dark place when, for the first time, I saw a human being. This human being, I heard afterwards, was a 

member of the most ferocious human species; a shosei, one of those students who, in return for board and 

lodging, perform small chores about the house. I hear that, on occasion, this species catches, boils, and eats us. 

However as at that time I lacked all knowledge of such creatures, I did not feel particularly frightened. I simply felt 

myself floating in the air as I was lifted up lightly on his palm. When I accustomed myself to that position, I looked 

at his face. This must have been the very first time that ever I set eyes on a human being. The impression of 

oddity, which I then received, still remains today. First of all, the face that should be decorated with hair is as bald 

as a kettle. Since that day I have met many a cat but never have I come across such deformity. The center of the 

face protrudes excessively and sometimes, from the holes in that protuberance, smoke comes out in little puffs. I 

was originally somewhat troubled by such exhalations for they made me choke, but I learnt only recently that it 

was the smoke of burnt tobacco which humans like to breathe. 

For a little while I sat comfortably in that creature’s palm, but things soon developed at a 

tremendous speed. I could not tell whether the shosei was in movement or whether it was only I that moved; but 

anyway I began to grow quite giddy, to feel sick. And just as I was thinking that the giddiness would kill me, I heard 

a thud and saw a million stars. Thus far I can remember but, however hard I try, I cannot recollect anything 

thereafter. 

When I came to myself, the creature had gone. I had at one time had a basketful of 

brothers, but now not one could be seen. Even my precious mother had disappeared. Moreover I now found 

myself in a painfully bright place most unlike that nook where once I’d sheltered. It was in fact so bright that I could 

hardly keep my eyes open. Sure that there was something wrong, I began to crawl about. Which proved painful. I 

had been snatched away from softest straw only to be pitched with violence into a prickly clump of bamboo grass. 

 

 

The Waltz’ by Dorothy Parker 

WHY, thank you so much. I'd adore to. 

I don't want to dance with him. I don't want to dance with anybody. And even if I did, it wouldn't be him. He'd 

be well down among the last ten. I've seen the way he dances; it looks like something you do on Saint 

Walpurgis Night. Just think, not a quarter of an hour ago, here I was sitting, feeling so sorry for the poor girl 

he was dancing with. And now I'm going to be the poor girl. Well, well. Isn't it a small world? 

And a peach of a world, too. A true little corker. Its events are so fascinatingly unpredictable, are not they? 

Here I was, minding my own business, not doing a stitch of harm to any living soul. And then he comes into 

my life, all smiles and city manners, to sue me for the favor of one memorable mazurka. Why, he scarcely 

knows my name, let alone what it stands for. It stands for Despair, Bewilderment, 

Futility, Degradation, and Premeditated Murder, but little does he wot. I don't wot his name, either; I haven't 

any idea what it is. Jukes, would be my guess from the look in his eyes. How do you do, Mr. Jukes? And how 

is that dear little brother of yours, with the two heads? 
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The Secret Garden - Frances Hodgson Burnett 
 
There Is No One Left 
 
When Mary Lennox was sent to Misselthwaite Manor to live with her uncle everybody said she was the 
most disagreeable-looking child ever seen. It was true, too. She had a little thin face and a little thin body, 
thin light hair and a sour expression. Her hair was yellow, and her face was yellow because she had been 
born in India and had always been ill in one way or another. Her father had held a position under the 
English Government and had always been busy and ill himself, and her mother had been a great beauty 
who cared only to go to parties and amuse herself with gay people. She had not wanted a little girl at all, 
and when Mary was born she handed her over to the care of an Ayah, who was made to understand that if 
she wished to please the Mem Sahib she must keep the child out of sight as much as possible. So when 
she was a sickly, fretful, ugly little baby she was kept out of the way, and when she became a sickly, fretful, 
toddling thing she was kept out of the way also. She never remembered seeing familiarly anything but the 
dark faces of her Ayah and the other native servants, and as they always obeyed her and gave her her own 
way in everything, because the Mem Sahib would be angry if she was disturbed by her crying, by the time 
she was six years old she was as tyrannical and selfish a little pig as ever lived. The young English 
governess who came to teach her to read and write disliked her so much that she gave up her place in 
three months, and when other governesses came to try to fill it they always went away in a shorter time 
than the first one. So if Mary had not chosen to really want to know how to read books she would never 
have learned her letters at all. 
 
One frightfully hot morning, when she was about nine years old, she awakened feeling very cross, and she 
became crosser still when she saw that the servant who stood by her bedside was not her Ayah. 
 

 

 

The Princess Bride - William Goldman 
 
The year that Buttercup was born, the most beautiful woman in the world was a French scullery maid 
named Annette. Annette worked in Paris for the Duke and Duchess de Guiche, and it did not escape the 
Duke’s notice that someone extraordinary was polishing the pewter. The Duke’s notice did not escape the 
notice of the Duchess either, who was not very beautiful and not very rich, but plenty smart. The Duchess 
set about studying Annette and shortly found her adversary’s tragic flaw. 
 
Chocolate. 
 
Armed now, the Duchess set to work. The Palace de Guiche turned into a candy castle. Everywhere you 
looked, bonbons. There were piles of chocolate-covered mints in the drawing rooms, baskets of chocolate-
covered nougats in the parlors. 
 
Annette never had a chance. Inside a season, she went from delicate to whopping, and the Duke never 
glanced in her direction without sad bewilderment clouding his eyes. (Annette, it might be noted, seemed 
only cheerier throughout her enlargement. She eventually married the pastry chef and they both ate a lot 
until old age claimed them. Things, it might also be noted, did not fare so cheerily for the Duchess. The 
Duke, for reasons passing understanding, next became smitten with his very own mother-in-law, which 
caused the Duchess ulcers, only they didn’t have ulcers yet. More precisely, ulcers existed, people had 
them, but they weren’t called “ulcers.” The medical profession at that time called them “stomach pains” and 
felt the best cure was coffee dolloped with brandy twice a day until the pains subsided. The Duchess took 
her mixture faithfully, watching through the years as her husband and her mother blew kisses at each other 
behind her back. 
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The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn - Mark Twain 
 
DISCOVER MOSES AND THE BULRUSHERS 
 
You don't know about me without you have read a book by the name of The Adventures of Tom 
Sawyer; but that ain't no matter. That book was made by Mr. Mark Twain, and he told the truth, 
mainly. There was things which he stretched, but mainly he told the truth. That is nothing. I never 
seen anybody but lied one time or another, without it was Aunt Polly, or the widow, or maybe 
Mary. Aunt Polly--Tom's Aunt Polly, she is--and Mary, and the Widow Douglas is all told about in 
that book, which is mostly a true book, with some stretchers, as I said before. 
 
Now the way that the book winds up is this: Tom and me found the money that the robbers hid in 
the cave, and it made us rich. We got six thousand dollars apiece--all gold. It was an awful sight of 
money when it was piled up. Well, Judge Thatcher he took it and put it out at interest, and it 
fetched us a dollar a day apiece all the year round--more than a body could tell what to do with. 
The Widow Douglas she took me for her son, and allowed she would sivilize me; but it was rough 
living in the house all the time, considering how dismal regular and decent the widow was in all her 
ways; and so when I couldn't stand it no longer I lit out. I got into my old rags and my sugar-
hogshead again, and was free and satisfied. But Tom Sawyer he hunted me up and said he was 
going to start a band of robbers, and I might join if I would go back to the widow and be 
respectable. So I went back. 
 

 

 

 

Room - by Emma Donoghue 
 
Spider's real. I look for her now but there's only a web between Table's leg and her flat. Table 
balances good, that's pretty tricky, when I go on one leg I can do it for ages but then I always fall 
over. I don't tell Ma about Spider. She brushes webs away, she says they're dirty but they look like 
extra-thin silver to me. Ma likes the animals that run around eating each other on the wildlife 
planet, but not real ones. When I was four I was watching ants walking up Stove and she ran and 
splatted them all so they wouldn't eat our food. One minute they were alive and the next minute 
they were dirt. I cried so my eyes nearly melted off. Also another time there was a thing in the 
night nnnnng nnnnng nnnnng biting me and Ma banged him against Door Wall below Shelf, he 
was a mosquito. The mark is still there on the cork even though she scrubbed, it was my blood the 
mosquito was stealing, like a teeny vampire. That's the only time my blood ever came out of me. 
 
Ma takes her pill from the silver pack that has twenty-eight little spaceships and I take a vitamin 
from the bottle with the boy doing a handstand and she takes one from the big bottle with a picture 
of a woman doing Tennis. Vitamins are medicine for not getting sick and going back to Heaven 
yet. I never want to go, I don't like dying but Ma says it might be OK when we're a hundred and 
tired of playing. Also she takes a killer. Sometimes she takes two, never more than two, because 
some things are good for us but too much is suddenly bad. 
 
"Is it Bad Tooth?" I ask. He's on the top near the back of her mouth, he's the worst. 
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The Night Circus - by Erin Morgenstern 
 
The circus arrives without warning. 
 
No announcements precede it, no paper notices on downtown posts and billboards, no mentions or 
advertisements in local newspapers. It is simply there, when yesterday it was not. 
 
The towering tents are striped in white and black, no golds and crimsons to be seen. No color at all, save 
for the neighboring trees and the grass of the surrounding fields. Black-and-white stripes on grey sky; 
countless tents of varying shapes and sizes, with an elaborate wrought-iron fence encasing them in a 
colorless world. Even what little ground is visible from outside is black or white, painted or powdered, or 
treated with some other circus trick. 
 
But it is not open for business. Not just yet. 
 
Within hours everyone in town has heard about it. By afternoon the news has spread several towns over. 
Word of mouth is a more effective method of advertisement than typeset words and exclamation points on 
paper pamphlets or posters. It is impressive and unusual news, the sudden appearance of a mysterious 
circus. People marvel at the staggering height of the tallest tents. They stare at the clock that sits just inside 
the gates that no one can properly describe. 
 
And the black sign painted in white letters that hangs upon the gates, the one that reads: 
 
Opens at Nightfall 
Closes at Dawn 
 
"What kind of circus is only open at night?" people ask. No one has a proper answer, yet as dusk 
approaches there is a substantial crowd of spectators gathering outside the gates. 
 

 

 

The Call of the Wild, White Fang & To Build a Fire - Jack London 
 
Buck did not read the newspapers, or he would have known that trouble was brewing, 
not alone for himself, but for every tidewater dog, strong of muscle and with warm, 
long hair, from Puget Sound to San Diego. Because men, groping in the Arctic darkness, 
had found a yellow metal, and because steamship and transportation companies were 
booming the find, thousands of men were rushing into the Northland. These men 
wanted dogs, and the dogs they wanted were heavy dogs, with strong muscles by 
which to toil, and furry coats to protect them from the frost. 
 
Buck lived at a big house in the sun-kissed Santa Clara Valley. Judge Miller's place, it 
was called. It stood back from the road, half hidden among the trees, through which 
glimpses could be caught of the wide, cool veranda that ran around its four sides. The 
house was approached by graveled driveways which wound about through wide-
spreading lawns and under the interlacing boughs of tall poplars. At the rear things 
were on even a more spacious scale than at the front. There were great stables, where 
a dozen grooms and boys held forth, rows of vine-clad servants' cottages, an endless 
and orderly array of outhouses, long grape arbors, green pastures, orchards, and berry 
patches. Then there was the pumping plant for the artesian well, and the big cement 
tank where Judge Miller's boys took their morning plunge and kept cool in the hot 
afternoon. 
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The Turn of the Screw  by Henry James 
 
The story had held us, round the fire, sufficiently breathless, but except the obvious remark that it 
was gruesome, as on Christmas Eve in an old house a strange tale should essentially be, I 
remember no comment uttered till somebody happened to note it as the only case he had met in 
which such a visitation had fallen on a child. The case, I may mention, was that of an apparition in 
just such an old house as had gathered us for the occasion—an appearance, of a dreadful kind, to 
a little boy sleeping in the room with his mother and waking her up in the terror of it; waking her 
not to dissipate his dread and soothe him to sleep again, but to encounter also herself, before she 
had succeeded in doing so, the same sight that had shocked him. It was this observation that 
drew from Douglas—not immediately, but later in the evening—a reply that had the interesting 
consequence to which I call attention. Some one else told a story not particularly effective, which I 
saw he was not following. This I took for a sign that he had himself something to produce and that 
we should only have to wait. We waited in fact till two nights later; but that same evening, before 
we scattered, he brought out what was in his mind. 
 
“I quite agree—in regard to Griffin’s ghost, or whatever it was—that its appearing first to the little 
boy, at so tender an age, adds a particular touch. But it’s not the first occurrence of its charming 
kind that I know to have been concerned with a child. If the child gives the effect another turn of 
the screw, what do you say to two children—?” 
 
“We say of course,” somebody exclaimed, “that two children give two turns! Also that we want to 
hear about them.” 
 

 

 

Dodger Terry Pratchett 
 
The rain poured down on London so hard that it seemed that it was dancing spray, every raindrop 
contending with its fellows for supremacy in the air and waiting to splash down. It was a deluge. 
The drains and sewers were overflowing, throwing up—regurgitating, as it were—the debris of 
muck, slime, and filth, the dead dogs, the dead rats, cats, and worse; bringing back up to the world 
of men all those things that they thought  they had left behind them;  jostling and gurgling and 
hurrying toward the overflowing and always hospitable River Thames; bursting its banks, bubbling 
and churning like some nameless soup boiling in a dreadful cauldron; the river itself gasping like a 
dying fish. But those in the know always said about the London rain that, try as it might, it would 
never, ever clean that noisome city, because all it did was show you another layer of dirt. And on 
this dirty night there were appropriately dirty deeds that not even the rain could wash away. 
 
A fancy two-horse coach wallowed its way along the street, some piece of metal stuck near an 
axle causing it to be heralded by a scream. And indeed there was a scream, a human scream this 
time, as the coach door was flung open and a figure tumbled out into the gushing gutter, which 
tonight was doing the job of a fountain. Two other figures sprang from the coach, cursing in 
language that was as colorful as the night was dark and even dirtier. In the downpour, fitfully lit by 
the lightning, the first figure tried to escape but tripped, fell, and was leaped upon, with a cry that 
was hardly to be heard in all the racket, but which was almost supernaturally counterpointed by 
the grinding of iron, as a drain cover nearby was pushed open to reveal a struggling and skinny 
young man who moved with the speed of a snake. 
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Jaws - Peter Benchley 
 
The great fish moved silently through the night water, propelled by short sweeps of its crescent 
tail. The mouth was open just enough to permit a rush of water over the gills. There was little other 
motion: an occasional correction of the apparently aimless course by the slight raising or lowering 
of a pectoral fin—as a bird changes direction by dipping one wing and lifting the other. The eyes 
were sightless in the black, and the other senses transmitted nothing extraordinary to the small, 
primitive brain. The fish might have been asleep, save for the movement dictated by countless 
millions of years of instinctive continuity: lacking the flotation bladder common to other fish and the 
fluttering flaps to push oxygen-bearing water through its gills, it survived only by moving. Once 
stopped, it would sink to the bottom and die of anoxia. 
  
The land seemed almost as dark as the water, for there was no moon. All that separated sea from 
shore was a long, straight stretch of beach—so white that it shone. From a house behind the 
grass-splotched dunes, lights cast yellow glimmers on the sand. 
  
The front door to the house opened, and a man and a woman stepped out onto the wooden porch. 
They stood for a moment staring at the sea, embraced quickly, and scampered down the few 
steps onto the sand. The man was drunk, and he stumbled on the bottom step. The woman 
laughed and took his hand, and together they ran to the beach. 
  
“First a swim,” said the woman, “to clear your head.” 
 

shifting 
perspective and 
omniscient 
narrator 

 

OF BEES AND MIST - Erick Setiawan 
 
Few in town agreed on when the battle began. The matchmaker believed it started the morning 
after the wedding, when Eva took all of Meridia’s gold and left her with thirteen meters of silk. 
The fortune-teller, backed by his crystal globe, swore that Eva’s eyes did not turn pitiless until 
Meridia drenched them in goose blood three months later. The midwife championed another 
theory: the feud started the day Meridia held her newborn son with such pride that Eva felt the 
need to humble her. But no matter how loudly the townspeople debated, the answer remained a 
mystery – and the two women themselves were to blame. Meridia said little, and Eva offered 
conflicting explanations, which confirmed the town’s suspicion that neither one of them could 
actually remember.  
 
The town first took notice of Meridia at the hour of her birth. That evening, following what would 
be remembered as twenty-seven hours of labor, she was extracted blue and wrinkled from 
Ravenna’s womb. Her lungs, despite the ten slaps administered to her rump, refused to take even 
one breath. The midwife was about to bundle her away when Ravenna scolded: ‘What are you 
doing, woman? Give her to me!’ 
 
In her calm, ordinary voice, Ravenna told the baby that after putting her through eight months of 
discomfort and twenty-seven hours of unadulterated pain, after ruining her 
figure and swelling her breasts and wreaking havoc on her appetite, the least she could do was 
give her mother a farewell cry. ‘The tiniest squeak would do,’ said Ravenna. 
‘A yowl would be even better.’ Ravenna went on for some minutes, rocking her daughter gently, 
and by the time she recited the intimate details surrounding the baby’s conception – ‘if you could 
only see the ungodly contortions your father had me do’ – Meridia spluttered a cough and 
inhaled her first breath. 
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Warm Bodies — Isaac Marion 
 
I AM DEAD, but it’s not so bad. I’ve learned to live with it. I’m sorry I can’t properly introduce myself, 
but I don’t have a name anymore. Hardly any of us do. We lose them like car keys, forget them like 
anniversaries. Mine might have started with an “R,” but that’s all I have now. It’s funny because 
back when I was alive, I was always forgetting other people’s names. My friend “M” says the irony of 
being a zombie is that everything is funny, but you can’t smile, because your lips have rotted off. 
 
None of us are particularly attractive, but death has been kinder to me than some. I’m still in the 
early stages of decay. Just the gray skin, the unpleasant smell, the dark circles under my eyes. I 
could almost pass for a Living man in need of a vacation. Before I became a zombie I must have 
been a businessman, a banker or broker or some young temp learning the ropes, because I’m 
wearing fairly nice clothes. Black slacks, gray shirt, red tie. M makes fun of me sometimes. He 
points at my tie and tries to laugh, a choked, gurgling rumble deep in his gut. His clothes are holey 
jeans and a plain white T-shirt. The shirt is looking pretty macabre by now. He should have picked a 
darker color. 
 
We like to joke and speculate about our clothes, since these final fashion choices are the only 
indication of who we were before we became no one. Some are less obvious than mine: shorts and 
a sweater, skirt and a blouse. So we make random guesses. 
 
You were a waitress. You were a student. Ring any bells? 
 
It never does. 
 

 

 

The reluctant fundamentalist - Mohsin Hamid 
 
Excuse me, sir, but may I be of assistance? Ah, I see I have alarmed you. Do not be frightened by 
my beard: I am a lover of America. I noticed that you were looking for something; more than looking, 
in fact you seemed to be on a mission, and since I am both a native of this city and a speaker of 
your language, I thought I might offer you my services. 
 
How did I know you were American? No, not by the color of your skin; we have a range of 
complexions in this country, and yours occurs often among the people of our northwest frontier. Nor 
was it your dress that gave you away; a European tourist could as easily have purchased in Des 
Moines your suit, with its single vent, and your button-down shirt. True, your hair, short-cropped, 
and your expansive chest—the chest, I would say, of a man who bench-presses regularly, and 
maxes out well above two-twenty-five—are typical of a certain type of American; but then again, 
sportsmen and soldiers of all nationalities tend to look alike. Instead, it was your bearing that 
allowed me to identify you, and I do not mean that as an insult, for I see your face has hardened, 
but merely as an observation. 
 
Come, tell me, what were you looking for? Surely, at this time of day, only one thing could have 
brought you to the district of Old Anarkali—named, as you may be aware, after a courtesan 
immured for loving a prince—and that is the quest for the perfect cup of tea.  
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A Clockwork Orange   - Anthony Burgess 
 
The Luna was well up now, and we could viddy this cottage fine and clear as I eased up and put the 
brake on, the other three giggling like bezoomny, and we could viddy the name on the gate of this 
cottage veshch was HOME, a gloomy sort of a name. I got out of the auto, ordering my droogs to 
shush their giggles and act like serious, and I opened this malenky gate and walked up to the front 
door. I knocked nice and gentle and nobody came, so I knocked a bit more and this time I could 
slooshy somebody coming, then a bolt drawn, then the door inched open an inch or so, then I could 
viddy this one glazz looking out at me and the door was on a chain. "Yes? Who is it?" It was a 
sharp's goloss, a youngish devotchka by her sound, so I said in a very refined manner of speech, a 
real gentleman's goloss: 
 
 
"Pardon, madam, most sorry to disturb you, but my friend and me were out for a walk, and my friend 
has taken bad all of a sudden with a very troublesome turn, and he is out there on the road dead out 
and groaning. Would you have the goodness to let me use your telephone to telephone for an 
ambulance?" 
 
 
"We haven't a telephone," said this devotchka. "I'm sorry, but we haven't. You'll have to go 
somewhere else." From inside this malenky cottage I could slooshy the clack clack clacky clack 
clack clackity clackclack of some veck typing away, and then the typing stopped and there was this 
chelloveck's goloss calling: "What is it, dear?" 
 

 

 

 

 
The Blind Assassin By MARGARET ATWOOD 
 
The Bridge  
 
Ten days after the war ended, my sister Laura drove a car off a bridge. The bridge Was being 
repaired: she went right through the Danger sign. The car fell a hundred feet into the ravine, 
smashing through the treetops feathery with new leaves, then burst into flames and rolled down into 
the shallow creek at the bottom. Chunks of the bridge fell on top of it. Nothing much was left of her 
but charred smithereens. I was informed of the accident by a policeman: the car was mine, and 
they'd traced the licence. His tone was respectful: no doubt he recognized Richard's name. He 
said the tires may have caught on a streetcar track or the brakes may have failed, but he also felt 
bound to inform me that two witnesses - a retired lawyer and a bank teller, dependable people - had 
claimed to have seen the whole thing. They'd said Laura had turned the car sharply and 
deliberately, and had plunged off the bridge with no more fuss than stepping off a curb. They'd 
noticed her hands on the wheel because of the white gloves she'd been wearing. 
 
It wasn't the brakes, I thought. She had her reasons. Not that they we re ever the same as anybody 
else's reasons. She was completely ruthless in that way. 
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Martyn Pig – Kevin Brooks 
 
I – Wednesday 
 
/it’s hard to know where to start with this. I suppose I could tell you all about where I was born, what it 
was like when Mum was still around, what happened when I was a little kid, all that kind of stuff, but it’s 
not really relevant. Or maybe it is. I don’t know. Most of it I can’t remember, anyway. It’s all just bits and 
pieces of things, things that may or may not have happened – scraps of images, vague feelings, faded 
photographs of nameless people and forgotten places – that kind of thing. 
Anyway, let’s get the name out of the way first. 
Martyn Pig. 
Martyn with a Y, Pig with an I and one G. 
Martyn Pig. 
Yeah, I know. Don’t worry about it. It doesn’t bother me any more. I’m used to it. Mind you, there was a 
time when nothing else seemed to matter. My name made my life 
unbearable. Martyn Pig. Why? Why did I have to put up with it? The startled looks, the sneers and 
sniggers, the snorts, the never-ending pig jokes, day in, day out, over and over 
again. Why? Why me? Why couldn’t I have a normal name? Keith Watson, Darren Jones – something 
like that. Why was I lumbered with a name that turned heads, a name that got 
me noticed? A funny name. Why? 
And it wasn’t just the name-calling I had to worry about, either, it was everything. Every time I had to tell 
someone my name I’d start to feel ill. Physically ill. Sweaty hands, the shakes, bellyache. I lived for years 
with the constant dread of having to announce myself. 
‘Name?’ 
‘Martyn Pig.’ 
 

 

 

Noughts and Crosses by Malorie Blackman  
 
one. Sephy  
 
I wriggled my toes, enjoying the feel of the warm sand trickling like fine baby powder 
between them. Digging my feet even deeper into the dry, yellow-white sand, I  
tilted back my head. It was such a beautiful August after- noon. Nothing bad could ever 
happen on a day like today.  And what made it even better was the fact that I could share it 
- something rare and special in itself, as I knew only too well. I turned to the boy next to me, 
my face about to split wide open from the smile on it.  
'Can I kiss you?'  
 
My smile faded. I stared at my best friend. 'Pardon?'  
'Can I kiss you?'  
'What on earth for?'  
 
'Just to see what it's like,' Callum replied.  
 
Yeuk! I mean, yeukll I wrinkled up my nose — I couldn't help it. Kissing! Why on earth would 
Callum want to do anything so ... so feeble?  
 
'Do you really want to?' I asked.  
 
Callum shrugged. 'Yeah, I do.'  
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My Sister, The Serial Killer 
 
WORDS 
 
Ayoola summons me with these words – Korede, I killed him. 
 
I had hoped I would never hear those words again. 
 
*** 
 
BLEACH 
 
I bet you didn’t know that bleach masks the smell of blood. Most people use bleach indiscriminately, 
assuming it is a catch-all product, never taking the time to read the list of ingredients on the back, 
never taking the time to return to the recently wiped surface to take a closer look. Bleach will 
disinfect, but it’s not great for cleaning residue; so I use it only after I have first scrubbed the 
bathroom of all traces of life, and death. 
 
It is clear that the room we are in has been remodeled recently. It has that never-been-used look, 
especially now that I’ve spent close to three hours cleaning up. The hardest part was getting to the 
blood that had seeped in between the shower and its silicon encasement. It’s an easy part to forget. 
 
There’s nothing placed on any of the surfaces; his shower gel, toothbrush and paste are all stored in 
the bathroom cabinet above the sink. Then there’s the shower mat – a black smiley face on a yellow 
rectangle in an otherwise white room. 

 

Black Leopard, Red Wolf By MARLON JAMES 
 
The child is dead. There is nothing left to know. 
I hear there is a queen in the south who kills the man who brings her bad news. So when I give word 
of the boy’s death, do I write my own death with it? Truth eats lies just as the crocodile eats the 
moon, and yet my witness is the same today as it will be tomorrow. No, I did not kill him. Though I 
may have wanted him dead. Craved for it the way a glutton craves goat flesh. Oh, to draw a bow and 
fire it through his black heart and watch it explode black blood, and to watch his eyes for when they 
stop blinking, when they look but stop seeing, and to listen for his voice croaking and hear his chest 
heave in a death rattle saying, Look, my wretched spirit leaves this most wretched of bodies, and to 
smile at such tidings and dance at such a loss. Yes, I glut at the conceit of it. But no, I did not kill him. 
Bi oju ri enu a pam o. 
Not everything the eye sees should be spoken by the mouth. 
This cell is larger than the one before. I smell the dried blood of executed men; I hear their ghosts still 
screaming. Your bread carries weevils, and your water carries the piss of ten and two guards and the 
goat they fuck for sport. Shall I give you a story? 
I am just a man who some have called a wolf. The child is dead. I know the old woman brings you 
different news. Call him murderer, she says. Even though my only sorrow is that I did not kill her. The 
redheaded one said the child’s head was infested with devils. If you believe in devils. I believe in bad 
blood. You look like a man who has never shed blood. And yet blood sticks between your fingers. A 
boy you circumcised, a young girl too small for your big . . . Look how that thrills you. Look at you. 
I will give you a story. 
It begins with a Leopard. And a witch. 
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Trevor Noah’s “Born a Crime” 
 
We waited and waited for a minibus to come by. Under apartheid the 
government provided no public transportation for blacks, but white people still 
needed us to show up to mop their floors and clean their bathrooms. Necessity 
being the mother of invention, black people created their own transit system, an 
informal network of bus routes, controlled by private associations operating 
entirely outside the law. Because the minibus business was completely 
unregulated, it was basically organized crime. Different groups ran different 
routes, and they would fight over who controlled what. There was bribery and 
general shadiness that went on, a great deal of violence, and a lot of protection 
money paid to avoid violence. The one thing you didn’t do was steal a route from 
a rival group. Drivers who stole routes would get killed. Being unregulated, 
minibuses were also very unreliable. When they came, they came. When they 
didn’t, they didn’t. 
 
Standing outside Rosebank Union, I was literally falling asleep on my feet. Not a 
minibus in sight. Eventually my mother said, “Let’s hitchhike.” We walked and 
walked, and after what felt like an eternity, a car drove up and stopped. The 
driver offered us a ride, and we climbed in. We hadn’t gone ten feet when 
suddenly a minibus swerved right in front of the car and cut us off. 
 

 

 

Black Is the Body - STORIES FROM MY GRANDMOTHER’S TIME, MY MOTHER’S TIME, AND MINE By 
EMILY BERNARD 
 
I was not stabbed because I was black, but I have always viewed the violence I survived as a 
metaphor for the violent encounter that has generally characterized American race relations. The 
man who stabbed me was white. But more meaningful to me than his skin was the look in his eyes, 
which were vacant of emotion. There was no connection between us, no common sphere, yet we 
were suddenly and irreparably bound by a knife, an attachment that cost us both: him, his freedom; 
me, my wholeness. Revisiting that wound has been a way of putting myself back together. The 
equation of writing and regeneration is fundamental in black American experience. So, if race was 
not an essential factor in what brought me into contact with a hunting knife, I have certainly treated 
the wound with the salve that I inherited from people whose experiences of blackness shaped their 
lives as fully and poetically as it has shaped mine. I am most interested in blackness at its borders, 
where it meets whiteness, in fear and hope, in anguish and love, just as I am most drawn to the line 
between self and other, in family, friendship, romance, and other intimate relationships. 
 
Blackness is an art, not a science. It is a paradox: intangible and visceral; a situation and a story. It is 
the thread that connects these essays, but its significance as an experience emerges sometimes 
randomly and unpredictably in life as I have lived it. It is inconsistent, continuously in flux, and yet 
also a constant condition that I carry in and on my body. It is a condition that encompasses beauty, 
misery, wonder, and opportunity. In its inherent contradictions, utter mysteries, and 
bottomlessness as a reservoir of narratives, race is the story of my life, and therefore black is the 
body of this book. 
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Americanah by Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie 
 
Princeton, in the summer, smelled of nothing, and although Ifemelu liked the tranquil greenness of the many 
trees, the clean streets and stately homes, the delicately overpriced shops, and the quiet, abiding air of earned 
grace, it was this, the lack of a smell, that most appealed to her, perhaps because the other American cities 
she knew well had all smelled distinctly. Philadelphia had the musty scent of history. New Haven smelled of 
neglect. Baltimore smelled of brine, and Brooklyn of sun-warmed garbage. But Princeton had no smell. She 
liked taking deep breaths here. She liked watching the locals who drove with pointed courtesy and parked their 
latest model cars outside the organic grocery store on Nassau Street or outside the sushi restaurants or 
outside the ice cream shop that had fifty different flavors including red pepper or outside the post office where 
effusive staff bounded out to greet them at the entrance. She liked the campus, grave with knowledge, the 
Gothic buildings with their vine-laced walls, and the way everything transformed, in the half-light of night, into a 
ghostly scene. She liked, most of all, that in this place of affluent ease, she could pretend to be someone else, 
someone specially admitted into a hallowed American club, someone adorned with certainty. 
 
But she did not like that she had to go to Trenton to braid her hair. It was unreasonable to expect a braiding 
salon in Princeton—the few black locals she had seen were so light-skinned and lank-haired she could not 
imagine them wearing braids—and yet as she waited at Princeton Junction station for the train, on an 
afternoon ablaze with heat, she wondered why there was no place where she could braid her hair. The 
chocolate bar in her handbag had melted. A few other people were waiting on the platform, all of them white 
and lean, in short, flimsy clothes. The man standing closest to her was eating an ice cream cone; she had 
always found it a little irresponsible, the eating of ice cream cones by grown-up American men, especially the 
eating of ice cream cones by grown-up American men in public. He turned to her and said, "About time," when 
the train finally creaked in, with the familiarity strangers adopt with each other after sharing in the 
disappointment of a public service. She smiled at him. 
 

 

 

The Girl Who Smiled Beads by Clemantine Wamariya and Elizabeth Weil 
 
The night before we taped the Oprah show, in 2006, I met my sister Claire at her apartment 
in a public housing unit in Edgewater, where she lived with the three kids she’d had before 
age twenty-two, thanks to her ex-husband, an aid worker who’d pursued her at a refugee 
camp. A black limo arrived and drove us to downtown Chicago, to the Omni Hotel, where 
my sister used to work. I now can’t think about that moment without also thinking about 
my own naïveté, but at the time all I felt was elated. 
 
I was eighteen, a junior at New Trier High School, living Monday through Friday with the 
Thomas family in Kenilworth, a fancy suburb. I belonged to the church youth group. I ran 
track. I’d played Fantine in the school production of Les Misérables. I was whoever anybody 
wanted me to be. 
 
Claire, meanwhile, remained steadfast, herself, a seemingly rougher bargain. Unlike me, she 
was not a child when we got resettled in the United States, so nobody sent her to school or 
took her in or filled her up with resources—piano lessons, speech therapists, cheerleading 
camp. Claire just kept hustling. For a while she made a living throwing parties, selling drinks 
and hiring DJs who mixed American hip-hop, the Congolese superstar Papa Wemba, and 
French rap. But then she learned it was illegal to sell liquor without a license and she started 
working full-time as a maid, cleaning two hundred hotel rooms a week. 
 

 

 

 



41 | P a g e  
 

Ghana Must Go by Taiye Selasi 
 
Dr Wei started also, his deep, bossed gong laugh. "I say this to say that I admire the culture, 
your culture, its respect for education above all. Every African man I have ever encountered 
in an academic setting excelled, barring none. I haven't met a single lazy African student, or 
a fat one for that matter, in 40 years here. I know it sounds crazy, we laugh, but believe me. 
I teach undergraduates. I see it every day. African immigrants are the future of the 
academy. And the Indians." He paused here to finish his tea. 
 
While Olu sat, smiling, an odder thing still: to be enjoying Dr Wei's conversation. Ling had 
always reviled him as arrogant, unyielding, charming to a point and indifferent beyond. 
She'd never gone home for vacation in college, finding overseas community service work to 
do instead. She'd skipped her sister's wedding so as not to see her father, and ignored the 
man's calls when they came, twice a year, the one – September second – for an off-key 
"Happy Birthday," the other Chinese New Year for "Kung Hei Fat Choy." Olu knew better 
than to probe, and he didn't, for 15 years almost had never once asked: honey, why don't 
we drive out to Newton to see them? or what did he do to you? Never once asked. And Ling 
didn't either: what had happened to his father, why they'd never been to Ghana (they'd 
been everywhere else), why he'd balked only recently at an email from Fola inviting them 
for dinner on Christmas? Instead, they hung there between them, in Allston, New Haven, 
now a 10-minute walk from where Olu once lived: all the questions and heartbreaks, 
unanswered, untreated, just left there to dry in the silence and sun. 
 

 

 

Memoirs of a Geisha by Arthur Golden 
 

Suppose that you and I were sitting in a quiet room overlooking a garden, chatting and sipping at our 
cups of green tea while we talked about something that had happened a long while ago, and I said to 
you, "That afternoon when I met so-and-so...was the very best afternoon of my life, and also the very 
worst afternoon." I expect you might put down your teacup and say, "Well, now, which was it? Was it 
the best or the worst? Because it can't possibly have been both!" Ordinarily I'd have to laugh at myself 
and agree with you. But the truth is that the afternoon when I met Mr. Tanaka Ichiro really was the best 
and the worst of my life. He seemed so fascinating to me, even the fish smell on his hands was a kind 
of perfume. If I had never known him, I'm sure I would not have become a geisha. 
 
I wasn't born and raised to be a Kyoto geisha. I wasn't even born in Kyoto. I'm a fisherman's daughter 
from a little town called Yoroido on the Sea of Japan. In all my life I've never told more than a handful 
of people anything at all about Yoroido, or about the house in which I grew up, or about my mother and 
father, or my older sister--and certainly not about how I became a geisha, or what it was like to be one. 
Most people would much rather carry on with their fantasies that my mother and grandmother were 
geisha, and that I began my training in dance when I was weaned from the breast, and so on. As a 
matter of fact, one day many years ago I was pouring a cup of sake for a man who happened to 
mention that he had been in Yoroido only the previous week. Well, I felt as a bird must feel when it has 
flown across the ocean and comes upon a creature that knows its nest. I was so shocked I couldn't 
stop myself from saying: 
 
"Yoroido! Why, that's where I grew up!" 
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The Changeling by Victor LaValle 
 
This fairy tale begins in 1968 during a garbage strike. In February New York City’s 
sanitation workers refused to pick up trash for eight straight days. One hundred 
thousand tons of garbage filled the sidewalks, spilled into the streets. Rats ran laps 
alongside morning joggers. Rubbish fires boiled the air. The five boroughs had been 
given up for dead. Still, there was some cracked magic in the air because that was when 
Lillian and Brian met. Each had journeyed from far--flung lands to find one another in 
Queens. Neither could’ve guessed the wildness that falling in love would unleash. 
 
Lillian Kagwa emigrated from Uganda while Brian West arrived from the only slightly 
less foreign territory of Syracuse. This daughter of East Africa and son of upstate New 
York met at a cut--rate modeling agency on Northern Boulevard. Neither was a client. 
 
The week of the garbage strike Lillian got hired as a secretary at the agency, greeting 
guests at the front desk. A pleasant sight for folks strolling sidewalks saddled with 
week--old waste. Brian, a parole officer, had been paying occasional visits to the 
agency’s founder, Pavel Aresenyev, one of his parolees, who’d spent four years in 
prison for fraud. Brian didn’t believe Pavel had gone legit. But that week Brian became 
focused less on Mr. Aresenyev and more on the new secretary who greeted him when 
he arrived. Meeting her felt like finding a rose growing in a landfill. Brian dropped by 
the modeling agency four times that week. 
 

 

 

Andy Weir's The Martian  
 
LOG ENTRY: SOL 6 
 
I'm pretty much fucked. 
 
That's my considered opinion. 
 
Fucked. 
 
Six days into what should be the greatest two months of my life, and it's turned into a nightmare. 
 
I don't even know who'll read this. I guess someone will find it eventually. Maybe a hundred years 
from now. 
 
For the record . . . I didn't die on Sol 6. Certainly the rest of the crew thought I did, and I can't blame 
them. Maybe there'll be a day of national mourning for me, and my Wikipedia page will say, "Mark 
Watney is the only human being to have died on Mars." 
 
And it'll be right, probably. 'Cause I'll surely die here. Just not on Sol 6 when everyone thinks I did. 
 
Let's see . . . where do I begin? 
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The Paper Menagerie and Other Stories – Ken Liu 
 
One of my earliest memories Starts with me sobbing. I refused to be Soothed no matter 
what mom and dad Tried. 
Dad gave up and left the bedroom, but Mom took me into the kitchen and sat me down at 
the breakfast table. 
“Kan, kan,” she said, as she pulled a sheet of wrapping paper from on top of the fridge. For 
years, Mom carefully sliced open the wrappings around Christmas gifts and saved them on 
top of the fridge in a thick stack. 
She set the paper down, plain side facing up, and began to fold it. I stopped crying and 
watched her, curious. 
She turned the paper over and folded it again. She pleated, packed, tucked, rolled, and 
twisted until the paper disappeared between her cupped hands. Then she lifted the folded-
up paper packet to her mouth and blew into it, like a balloon. 
“Kan,” she said. “Laohu.” She put her hands down on the table and let go. 
A little paper tiger stood on the table, the size of two fists placed together. The skin of the 
tiger was the pattern on the wrapping paper, white background with red candy canes and 
green Christmas trees. 
I reached out to Mom’s creation. Its tail twitched, and it pounced playfully at my finger. 
“Rawrr-sa,” it growled, the sound somewhere between a cat and rustling newspapers. 
I laughed, startled, and stroked its back with an index finger. The paper tiger vibrated under 
my finger, purring. 
“Zhe jiao zhèzhi,” Mom said. This is called origami. 

 

 

Jay McInerney's 'Bright Lights, Big City' 
 
Monday arrives on Schedule. You sleep through the first ten hours. God only knows what 
happened to Sunday.  
 
At the subway station you wait fifteen minutes on the platform for a train. Finally a local, 
enervated by graffiti, shuffles into the station. You get a seat and hoist a copy of the New 
York Post. The Post is the most shameful of your several addictions. You hate to support 
this kind of trash with your thirty cents, but you are a secret fan of Killer Bees, Hero Cops, 
Sex Fiends, Lottery Winners, Teenage Terrorists, Liz Taylor, Tough Tots, Sicko Creeps, 
Living Nightmares, Life on Other Planets, Spontaneous Human Combustion, Miracle Diets 
and Coma Babies. The Coma Baby is on page two: COMA BABY SIS PLEADS: SAVE MY 
LITI'LE BROTHER. There is a picture of a fouror five-year-old girl with a dazed expression. 
She is the living daughter of a pregnant woman who, after an automobile accident, has 
been lying in a coma for a week. The question that has confronted Post readers for days 
is whether or not the Coma Baby will ever see the light of the delivery room.  
 
The train shudders ”and pitches toward Fourteenth Street, stopping twice for breathers 
in the tunnel. You are reading. about Liz Taylor’s new boyfriend when a sooty hand taps 
your shoulder. You do not have to look up to know you are facing a casualty, one of the 
city’s MIAs. You are more than willing to lay some silver on the physically handicapped, 
but folks with the longdistance eyes give you the heebie-jeebies. 
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ROLL OF THUNDER HEAR MY CRY MILDRED D. TAYLOR 
 
My father was a master storyteller. He could tell a fine old story that made me hold my sides with rolling 
laughter and sent happy tears down my cheeks, or a story of stark reality that made me shiver and be 
grateful for my own warm, secure surroundings. He could tell stories of beauty and grace, stories of gentle 
dreams, and paint them as vividly as any picture with splashes of character and dialogue. His memory 
detailed every event of ten or forty years or more before, just as if it had happened yesterday. 
 
By the fireside in our northern home or in the South where I was born, I learned a history not then written in 
books but one passed from generation to generation on the steps of moonlit porches and beside dying fires 
in one-room houses, a history of great-grandparents and of slavery and of the days following slavery: of 
those who lived still not free, yet who would not let their spirits be enslaved. From my father the storyteller I 
learned to respect the past, to respect my own heritage and myself. From my father the man I learned even 
more, for he was endowed with a special grace that made him tower above other men. He was warm and 
steadfast, a man whose principles would not bend, and he had within him a rare strength that sustained not 
only my sister and me and all the family but all those who sought his advice and leaned upon his wisdom. 
 
He was a complex person, yet he taught me many simple things, things important for a child to know: how to 
ride a horse and how to skate; how to blow soap bubbles and how to tip a kite knot that met the challenge of 
the March winds how to bath a huge faithful mongrel dog named Tiny. In time, he taught me the complex 
things too. He taught me of myself, of life. He taught me of hopes and dreams. And he taught me the love of 
words. Without his teachings, without his words, my words would not have been. 
 

 

 

A Thousand Splendid Suns by Khaled Hosseini 
 
Mariam was five years old the first time she heard the word harami. 
 
It happened on a Thursday. It must have, because Mariam remembered that she had been restless and 
preoccupied that day, the way she was only on Thursdays, the day when Jalil visited her at the kolba. To 
pass the time until the moment that she would see him at last, crossing the knee-high grass in the 
clearing and waving, Mariam had climbed a chair and taken down her mother's Chinese tea set. The tea 
set was the sole relic that Mariam's mother, Nana, had of her own mother, who had died when Nana 
was two. Nana cherished each blue-and-white porcelain piece, the graceful curve of the pot's spout, 
the hand-painted finches and chrysanthemums, the dragon on the sugar bowl, meant to ward off evil. 
 
It was this last piece that slipped from Mariam's fingers, that fell to the wooden floorboards of the 
kolba and shattered. 
 
When Nana saw the bowl, her face flushed red and her upper lip shivered, and her eyes, both the lazy 
one and the good, settled on Mariam in a flat, unblinking way. Nana looked so mad that Mariam feared 
the jinn would enter her mother's body again. But the jinn didn't come, not that time. Instead, Nana 
grabbed Mariam by the wrists, pulled her close, and, through gritted teeth, said, "You are a clumsy little 
harami. This is my reward for everything I've endured. An heirloom-breaking, clumsy little harami." 
 
At the time, Mariam did not understand. She did not know what this word haramibastardmeant. Nor 
was she old enough to appreciate the injustice, to see that it is the creators of the harami who are 
culpable, not the harami, whose only sin is being born. Mariam did surmise, by the way Nana said the 
word, that it was an ugly, loathsome thing to be a harami, like an insect, like the scurrying cockroaches 
Nana was always cursing and sweeping out of the kolba. 
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Never Let Me Go by Kazuo Ishiguro 
 
My name is Kathy H. I'm thirty-one years old, and I've been a carer now for over eleven years. That sounds long enough, I 
know, but actually they want me to go on for another eight months, until the end of this year. That'll make it almost exactly 
twelve years. Now I know my being a carer so long isn't necessarily because they think I'm fantastic at what I do. There are 
some really good carers who've been told to stop after just two or three years. And I can think of one carer at least who 
went on for all of fourteen years despite being a complete waste of space. So I'm not trying to boast. But then I do know for 
a fact they've been pleased with my work, and by and large, I have too. My donors have always tended to do much better 
than expected. Their recovery times have been impressive, and hardly any of them have been classified as "agitated," even 
before fourth donation. Okay, maybe I am boasting now. But it means a lot to me, being able to do my work well, especially 
that bit about my donors staying "calm." I've developed a kind of instinct around donors. I know when to hang around and 
comfort them, when to leave them to themselves; when to listen to everything they have to say, and when just to shrug and 
tell them to snap out of it. 
 
Anyway, I'm not making any big claims for myself. I know carers, working now, who are just as good and don't get half the 
credit. If you're one of them, I can understand how you might get resentful—about my bedsit, my car, above all, the way I 
get to pick and choose who I look after. And I'm a Hailsham student—which is enough by itself sometimes to get people's 
backs up. Kathy H., they say, she gets to pick and choose, and she always chooses her own kind: people from Hailsham, 
or one of the other privileged estates. No wonder she has a great record. I've heard it said enough, so I'm sure you've 
heard it plenty more, and maybe there's something in it. But I'm not the first to be allowed to pick and choose, and I doubt if 
I'll be the last. And anyway, I've done my share of looking after donors brought up in every kind of place. By the time I 
finish, remember, I'll have done twelve years of this, and it's only for the last six they've let me choose. 
 

 

The Hate U Give by Angie Thomas 
 
I shouldn’t have come to this party. 
 
I’m not even sure I belong at this party. That’s not on some bougie shit, either. There are just some 
places where it’s not enough to be me. Either version of me. Big D’s spring break party is one of 
those places. 
 
I squeeze through sweaty bodies and follow Kenya, her curls bouncing past her shoulders. A haze 
lingers over the room, smelling like weed, and music rattles the floor. Some rapper calls out for 
everybody to Nae-Nae, followed by a 
bunch of “Heys” as people launch into their own versions. Kenya holds up her cup and dances her 
way through the crowd. Between the headache from the loud-ass music and the nausea from the 
weed odor, I’ll be amazed if I cross the 
room without spilling my drink. 
 
We break out the crowd. Big D’s house is packed wall-to-wall. I’ve always heard that everybody and 
their momma comes to his spring break parties – well, everybody except me – but damn, I didn’t 
know it would be this many people. Girls wear their hair colored, curled, laid, and slayed. Got me 
feeling basic as hell with my ponytail. Guys in their freshest kicks and sagging pants grind so close 
to girls they just about need condoms. My nana likes to say that spring brings love. Spring in Garden 
Heights doesn’t always bring love, but it promises babies in the winter. I wouldn’t be surprised if a 
lot of them are conceived the night of Big D’s party. He always has it on the Friday of spring break 
because you need Saturday to recover and Sunday to repent. 
 

 


