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1 — Ancient

Literature
b 2

The Ancient Era of Literature generally refers to the time-period from around
1200 BC to 455 BC. This covers a huge amount of time, including the Ancient

Greeks, the Romans and the starting of Christianity. Greek and Roman Literature
is normally referred to as ‘Classical’ Literature. Now, at the time the English
language as we know it today didn’t exist so all the extracts here are

translations.

2. What kinds of 3. What major
1. What issues things do you think change is there

might come with the Greeks and between Greeks/
translations? Romans were Romans, and
writing about? Christians?

Text 1: The Bible
Genesis 3: ‘The Fall'(Between 1550 — 1200 BC)

Now the serpent was more crafty than any of the wild animals the Lord God
had made. He said to the woman, “Did God really say, ‘You must not eat from
any tree in the garden’?” The woman said to the serpent, “We may eat fruit
from the trees in the garden, 3 but God did say, ‘You must not eat fruit from the
tree that is in the middle of the garden, and you must not touch it, or you will
die.” “You will not certainly die,” the serpent said to the woman. “For God knows
that when you eat from it your eyes will be opened, and you will be like God,
knowing good and evil.”

When the woman saw that the fruit of the tree was good for food and pleasing
to the eye, and also desirable for gaining wisdom, she took some and ate it. She
also gave some to her husband, who was with her, and he ate it. Then the eyes
of both of them were opened, and they realized they were naked; so they
sewed fig leaves together and made coverings for themselves.

Then the man and his wife heard the sound of the Lord God as he was walking in

3




the garden in the cool of the day, and they hid from the Lord God among the
trees of the garden. But the Lord God called to the man, “Where are you?”

He answered, “l heard you in the garden, and | was afraid because | was
naked; so | hid.” And he said, “Who told you that you were naked? Have you
eaten from the tree that | commanded you not to eat from?” The man said, “The
woman you put here with me—she gave me some fruit from the tree, and | ate
it.” Then the Lord God said to the woman, “What is this you have done?” The

woman said, “The serpent deceived me, and | ate.”

Comparison to: ‘Lord of the Flies’ William Golding (1954)

“Whizzoh!”

Beyond the platform there was more enchantment. Some act of God— a typhoon
perhaps, or the storm that had accompanied his own arrival— had banked sand
inside the lagoon so that there was a long, deep pool in the beach with a high ledge
of pink granite at the further end. Ralph

had been deceived before now by the specious appearance of depth in a beach
pool and he approached this one preparing to be disappointed. But the island ran
true to form and the incredible pool, which clearly was only invaded by the sea at
high tide, was so deep at one end as to be dark green. Ralph inspected the whole
thirty yards carefully and then plunged in. The water was warmer than his blood and
he might have been swimming in a huge bath.

Piggy appeared again, sat on the rocky ledge, and watched Ralph’s

green and white body enviously.

“You can’t half swim.”

“Piggy.”

Piggy took off his shoes and socks, ranged them carefully on the ledge,

and tested the water with one toe.

“It's hot!”

“What did you expecte”

“l didn’t expect nothing. My auntie—"

“Sucks to your auntie!”

Ralph did a surface dive and swam under water with his eyes open; the sandy edge
of the pool loomed up like a hillside. He turned over, holding his nose, and a golden
light danced and shattered just over his face. Piggy was looking determined and
began to take off his shorts. Presently he was palely and fatly naked. He tiptoed
down the sandy side of the pool, and

sat there up to his neck in water smiling proudly at Ralph. “Aren’t you going to swim?”
Piggy shook his head. “l can’t swim. | wasn’t allowed. My asthma—"

“Sucks to your ass-marl”




Text 2: Cicero
‘To the Citizens after his Return’ (57BC)

That which | requested in my prayers of the all-good and all-powerful Jupiter, and the rest of
the immortal gods, O Romans, at the time when | devoted myself and my fortunes in defence
of your safety, and tranquillity, and concord,—namely, that if | had at any time preferred my
own interests to your safety, | might find that punishment, which | was then encountering of my
own accord, everlasting; but that if | had done those things which | had done out of an honest
desire to preserve the state, and if | had undertaken that miserable journey on which | was
then setting out for the sake of ensuring your safety, in order that the hatred which wicked and
audacious men had long since conceived and entertained against the republic and against all
good men, might break upon me alone, rather than on every virtuous man, and on the entire
republic—if | say these were my feelings towards you and towards your children, that in that
case, a recollection of me, a pity and regret for me should, at some time or other come upon
you and the conscript fathers, and all Italy, | now rejoice above all things that that request is
heard that | am bound to perform all that | then vowed, by the judgment of the immortal
gods,—by the testimony of the senate by the unanimous consent of all Italy,—by the
confession of my enemies,—by your godlike and never-to-be-forgotten kindness, O citizens of

Rome.

Comparison to ‘I've been to the Mountain Top speech’ Martin Luther King (1968)

But I'm going to tell you what my imagination tells me. It's possible that those men were afraid. You
see, the Jericho road is a dangerous road. | remember when Mrs. King and | were first in
Jerusalem. We rented a car and drove from Jerusalem down to Jericho. And as soon as we got on
that road, | said to my wife, "l can see why Jesus used this as the setting for his parable.” It's a
winding, meandering road. lt's really conducive for ambushing. You start out in Jerusalem, which is
about 1200 miles -- or rather 1200 feet above sea level. And by the time you get down to
Jericho, fifteen or twenty minutes later, you're about 2200 feet below sea level. That's
dangerous road. In the days of Jesus it came to be known as the "Bloody Pass." And you know, it's
possible that the priest and the Levite looked over that man on the ground and wondered if the
robbers were still around. Or it's possible that they felt that the man on the ground was merely
faking. And he was acting like he had been robbed and hurt, in order to seize them over there,
lure them there for quick and easy seizure. And so the first question that the priest asked -- the first
question that the Levite asked was, "If | stop to help this man, what will happen to me2" But then the
Good Samaritan came by. And he reversed the question: "If | do not stop to help this man, what

will happen to him?2"

That's the question before you tonight. Not, "If | stop to help the sanitation workers, what will
happen to my job. Not, "If | stop to help the sanitation workers what will happen to all of the hours
that | usually spend in my office every day and every week as a pastor2” The question is not, "If |
stop to help this man in need, what will happen to me2" The question is, "If | do not stop to help the

sanitation workers, what will happen to them?2" That's the question.




Text 3: Ovid ‘The Metamorphoses’ Book IV
‘Perseus tells the story of Medusa’ (43BC)

One of the guests said ‘Perseus, | beg you to tell us by what prowess and by
what arts you carried off that head with snakes for hair.” The descendant of
Agenor told how there was a cave lying below the frozen slopes of Atlas, safely
hidden in its solid mass. At the entrance to this place the sisters lived, the
Graeae, daughters of Phorcys, similar in appearance, sharing only one eye
between them. He removed it, cleverly, and stealthily, cunningly substituting his
own hand while they were passing it from one to another. Far from there, by
hidden tracks, and through rocks bristling with shaggy trees, he reached the
place where the Gorgons lived. In the fields and along the paths, here and
there, he saw the shapes of men and animals changed from their natures to hard
stone by Medusa’s gaze. Nevertheless he had himself looked at the dread form
of Medusa reflected in a circular shield of polished bronze that he carried on his
left arm. And while a deep sleep held the snakes and herself, he struck her head
from her neck. And the swift winged horse Pegasus and his brother the warrior

Chrysaor, were born from their mother’s blood.

He told of his long journeys, of dangers that were not imaginary ones, what seas
and lands he had seen below from his high flight, and what stars he had brushed
against with beating wings. He still finished speaking before they wished. Next
one of the many princes asked why Medusa, alone among her sisters, had snakes
twining in her hair. The guest replied ‘Since what you ask is worth the telling,
hear the answer to your question. She was once most beautiful, and the jealous
aspiration of many suitors. Of all her beauties none was more admired than her
hair: | came across a man who recalled having seen her. They say that Neptune,
lord of the seas, violated her in the temple of Minerva. Jupiter’s daughter turned
away, and hid her chaste eyes behind her aegis. So that it might not go
unpunished, she changed the Gorgon’s hair to foul snakes. And now, to terrify
her enemies, numbing them with fear, the goddess wears the snakes, that she

created, as a breastplate.




Comparison to: ‘Medusa’ Carol Ann Duffy (1999)

A suspicion, a doubt, a jealousy

grew in my mind,

which turned the hairs on my head to filthy snakes
as though my thoughts

hissed and spat on my scalp.

My bride’s breath soured, stank

in the grey bags of my lungs.

I’'m foul mouthed now, foul tongued,
yellow fanged.

There are bullet tears in my eyes.

Are you terrified?

Be terrified.

It's you | love,

perfect man, Greek God, my own;
but | know you’ll go, betray me, stray
from home.

So better be for me if you were stone.

| glanced at a buzzing bee,
a dull grey pebble fell

to the ground.

| glanced at a singing bird,
a handful of dusty gravel
spattered down.

| looked at a ginger cat,

a housebrick

shattered a bowl of milk.

| looked at a snuffling pig,
a boulder rolled

in a heap of dirt.

| stared in the mirror.
Love gone bad
showed me a Gorgon.
| stared at a dragon.
Fire spewed

from the mouth of a mountain.

And here you come

with a shield for a heart
and a sword for a tongue
and your girls, your girls.
Wasn't | beautiful

wasn’t | fragrant and young?

Look at me now.
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2 — The Middle Ages

and Renaissance

The Middle ages refers to the time-period between the 5™ and 15" centuries
across Europe. It began after the fall of the Romans and merges into the
Renaissance. Much of Medieval Literature was said aloud and passed on through
word of mouth. The printing press arrived around 1473 changing access to
Literature for the masses. Texts were printed in a lot of languages: Latin, Old
English, French and Celtic.

The Renaissance lasted from around the 14t /15% centuries until the 17 century.
Renaissance literally means ‘rebirth’ and came off the back of the Plague.
People were looking for new exciting approaches to things after the awful Dark
Ages. This was a period of discovery and creation: just look at Galileo, Da Vinci

and Shakespeare!

2. Why 3. Why do you
would the think this era was
T called a 'rebirth'2
printing What impact

1. What's the
impact of stories
being said aloud

rather than press have does that have
written down? had a big on our
i acte understanding?




Text 1: Saxo Grammaticus

‘Gesta Danorum’ (The Deeds of the Danes) (1185 AD)

Such great good fortune stung Feng with jealousy, so that he resolved
treacherously to waylay his brother, thus showing that goodness is not safe even
from those of a man's own house. And behold, when a chance came to murder him,
his bloody hand sated the deadly passion of his soul. Then he took the wife of the
brother he had butchered, capping unnatural murder with incest. For whoso yields
to one iniquity, speedily falls an easier victim to the next, the first being an
incentive to the second. Also, the man veiled the monstrosity of his deed with such
hardihood of cunning, that he made up a mock pretence of goodwill to excuse his
crime, and glossed over fratricide with a show of righteousness. Gerutha, said he,
though so gentle that she would do no man the slightest hurt, had been visited with
her husband's extremest hate; and it was all to save her that he had slain his
brother; for he thought it shameful that a lady so meek and unrancorous should
suffer the heavy disdain of her husband. Nor did his smooth words fail in their
intent; for at courts, where fools are sometimes favoured and backbiters
preferred, a lie lacks not credit. Nor did Feng keep from shameful embraces the
hands that had slain a brother; pursuing with equal guilt both of his wicked and

impious deeds.

Amleth beheld all this, but feared lest too shrewd a behaviour might make his
uncle suspect him. So he chose to feign dulness, and pretend an utter lack of wits.
This cunning course not only concealed his intelligence but ensured his safety. Every
day he remained in his mother's house utterly listless and unclean, flinging himself
on the ground and bespattering his person with foul and filthy dirt. His discoloured
face and visage smutched with slime denoted foolish and grotesque madness. All
he said was of a piece with these follies; all he did savoured of utter lethargy. In
a word, you would not have thought him a man at all, but some absurd abortion
due to a mad fit of destiny. He used at times to sit over the fire, and, raking up
the embers with his hands, to fashion wooden crooks, and harden them in the fire,
shaping at their lips certain barbs, to make them hold more tightly to their
fastenings. When asked what he was about, he said that he was preparing sharp

javelins to avenge his father.




Comparrison to: ‘Hamlet’ — William Shakespeare (1602)

Extract 1:

OPHELIA

My lord, as | was sewing in my closet,

Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbraced;
No hat upon his head, his stockings fouled,
Ungartered, and down-gyvéd to his ankle,
Pale as his shirt, his knees knocking each other,
And with a look so piteous in purport

As if he had been looséd out of hell

To speak of horrors—he comes before me

Extract 2:

HAMLET

And therefore as a stranger give it welcome.

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. But come,
Here, as before, never, so help you mercy,

How strange or odd soe'er | bear myself

(As | perchance hereafter shall think meet

To put an antic disposition on),

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall—

With arms encumbered thus, or this headshake,

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase,

As “Well, well, we know,” or “We could an if we would,”
Or “If we list to speak,” or “There be an if they might,”
Or such ambiguous giving out—to note

That you know aught of me.




Text 2: Geoffrey Chaucer
‘The Canterbury Tales’ (1387 — 1400AD)

Another member of the church is the Monk who, like the Prioress, is supposed to
stay in his monastery but who, like her, finds an excuse to get away from it,
something he does a lot. He has long since lost any of the monastic ideals he may
have set out with, and he now prefers travel, good clothes, good food, good
hunting with well-equipped horses, in place of the poverty, study and manual
labour prescribed by his monastic rule. He may not be a bad man, but he is not

a good monk.

A monk there was, a fair for the mastery,

a very fine fellow An outrider that lovéd venery.
A manly man to be an abbot able,

Full many a dainty horse had he in stable,
And when he rode, men might his bridle hear
Jingle in a whistling wind as clear
And eke as loud as does the chapel bell
And also There as this lord is keeper of the cell.
The rule of Saint Maur or of Saint Bennett
Because that it was old and somedeal strait
This ilké monk let oldé thingés pass
And held after the newé world the space.

He gave not of that text a pulled hen
That says that hunters be not holy men
Nor that a monk, when he is reckless,

Is likened to a fish that's waterless,
That is to say, a monk out of his cloister.

But thilké text held he not worth an oyster.




Text 3: Christopher Marlowe
‘Doctor Faustus’ (1588)

Re-enter MEPHISTOPHILIS like a Franciscan friar.

MEPHISTOPHILIS: Now, Faustus, what wouldst thou have me do?
FAUSTUS: | charge thee wait upon me whilst | live,

To do whatever Faustus shall command,

Be it to make the moon drop from her sphere,

Or the ocean to overwhelm the world.

MEPHISTOPHILIS: | am a servant to great Lucifer,
And may not follow thee without his leave:

No more than he commands must we perform.

FAUSTUS: Did not he charge thee to appear to me?
MEPHISTOPHILIS: No, | came now hither of mine own accord.
FAUSTUS: Did not my conjuring speeches raise thee? Speak.
MEPHISTOPHILIS: That was the cause, but yet per accidens;
For, when we hear one rack the name of God,
Abijure the Scriptures and his Saviour Christ,
We fly, in hope to get his glorious soul;
Nor will we come, unless he use such means
Whereby he is in danger to be damn’d.
Therefore the shortest cut for conjuring
Is stoutly to abjure the Trinity,
And pray devoutly to the prince of hell.

FAUSTUS: So Faustus hath
Already done; and holds this principle,
There is no chief but only Belzebub;
To whom Faustus doth dedicate himself.
This word “damnation” terrifies not him,
For he confounds hell in Elysium:
His ghost be with the old philosophers!
But, leaving these vain trifles of men’s souls,

Tell me what is that Lucifer thy lord?

MEPHISTOPHILIS: Arch-regent and commander of all spirits.
FAUSTUS: Was not that Lucifer an angel once?




MEPHISTOPHILIS: Yes, Faustus, and most dearly lov’d of God.
FAUSTUS: How comes it, then, that he is prince of devils?
MEPHISTOPHILIS: O, by aspiring pride and insolence;

For which God threw him from the face of heaven.

FAUSTUS: And what are you that live with Lucifer?

MEPHISTOPHILIS: Unhappy spirits that fell with Lucifer,
Conspir’d against our God with Lucifer,
And are for ever damn’d with Lucifer.

FAUSTUS: Where are you damn’d?

MEPHISTOPHILIS: In hell.

Comparison to: ‘Macbeth’ William Shakespeare 1606

MACBETH

There’s one did laugh in ’s sleep, and one cried. “Murder!”
That they did wake each other. | stood and heard them.
But they did say their prayers, and addressed them

again to sleep

LADY MACBETH

There are two lodged together.
MACBETH
One cried, “God bless us!” and “Amen” the other,
As they had seen me with these hangman’s hands.

List'ning their fear | could not say “Amen,”
When they did say “God bless us!”

LADY MACBETH
Consider it not so deeply.

MACBETH

But wherefore could not | pronounce “Amen’?
| had most need of blessing, and “Amen”
Stuck in my throat.

LADY MACBETH
These deeds must not be thought
After these ways. So, it will make us mad.




The Victorian Era refers to the period of rule in England by Queen Victoria

(1837 — 1901). At the time, England was a super power leading the Industrial

Revolution. There seemed to be no limit to creation: we were discovering more

places and creating new technology at a rate not seen in history up to that point.

However, despite this level of modernity, the country was still defined by its

divisions of wealth and gender. Women were not allowed to write or create.

Gentlemen were expected to be ‘proper’ and there was a big division between

the rich and poor.

1. What impact do 2. How do you think
you think the new women approached

technology had on becoming published
writers? authors?

3. How do you think
people felt about
discovering new
countries? How did
we use them?




Text 1: Jonathan Swift
‘Gulliver’s Travels’ (1726)

| swore and subscribed to these articles with great cheerfulness and content,
although some of them were not so honourable as | could have wished; which
proceeded wholly from the malice of Skyresh Bolgolam, the high-admiral:
whereupon my chains were immediately unlocked, and | was at full liberty. The
emperor himself, in person, did me the honour to be by at the whole ceremony. |
made my acknowledgements by prostrating myself at his majesty’s feet: but he
commanded me to rise; and after many gracious expressions, which, to avoid the
censure of vanity, | shall not repeat, he added, “that he hoped | should prove a
useful servant, and well deserve all the favours he had already conferred upon

me, or might do for the future.”

The reader may please to observe, that, in the last article of the recovery of my
liberty, the emperor stipulates to allow me a quantity of meat and drink
sufficient for the support of 1724 Lilliputians. Sometime after, asking a friend at
court how they came to fix on that determinate number, he told me that his
majesty’s mathematicians, having taken the height of my body by the help of a
quadrant, and finding it to exceed theirs in the proportion of twelve o one, they
concluded the similarity of their bodies, that mine must contain at least 1724 of
theirs, and consequently would require as much food as was necessary to
support that number of Lilliputians. By which the reader may conceive an idea o
the ingenuity of that people, as well as the prudent and exact economy of so

great a prince.

Comparison to: H.G. Wells ‘The Time Machine’ 1895

| surveyed the hall at my leisure. ‘And perhaps the thing that struck me most
was its dilapidated look. The stained-glass windows, which displayed only a
geometrical pattern, were broken in many places, and the curtains that hung
across the lower end were thick with dust. And it caught my eye that the
corner of the marble table near me was fractured. Nevertheless, the general
effect was extremely rich and picturesque. There were, perhaps, a couple of
hundred




people dining in the hall, and most of them, seated as near to me as they could
come, were watching me with interest, their little eyes shining over the fruit they
were eating. All were clad in the same soft and yet strong, silky material. ‘Fruit,
by the by, was all their diet. These people of the remote future were strict
vegetarians, and while | was with them, in spite of some carnal cravings, | had to
be frugivorous also. Indeed, | found afterwards that horses, cattle, sheep, dogs,
had followed the Ichthyosaurus into extinction. But the fruits were very delightful;
one, in particular, that seemed to be in season all the time | was there—a floury
thing in a three-sided husk —was especially good, and | made it my staple. At
first | was puzzled by all these strange fruits, and by the strange flowers | saw,

but later | began to perceive their import.

Text 2: Jane Austen
‘Pride and Prejudice’ (1813)

"My dear Mr. Bennet," replied his wife, "how can you be so tiresome! You must
know that | am thinking of his marrying one of them."

"Is that his design in settling here?"

"Design! Nonsense, how can you talk so!l But it is very likely that he may fall in
love with one of them, and therefore you must visit him as soon as he comes."

"l see no occasion for that. You and the girls may go, or you may send them by
themselves, which perhaps will be still better, for as you are as handsome as any
of them, Mr. Bingley may like you the best of the party."

"My dear, you flatter me. | certainly have had my share of beauty, but | do not
pretend to be anything extraordinary now. When a woman has five grown-up
daughters, she ought to give over thinking of her own beauty."

"In such cases, a woman has not often much beauty to think of."

"But, my dear, you must indeed go and see Mr. Bingley when he comes into the
neighbourhood."

"It is more than | engage for, | assure you."

"But consider your daughters. Only think what an establishment it would be for
one of them. Sir William and Lady Lucas are determined to go, merely on that
account, for in general, you know, they visit no newcomers. Indeed you must go,
for it will be impossible for us to visit him if you do not."

"You are over-scrupulous, surely. | dare say Mr. Bingley will be very glad to see
you; and | will send a few lines by you to assure him of my hearty consent to his
marrying whichever he chooses of the girls; though | must throw in a good word
for my little Lizzy."

"I desire you will do no such thing. Lizzy is not a bit better than the others; and |
am sure she is not half so handsome as Jane, nor half so good-humoured as
Lydia. But you are always giving her the preference."




"They have none of them much to recommend them," replied he; "they are all
silly and ignorant like other girls; but Lizzy has something more of quickness than
her sisters."

Text 3: Emily Bronte
‘Wouthering Heights’ (1847)

This time, | remembered | was lying in the oak closet, and | heard distinctly the
gusty wind, and the driving of the snow; | heard, also, the fir bough repeat its
teasing sound, and ascribed it to the right cause: but it annoyed me so much, that
| resolved to silence it, if possible; and, | thought, | rose and endeavoured to
unhasp the casement. The hook was soldered into the staple: a circumstance
observed by me when awake, but forgotten. ‘| must stop it, nevertheless!’ |
muttered, knocking my knuckles through the glass, and stretching an arm out to
seize the importunate branch; instead of which, my fingers closed on the fingers
of a little, ice-cold hand! The intense horror of nightmare came over me: | tried to
draw back my arm, but the hand clung to it, and a most melancholy voice
sobbed, ‘Let me in—let me in!’ ‘Who are you?’ | asked, struggling, meanwhile, to
disengage myself. ‘Catherine Linton,’ it replied, shiveringly (why did | think of
Linton2 | had read Earnshaw twenty times for Linton) ‘I'm come home: I'd lost my
way on the moor!’ As it spoke, | discerned, obscurely, a child’s face looking
through the window. Terror made me cruel; and, finding it useless to attempt
shaking the creature off, | pulled its wrist on to the broken pane, and rubbed it
to and fro till the blood ran down and soaked the bedclothes: still it wailed, ‘Let
me in!" and maintained its tenacious gripe, almost maddening me with fear. ‘How
can IV | said at length. ‘Let me go, if you want me to let you in!’ The fingers
relaxed, | snatched mine through the hole, hurriedly piled the books up in a
pyramid against it, and stopped my ears to exclude the lamentable prayer. |
seemed to keep them closed above a quarter of an hour; yet, the instant |
listened again, there was the doleful cry moaning on! ‘Begone!’ | shouted. ‘I'll
never let you in, not if you beg for twenty years.” ‘It is twenty years,” mourned
the voice: ‘twenty years. I've been a waif for twenty years!’ Thereat began a
feeble scratching outside, and the pile of books moved as if thrust forward. |
tried to jump up; but could not stir a limb; and so yelled aloud, in a frenzy of
fright.




The 20t Century was one of the most turbulent, yet most progressive periods of history. New

countries, such as the USA, established themselves as global forces, whilst fear of war and

state surveillance permeated the first half of the century. New technology such as nuclear

weapons changed the rules of war whilst the brand-new television changed the rules of

relaxing. Class divisions changed, with access to voting and services such as the NHS were

established. The internet was created the way humans communicate changed forever.

1. What effect

did war have 2 [Faw @ e

think the internet
has changed
communication?

on Literature?
Can you name
any examples?

3. Women have
more rights than
ever in C20th.
What impact
does this have?




Text 1: F. Scott. Fitzgerald
‘The Great Gatsby’ (1925)

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 baking 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.

By seven o’clock the orchestra has arrived, no thin five-piece affair, but a whole
pitful of oboes and trombones and saxophones and viols and cornets and
piccolos, and low and high drums. The last swimmers have come in from the
beach now and are dressing upstairs: the cars from New York are parked five
deep in the drive, and already the halls and salons and verandas are gaudy
with primary colors and hair bobbed in strange new ways, and shawls beyond
the dreams of Castile. The bar is in full swing, and floating rounds of cocktails
permeate the garden outside, until the air is alive with chatter and laughter, and
casual innuendo and introductions forgotten on the spot, and enthusiastic

meetings between women who never knew each other’s names.

The lights grow brighter as the earth lurches away from the sun, and now the
orchestra is playing yellow cocktail music, and the opera of voices pitches a key
higher. Laughter is easier minute by minute, spilled with prodigality, tipped out
at a cheerful word. The groups change more swiftly swell with new arrivals,
dissolve and form in the same breath; already there are wanderers, confident
girls who weave here and there among the stouter and more stable, become for
a sharp, joyous moment the centre of a group, and then, excited with triumph,
glide on through the sea-change of faces and voices and colour under the

constantly changing light.




Text 2: Ernest Hemingway
‘A Farewell to Arms’ (1929)

"It's a silly front," she said. "But it's very beautiful. Are they going to have an offensive?"
"Yes."

"Then we'll have to work. There's no work now."

"Have you done nursing long?2"

"Since the end of 'fifteen. | started when he did. | remember having a silly idea he might come
to the

hospital where | was. With a sabre cut, | suppose, and a bandage around his head. Or shot

through the shoul-
der. Something picturesque."
"This is the picturesque front," | said.

"Yes," she said. "People can't realize what France is like. If they did, it couldn't all go on. He
didn't have

a sabre cut. They blew him all to bits."
| didn't say anything.

"Do you suppose it will always go on2"
"No."

"What's to stop it2"

"It will crack somewhere."

"We'll crack. We'll crack in France. They can't go on doing things like the Somme and not

crack."

"They won't crack here," | said.

"You think not2"

"No. They did very well last summer."

"They may crack," she said. "Anybody may crack."
"The Germans too."

"No," she said. "I think not."
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Text 3: Aldous Huxley
‘Brave New World’ (1931)

“Sleep teaching was actually prohibited in England. There was something called Liberalism.
Parliament, if you know what that was, passed a law against it. The records survive. Speeches
about liberty of the subject. Liberty to be inefficient and miserable. Freedom to be a round

peg in a square hole.”

“But, my dear chap, you're welcome. | assure you. You're welcome.” Henry Foster patted the

Assistant Predestinator on the shoulder. “Every one belongs to every one else, after all.”

One hundred repetitions three nights a week for four years, thought Bernard Marx, who was a

specialist on hypnopaedia. Sixty-two thousand four hundred repetitions made one truth. Idiots!

“Or the Caste System. Constantly proposed, constantly rejected. There was something called

democracy. As though men were more than physico-chemically equal’.

Comparison to: ‘Nineteen Eighty-Four’ George Orwell 1949

In the end the whole notion of goodness and badness will be covered by only
six words— in reality, only one word. Don’t you see the beauty of that,
Winston? It was B.B.’s idea originally, of course,” he added as an afterthought.

A sort of vapid eagerness flitted across Winston’s face at the mention of Big
Brother. Nevertheless Syme immediately detected a certain lack of enthusiasm.
‘You haven't a real appreciation of Newspeak, Winston,” he said almost sadly.
‘Even when you write it you're still thinking in Oldspeak. I've read some of those
pieces that you write in ‘The Times’ occasionally. They’re good enough, but
they’re translations. In your heart you'd prefer to stick to Oldspeak, with all its
vagueness and its useless shades of meaning. You don’t grasp the beauty of the
destruction of words. Do you know that Newspeak is the only language in

the world whose vocabulary gets smaller every year?’

Winston did know that, of course. He smiled, sympathetically he hoped, not
trusting himself to speak. Syme bit off another fragment of the dark-coloured
bread, chewed it briefly, and went on: ‘Don’t you see that the whole aim of
Newspeak is to narrow the range of thought? In the end we shall make
thoughtcrime literally impossible, because there will be no words in which to
express it.
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5 — Representing

Change
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As Literature moves in to the 215 Century, there is a clear shift of opinions when

it comes to classic social divide: race, gender, sexuality and class are becoming
ever more equal. This section explores those authors discussing and representing

the changes in their own unique voice.

Text 1: Margaret Atwood
‘The Handmaid’s Tale’ (1985)

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 | thought | 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 | 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.

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. The lights were turned down but not out. Aunt Sara and
Aunt Elizabeth patrolled; they had electric cattle prods slung on thongs from their

leather belts. No guns though, even they could not be trusted with guns.
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Comparison to: ‘Pride and Prejudice’ Jane Austen (1813)

"My dear Mr. Bennet," replied his wife, "how can you be so tiresome! You must know
that | am thinking of his marrying one of them."

"Is that his design in settling here?"

"Design! Nonsense, how can you talk so! But it is very likely that he may fall in love
with one of them, and therefore you must visit him as soon as he comes."

"l see no occasion for that. You and the girls may go, or you may send them by
themselves, which perhaps will be still better, for as you are as handsome as any of
them, Mr. Bingley may like you the best of the party."

"My dear, you flatter me. | certainly have had my share of beauty, but | do not
pretend to be anything extraordinary now. When a woman has five grown-up
daughters, she ought to give over thinking of her own beauty."

"In such cases, a woman has not often much beauty to think of."

"But, my dear, you must indeed go and see Mr. Bingley when he comes into the
neighbourhood."

"It is more than | engage for, | assure you."

"But consider your daughters. Only think what an establishment it would be for one
of them. Sir William and Lady Lucas are determined to go, merely on that account,
for in general, you know, they visit no newcomers. Indeed you must go, for it will be
impossible for us to visit him if you do not."

"You are over-scrupulous, surely. | dare say Mr. Bingley will be very glad to see you;
and | will send a few lines by you to assure him of my hearty consent to his marrying
whichever he chooses of the girls; though | must throw in a good word for my little
Lizzy."

"I desire you will do no such thing. Lizzy is not a bit better than the others; and | am
sure she is not half so handsome as Jane, nor half so good-humoured as Lydia. But
you are always giving her the preference."

"They have none of them much to recommend them," replied he; "they are all silly
and ignorant like other girls; but Lizzy has something more of quickness than her
sisters.”

Comparison to: Margaret Atwood: The Prophet of Dystopia’. The New Yorker
Magazine, April 2017
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Atwood has long been Canada’s most famous writer, and current events have
polished the oracular sheen of her reputation. With the election of an
American President whose campaign trafficked openly in the deprecation of
women—and who, on his first working day in office, signed an executive
order withdrawing federal funds from overseas women’s-health organizations
that offer abortion services—the novel that Atwood dedicated to Mary
Webster has reappeared on best-seller lists. “The Handmaid’s Tale” is also
about to be serialized on television, in an adaptation, starring Elisabeth Moss,
that will stream on Hulu. The timing could not be more fortuitous, though many
people may wish that it were less so. In a photograph taken the day after the
Inauguration, at the Women’s March on Washington, a protester held a sign
bearing a slogan that spoke to the moment: “MAKE MARGARET ATWOQOD
FICTION AGAIN.”

If the election of Donald Trump were fiction, Atwood maintains, it would be
too implausible to satisfy readers. “There are too many wild cards—you want
me to believe that the F.B.l. stood up and said this, and that the guy over at
WikilLeaks did that¢” she said. “Fiction has to be something that people would
actually believe. If you had published it last June, everybody would have
said, ‘That is never going to happen.’ ” Atwood is a buoyant doomsayer. Like
a skilled doctor, she takes evident satisfaction in providing an accurate
diagnosis, even when the cultural prognosis is bleak. She attended the Toronto
iteration of the Women’s March, wearing a wide-brimmed floppy hat the
color of Pepto-Bismol.. Among the signs she saw that day, her favorite was
one held by a woman close to her own age; it said, “I| CAN'T BELIEVE I'M STILL
HOLDING THIS SIGN.” Atwood remarked, “After sixty years, why are we
doing this again? But, as you know, in any area of life, it’s push and pushback.

We have had the pushback, and now we are going to have the push again.”

Text 2: Toni Morrison
‘Beloved’ (1987)

124 was spiteful. Full of a baby's venom. The women in the house knew it and so
did the children. For years each put up with the spite in his own way, but by
1873 Sethe and her daughter Denver were its only victims. The grandmother,

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

and crept away from the lively spite the house felt for them.

Comparison to: ‘Noughts and Crosses’ Malorie Blackman (2001)

'It'll be tough, son, but at least it's a start. My son is going to Heathcroft High
School. Imagine that!' Dad took a deep breath, his chest actually puffing up with
pride as he smiled at me. 'l still think he's making a big mistake . ..' Mum

sniffed. 'Well, | don't.' Dad's smile vanished as he turned to Mum. 'He doesn't
need to go to their schools. We noughts should have our own schools with the
same opportunities that the Crosses enjoy,’ Mum retorted. 'We don't need to mix
with them.' "What's wrong with mixing?' | asked, surprised. 'lt doesn't work,' Mum
replied at once. 'As long as the schools are run by Crosses, we'll always be
treated as second-class, second-best nothings. We should look after and educate
our own, not wait for the Crosses to do it for us.' 'You never used to believe that,’
said Dad. 'I'm not as naive as | used to be - if that's what you mean," Mum
replied.

| opened my mouth to speak but the words wouldn't come. They were just a
jumble in my head. If a Cross had said that to me, I'd be accusing them of all
sorts. It seemed to me we'd practised segregation for centuries now and that
hadn't worked either. What would satisfy all the noughts and the Crosses who
felt the same as Mum? Separate countries? Separate planets? How far away was
far enough? What was it about the differences in others that scared some people
so much? 'Mcggie, if our boy is going to get anywhere in this life, he has to go to
their schools and learn to play the game by their rules. He just has to be better at
it, that's all.'
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Comparison to: ‘The Help’ Kathryn Stockett (2009)

You'd never know it living here, but Jackson, Mississippi, be filled with two hundred
thousand peoples. | see them numbers in the paper and | got to wonder, where do them
peoples live2 Underground? Cause | know just about everbody on my side a the bridge
and plenty a white families too, and that sure don’t add up to be no two hundred
thousand. Six days a week, | take the bus across the Woodrow Wilson Bridge to where

Miss Leefolt and all her white friends live, in a neighborhood call Belhaven.

Right next to Belhaven be the downtown and the state capital. Capitol building is real
big, pretty on the outside but | never been in it. | wonder what they pay to clean that
place. Down the road from Belhaven is white Woodland Hills, then Sherwood Forest,
which is miles a big live oaks with the moss hanging down. Nobody living in it yet, but it’s
there for when the white folks is ready to move somewhere else new. Then it’s the
country, out where Miss Skeeter live on the Longleaf cotton plantation. She don’t know it,
but | picked cotton out there in 1931, during the Depression, when we didn’t have
nothing to eat but state cheese. So Jackson’s just one white neighborhood after the next
and more springing up down the road. But the colored part a town, we one big anthill,
surrounded by state land that ain’t for sale. As our numbers get bigger, we can’t spread
out. Our part a town just gets thicker. | get on the number six bus that afternoon, which
goes from Belhaven to Farish Street. The bus today is nothing but maids heading home in
our white uniforms. We all chatting and smiling at each other like we own it—not cause
we mind if they’s white people on here, we sit anywhere we want to now thanks to Miss
Parks—ijust cause it’s a friendly feeling. | spot Minny in the back center seat. Minny short
and big, got shiny black curls. She setting with her legs splayed, her thick arms crossed.
She seventeen years younger than | am. Minny could probably lift this bus up over her
head if she wanted to. Old lady like me’s lucky to have her as a friend. | take the seat

in front a her, turn around and listen. Everbody like to listen to Minny.

Text 3: George Bernard Shaw
‘Pygmalion’ (1913)

Extract 1:

THE NOTE TAKER. You see this creature with her kerbstone English: the English
that will keep her in the gutter to the end of her days. Well, sir, in three months |
could pass that girl off as a duchess at an ambassador’s garden party. | could
even get her a place as lady’s maid or shop assistant, which requires better

English. That’s the sort of thing | do for commercial millionaires. And on the profits
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of it | do genuine scientific work in phonetics, and a little as a poet on Miltonic

lines.

Extract 2:

THE FLOWER GIRL [picking up her scattered flowers and replacing them in the
basket] There’s menners f’ yer! Te-oo banches o voylets trod into the mad. [She
sits down on the plinth of the column, sorting her flowers, on the lady’s right. She
is not at all an attractive person. She is perhaps eighteen, perhaps twenty,
hardly older. She wears a little sailor hat of black straw that has long been
exposed to the dust and soot of London and has seldom if ever been brushed.
Her hair needs washing rather badly: its mousy color can hardly be natural. She
wears a shoddy black coat that reaches nearly to her knees and is shaped to her
waist. She has a brown skirt with a coarse apron. Her boots are much the worse
for wear. She is no doubt as clean as she can afford to be; but compared to the
ladies she is very dirty. Her features are no worse than theirs; but their condition

leaves something to be desired; and she needs the services of a dentist].

Comparison to: ‘An Inspector Calls’ J.B Priestley 1946

Birling: I'm delighted about this engagement and | hope it won't be too long before
you're married. And | want to say this. There's a good deal of silly talk about these days —
but — and | speak as a hard-headed business man, who has to take risks and know what
he's about — | say, you can ignore all this silly pessimistic talk. When you marry, you'll be
marrying at a very good time. Yes, a very good time — and soon it'll be an even better
time. Last month, just because the miners came out on strike, there's a lot of wild talk about
possible labour trouble in the near future. Don't worry. We've passed the worst of it. We
employers at last are coming together to see that our interests — and the interests of
capital — are properly protected. And we're in for a time of steadily increasing

prosperity.
Gerald: | believe you're right, sir.

ric: What about war?

Birling: Glad you mentioned it, Eric. I'm coming to that. Just because the Kaiser
makes a speech or two, or a few German officers have too much to drink and begin taking
nonsense, you'll hear some people say that war's inevitable. And to that | say — fiddlesticks!
The Germans don't want war. Nobody wants war, except some half-civilized folks in the
Balkans. And why?2 There's too much at stake these days. Everything to lose and nothing to

gain by war.
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Eric: Yes, | know — but still -

Birling: Just let me finish, Eric. You've a lot to learn yet. And I'm taking as a hard headed,
practical man of business. And | say there isn't a chance of war. The world's developing so fast that
it'll make war impossible. Look at the progress we're making. In a year or two we'll have aeroplanes
that will be able to go anywhere. And look at the way the auto-mobile's making headway — bigger
and faster all the time. And then ships. Why, a friend of mine went over this new liner last week —
the titanic — she sails next week — forty-six thousand eight hundred tons — New York in five days —
and every luxury — and unsinkable, absolutely unsinkable. That's what you've got to keep your eye
on, facts like that, progress like that — and not a few German officers taking nonsense and a few
scaremongers here making a fuss about nothing. Now you three young people, just listen to this —
and remember what I'm telling you now. In twenty or thirty years’ time — let's say, in 1940 — you
may be giving a little party like this — your son or daughter might be getting engaged — and | tell
you, by that time you'll be living in a world that'll have forgotten all these capital versus labour
agitations and all these silly little war scares. There'll be peace and prosperity and rapid progress

everywhere — except of course in Russia, which will always be behindhand naturally.

Mrs Birling: Arthur

Birling: Yes, my dear, | know — I'm talking too much. But you youngsters just remember what |
Said. We can't let these Bernard Shaws and H.G.Wellses do all the talking. We hard-headed
practical business men must say something sometime. And we don't guess — we've had experience -

and we know.
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